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AN
APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT

ro

ODE UPON ODE

T ————

P'nopibus plicwife vit non ultisma lans eft. ﬁ*’

The Barp whol verfe c1n charm the 2EeT oF Rrndns
Porfurmeth svcf extr qu dwary thing. !

Vor. IIO n



THE ARGUMENT,

Perer mobly acknowledgeth error, fufpe@eth an interfering
Devil, and fupplicateth his Reader—He boafleth, wittily
parodieth, and moft learnedly quoteth a Latin Poet—He
fhoweth much affection for Kings, illuftrating it by a beautiful
fimile—PEeTER again waxeth witty—Rcfolution declared for
rhyme in confcquence of cncouragement from our two Uni-
vERsITIEs—PETER witkedly accufed of King -reaiting ; re-
futeth the malevolent charge by a moft aptilluftration—PrrER
criticifeth the blunders of the ftars—PETER replicth to the
charges brought againft him by the World—He difplayeth
great Bible knowledge, and maketh a fhrewd obfervation on
King Davip, Urian, and the Sheep, fuch as no Commen-
tator ever made before—Pertr challengeth Courtiers to equal
his intrepidity, and proveth his fuperiority of courage by
giving a deleftable iale of Dumriincs—PETER anfwereth
the unbelicf of a vociferous World—Declareth rotis wiribus love
for Kines—PeTER peepeth into Futurity, and telleth the

fortane of the Prince oF WaLes—He defcanteth on the
high province of ancient Poets, and difplayeth claffical eru-
dition—PEeTER holdeth conference with a Quaker—PeTex,
as ufual, turheth rank Egorif—He telleth firange news relating
to MajesTy and Perrer ArpEn—PETER apologifcth for
"impadence, byatale ofa FrenchKing—PETER, imitatingOvip,
who was tranfported for his impudent Ballads, talketh to his
Ope—Suggeiteth a royal anfwer to Odes and Ode-faflors—

. Happily fele@eth a flory of King Canvurs, illuftrating the
danger of Bopping the mouths of Poets with halters, &c.
inféad of meat—PrTer concludeth with a wife obfervation.



AN
APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT

TO

ODE " UPON ODE.

READER, I {olemnly proteft

I thought that I had work’d up all my rhyme!
What ftupid demon hath my brain poffefs'd ?

I prithee, pardon me this time:

Afford thy patience through more Qde;
*Tis not a vaft extent of road:
Together let us gallop then along:
Moft nimbly (hall old Pegafus, my hack, ftir.
To drop the image—prithee hear more fong,
Some ¢ more laft words of Mr. Baxier.

A wond'rous fav'rite with the tuneful throng,
Sublimely great are PeTer’s pow’ss of ﬁfong:
His nerve of fatire, too, fo very tough,
Strong without weaknefs, withast ﬁfhwfs rough.
B2 What



4.” ' &gg;oci'ric POSTSCRIPT, &IC.
What Horct faid of ftreams in eafy lay,
The marv'ling World of PETER’s tongue may fay ;
Hli tongue, .fo copious in a flux of metre,
‘ « LABITUR ET LABETUR !”

ODE



WO RLD! ftop thy mouth—I am refolvid to’
rhyme—

I cannot throw away a vein fublime:

If T may rake the liberty to brag;
I cannot, like the fellow in the Bible,
Venting upon his mafter a rank libel,

Conceal my talent in a rag:
Kings muft continue ftill to be my theme—-

Eternally of Kings I dream :

As heggars ev’ry night, we muft fuppofe,
Dicam of their vermin, in their beds;
Becaufe, as ev’ry body knows,
Such things are always running in their heads.

Befides—were I to writc of common folks,
No foul would buy my rhymes fo ftrange, and jokes:
Then what becomes of mutton, beef, and pork ?
How would my maflicating mufcles work ?

’ B3 Indeed,
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Indeed, I dare not {ay they would be idle;
But, like my;fegafus's chaps, fo ftout,

Who plays and wantons with his bridle,
And nobly flings the foam about,

So mine would work-=“ On what ?” my reader cries,
-With a ftretch'd pair of unbelieving eyes—

Heav’n help thy moft unpenetrating wit !

On a bard morfel—~HunGEeR’s iron bit.

By all the rhyming goddeffes and gods
I will—I muf, perfiit in Odes;
And not a pow’r ca earth fhall hinder:
1 hear both * Univerfitics exclaim,
« PcTER, it is a glorious road to fame;
¢ Eugé Poeta magne—well {aid, Pinpar!”

Yet fome approach with apoftolic face,
And cry, © O PeTer, what a want of grace
¢ Thus

* The violence of the Univerfities on this occfion may pro-
bably arife fr /m the contempt thrown on tiem by his Majefty’s
fending the Koyal Children to Gottingc1 for educit'on; but
have not their I{ajflies amply made it v} to Oxford, by o wifit
to that celebrated feminary? and is not Cambridge to receive
she fame honout ?
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¢« Thus in thy rhyme to roaft a King!”
I roaft a King! by heav’ns ’tis not a faét—
I fcorn fuch wicked and difloyal aét:
Who dares affert it, fays a {land’rous thing.

Hear what I have to fay of Kings:
If, unfublime, they deal in childifh things,
And yield not, of reform, a ray of hope;
Each mighty Monarch ftrait appears to me
A roatter of bimfelf—Felo de fe;
I only a&t as Cook, and difb bim up.

Reader! another fimile as rare:

My verfes form a fort of bill of fare,
Informing guefts what kind of fleth and fith
Is to be found within each dith;

That eating people may not be miftaken,
And take, for ortoran, a lump of bacon.

Whenever I have heard of Kings
Who place in goffipings, and news, their pride,
And knowing family concerns—mean things !
Very judicioufly, indegd, I've cry'd,
¢ I wonder .
«¢ How their blind ftars could make {o grofsa blunder!”
B 4 « Inftead
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¢ Inflead of fitting on a throne
¢ In purple gich—of ftate fo full,

¢ They fhould have had an apron on,
¢« And, feated on a three-legg’d ftool,

¢« Commanded, of dead hair, the fprigs
“ To do their duty upon wigs.

¢ By fuch miftakes, is Nature often foil’d :
¢ Such improprieties fhould never fpring—
¢ Thus a fine chattering barber muy be fpoil’d,
« T make a moft indiffrent King.”

¢ Sir, Sir, (I hear tlie world exclaim)
« At t00 high game you iinpudently aim.
¢ How dare you, with your jokes and gibes,
 Trepd, like a horfe, on kingly kibes
Folks who can’t fee their errors, can’t reform:
No plainer axiom ever came from man;
And ’ts a Chriflian’s duty, in a florm,
To fave his finking neighbour, if he can:
Thus 7 to Kings my Ode of Wifdom pen,
Becaufe your Kings have fouls like common men.

The
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The Bible warrants me to fpeak the truth; =

Nor mealy-mouth’d my tohgue in fgence keep:
-Did not good NaTraN tell that buckifh youth,

Davip the Kinc, that he ftole theep?

Stole poor Ur1an’s little fav’rité lamb— -

An ewe it chanc’d to be, and not a ram;

For had it been a ram, the royal gluttori. "

Had never meddled with Urran’s mutton.

What medern Courtier, pray, hath got the face
To fay to Majefty, «“ O King!
¢ At fuch a time, in fich a place,
“ You did a very foolith thing?”
What Courtier, not a foe to his own glory,
Would publifh of his King this fimple ftory.2 «

THE -
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Tue APPLE DUMPLINGS anp a KING.

ONCE on  time, a Monarch, tir’d with heoping,
Whipping and fpurring,
Huappy in worrying
A poor, defencelefs, harmlels buck,
(The horfe and rider wet as muck,)
From his high confequence and wifdom flooping,
Entcr'd,' through curiofity, a cot,
Where fat a poor old woman and her pot.

The wrinkled, blear-ey’d, good, o'd Graxny,
In this fame cot, illum’d by many a cranny,
Had finifh’d apple dunplings for her pot:
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay,
‘When, lo! the Monarcn, in his ufual way,
Like lightning fpoke, ¢ What's this? what’s this?
¢« what?, what?”

Then taking up 2 dumipling j# his hand,
His eyes with admi¢ation did expand; ,
And oft did Majefty the dumpling grapple:
*Tis
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« *Tis monftrous, monftrous hard indeed,” he cry’d:
¢ What makesit, pray, {o hard?”’~~The Dame reply’d,
Low curtfying, * Pleafe your Majefty, the apple.”

« Very aftonithing indeed !-—ftrange thing !” ‘
(Turning the dumpling round, rejoin’d the King.)
% *Tis moft extraordinary then, all this is—
« It beats * Pinerti’s conjuring all to i:icces-—-
¢ Strange I thould never of a dumpling dream ¢
¢ But, Goody, tell me where, where, where's the feam "

¢« Sir, there’s no feam (quoth the); I never knew
¢« That folks did apple dumplings few.”

¢ No! (cry’d the ftaring Monarch with a grin)

< How, how the devil got the apple in?”

On which the Daine the curious {cheme reveai'd
By which the apple lay fo fly conceal'd,
Which made the Solomon of Britain ftart;
Who to the Palace with full fpced repair’d,
And Qucen, and Princeffes fo be:emtcous, fcar'd,
All with the wonders of the Dumpling art!

There

. . ®
¢ Formerly a great favourite 4t Coprt.
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There did he labour one whole week, to thow
The wifdem of an ArprLe-DumpLING Makzr;

And lo! fo deep was Majetty in dough,
The Palace feem’d the lodging of a Baker.

READER, thou likeft not my tale—look’ft &lue »
Thou art a Courtier—roareft, ¢ Lies, lies, lies!”
Do, for a moment, ftop thy cries—

I tell thee, roaring infidel, ’tis zrue.

Why fhould it not be true *—The greatep men

May afk a [volifh queflion now and then—
This is the language of all ages.

Foury lays many a trap—we can’t efcape it

Nemo (fays fome one) omnibus boris fapit :

Then why not Kings, like me and otber [ages?

Far from defpifing Kings, I likc the breed,
Provided KingeJike they behave :
Kings are an infirument we need,
Juft as we razors want—to fhave;-
To
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To keep the State’s face fmooth—give it an air—
Like my Lord North’s, fo jolly, round, and fair.

My fenfe of Kings though freely I impart—

1 hate not royalty, Heav’n knows my heart.
Princes and Princeffes I like, fo loyal—

Great Georce’s children are my great delight;
The fweet Augufta, and fweet Princefs Royal,

Obtain my love by day, and pray’rs by night.

Yes! T like Kings—and oft look back with pride
Upon the Fdwards, Harry’s of our ifle—
Great fouls | in virtue as in valour try’d,
Whofe actions bid the cheek of Britons mile.

Mufe! let us alfo forward look, -
And take a peep into Fate’s book.

Bchold! the freptre young Aucustus fways;
I hear the mingled praife of millions rifc;
I fee uprais'd to Heav’n their ; ardeﬂt ayes,

That for their Monarch aﬂ\ a lmgth of days.

Bright
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Bright in the srightef annals of renown,
Behold fair Faue his youthful temples crown
With laurels of unfading bloom ;
Behold Dominson fwell beneath his care,
And Gew1us, rifing from a dark defpair,
His long-extinguifh’d fires relume.
*

Such are the Kings that fuit my tafte, ] own:
Not zbefe where all the lirtleneffes join;

‘Whofe fouls fhould ftart to find their lot a tbrone,
And blufh to fhow their nofes on a coin.

Reader, for fear of wicked applications,
1 now allude to Kings of foreign nations.

Poets (fo unimpeach’d tradition fays)
The fole’i\iﬁoﬁans were of ancient days,

Who helpd theit heroes Famz’s high hill to clamber
Penping their glagious aéts in language ftrodg,
‘And thus preferving, by immortal fong,

Their precious names amidfk their tuneful amber.

i .
What am I'doing? Lord ) the very fame—
Preferving tany a deed deferving Fame,

. 4 Which
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Which that old lean, devouring fhark, call’d Truse,
Would, without ceremony, e€at;
In my opimon, far too rich a treat:

I therefore merit farues for my rhyme.

« All this & laudable (a Quaker cties) ;

« But ler grive Wispowm, Frielfl, thy verfes rule;
¢ Put out thine Irony’s two [quinting eyes—

¢ Defpife thy grinning monkey, RiprcuLe.”

What! flight my fportive monkey, RipicuLs,
Who aéts like birch on boys at fchool,
Neglecting leffons—truant, p’rhaps, whole weeks!
My Riprcurr, with humour fraught, and wit,
Is that [atiric friend, a gouty fit,
Which bites men into health and rofy cheeks:

A moral Mercury that cleanfeth fouls
Of ills that with them play the devdl;

Like mercury that much the pow’r controls *
Of prefents gain’d from ladies ever civi/.

Reader, I'll brag a litde, if you pleafes
The ancients did fo, therefore why not 7?
Lo! for my good advice 1 afk no feek, »
Whilft other Doctors let their patients die;
" That
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That is, foch patients gs. can’t pay for cure—

A very felfith, wickcd;ﬁgipg, I'm fure. -

Now though I’m foul ,phyﬁe:an to the King

"1 never begg'd of himi t’ke ﬁmﬂe& thing
For all the threihmg of’ my virtuous braflks ;

| May, were 1 my gor pocket’s ftate £ impart,

So well 1 know my RovaL Parient’s heart,
He would npt give me two-’pgme' for my pains.

But hark | folks fay the King is very mad:

The news, if true, indeed,’ were very fad,
And far too ferious an affair to mock it;

Yet how can this agree with what T've heard,

That fo muck by him are my thymes rever’d—
He goes .,aahuntmg with them in his pocket?

9«@ &“'ﬁ’,, 4‘," R

And:vhcn &rm oag—which ofteh is the cafe,

( In bﬁccin huntmg, ‘or of bucks the race)
My verfe fo much his Majeﬁ:y bewitches,

That out he puﬂ&nw&onour’d@oes,

And reads them vg@,@c tumpxke roads— .
Now und& treds and,dxedacs-ﬁs-now in dxtches. ’
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Hark! wirth aftonifhment, a found I hear,
Thot ftrikes tremendous on my ear;

It fays, Great Arden, commonly call’d Pepper,
Of mighty George’s thunderbolts the keeper,
Juft like of Jupiter the famous eagle, ‘
Is order'd out to hunt me like a bgagle.

But, eagle Pepper, give my love
Unto thy 'ofty mafter, Mifter Jove,
And afk how it can fquare with his religion,
To bid thee, without mercy, fall on,
With thy fhort flurdy beak, and iron talon,
A pretty, little, harmlefs, cooing pigeon ?

By heav'ns, 1difbelieve the fad—
A Monarch cannot fo unwifely aétd

Suppofe that Kings, fo rich, are alwhys sumpisg,
Praying and prefling Minifter? for money 3
Bidding them on our hive (poor bees!) be thumping,

Trying to fhake out all our hongy ;
votin

A thing that oft hath Happen’d in our-ifle }—
Pray, fhan't we be allow'd to fmilg? 4
Vor. IL ¢ To
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To cut a joke, or epigram conttive,
By way of folace for our plunder’d hive?

A King of France (I've lof THe Monarch’s name)
Had, avaricious, got himfelf bad fame,
By moft unmannerly and thievith plunges
Into his fubjeéts purfes—
A deep manzuwre that obrain’d their curfes,
Becaufe it treated gentlefolks like /fpunges.

To thow how much they relifh’d not fuch fqueezing,
Such goods and chattel-feizing,
They publifh’d kibels to difplay their hate;
To comfort, in fome fort, their fouls,
For fuch a number of large holes
Eat by thi$ Royal Rar in each eflate.

The Pazmrge op’d his gullet like 2 fhark,

To hear fuch fatires on the Graxp MOoONARQUE,
And roard—*¢ Meffieurs, you foon fhall feel

« My criticifm upon your ballagds,

« Not to yoyr tafre fo fweet as frogs and fallads;
« A fuifture caitical, yclep'd Bastive.”

But
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But firft he told the tidings to the King;

Then fwore par Diex that he would quickly bring
Unto the grinding-ftone their nofes down—

No, not a foul of ’em théuld ever thrive;

He'd flay them, like St. BARTLEMEW, alive—
Villains! for daring to infult the Crown.

‘The Monarch heard Monfieur le PremIER out,
And, finiling on his loyalty fo ftout,
Reply'd, ¢ Monfieur le PREMIZR, you are wrong ;
“ Don’t of the pleafure let them be debarr'd ;
¢ You know how we have ferv’d ’em~faith ! "tis hard
« They fhould not for their money have a fong.”

Ovip, fweet ftory-teller of old times,
(Unluckily tranfported far his rhymes,)
Addrefs'd his book before he bade it walk ;
Therefore my Worthip, and my Otas,”
In imitation of fuch claffic m&c,
May, like two Indian nations, have a salk.

v o
“ Dear Ode! whofe verfe the frue fiblinte affords,
* Go, vifit Kings, Queens, Parafites, 4 Rords ;
« And if thy modeft beauties they adore,

< Inform them they fhall fpeedily have more.”
Ca But
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But poffibly 2 mighty King may fay,
« Ode! Ode!—What? what? I hate your rhyme
“ haranguing ; .
« I'd rather hear a jackafs bray:
« I never knew a poet worth the hanging.

« 1 hate, abhor them——but I'll clip their wings;

« Pl teach the faucy knaves to laugh at Kings:

¢ Yes, yes, the rliyming rogues, their fongs fhall rue,
« A ragged, bold-fac’d, ballad-finging crew.

« Yes, yes, the poets thall my pow’r confefs;

¢ I'll maul that fpawning devil call’d the Prefs.”

If furious thus exclaim the King of glory,
Tell him, O gentle Muss, this pithy ftory.

KiNS
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KING CANUTE anp HIS NOBLES.

A TALE
)

CANUTE was by his nobles taught to fancy,
That, by 2 kind of royal necromancy,

Hec had the pow’r O1.p Ocsgaw to controul :
Down rulh’d the Royal Dane upon the firand,
And iffued, Lke a Solomon, command—

Poor foul!

“¢ Go back, ye waves, you bluft’ring rogues,” quorh he,
¢ Touch not your Lord and Mafter, Sza;

« For by my pow’r almighty, if you do”—
Then ftaring venzeance, out he held a ftick,
Vowing to drive OLp Oczan to Oup Nick,

Should he ev'n wet the latchet of hi::ﬂzoe.

”
OLp Sta 1etir'd—the Monarch Yierce rufh'd on,

And look’d as if he'd drive him from the land ;
But St not caring to be put upon,
Made for 2 moment a bold fand;

4

Not only make a fland did MrsTag Oceavw,

But to his honeft waves he made a motion,
Cs3 And



22 APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT

And bad them give the King 2 hearty trimming
The orders feem’d a deal the waves to tichle;
For foon they put his Majefty in pickle,

And fet his Royalues, like' gpcfe, a fwimming,

All hands aloft, with one tremendgus roar,
Soon did they make him with himfelf on fhore;
His head and ears moft handfomely they dous’d;
Juft like a porpus, with one general fhout,
The waves fo tumbled the poor King about—
No Anabaptift €’er was half fo fous’d.

At length to land he crawl’d, a half-drown’d thing,
Indeed more like 2 crab than hike a King,

And found h#s Courtiers making rueful faces.
But what faid CanvTz to the Lords and Gentry,
Who hail’d him from the water, on his entry,

All t;\:mlﬂ for their lives or places?

. 2]

« My Lords and Gentlemen, by your advice,
« I've had with MisTer SEa a pretty buftle,
« My treatment from my foe not over nice, »
« Jut m;éc 2 l‘yidi“for ev'ry Ihrim&and mufcle:
L I
¢« A preuty trick for one of my dominion !—
% My Jords, I thank you for your great opinion.
« You'l
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« You'll tell me, p’rhaps, I've only loft ewe game,
¢ And bid me try another—for the rubber:

« Permit me to inform you alf, with fhame,
« That you're a fet §f knaves, and I'm a Iubber.

Such is the ftory, my dear Ode;,
Which thou wilt bear—a facred load !~
Yet, much I fear, "twill be of no great ufe:
Kings are in general obfinate as mules ;
Thofe who furround them, moftly rogues and fools,
And therefore can no benefit produce.

Yet ftories, {éntences, and gelden rules,

Urdoubtedly were made for rogues and fools :
But this unluckily the fimple fadl is;

Thofc rogues and fools do nothing but admire,

And, all fo dev'lith modeft, don't d:%;‘ .
The glory of reducing them to pr e

Cs INSTRUC~






INSTRUCTIONS
TO A
CELEBRATED LAUREAT;
ALIAS
THE PROGRESS OF CURIOSITY;
ALIAS
4 BIRTH-DAY ODE;

ALIAS

MR, WHITBREAD’S BREWHOUSE.

Sic tranfit gloria mund; lemmeOLD 6UN-DIERS:

From Houfe of Buckingham, in grand padisde,
‘To Whitbread's Brewboxfe, mov'd the Cavalcade.






THE ARGUMENT.

Petar’s loyalty—He fufpefteth Mr. Warton of joking—Com-
plimenteth the Poet Laureat—~Pe 1R differeth in opinion from
Mr. Warton—Taketh up the cudgels for King Edward, King
Harry V. and Queen Befs-~Feats on Blackheath and Wim-
bledon performed by our moRt gracious Sovereign—King
Charles the Second half damned by PaTE, yet praifed for:
keeping company with gentlemsn—PéTER prafeth bimfelf—
Peter reproved by Mr. Warton—Defircth Mr. Warton’s
prayers—A fine fimile—~Pzriz ftill fufpeteth the Laureat of
ironical dealings—Pxr TR expoftulateth with Mr. Warton—Mr.
Warton replieth—PeTer adminiftereth bold advice—Wittily

.calleth Death and phyficians poachers—Praifeth the King for
parental tendernefs—PeTER maketh a nataral fimile—PeTeR
farthermore telleth” Thomas Warton™ what to fay—-Ps'rx-:x
giveth a beautiful example of Ode-writing. - ¢

THE CONTENTS OF THE ODE.

His Majcfty’s love for the arts and fciences, even in quadrupeds
— His refolution to know the hiftory of brewing beer—Billy
Ramus fent ambaffador to Chifwell-ftreet—Interview between
Mefirs. Ramus and Whitbread—Mr., Whitbread’s bow, aud
compliments to Majefly-~Mr, Ramus’ sntum&om his embafly
~—Mr. Whitbread’s terrors defcribed to Mzﬂ&y by Mr. Ramus
s The King’s pleafure thereat—Defcription of people of

orfhip—Account of the Whitbread preparation—The royak
cavalcade to Chifwell-fireet—The arrival at the Brewhonfe—

Great joy of Mr. Whitbread—His Majefty’s nod, the Queen’s

dip, and a number of queftions—A Wek-India fimile—The

marvellings of the druymen defcribed—His Majelty peepeth

into a pump—Beautifully compared to 4 magpie pecping into
a marrow-bone—The minute curiofity of the King—Mr. Whit-

bread endeavoureth to furprife Majelty—Mis Majefty puzzleth

Mr. Whitbread—Mr. Whitbread’s horfe exprcﬁ'cth wotder—

. : . Al



-Alfo Mr, Whitbread’s dog—His Majefty maketh laudabic
encjuiry about Porter—Again puzzleth Mr. Whitbread—Kin g
" nateth notable things—Profound gueftions propofed by Majefty
— s profoundly anfwered by Mr, Whitbread—Majefty in a
miftake—Corredted by the brewer—A nofe fimile—Majelty's
#admiration of the bellGood manners of the hell—Fine
appearance of Mr. Whitbread’s pigs—Majefly propoieth quef-
tions, but benevolently waiteth not for anfwers—Perzx telleth
the duty of Kings—Difcovereth one of his threwd maxims—
Sublime fimile of a water-fpout and a King—The great ufe of
afking queitions—The habitation of Truth=The collation-~
The wonders performed by the royal vifitors—Majefty pro-
pofeth to take leave—Offereth knighthood t6 Mr. Whitbread —
Mr. Whitbread's objc&tions—~The King runneth a rig on his
hoft—Mr, Whitbread thanketh Majefty—Mifs Whitbread
curtfieth—The Queen dippeth—The Cavalcade departeth.

“

Perrr triompheth—Admonitheth the Laureat—Pe rer eroweth
ever the Laureat—Difcovereth deep knowledge of Kings, and
{urgeons,and men who have loft theirlegs—Perkr reafoneth—
Vaunteth—Bven infulteth the Laureat—PETE k proclaimeth his
peaccable Jlffsbﬁtxon—-PmLfcth Majefty, and concludeth with
a prayer for curious Kings,

-’

INSTRUC.
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TO M, foon as e’er thou ﬁnk’ﬁ: thy golden lyre,
Thy brother PerEr’s mufe is all on fire,

To fing of Kings and Queens, and fuch rare folk:
Yet, ’midft thy heap of céxriplimcnts {o fine,
Say, may we venture to believe a line ?' :

You Oxford wits moft dearly love a joke.

Son of the NinE, thou writeft well on mmgh ;
Thy thund’ring ftanza, and its pompous thought,
I think, muft put a dog into 2 laugh:
Epwarp and Harry were much bravey gaen
Than this new-chriften’d Hero of thy pen;
Yes, laurel’d OpEman, braver far by half;

Though on Blackheath, and Wimbledon’s wide plain,
GeorcE keeps his hat off in a thow'r of rain;

Sees fwords and bayonets without a dread,

Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head s

. 5 . Although
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Although at grand reviews he feems fo blett,
And leaves at fix o’clack his downy neft,

Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, and bolfters

+ Unlike his loﬂicers_, who; fond of cramrhing,
And at reviirs afraid of thirft and famine,

With bread and’ cheefe and' brandy fill their holfters.

Sure, Towm, we fhould do juftice to Qusen Bess:
His prefént Majefty, whom Heav’n long blefs
With wifdom, wit, and arts of choiceft quality,
Will never get, I fear, fo fine a niche
' ';A.s that old queen; though often call’d old b—ch,
In Fame's colofial houfe of immortality.

As for John Dryden’s CxarLEs—that King
Indeed was never any mighty thing ;
He merited few honours from the pen:
And yet he was a dev'lith hearty fellow,
Enjoy’d his girl and bottle, and got mellow,
And mind—kept company with GENTLEMEN ¢

For, like fome Kings, in hobby grooms, |
'Knights of, the manger, curry-combs, -and brooms,
Loft to all glory, Crarezs did not delight—
: ' Nor
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Nor jok'd by day with pages, fervant maids,
Large, red-poll’d, blowzy, hard two-handed jades:
Indeed I kpow not what Crarcrzs did by mighr.

Tromas, I am of candour a great fover ;
In thort, I'm candour’s felf all over;
Sweet as a candied cake from top to tée;
Make it a rule that VirTuE fhall be prais'd, .
And humble Mzr1T from her bum be rais’d :
What thinkeft thou of Petek now?

Thou cryeft, « Qh! how falfe! behold thy King,
« Of whom thou fcarcely fay’ft a handfome thing ;
« Tkat King has virtues that thould make thee ftare.”
Is it fo ?~—=Then the fin’s in me——
"Tis my vile optics that can’t fee;.
Then pray for them, when nexe thou fay'ft a pray’r.

But, prhaps, loft on his imperial throne,
So diftant, O ye gods! from #v'ry one,
The royal virtues are like many a ftar,*
From this our pigmy fyftem rather far;
C  Whole

* Such was the Giblime opinion of she Duatch aﬁt'v'momei
Huygens, : ’
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Whofe light, though flying ever fince creation,
"Has not yet pitch’d upon our nation.
Then may the royal ray be foon explor'd—

And, T zom &s, if thow’lt fwear thou art not humming,
Tll take my fpying-glafs, and bring thee word

The inftant I behold it coming.
But, THoMmas WarToN, without joking,
Art thou, df artthou nof, thy Sov’reign fmoking ?
How canft thou ferioufly declare,

- That Gzorcg the THIRD

‘With Creffy’s Ebwarp can compare,

Or Harry ?~—"Tis too bad, upon my word:
Georce is aclever King, I needs muft own,
And cuts a Jolly ﬁgure on the throne

Now thou exclaxm’ﬁ “ Ge—d rot it! PETER, pray,
 What to the devil thall I fing or fay ?”

I'll gell thee what to fay, O tuneful Tom:

Sing how a Monarch, whcn his Son was dying,
His gmcxodi’cva and ears was edifying,

ﬁy Abbey company and kettle drum:

" Leaving
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Léaving that Son to death and the phyfician,
Between two fifes—a forldm-hépc condition ;
Two poachers, who make man their game,
And, fpecial mark{men ! ;feldom mifs their aim.

Say, though the Mgnarch did not fee his Son,

He kept aloof through fatheﬁy affection ;
Determin’d nothing fhould be dane.

'T'o bring on u{elefs tears, and difmal recolleion,
For what can tears awul; and piteous ﬁghs ?
Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes :
And what are fighs and tears but wind and water;
That fhow the leakynefs of feeble nature?

Towm, with my fimilé thou wilt not qimrrel T
Like air and any fort of drink;
‘Whizzing and oozing through each ¢hink,
That proves. the weaknefs of the barrel.
Say—for the Prince, when wet was ev'ry eye,
And thoufands pour’d to heav’ n the pitying figh
Devout ; e
Say how a King, unabl¢ to dlﬁ'emble,
Order’d Dame Sippons to his houfc, arxd KeusoLs,
To fpout:
Vou. IL D i Gave
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G;d;c them ice creams and wines, fo dear!

Deny'd ¢ill then a thimblefull of beer;

For which they ve thank’d the author of this mctre,
Videlicet, the moral-mender Pmnm, b ;

.Who, in his Opz.on ODE, 'did dare exclaim,

And call fuch royal avarice, . a Thame,

Say—but I'll teach "thee how to, make an ode;
Thus fhall thy,Jabours vifit FAns‘% abode,

In compagy with my immoreal lay;

And look, Tom—ithus 1.5#6 awayem

RIRTH-
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BIRTH-DAY ODE.

l’

This day, this very day, gave birth,

Not to the brighteft Monarch upon earth,

Becaufe there are fome brighter, and as big;
Who love the arts that man exalt to heav'n:
Georck loves them alfo, when they’re giv'n

To four-legg’d gentry, chriten’d dog and pig,*

Whofe deeds in this our wonder-hunting nation

Prove what a charming thing is education.

Full of the art of brewing beer,

The Monarch heard of WaiTBrEAD'S fame
Quoth he unto the Queen, ‘ My dear, my dear,

¢ WHaiTBrEAD hath got a marvellous great name;
* CuarrLy, we muft, muft, muft fee WHITBREAD

brew=—

‘¢ Rich as us, CuaRLY, richer than a Jew:
¢ Shame, fhame, we have not yet his brewhoufe feen!”
Thus fweetly faid the King unto the Queen!

D2 Red

® The dancing dogs and wife pig have formed 8 confiderable
part of the royal amufement.
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Red hot with novelty’s delightful rage,
To Mifter WHiTEREAD fOrth he fent a page,
To fay chat Majefty propos’d to view,
With thirft of wond’rous keowledge deep inflam’d,
His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogfheads fam’d,
And learn the noble fecret how to drew.

Of fuch undreamt-of honour proud,
Moft rev'rently the Brewer bow'd;

So humbly (fo the humble ftory goes)
He touch’d ¢’en ferra firma with his nofe ;

Then faid unto the page, bigh? By Ramvs,

“ Happy are we that our great King thould name s,
¢ As worthy unte Majefty to fhew,

« IHow we poor Chifwell people érew.”

Awnay fprung BirLy Ramus quick as thought:
To Majefty the welcome tidings brought,

IIow WHiTBREAD flaring ftaod like any ftake,
Aud trembled—then the civil things he faid—e
On which the King did {mile and nod his head ;

For Monarchs like to fee their fubjeds guake:

Such
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Such horrors unto Kings moft pleafant are,
Proclaiming rev’rence and humility :

High thoughts tao all thofe thaking fits declare
Of kingly grandeur @nd great capability!

People of warthip, wealth, and birth,
I.ook on the humbler fonsof earth,

Indeed in a moft humble light, God knows!
High ftations are like Dover’s tow’ring cliffs,
Where fhips below appear like little fkifft,

The people wathing on the ftrind, like crows.

Mufe, fing the ftir that happy WrITBREAD made;
Y'oor gentleman! moft terribly afraid
He thould not chirm enough his guefts divine:
Fle gave his naids new aprons, gowns, and fmocks;
And lo! two hundred pounds were fpent in frocks,
To male th’ apprentices and draymen fine:
Bufy as hérfes in a field of clover,
Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ftools were tumbled over,
Amidft the Whitbread rout of preparation,
To treat the lofty Ruren of the nation.

D3 Now
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Now mov’d King, Queen, and Princeffes fo grand,

To vifit the firft Brewer in the land;

‘Who fometimes {wills his beer and grinds his meat

In a fhug corner chriften’d Chifwell-ftreet ;

But oft’'ner, charm'd with fathionable air,

Amidft the gaudy Great of Portman-fquare.

Lord Avieseury, and Deneicu’s Lord 4/,
His Grace the Duke of MoNTAGUE likewife,

With Lady HarcotrT, join'd the raree-fhow,
And fix'd all Smithfield’s marv’ling eyes:

For lo! a greater how ne’er grac’d thofe quarters,

Since Mary roafted, jult like crabs, .the martyrs.

Arriv'd, the King broad grinn’d, and gavce a nol
To {miling WrITBREAD, Who, had God

Come with his angels to behold his beer,
With more refpect he never could have met—
Indeed the man was in a fweat,

So much the Brewer did the King revere.

Her Majesty eontriv’d to make a dip:

Light as a feather then the king did fkip,

Andafk’d a thoufand queftions, with a laugh,

Before poor WaITsREAD comprehended Aalf.
Reader!
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Reader! my Ode fhould have a fimile—
Well! in Jamaica, on a tan¥’rind tree,

Five hundred parrots, gabbling juft like Jews,
I've feen—futh noife the.feather’d imps did mal.e,
A« made my very pericranium achew—

Afking and telling parrot news:

Thus was the brewhoufe fill'd with gabbling noife,
Whilft draymen, and the Brewer’s boys,
Devour'd the queflions that the King did afk s
In duff’rent parties were they ftaring feen,
Wond’ring to think they faw a King and Queen!
Behiad a tub were fome, and fome behind a catk,

Some draymen forc’d themfelves (a pietty luncheon)

Irto the mouth of many a gaping puncheon;

And through the bunz-hole wink'd with curious eye,
To view, and be affur'd what fort of things
Were Princefles, and Queens, and Kings,

For whofe moft lofty ftanon thoufands figh !

And lo! of all the gaping puncheon clan,

Few were the mouths that had net got a man!

Now MajesTy into a pump fo deep

Did with an opera-glafs fo curious peeps

D4 Examining
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Examining with care each wond'rous matter
That brought up water !

Thus have 1 feen a magpie in the fireet,
A chatt’ring bird we often meet,
A bird for cutiofity well kagwn; ,
With head awry,” "
And cunning eye,
Peejp knowingly into a marrow-bone,

And now his curious M——y did ftoop

To count the nails on ev'ry hoop;

And lo! no fingle thing came in his way,

That, full of deep refearch, he did not fay,

¢« What's this? he, hae? what's that? what’s this?
what’s that#” ,

So quich the words too, when he deign’d to fpeak,

As if each fyllable would break its neck.

Thur, to the world of ,é'mzt whilft others crawl,
Our Sov’reign peeps into the world of fwall:
Thus microf~opie geniuses explore

Things that tno oft provoke the publig fcorn ;
Yet fwcll of ufeful knowledges the ftore, 3

By finding fyftems in a pepper-corn. .
' Now
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Now boafting WaiTaxzan, ferious did declare,
To make the Majefty of England fare,
That he had butts enough, he Kiiew, L
Plac'd fide by fide, to reach alohg o Kew:
On which the King with wonder, fwxftly cry’d,
“ What, if they reach tq Kew ‘then, #ide by fide, -

« What would thcy do, ‘what, what, plac’d end to

end

To whom, with knitted ra}culatmg h:ow, )
The Man of Beer mm’t folc*nnly' did vow, "

Almott to Wi ndfor that they would extend;;
On which the ng, Wrzh wond'rm’g‘ m:en, .
Repeated it unto the wond rmg Qw:n :
On which, quick turning round his halter’d head,
The Brewer’s herfe, with face aftonith’d, neigh’d ;
The Brewer’s dog too pour'd 2 note of thunder,
Ratted his chain, and“wagg’d his tail for wonder, -

Now did the King for other beers enquire,
For Calvert’s, Jordan’s, Thmle"zi‘\'*entire; _
And, after talking of thefe diffren beers,
Adc’d Wamamwif his porter cqii‘él?‘d theirs 2
This was a puzzlmg, dxfavméno quc{hon,
Grating like arfenic on his hoft’s di ;‘

Ko le.\

. - A kind
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A kind of queftion to the Man of Cafk
That not ev’n Solomon himfelf would afk.

Now Majetty, alive to knowledge, took
A very pretty memorandums<book, ,
With gilded leaves‘of affes’ fkin fo white,
And in it legibly began to Wwifte— -

; Memorandum,
A charming place bcneath the grates
For roafting chefnuts or potates, '

> Mgm;
*Tis hops that give a bitternefs to beerw—
Hops grow in Kent, fziys WHITBREAD, and elfewhere,

Ruere. A
Is there no cheapér froff? .where doth it dwell ?
Would rot horfe-aloes bmcr it as well 2

. Menm.
To try it foon on our fmall beer=-
*Twill fave us fev'ral ygagnds a year, -

fog , Menm.
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Mem.

To remember to forget to atk
Old WHITBREAD to my houfe one day,

Mem.

Not to forget to take of beer the calk,
The Brewer offer’d me, away.

Now having pencill’d his remarks fo threwd,
Sharp as the paint indeed of a new pin,

His Majefty his watch moft fagely view’d,
And then put up his affes’ fkin,

To Wurrereap now deign’d Majelty to fay,

“ WriTBREAD, are all your horfes fond of hay
“ Yes, pleafe your Majefty,” in humble notes,
The Brewer anfwer'd—¢¢ alfo, Sir, of oats:

¢ Another thiﬁg my horfes too maintains,

f¢ And that, an’t pleafe your Majefty, are grains.”

¢ Grains, gras,” faid Majefty, « to fill their crops?
¥ Grains, grains *—that comes from hops—yes, hops,
hops, hops "

Here
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Here was the King, like hounds fometimes, at fault~—
¢ Sire,” cry'd the humble Brewer, * give me leave
* Your facred Majefty to undeceive:

¢ Giains, Sire, are never made from hops, but mait.”

¢ ‘True,” fard the cautioys Monarch, with a {aile;
¢ From malt, malt, malt—I meant malt all the while.”
¢ Yes,” with the fweetcfl bow, rejoin’d the Brewer,
« An’t pleafe your Majefty, you did, U'm fure.”

“ Yes,” anfwer'd Majefty, with quick reply,

« Idid, Idid, 1did, LI, I, L.”

Now this was wife in Wuirsreap—here we find
A very pretry knowledge of mankind :
A, Monarchs never muft be in the wrong,
? I'was really a bright thought in W HITRREAD'S tonguc,
To tell a little fib, or fome fuch thing,
To fave the finking credit of a King,
!

Some Brewers, in the rage of information,
Proud to inftrut the RuLEr of a Nution,
112d on the folly dawelt, to feerp damn’d clever!
Now, what had beea the confequence? Too plain!
The man had cut his confequence in twain;
* ‘The King had hated the wif fool for ever!
' . Reader,
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Reader, whene'er thou doft elpy a nofe
"That bright wirh tahy a ruby glows,

43

That nofe thou may’(t pronounce, ‘nay fafely fwear,

Is purs’d on fomething better than {mall-beer:

Thus when thou findeft Kings in brewing wife,
Or Nat’ral Hift'ry ttolding lofty ftation,

Thou may’ft conclude, with marv’ling cyes,
Such Kings have had a goodly education.

Now did the King adrojre the bell fo fine,

That daily afks the draymen all to dine;;

On which the bell rung out, (how very proper!)

To thow it was a bell, and had a glapper.

And now before their Sovereign’s curious eye,

Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful fprigs,
Al fnuﬂ-'hng, fquinting, gmntmg in their ftye,

Appear'd the Brewes’s tﬂbe of handfome pigs:

On which th’ obfervant man, who fills a throne,
Declar'd the pigs were vaftly like his own:

On which the Brewer, fwallow’d up in joys,
Tears and aftonithment in both his eyes,
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His foul brim full of fentiments fb loyal,

Exclaim'd, «O heav'ns | and can my fiine

« Be deem’d by Majefly fo fine!
« Heav'ns! can my pigs compare, Sire, with pigs
To which the King affencédd with a nod:  {royal!”
On which the Brewer bow'd, and faid, ¢« Good God !”
Then wink’d fignificant on Miss;
Significant of wonder and of blifey

Who, bridling in her chin divine, ,
Crofs'd her fair hands, a dedr old maid,
And then her loweft ¢urt'fy made

For fuch Ligh honour done her father’s fwine.

Now did his Majefty fo gracious fay
To Mifter WaiTBReAD, in his flying way,
« WuiTsreap, dye nick th’ Excaifemen now and
then? ¢
« He, WHiTBREAD, When d'ye think to leave of trade?
s Ha? what? Mifs Wm'rx{.un‘s till 2 maid, a maid?
« What, what’s the matter with the men?

« D’ye hunt ?—he;, hunt? No, no, you are too” old——
« You'li be Lgrd Mav’r—Lord May'r one day—
¢ Yes, yes, Ive heard fo—yes, yes, fo I'm told:

« Don't, don’t the fine for Sheriff pey;
rn
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]

7 I'll prick you ev'ry year, man, I declare:

' Yes, WriTsrREAD—Yes, yes—you fhall be Lord
' May'r.

« WHITBREAD, d’ye keep a céac}l, or job one, pray?
¢ Job, job, that’s cheapeft ; yes, that’s beft, that’sbeft.
 You put your liv'rigs on the draymen—ha?
« He, WurTereap ! You have feather’d well your
neft. :
« 'What, what's the price now, hz, of all your ftock ?
« But, WrITBREAD, What’s o’clock, pray, what’s
o’clock ?” '

Now WHiTBREAD inward faid, « May 1 be curft
« If T know what to anfwer firft;”

Then fearch’d his brains with ruminating eye :
But c’er the Man of Malt an anfwer found,
Quick on his heel, lo, Majesry turn’d round,

Skipp'd off, and baulk’d thé'honour of reply.
Kings in inquifitivenefs thould be ftrong—

From curiofity ddth wifdom flow :

For ’tis 2 maxim I’ve adopted long,
The more a man inquires, the more he’ll know.

Reader,
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Reader, didft ever fec a water-fpout ?
*Tis poflible that thou wilt anfwer,  No.”
" Well then! he makes a moft infernal rout ;
Sucks, like an elepﬁant, the waves below,
With huge probofcis meaching from the fky,
As if he meant to drink the ocean dry:
At length fo full he can’t hold one drep morew—
e burfts—down rufh the w;/am;s with a 10ar
On fome poor boat, ot {luop, or brig, or thip,
And almoft finks the wand’rer of the deep:
Jhus have I feen a Monacels at reviews
Suck from the tribe of officers the news,
Then bear in {.riumph off each wond'rous matter,
And foufe it on the Queen with jfuch a chiter!

I alwiys would advife folks to afk qucflions;

' For, truly, queftions are the keys of knowledge

Soldiers, who forage for the mind’s digeftions,
Cut figures at th’ Okd Bailey, and at College;

Make Chancellors, Chief Juftices; and Judge:,

Een of the loweft green-bag drudges.

The fages fay, Dame Trurn delights to dwcll,
Strange manfion! in the bottom of a well,
5 Quettions
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Queftions are then the windlafs and the rope
That pull the grive old gentlewoman up:

* Damn jokes then, and unmannerly fuggeftions,
Reflecting upon Kings for dfking queftions.

Now having well employ’d ‘his royal lungs

On nails, hoops, ftaves, puc:nps, barrels, and their bungs,
The King and Co, fit down to a collation

Of fleth, and fith, and fowl of ev'ry nation.

Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork,
That merc’lefs fell like tomahawks to work,

And fearlefs fcalp’d the fowl, the fith, and cattle,
Whillt WHITEREAD, in the rear, beheld the battle.

The conqu’ring Monarch, ftopping to take breath
Amidft the regiments of death,

Now turn’d to WrITsRz4p with coniplacent round,
And, merry, thus addrefs’dbthe Man of Beer: .
« WHITBREAD, is’t true? I hear, I hear

 You're of an ancient family—renown’d—
¢ What? what? I'm told that you'r¢ a limb

Vor. II. E « Of

* This alludes to the late Dr. Johnfon’s laugh on a Great

Perfonage, for a laudable curiofity in the Qgeen’s library fome
years finge,
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. ¢ Of Pys,* the famous fellow Pvm:
% What, WHITBREAD, is it truc what people fay2
« Son of a Round-head are you? he? hz? hz?
“ I'm told that you fend Bibles to your votes—
« A fnuffling round-headed fociety——,
¢ Pray'r-books inftead of cafh to buy them coats—
« Bunyans, and Practices of Piety:
“ YourBedford votes wotld wifh to change their fare—
« Rather fee cath—yes, yes—than books of pray'r.
¢ Thirtieth of January don't you feed?
« Yes, yes, you eat calf’s head, you.eat call’s head.”

Now having wonders done on fleth, fowl, fifh,
‘Whole hofts o’erturn’d—and feiz’d on all fupplies ;
The royal vifitors exprefs’d a with
To tm to Houfe of Buckitgham gheir eyes:

But firft the Moaarch, fo polite,
"Afk’'d Mifter WaiTergan if he’d be a Knight, -
Unwilling in the lift to be enroll’d,
WiTsggap contemplated the Knights of Deg,«
Then to his generous Sov'reign made a leg,
AAnd faid, ¢« He was afraid he was t00 0/d.
« He

* His Majefty here made a miftske—Pym was his wife’s
relation,
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« He thank’d however his moft gracious King,
¢ For offeting tb makc Wi :Jwb & Taing.”
But ah! a diffregy reafen 'IW*?& I feer!
Tt was not dge that bade tie Man of Beer
The proffer’d honour of ths Monarth thin ;
The tale of Marg’ret’s knife, ‘and royal fright, -
Had almoft maéthit damh the xase of Kaight,
A tale that firrowd fuch a world of fun.

He mock’d the pray’s * too by the King appointéd,
¥v'n by himfelf the Lord’s Anointed :
A foe to faft too0, is he, let me tell yé;
And, though a Prefbyzerian, canngg think
1Tew’n (quarrelling with roeat and drink)
Joys in the grumble of a hungry belly!
Now from the table with Calaresh air
Up rofe the Monarch with his laureil'd brow,
When Mifter Wartsagap, waiting on his chair,
Lxprefs’d much thanks, much joy, and made a bow.
Ea2 Mifs

* For the miraculous efcape from 2 poor innocent infane
woman, who only held out a fmall knife in a piece of white
paper, for her Sovereign tQ wuw.
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Mifs WriTsREAD ndw fo thick her curtfies drops,
"Thick as her honout’d fathet’s Kentith hops;
Which hoplike cuttfies were return’d by dips
That never hurt the royal knees and hips;

For hips and knees of Queens are facred things,
That only bend on gala days

Before the beft of Kings,
When Odes of triumph found his peaife.—

Now through a thund’ring peal of kind huzzas,
Proceeding fome from *hir'd and wrhir'd jaws,
The raree-fhow thought proper to retire;
Whilft

* When'his MajesT¥ goes to & playhoufe, or brewhoufe, or
parliament, the Lorp Cuamserraz provides fome pounds-
worth of Mos to huzza their beloved Monarch, At the Play-
houfe about forty wide-mouthed felldws are hired on the night
of their Majefties apearance, at two fhillings and fixpence ger
head, with the liberty of feeipg the play gratis. Thefe brex-
TORS are placed in different parts of the Theatre, who, immes*
sdiately on the Royal etry into the Stage Box, fet up their how!
of loyalty ; to whom their Majefies, with fweetcft fmiles ac-
k‘r%(cdge the obligation by a genteel bow, and an elegant
cufl¥y. This congratulatory noife of the STENTORS 15 looked
o by many, particularly cquntry ladies and gentlemen, as an
fofullibffighermometer, afcertaining the warmth of the na-
sional regard, 5
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Whilt Warrszean and his daughter. fair
Survey'd all Chifwell-ftreet with lofty air;
Far, lo, they felt themfelves fome fix feet higher!

gty

Such, TrHOMAS, is the way to'write!

Thus fhould®t thots Birth-day Songs indites

Then ftick to earth, and leave the lofty fky:

No more of ti tum tum, and ti tum ti.

Thus fhould an honeft Lzureat write of Kings—

Not praife them: for imaginary things:

I own I cannot make my ftubborn rhyme

Call ev’ry King a charalter fublime;

For Cowscience will not fuffer me to wander

So very widely from the paths.of Canpour.

T know full well jome Kings aye to be feen,

To whom my verfe fo bold would give the fpleen,
Should that bold verfe declare they wanted rains.

I won’t fay that they never brain poflefs'd— .

They may have been with fuch a prefent blefs’d,
And therefore fancy that fome /#// remains ;

E 3 For
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For ev'ry well-experienc’d furgeon knows
"That men who with their legs have parted,

Swear they have felt 4 pain in all their foes,
And often at the twinged ftarted; .

Then ftar’d upon their oaken flumps, in vain!

Fancying the toes were all come back again.

If men then, who thc{r abfent toes have mourn'd,
Can fancy thofe fame toes at times retarn’d;

So Kings, in matters of intelligences,

May fancy they have {tumbled on their fenfes.

Yes, Tou—mine is the way of writing Ode—
Why lifeeft thou thy pious eyes to God ?
St:ange difappointment in thy looks I read ;
And now 1 hear thee in proud triumph ciy,
¢ s this an aftiony; PrTER, this a deed
« To raife a2 Monarch to the fhy?
¢« Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the WHITBREAD
“ throng, i
« gl?:are things to figure in the Muse’s fong!” *

Tromnas, 1 here proteft I want no quarrels
On Kings and Lrewers, jorter, pumps and barrels—
4 Far
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Far from the dove-like PETER be fuch frife!
But this I tell thee, THoMas, for a fadt—
Thy Cefar never did an aét
More wife, more glorious in hus life.

Now God preferve all woader-hynsing Kings,
Whether ac Windfor, Buckiggham, or Kew-houfe,
And may they never do more ﬁolit‘n things
Than vifiting Sam WriTsneAp and his brewhoufe !

1 BROTHER
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he fhould have menaged—Perrr defcribeth a devil—Tn.
quireth fur Modéfty—Findeth her--va eth a lovely putuie of
Mits Mornmgt—-AmI loyal fpecch to PaTer—1's TER an-
not exyf nor fii# without Kings—Pr7ir Givih the worll’s
opinion of him—PrEzr ftely anfwereth it—Per r fimeth
glad—EHe afketh a fly queftion about Cartoons=1".. r; | tellcth
an upcommon ﬁory-‘-«Petex cemtinueth talking about Cartoona
—Feareth that they arg jn’jeopardy—~P: 1£r conclud. th with
fublime fnnles of troltwecls, whales, goats, fheep, und good
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>SLIFE ! Thomas, what hth fwallow'dalithe praife?
Of royal virtues not the flightefu mention !

Stiung, like mock pearl, {0 lately on thy lays!
Il me, a banhtupt, Towm, is thy invention?

How cotildft thou fo thy PaTron's fame forget,
As not to pay, of praife, the annual debe?
Wuarreneap and Cresir, all the Laureat throng,
Fo Fame’s fair Temple, twice a yeat, prefented
Some royal virtues, real or invented,
In all the grave fublimity of fong,

Heralds
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Heralds fo kind, for many a chance-born WiGHT,
Creeping {rom cellars, juft lile fhails from earth,
Or moles, or field-inice, ftealing into light,
Forge Arms, w prove a loftinefs of birth;
Tracing of each ambsitious Sir and Madam
The braaches to thg wery trunk 6f Apawm.

Then why not thou, the herald, Towm, of rhyme,
Still bid thy Royel Matter foar fublime ?

Bards fhine {1 fidtion;, then how flight a thing

To make a coot of fpr a King!

Know, General Carrinrer had been a theme
For furnifbing a presty lgric dream
Once a monopalift of nod and fivile;
Of broken @ntenc? and queftions rare,
Of in’pfhap whifpers fweet, and grin, and ftare,
For v.hich thy Musz would travel many a mile.

But lo!} dhe Geners, for a crying fin,
Lof brokest fehténces, and nod, and grin,
And flute and §uplanp of the beft of Kings;
The fin, the crying fin, of rambling
Where Ofnaburgh’s gond Bifhop, gambling,
Loft fome few gplden feathers from his wings ;
‘ Whiche
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Which made th’ unl,ut.k)" General run and drown—

Such were the harrars of the royal frown
For lo! lis M---—-qr moft rpundly fwore
He'd #od to General CARPENTER 1O moFS.
Oh! glorious love of all-commapding money?
Dear to fome Monarchs, 2s to Brpin, honey;
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to.pluek ;

Or Mhow'rs to hackney-coachmen or a duck !

‘1 aomas, thy lyrics mxgh;w‘have prais'd the King
For making finners mind the Sabbath day,
Bidding the idle fons of pipe aad ftring,
Inftead of fcraping jigs, fing pfalms and pray;
‘Thus pioufly (apainfi their inclination)
Dragooning feuls unto falvation. |

Tle Moxnaren gave up Mifler Joan Barg,

With that fweet nightingale his lovely maTz;
Who with the organ and onx dddle

Mnde up a concert « very Sunday night:

Thus yiclding Majzsriss fupreme delight,
Who relifh cheapnefs ¢’en in tweedle twacdh%.

For
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For Narure formeth oft a kind

Of money-loving, fcraping, fave-all mind,

‘That happy gloneth in the nat’ral thought
Of getting every thing for npugbt Ix

» From Deihi’s dizmonds to a Briftol ftone;
From #éyal gagles to 4 fqualling parroty
From bulls of Bafan to & marrow-bone;
From rich ananzs¥to a mawkith carrot :
And getting things for mngt we all mu& fay,
If not the mblg@, is the riwpeﬁ' way.

And often NaTure manufattures fuff

That thinks it never hath enqugh;

Hoarding up treafare—neves onck enjoying—
Such is the compofition of fome fouls !

Like jackdaws all their cunmng art employing,
In hiding knives, and farks aid fpoons in holes,

Lo! by the pious Movarcn’s Proclamation,
‘The courtier Amatexrs of this fair nation
n Sundays con their Bibles—make no riot—
"The ﬂ:.ubborn Uxszipos, mufic-leving Lord,
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word,
Aand bids the infiyumhents lie quiet.

4
v

Stveet



TO BROTHER TOM. 63

Sweet Miftrefs Warsisgram is fort’d to pray,
And turn her eyes up; much againft her will;
SanpwicH fings plalms too, in lpf pious way ;
And Lady Youwc forbars the tuneful trill s
And very politic is Lady Young: |
hufband muft not fuffer for é’f?ng. '

The gentle Exerer his treat gave up,
So us’d upon the fiweet repaft tofupy
As eager for his Sunday’s quaver difh,
As cats and rav’nous Alei;&mn for fifh,

Lord BRUDENELL, too, a Lord with Jofty rofe,
Bringing to mind a verfe the world well knows
Againtt fublimity that rather wars;
Which in an almanack allxeyes may fees
 Gob gave to man an uprightform, that he
« Might view the ftars.” '
I fay this watchful Laorp, who boifts the knack,
Behind His Sacred Majefty’s great back,
Of placing for his atter end 3 chair
Better than any Lord (fo fays Fame’s trump)
That ever waited dn the royal rump,
So fwift his motions, and fo fweet his air;
Vou. IL F Who,
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Who, if His Majefty bux cough or hiccup,
Trembles for fear the King Thould kick up ;
Drops, mth sonaern, his jaw—with borror freczesw—
Or finiles « God hlefs you, Sas,” whene'er he fneezes ;
This Loxo, § fay, upreis'd his.cowert chin,
And curs’d the concert for a ctying'fin
. w"’r s ' .
King WA TRYN,, from the fasd of leks and cheefe,
With fighs, forboly his bath vo feize
With huge conggen he dropp’d 'his Sunday airs,
And grumbled et in erﬁ his thanklefs pray’rs.
The bafs,. ijdecd, Te Deum fung,
Glad @, she.willows o be hung,

And really *twas a very nar'ral cafe—
Poot, mdﬂenﬁn bafs{
For when King Ww;.m%wbbed\ him—alack !
The inftrument, Iike one upm the rack,
Sendcth forth horrid, Inquifitien groans!

Eaough to pierce the heares of flones!

Thus though-in comeert politics the Knight
Veactled with Miftrels Warsincnam entright ;
Yet both agreed to Hift their paims,

Not in hoftilities,” bt finging plaltts.

4 SAL'SBURY
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Sar’spury was alloonder'd to reform,
Who, with my Lady, thought it vaftly odd,
Thus to be forc'd, like falors in's florm,”
Againft their wills to pray-t God. -

Thus did the rayal mandte, rough the wwn,
Knock negly all the Sungay concerts dowp!
Great at! ere long "owill bz fia and fhimp”
For cats to warble out an ’im’m fatre !
Dogs thall be whipp'd for making lgge en Suaday,
Who very well may pot e off 1 Moy,

AR e

Nay, more the royal piety to prove, .,
And aid the pureft of 2l pure religions,

To Bridewell thall b, fent all dyoing pigeons,

And cocks and hens be lath'd for making love:
Sparrows and wrens bc*ﬂlot frdm harut apd heufcs,
Fou being bately ¢ivil'to their fpoufks.

e
Poor Sir Jous Deck wasy lamb-like, heard to bleat
At lofing fuch a Sunday’s treag—

Sir Jouw, the happy owner of a flarw-

Which radiant honeur en furtouts fe ftitches 3

Lamenting fathion doth not firetch, fo far
As fewing them on wailtcoats and on breeches;

Fa ‘Which
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Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day,

And make the Knight a perfe& milky way,

Yet Hauppen, Cuormown’Ly, thofe finful thavers,

Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quasers;

Thus flying in the face of ovr dnzar Kivg,

Profane Gog's refting day wrfh wind and ftring 5

Whilft on the Terrace, “midft his German band,

On Sunday evenings Georoz is pleas’;l to ftand,

Contented with a.yfmple tune alone,

¢ God fave great GeorgeburKing,” or Bobbing Joan;
\

Whilft Cueruss, leaning from their ftarry height,
Wink at each other, and enjoy the fight;
And Saran, from a lurkinghole,
Fond of a feeming-godly foul,
His eyes and ears fearce able to believe,
Laugts in his (leeve,

Stay, Mufe-the me;stion of the German band
Bringeth a tale oppreflive to my hand,

Relating to a thibg df, Getman boys,

Whofe horrid forstme mgde fome #itsle noife ;

Sent for to take of Enjlithmen the places,

Who, gall’d by futh Hird tressmest; madé wry faces.

Sent
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semfonheywm, 8 food in fields bf clover,
To feaft upon the Coldftream regiment 3 fats
Swift with their eotpty Rowach§ diey few over,
And wider thana Kevenlmllerhat,
But ah! their kaives no vcalpb r'tmtton carv’d !
To fea(h,they went mdeed, lg‘ut went and fisrv'd]
Their Maftess, *raptur’'d w;th the tunefl theds,
Forgot muficians, like themfelwes, coull egs.
Thus the poor woodcock. Jeaves higgfrozen fhores,
When tyrant Winter "midft his tempefls roars:
Invited by our milder fky, he roves;
Views the pure ftreams with joy, and thelt'ring groves,
And in oze hour, oh! fad reverfe of fare!
Is fhot, and finokes upbn a goacher’s plare}

Thus ending a fweet-epifodic firain,
1 turn, dear Tromas, to thy Ode again. ..

What! make agith to balk thy: Mafterfs gums ¢

A pudding, and frget the plums!
Mercy upon us! what a cook art thou!
Dry e'en already |—what 2 fad milch cow l— .
Who gav'tt, at firfl, of fame fuchflowing pels I
Say, Tromas, what thy lytic udder ails?

F 3' Since
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Since trwéh belongs nét to the laureat trade,
"Tis feange, 'tis pafling frange, thowdidit not Aatter :
Speak-—in light mpney were thy wages paid ?
Or was thy pipe of fack half fiJ)'d with water?
Or haft thon, Tom, been cheated of thy dues ?
Or hath‘ a igualm of corficience tough’d thy Mufe ?

Thou might'ft bave ghais'd for dignity of pride
Difplay'd notJong ago among the Cooks:
Searching the kitchen With fagacious looks ;

Wigs, chriften®d feraiches, on their heads, he fpied.

To find 2 wig on 2 cook’s hegd
Juft bike the wig thar grac’d his own,
Was veiily a fight too deead I
Enough to twrn 2 King to ftone !

On which, ip language of his very e,
His Majefty his royal.ite exprefs’d.
“ Flow, how! what! Cooks wear feratches juft like
% e baem
¢ Strange! lhhge! yes, yes, 1fee, 1 fee, I fee—
« Fine fcllows tgpwear fcratches ] yes, no doubt—
* I'll haye ho mote—no more when mine’s whrh out—
He?
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“ He? pretty! pretty ! ‘pretty toa it looks
¢ To fee my {cratches upon C‘oal::l.'”

And lo! as he had threatcd all fo bi,

As foon as ever he wore out tl;!wig,

Te with a pig:ail deign’d his fiead to match!

Nor more profin’d his ternples with 4 ,sck‘%'rt'.‘n !
Tuomas, 1 fcc my fang f.hy,feeﬁngs grate—

Thou think'ft I'm joking; thnt the Ku\g s my hate.

The world may c:&l me har, but ﬁncettly

I love him—for a partner, love him dearly ;
Whilft his great name is on the ferme, I'm fure v
My ciedit with the Public is fecure.

Yes, beef fhall grace my fjit, and ale thall flow,
As long as it continucs George and Co, ;
That is to fay, in pliner metre, '
George and Peter.

Yet, as forme little money I have made, ‘
I've thoughts of turning "Squire, and quitting fr“dc:
This in my mind I've frcqucnd'y {fv;)lv'd;

F s And
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And in fix monthy, or fo, *
For all 1 know, ,
The ptrmerﬁnn mey be diflolv’d.

Whatg’er thou think {t—howe’er the world may carp,
Traomas, I'm far frowx hazing our goed Kang ;
Yes, yes, or may'l thrum no more my harp,
As Davyp fwore, yWho much’d fo ‘well the ftring—
No, Tom,; the idol of t;hy fiweet devotion
Excites not HATE, whatever elfe th' emotion,
L
To write a book on the Sublime, I own,
Werel a bookfallcr. I would not hire him;
Yet, thould 1 bate rhe ngen who fills a throne,
Becaufe; forfooth,‘ I can 't l’dm}re him?

Haze him, bccawﬁs', ambitious of a game,

He thinks to rival ¢’en the Prince in fame?

A Prince of Scmnce—m the afts fo chafte i—

A giant r%pm in the world of tafle;

Who fraf gt enyious cloud dne day fhall fprirty,
And prové W g;%;xnty tmay clothe’ 2 ng,

n

Who, when by Fortune fix’d on Britajn’s thrane,
Wherever merit, homble plant, s thown,
' will
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 Will fhed around that plant a foft’ring ray;

Whofe hand fhall ftretchi through poverty's paifgloom
For drooping Gan1vs, finking to'thetomb,

;. And lead the bivthing ftranger into day,

Who fcoms (like fame) to chroniclc 2 ﬂulhng,
Once ip &/ twelvemonth to a beggar ng’n;
By fuch mean charity (Lord hglp em) willing

To go as cheap agpofiible to Heav'n!

Hate him, becaufe, ungir'd, the Monarch pores
On HanpeL's manufcript ald fcores,

And {chemes fyccefsful daily hatches,

For faving notes o’erwhelny’d with {cratches;
Recovering from the blogted leaves =

Huge cart-horfe minims, dromedary breves ;
Thus faving damned bars from juft damnation,
By way of bright'ning Handel’s reputation?
Who, charm’d with evlpy crotchet Handel wrote, !
Heav'd into Tor'NaM*BTREET eack heavy note;
And forcing on the houfé the thnelefs lpmber,
Drove half to doors, the other half ta flumber ?

Hate

Al
'
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Hate hm:, becaule the brazen works of WasT,
Hl'eye (in wonder loft) unfated views ?

Becaufe his waﬂs, with taftelefs srumpery dreft,
Robs a poor ﬁgnpoﬂ: of its dyes?

Hate him, becaufe he cannot reft,

But in the company of Weft?

Becaule of modern works he makes a jeft,
Except the works of' Mifter Weft?

Who by the public, fain would have careft

The works alone of Mifter Weft!
Who thinks, of painting, truth and tafte, the teft,
None but the wondtous works of Mifter Weft !

Who mocketh poor Sir Josrva——cannot bear him;
And never fuffers Wirson’s landfcapes near him.

Nor, GaInss’ rovGH, thy dchghtful girls and boys,
In rural fcenes fo fweet, ‘amidft their j joys,
With fuch ﬁmphclty a8 makes us fars,
Forgetting ’tis the work of art.
Which wonder and which care of Mifter Wesr |
May in a fimile be well expreft :—

A SIMILE.
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A S§IMILE.

THUS have 1 foen a child with fimiling tace,
A little daifey in the garden place,

And ftrut in triumph round ité"fav’rite Aow'r;
Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration, S
Thinking the flow'r the fineft in the nat}ou,

Then pay a vifit to it ev’ry hour: "
Luuging the wat'ring pot about,

Which Joun the gard’ner was oblig’d to fill;
The child, fo pleas’d, would pour the water out,

To fhow its marvellous gard’ning fkill ;

Then ftaring round, all wild for praifes panting,
Tell all the world it was its own fweet planting;
And boaft away, too happy elf,
ITow that it found the daifey al}, itfelf!

ANOTHER SIMJLE.

IN fimile if 1 may fhine agen—
Thus hitve 1 feen a fond old hen

With one poor miferable chick,
Buftling about a farmer's yard ;
Now on the dunghill labouring hard,

Scraping away through, thin and thick

Flutt’ring



76 SROTHER PETER

Flute'jng her festhers—making fuch a noife!
Cackiing aloud foch quantitics of joys,

As if this chick, to which her egg gave birth,
Was born to deal prodigions knocks,
'To fhine the Broughton of game cocks,

And kill che fowls of all the earth!

E'EN with his painter let the King be 5/t ;
Egad! eat, drink, and fleep, with Mifter West:
Only let me, excus’d from fuch a gueft,

Not eat, and drihk, and fleep with Mifter West ;
And as he will not pleafe my talte—no never—
Let me not give him to the world as clever:

A better confcience in my bofom lies,

Than imitate the fellow and his flies,

THE TOPER AND THE FLILS

A GROUP of topers at a table fat,
With punch that much regales the thirfty loul:
Flies foon the party join’d, and join’d the chat,
Humming, and pitching round the manrtung bowl.
5 At
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At length thofe flies got drunk, and, for rhsis fin,
Some hundreds loft their legs, and tump‘le& iny,
Ard fprawling 'midit the gulph grofound,

1.1« Pharaoh and his daring hoft, were drown’d!

W ' ing to diink=—-one of the mes

Dipp'd from the bow! the drunken hoft,

And dranl.—then taking care that none were loft,
T1e pur 1 ev'ry mother's fon agen,

L4 yanp'd the bacchanalin crew on this,
{faking 1t very much amnfi——
Sw ‘wing, and w the atttude to fwite!”
« [ord"™ ery’d the man, with gravely-lifted eves,
tuouph T don’t like to fwallow fhes,
ot know bant others mght”

e e — ———

WHIQ 1ys L Lue the King, prociaims a lie;
! "en now a 1oyl virtae thiles my cye!

Lo prene 1 affertion, let me jult relate
iLe Kug's fubmiffion to the wiil of Fars.

Whene’er
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Whene'er in hunts the Monarch is thrown our,
As in hi$ politics—3 ¢sration thing !

With featching eyes he ftasen at firft about,
Then faces dhe miiiforeone N & King !

Hearing 16 news Sigimble Mifter §ra0)
Ho fits like PaTience grinning on his nag!
Now, wifdom-fravght, his curious eyeballs ken
The little hovels that atound him rife:
To thefe he trotsiwof hogs futveys the ftyes,
And nicely mombers every, coa and hen.

Then afks the famer’s wif of farter’s maid,
JHow many eggy the fowls have laid ]

What’s in the oven—in the por-—the erock ;

Whether “twill rain or 5o, and what's o’clock ;

Thus from pogr hovels gleaning information,

T'o ferve as future treafijre for the nation !

‘There, terrier like, il pages find him our,
He pokes his ntoft fagaciou; nofe ahout, ‘
And feems in Paradife~—1like rbat to fam'd,
Looking like Apau w0, and Eve fo fair;
Sweet fimpletons! who, though fo very bare,
« Were (fays the Bible) not afbam’d.”
Na
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No man binds books fo well as Gzorce the Third, -
By thirft of leather glory fpurr’d,

At bookbinders he oft is feen to laugh—

And wond'rous is the King in theep or calf?

But fee! the Prince upon,fuch wxu'zr looﬁ
Faftidious down, and only wadefb bwk&i-—
Here by the Sirc the Son is muck farpaft; |

Which Faume fhould publifh on her loudeft Haﬂ!

The King beats Monmouth-Street in call-off riches;
That is, in coats, and waiftcoats, and in breeches;
Which, draughted once a year fot foreign ftations,
Malke fine recruits to ferve fome gear relations. .
Y

But lo! the Prines, fhame on him! never dreamns
Of pretty Jewith, economtic fchemes !
Su very proud, (’m griev'd, O Tom, to tell it)
He'd rather give a coat away than feff t!
Fair juftice to the Monarch muft allow
Prodigious fiience in a ealf o cow ;

And wifdom in the article of fwinel
What moft unufial knowledge for a King !
Becaufe pig wifdom is a #bing

In which no Sov'rricNs eler were known to fine.

Yer
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Yet who will think 1 am not telling fibs ?
‘The Prixcs, who Britain’s throne in time thall grace,
Ne’er finger'd, at a fair, a bullock’s ribs,
Nor ever ogled a pig’s face!
O dire dnfgrace! O let it not be kriown
That thus a father hath excell’d a fon!

Trath bids me own that I can bring
A dozen who admire e King ;

And fhould he dream of {entifg off for HANOVBR,
As once he faid he wauld, o fp;tc Cransrs Fox,
Draw all his #tfle money from the ftocks,

Shut thop, and carry ev’ry pot and pan over;

Fbink—indeed I'm Jfure I know,

That dozen would not let him go;

But in the ftruggle fpend their vital breath,
And hug their idol, probably to death;

As happen'd to a Romifh Prief—a tale
That, whilit I tell it, almoft turns me pale.

4HE
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THE ROMISH PRIEST.

‘A TALE

A PARSON in the neighbsurhood of Rgue,
Some years ago—-how manyg¥ dop’t p—
Handled fo well his heav’nly brdom,
He brufh’d, like cobwebs, fins awiy,”

Brighten'd the black horigon of his,perifh}'
Gave to the Prineg or Darkyagg fuch hard blows
‘That SaTaw was afraid to {hqw 14 nofe,’

(Except in hell) Before thils prieit fo warrith !, |

To teach folks how te fhun thé paths of evil,:
And prove a match for Mifter DeviL, .
Was conftantly this piou¥ men’s eadeavour ;
And, as I've faid before, the man was chrver,:

Red-hot was all his 2eal—and Faue daclares,
He gallop’d like 2 hunter o'er his pray’rs;
For ever lifting to the tlouds his forchead—
Peritions on petitions he Tte fly,
Which nothing but Barzariaxs could deny-m
In fhort, the Saints were ta compliance warried.

1

Vos. 11 G ‘With
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With fhoulders, arms, and hands, this Prieft devout,
So well li's evolutions did perform ;

His pray'rs, thofe holy fmali-fhat, flew about
So tiuck l—it feem’d like taking Heav'n by form!

‘Without one atom of reflection,
No candidate at an eleftion
Did ever labour more, and fume, and fweat,
To make a fe'low change his coat,
And blefs Him with (e cafting votc,
Than this dear man fo et in Heav'n a feat
For fouls of children, women, and of men;
No matter which the fpecies—cock or hen!
"

-

t

Thus dil he not Jike that vile Jefuit think
Who makes us #ll with horror {lirink ;
A Inave high mcritin% Flell’s hdrteft coals;
Who wrote o thocking book, to prove
That women, charming women, form’d for love,
Have got fo fouls!
Montter! to thitk that Wosman had no foul!
Ha! haft zhox not a Toul, thou peerlefs Marp,
Who bidft my rural hours with rapture roll ?
?ﬂml’c beauties charm the fhepherds and the fhadé !
. " Yes,
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Yes, Cenrtnia, and for fouls like thine,

Fate into beingrew yon flarry fphere;
Then Lindly fent thy form divine,

To thow what wbnd'rous bt iahibits there !

In fhort, no drayhorfe ever weirk’d fo Mard,
From vaults, to drag up hogfltead, tun, or pipe,
As this good Prieft, to drag, for sinel! rewatd,
The fouls of fimmers fitin the Devils gripe,
: .

Pleas’d were the bigheff angels to guprels -
Their wonder at his fine addrefs;

And pow’rapaintt the Frenp who mekes fach ftrife:
Nay, c’en St. Pgrer faid, to whom are giv’n\ s
The keys for letting people ihto Teav'n,

He nevur got more halfpence in bis life.
¥

I
*Twas added that my samefake did declure,

(Peter, the porter of Fleav'n gate, fo trufty;)
That, ull this I"ﬁeft appear'd, fouls were {o rare,
Iis bunch of heys was abfolutely rylty!

DilGoNrLeMLN of fortune die,
And leave the Cruren a good roupd fum;
Lo! in the twinkling of an eye,
The Parfon fra;ik’d their foyls to kingdom-come !
G2 A letter
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A letter to the PorTER, or 2 word,
Infur'd admittance to the Logo.
Nor Ropp’d thofe fouls an inftant on the road,
To take a roaff before they enter’d in;
Fo., had they got the p/ague, “twas faid that God
Had let them entet without guarantine.

We'l then! this Parfon was fo much admir'd,
So tuught, fo courted, b defird,

Thoufands with putrid fouls, like putrid meat,
Came for his holy pickle, to be fiweet:

Jutt as we fee okl hags, with jaws of carrion,
# Enter the fiop of Mifter Wazren;
Who difappoints that hluhu ayman call'd Tn\x
{Noted for robbing Ladies of their prime),
B) civing Stxry-rive’s pale, wither'd mien,
The blooning rofes of Srxreen.

Such vaft impreffions did his fermons make,

He . Mays ey hi flock awake—
In fummer too~hear, parfofs, this ftrange news,
Ye who fo ‘often preach to nodding pews!

A neigh-
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A neighb’ring town, into whofe people’s fouls,
Siw, like a rat, kad eat large holes, )
Begg'd him to be their tinker—their hole-ftopper—
*  For, gentle reader, fin of fuch a fort is,
Tt fouls corrodeth juft as agua fortis .
Corrodeth iron, brafs, or copper.

They told him they would give him better pay,
If he’d agree to change his quarters;
Protefting, wheh his foul fhould Jeave its clay,
To rank his bones with thofe of SainTs and Mar-
TYRS.

‘I'his was a handfome bribe, all Papifts know !
But ft8p—his parith wduld not let him go:
Then furly did the otber parifh look,

And fwore to have the man by bask er erook ;

S feiz'd him, like a gracelefs throng.
The Prieft’s parifhioners, who lov’d him well,
Rather than to another church belong,
Swore they would fooner fee him lodg’d in Hell—
So violent was their obje@ion!
$o very ftrong, too, their affectiont

G} The
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The Lapiss, too, united in the frife ;
Protefting that they ¢ loy’d him as their life,
¢ So fweedy he would Jaok when down to pray’r!
¢« So happy in a ferrgon choice |
« And then hehad of nightinpales the voice—
« And holy water gave with fuch an air!

“ Tord! lofe fo finc 2 man {0 great a treafure!
‘¢ Yielding fuch quantities of beavenly pleafure!

« Forgiving fins fo free, 0, at confeffion,
«« However carhal the tranizreffion,
 In fuch a charming, lovc-condemning firain !—
« He really feein’d m fay, ©Go fin again;
* Tiere fhall not throw, 1ny angels, on your%u]s
« So fweet, a fingle fhovelful of coals,”
]
Now in the fire was all tie fat 3
Juft as two bulldogs ‘pull a cat,
Both parifhes with fusious zeal contended—
So heartily the holy map was hugp'd,
So muchfrom plzce to f-!acc his limbs were lugg’d,
That very fatally the battle ended!
In fhort, Ly hugging, lugging, and hind fqucezes,
The man of God was pull'd in fifty pieces!
This
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"I'his work perform’d, the bones were fought for ftoutly;
And fo the fray cortinued moft devoutly,

Lo, with an arm, away one rafcal fled

This with a leg, and that the head—

Off with the foot anather goesw—w

Another icizes bim, and gets the toes

Nay, fome, a relic fo intent to crib,

Fought juft like maftiffs for a rib;
Nay more, (for tryth, ao tell the whole, qbliges)
A dozen'battled for his o5 saccygis I*

Teav’n, that fees all things, faw the dire difpute,
In which each parith aéted like & 'brute;
Then bade the dead man as a Sains be fought;
Still, to reward him more, his bones enriches
With pow’r o’er evils,. rheurnatifins, and itches,
However dreadful, and wherever caught:
Thus, by the grace of Him who goveras thunder, |
His very toe-nail could perform a ewonder.

Ga THUS

® The tip of the remp.
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THUS might our Monarch, by this dozen men,

Be hugg'd le—and then ! and then! and then! and then!
Then what? why, then, this direfu] ill muft fpring:
I a good fujel3 Jofe, and thou 2 Kine!

‘ No, Tom; no more to ftrike us with amaze,
Thy courtly tropes.of adulation blaze:

A fetting fun art thou, Yo mild thy beam !
Thou (like old Ocean’s heaving wave no more,
That lifts a fhip and fly with equal roar)

Pour'tt from thy lyri~ pipe a fobér ftream.

No more we hear the gale of Fame

Wild bluft’riny with thy MasTeR's name:
No more ideal virtues ridé fublime,

(I.ike feathers) on the.furge of rthyme.

But lo the ca1_1;)‘! it was the ROYAL WILL
To bid the tergpeft of his praife be fill;
No miore to let his virtues make a rout,
Blown by thy blifts like paper kites about.

Indeed thg; Sov'reign, in thy verfe fo fine,
Might jufly have exclaim'd av many a line,
« In peacock’s feathers, lo, this knave arrays me.”
And
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And like a King of France of whom I've read,
Our gracious Sov'réign alfo might have faid,
« What have I done, that he thould praj/e me ™

With pity have I feen thee, Sow or Sowng,

Trundling thy lyric wheeibarrow aloné.

Amilft St. Famzs’s gapers to unload

The inotley mafs of pompous ode

And wifh'd the fack, for verfc the annyal prize,
To poets of a lefs renown—

To poor * WiLL Mason, who in fecret fighs
To ftrut beneath the Lavreat’s leaden crown.

Warm in the praife, thou mightl¥ have been,
Of thy great King and bis great Queen;

But not fo diabolically bor— .

A downright devil, or a pepper-pot. .

By dev’l, (without thy being born a wizard)
Thou ought'ft to know I mean a turkey’s gizzard;
So chriften’d for its quality, by man,
Becaufe fo oft ‘tis Joaded with kign—
! This

* Yes! poor Mistzr Mason fhove hard for the Bavs; bug
lo! the fuperior Ginius of Warton prevaded againgt the
united powers of the faweetly-wubinng BirR1DA, the nobls-builyrvg
Caractacue, and a heap of ¢l. - wrapped Qpas befides.
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‘This dev’l is fuch a red-hot bit of meat
As nothing but the Dev'l himfelf fhould eats

r

A fpoon was Jarge enough) ‘the world well knows!
Why give thcz pap of praife then with a Jadle?

Gently thou {houldft have rock’d him to repofe—
Not like 2 drunken nurfe o’erturn’d the cradle.

I do not marvel that the Kinr was wrath,
(Knowing himHf no bigger than a lath),
To find himfelf 4 tall, gigantic oak—
*T'was too muclt of a magic-lantern ftroke,

Ah! where was Mopesty, the chuiming maid?
Where was the rural vacrant ftraying,

Not to admonith thee, an idle jade,

. When thou thy tuncful compliments weit paying?

Yet why this queftion put I, Tom, to thee?

Lord! how we wits forget—{ic was with e,

Yes, Moorsry (by vety few careft)

Oft condefcends to be my gueft:
From time to time the maid my ghyme reviews,
Apd diélates fweet inftruétions to the Mus:t;

YC;,
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Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adorn,
Jufl like that.blufhfet damfel call'd Miss Mozw,
Who, fmiling from the dreary cdves of night,
Moves from her eaft with filent pace and flow
O’cr yonder thadowy mount’s gigantic brow,
And to my. window fteals with dewy fight,
Then peeping through the pancs with cherpb micn,
Seems to afk liberty to enter in. .

Now vent’ring on thé fables of my room,
She fiveeps the darknefs with her ftar-clad broom s
Now pleas'd a ftronger fplendor to diffufe,
Smiles on the plated buckles in my, thoes;
Smules on my breeches, too, of hindfome pluth,
Where George’s head e2ce made no gingling found,
But where amidft the pockets all was huth;
Such awful filence reign’d around !
Whofe fob, which thieves fp, often pick,
Was quu. a ﬁmn'rcr to'a watch’s click.

v

Now cafting on my pen and ink a ray,
Secming with fweet reprodf to fay;
< The lark to Heav’n her grateful matins¥ings ;
« Then, Perer, alfo ope thy tuneful throat,
« And, happy in a falcinading note,
“ Rife und falute the beft of Kings.”
3 Howe'er
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Howe’er the world ¢ abufe me may be giv'n,

I cannot do without Crown’p HEaps, by Heav'n!
Bards muft have fubjets that their gendus fuit—
And if I've not Crown’d Heads, 1 muft be mute.

My verie is fomewhat like a game at Whifl ;

Which game, though play’d by people e’er fo keeny
'Cannot with much fuccefs, alas! exift,

Except their hands poflefs a King and‘(mcen.

1 omwn, my mufe delights in royal folk :
Lead-mines, producing many pretty pounds!
Jor MiLrars, furnithing 2 fund of joke!
Lo, with a fund of joke a Cauft abounds !

At royal follies, Lord! a lucky hit

Saves our poor brain th expence of wit:

At Pririces let but Sarire Iift' his gun,

The more their feathers fly, the more the fun.

E’en the whole wotld, blackheads and men of letters
Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. )

And, vice verfd, Kings and Queens
Know pretty well what {candal means,
4 And love it too—yes, Majefty’s a grinner :
Sconda
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Scandal that really would difgrace a flable
Hath oft been beckon’d to a royal table,,
And pleas’d a princely palate more than dinner,

I know the world exclaimeth in this guife:

¢¢ Suppofe a King not over-wife,
¢ (A vice in Kings not very oft fufpected)

¢ Suppofe he does #bis childith thing, and #bis,

<« If folly conftitutes a Monarch’s blifs,
«« Shall fich by faucy poets fiand correfled ?

¢« Bold is the man, old Parfon Calchas*® cries,

¢ Who tells a Mofarch where his folly lies.”

¢ Giant that a King in converfe cannot fhine,
 And fharp with fhiewd remark a world alarm;

‘¢ What bufinefs, Perer Pinpar, is't of thine?
¢ Grant puerilities—pray where’s the harm "'~

To this I anfwer, ¢ I don’t think 3 King

« 'Will go to bell for ev’ry childifh thing—

« Yet mind, I think that one in bis great flation '
¢ Should fhow fublime example to a nation:

* And when an eagle he fhould fpring

¥ To drink the folar blaze on tow’ring wing,
{3 Wid,.

# Vide Homer.
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¢ With during and undazeled eyes;
¢ Not be a _jparrew upon chimneys hopping,
¢ 1¥is head in holes atd corners popping

« For flies.”

Tom, I'm not griev’d dhat thou hafl chang’d thy
And op’d on Windfor wall thy tuneful throat 5

For verily it is a rare old mafs!
Nor angry that to West thon doft defcend ;
The King's great painting oracle and friénd,

Whe seachethy * Jervas how to {pail good glafs.

But,' fon of Is1s, finoe amidft this ode,
Thou talk’ft of painting, like an ardent lover,
Of panes of glafs now daubing over,
Dievming delightfilly the great abode;

Speak-—know'ft thou aught of RaruarL’s rare

. toons?
I have not {gen the, Tom, for many moons!

Why didft ghou not, smidft thy thymipg fir,
OF thofe moft heav'nly pictures talk a bit—

bSec the windows defigned for the chapel at Windfor.
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For which the Narron paid down ev'ry foufe?
Rare pitures, brought long fince from Hamrron
CourT, .
And by a felf-taught Carrentr cut fhore,
To fuit the pannels of the Queen’s old houfe,

So fays report—I hope it is not truew
And yet I verily believe it 100;

It is fo Iike feme people I could name,
Whofe pericfaniums walk a linle lame.

Bethrew me, but it brings to mind _ |
A cuttung dery, much of the fame kind !

It happ’d at PuymouTa town fo fair and fiveet,
‘Whete v andering putters, wandering gutters meet,
Muking in fhow'rs of rain 2 monftrous pother;
Eart'tiing, like Rac-rair Jrws, with one the other,
With wariots, cabbage-leaves, and breathlefs cats,
Poratoes, turnip-tops, old rags, and hats'

v

A town that brings to mind Swirt’s City %how'r,
Where clouds, to wafh its face for ever pour;
A town where Beau-traps under water grin,
Inviting gentle ftrangers to walk in;
Where
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Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood,
Pugpar'd to crown their vifitors with mud.

.

A town where parfuns for the Jiwing fight,
On cvery vacancy, with godly might,
Like wreftlers for lac’d hats and buckfkin brecche.;
Where oft the prieft who beft his hungs employs
To make the ragpft diabolic noide,
With fureft chence of vi@t'ry preaches:
Whofe empty founds 2lone his labours blefs ;
Like cannon fir'd by veficls i diftrefs.

A town where, exil'd by the Higher Pow’is
The *Rovar Tag with indignation lours;

Kept by his Sire from London, and from fin,
To {1y his Catechifin to Miftrefs Wynw.

# The Duke of Clarenee.

THE
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THE PLYMOUTH CARPENTER

AND

THE COFFINS.

IN the laft war French psis’ners often dy’d

Of fevers, colds, and mare good things befide :
Prefents for valour, from damp walls and chinks ;

And nakednefs, that fe.dom fees a fhirtg *

And vermin, and all forts of ‘dirt;
And multitules of motley ftinks,

That might with fmells of any clime compare,

‘T'hat ever foaght the nofe, or fields of air,

As coffins are deem’d neceffary things,
Forming a pretty fort of wooden wings
For wafting men to graves, for t*other world ;
Where, anchor’d, (doom'd to make no voyages more)
The rudders of our fouls are put afhore, )
And all the fails for ever furl'd; ‘

A carpenter, firft coufin to.the Mar’z,
Hight Mafter Screw, a man of reputdtion,

Got lcave, through borough int’reft, to prepare
Good woodcn lodgings for the Gallic nation ;

I mean, for lucklefs Frenchmen that were dead:

And very well indced Screw’s contra& fped.
Vor. 11, ' H His
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His good friend DEaTn made wonderful demands,
As if they play’d into each pther’s hands;

As if the Carpenter and DeaTu went fnacks—
Withing to make as much as ¢’er they could
By this fame contratt coffin wood, ‘

For fuch as DEats had thrown upon their backs.

This Carpenter, fike mén of other trades
Whom confcience very'eafily perfuades
To take from neighbours ufelefs fuperfluity,
Refolv’d upon dn économic plan,
Which fhows that in the charaiter of man
Economy is not an incongruity.
I know fome Monarchs fay the fame—whofe pulies
Beat high for ig'ry chairs and beds and bulfes,

For lo, this man of economic fort

Makes all his coffins much too fhort:

Yer {nugly he accommudates the dead—
Cuts off, with much fang-froid, the head;
And then, to keep it fafe as well as warm,
He gravely puts it underneath the arm; ‘
Makirg his dead man quite 2 Paris beau!
Hugging his jowl en chapeas bras.

BUT,
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BUT, Thomas, now to thofe Cmtoons of fame—
Do afk thy Sov'reign, in my name,

What’s to be dene with thofe raré pi€ures next;
Some months ago, by night, they traveil’d down
T'o the Queen’s Houpfe in Win@for town,

At which the London folks were vaftly vex’d.

Yor if thofe fine Cartoons, as hift’ry fays,
Were (much to this great nation’s praife)
Bought for Brrrany1a’s fole infpection ;
Unaft’d, to fuffer any man to feel 'em,
Or fuffer any forward dame to fteal ’em,
W ould be a national 1cflection.

‘I'om, afk, to STrrLirz if they’re doom’d to go,

Becaufe the walls are naked there, I know.
Strclitz a moufe-hale is, all dark and drear;

And, fhould the pitures be inclin'd to ﬁ‘uy,

Not liking Strelitz, they may lofe their way,
And ramble to fome ¥lebrew aultioneer;

Where, like poor captur'd negroes in a knot,
The holy wand'rers mmay be made a lot— ‘
And, like the goods at Garraway’s we handle,
Chrift and the Saints be fold by inch of candle!
H 2 Dearly
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.

Dearly beloved THoMas, to conclude-—
(I fee thee ready to bawl eut « Amen ™)
Joking apart, don’t think me rude
For withing tO‘\nﬁm& thy lyric pen.

Whether like trout and eels in humble pride,
Along the fimple ftream of prafe we glide;

Or ftirring from below a cloud of mud,

Like whales we flounder through the iyric flood ;

Or (if a paft'ral image charm thee more)

Whether the vales of profe our fect explore,

Or, rais'd fublime on Opr’s aérial fteep,

We bound from rock to rock, like goats and fheep,

Whether we dipe with Dukes on fifty difhes,
Or, poet-like, againft our withes,

On beef or pork, an economic crumb,
(Perchance npt bigger than our thumb,
Turn’d by a bit of packthread at the fire)
To fatisfy our hunge:’s keen defire;

A good old proverb let us keep in view—
Viz. Thomas, * Give the Dev’l his due.”

b Whether
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Whether 2 Monarch, iffuing high command,
Smiles us to court, and fhakes us by the hand;
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the thoulder,
And bid our tuneful harps in prifon moulder;
Sell not (to meannefs funk) one golden live—
"I he Musg’s incenfe for a gill of wine,

This were a poor excufe of thine, my friend—

¢« Few are the people that my ‘Ode attend ¢
¢ I'm lihe a countty clock, poor, lonely thing,

¢ That on the ftaircafé, or behind the door,

¢« Chies, ¢ Cuckoo, Cuckoo,’ juft at twelve and four,
¢ And chimes that vulgar tune, “God fave theKing.”

Oh! if deferting Winpsor's lofty tow'rs,

To fave a fixpence 1 his barrack bow’rs,

A MonarcH fhuffles from the world away,
And gives to FoLLy’s whims the bultling day;
Fiom ;4cb low themes thy promis'd praife recall,
And fing morc wonders of the old Mup WaLrL.

H3 PETER’S
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THE ARGUMENT.

i

A Suzriuz and poetical Exomdilm, in which the Bard ap-
plaudeth himftlf, copdemneth his Sovereign, and coude-
fcendeth to inkru& Sir Josera Bangs, F. R. S.—Anecdote
of Jurivs Casan and: e ‘ij\:rol:-—Pz'ru dwelleth with
fhuch folemnity-er'the gloomy month of November, and com-
pareth Sir Joseru Bawks to JuriTer and Mr. Squin—
Atketh fhrewd queftidbsssSic Jossru comprehendeth their
fage meaningy, and Ri¢th inte'a piffon, and boafteth how he
revengeth himfelf “on -the fin the wpild enjoyeth at his
expence—-§ir Joserit animadverteth wifely on a fall fiom the
prefidency s the Rate of 'a fwple fellow, obliquely and nobly
hinting at a few 2oqits of his own chamaler—-PzrEer replieth

with good advics, exbibiting at the, fame time acute know
ledge of the fexval {yftem in bétanical affairs—Sir Joszen
refufcth PeTer’s counfel — Perrr mentioneth men of fcience,
whom 8ir Joskpu fcorneth—Sir Joseru letteth the cat out
of the bag, and ‘fhewath principles inimi*al to the caufe of
true philofophy, by withing #0 make great men Fellows, ir-
ftead of mc.p-—l’u er moraliféth with profundity, and
flappeh the bugh of Fortune for daring, on account of thcir
Mammon, 16 place themiclves pn a level with Genine—Sir
Josrr s maketh more difcovery of Lis difpofition, by abufir z
painting, poetry, and mufic, and witheth to tread in the
fteps of his Sovereign-Prga illoflrateth the Prefident’s made
of catchipg at zn argument, by a beautiful {pider fimile—Lur
josr pu boafteth of his tod aud toaf weapoas—Ps ik wi-
madverteth withhis ulhal wifdom on the miracalous powers
of meat, whet 3ppli3d te a hongry fomach—Sir Joskra
findeth out 2 new road to the heart —Boafeth of royal fwvour
~Pirer fuilrh av it, and frighteneth Sir Joseru—Sir
Joskew erydireth the Worlu’s opinion of himfelf~Pgirr
giveth it withopt ceremony—8ir Josiru curftth—PrrEr
prayeth him to be quiet, proceedeth, and telleth terrible
. things—
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things —Sir Joseen f{weareth— Praifeth’ himfelf again for
hiu being able to!ﬁadﬁmat folks by the nofe, and braggeth of
royal whifpers—Per¥z gud'? st the royal.whifpers, and
exprefletls pleafure thereat—Again boaftth the Prefident of
what he ¢an do—Perir {olemply- ﬁmlet} i a ﬁ!perb fimile
taken from wild bc'a'ﬁ'.,’—ﬂszr jcﬁu‘a W.Mth oo’ his great
acquaintance -with vegetables” and mo --,Ph R acquiel-
ceth in his monkey wifdom, but d lﬁbﬂk d:t’l importance, and
turneth butterfly and egg knmwhdgu midle old maids——
Prrsr acknovlledgmi the m W h&igu, <boeby, and
noddy killing yJizitd, b, &WW‘%- and Jady.fmack hune
ting ; yet differeth, with: :nr ‘Hﬂam ay ¢ the iden-of its im-
portance—The Prcﬁﬁmt wag:un boaﬁeth«-ﬂ"aﬂi‘“ foknn@y
replieth, and telleth ffinge mattérs of Bir W!anﬂ Hamis
TonN—Sir Josaps bm\keth out vxo!entiy, wiihtn air of
dcﬁance‘ on the fak;é@k of Mr, He uscuss.-»?nn‘w aeduiafs
ceth, in fome mea[urc,, ‘on the terits'of Mr. Huscau, and -
prophefieth more difcoveries by this afronomer- thau Rruck
the imaginatitn “of Sir Joseps—PeTER pmﬁ’heﬁeth "of the -
future grandeur of CuerTenuam, by'medns of mills to fup--
ply the great fux of people with paper—Perir gwat.h more -
giory to Mr. Herscuec’s glafs, than ¢d: My, HewscusL's
bead—-Sir Josepu groweth abufive—Prres pmye;lyrcphcth—-
Sir Josern again triumpheth—PrTER cutteth himdown for
his liud on his Grace of Maxtnondudn’s fpy»ghfs difco-
veries, and Joun Hux r!n’dﬁ)‘w&and pheafants-—&r Josken °
pluv.cth hvnfel on Dr. huonﬂn-—-{’xrn praifeth Dr. BLag-
pEN— Sir foscPH praifeth Sir Bh‘tumm Tmomrsov, Lord
Muicrave, and the enaffuming quakér, Br. Lettsome;
moreover praifeth the DoQass hubby-horfes mzmgel worfal, .
alias mourtfel—Sir Joseem engtfireth the merits of Mr. Au-
8erT, the filkman—Prver fmileth, and anfivereth wittily—
Sir Joszrn enquircth about Mr. DainEs BARRINGTON-—
Perer anfwereth in like manner—S8ir Joszen’s ife boileth
over—PeTER langhéfh—#—l’x’rsn cometh to the’ point, and
telleth the Prefident in plain terms that he muﬁ depend on
. -~ 'the

"

2e8,
‘(
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the many, more than onz, meaning our mokt gracions Kinges
Sir JoserH exclaimeth with his wigal vulgarity, and taxeth
the revolting members with ¥ngratittde, and flieth to meat
and drink for his future fupporiers—Pg12r praifcth meat and
drink, yet infifteth dh the teigh of an intended rebellion—Sir
Joserwu, in a ftrain of defpondency, looketh to the Tord for
fupport—PxsTxr giveth him no hopes from that quarter—Sir
Josern, ina tigenlike manner, breaketh out into rage and
boafling—PrrEr acknowledgeth his merits, but informeth
the Prefident of thelr infufficiency—Sir, Joszru voweth to
play the devil—PeTER exalteth §ir Jossrn’s intended ma-
neeuvre, by a compatifon of a miratle frequently worked in
Popifh countries on rats and grathoppers—Pe rer ftill harpeth
on the old ftring of jémtbing morg-~Sir Josapw adduceth more
inftances of mefit, foch as eating matters that would make
a Hortewtor vomit— PeTER acknowledgeth Sir ’]ourﬂ s
uncommon ffonach-powers and triumph over reptiles; but
with obftinacy infiReth upon it that fomething more maoft be
achieved—The Prefident, upon this, mofl wickedly, yet mofl
heroically, declareth, that he will then fwallow an alligator—
Perer difluadeth Sir Joscys, like a friend, from his bold
iutention, and.zecommendeth « meal of a milder quality.

PETER
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OR,

’

"'z PRESIDENT anp POET.

T ————

.

T HE Baxo who, f1'd with Friendfhip’s pureft fire,
Tun'd to a micTY Kine the moral lyre;
W ith all the'magic of the Mule’s art,
Soul’d at his foibles, and eniarg’d * his heart,
Ungratefol Prince! ke moft of modern times,
Who never thank’d the Poet tor his rhymes:
fhe B ro, with Wifdom's vuice fublimely ftrong,
W Ho fear'd the maids of honour with his fong,
Turn’d courtiers pale, and turn’d to filent wonder
Ambaildors, at Trurs’s deep tone of thunder;
Who n sbeir country (fuch a timid thing!)
Was never hnown to whifper to a king:
The

* Veily the Lyric Barp hath caufe of triumph~by means
of a few b ms, the clofe fift of Royw! Ecoromy hath been a little
unclenched. By God’s grace, and the Poet’s good health,

greater thiugs are likely to be aceomplithed 5 fuch is the power
of jorg !
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The Barp who dar’d undaunted thus to tow’r,
And boldly oracles to pripces pour,

Stoops from the zenith of his cagle flight

To give inftruction to a Jimple Knight.

To Casan, V{W th' advice with fcorn repaid,
« Bewase the Jd¥s of March,” a conj'ror faid.
More rev’renc’d 1ét a greaser conj’ror fay,
« Beware, Sir Josern Banks, §2. Awdrew’s Day.”
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy hour,
When, of your plumage Rripp'd, and fav’rite pow’r,
You quit that mace and pompous chair of ftate,
And ceafe Lord Paramount of Moth debate,
That awe-infpiring hammer'd fift to rear,
Like fcepter’d Jovg, and Squis the AvcTIONEER !

$IR JOSEPH.

Well! what's November"s® gloomy. month or hour?
The day whick ravages, reflores my pow’r.

PETER
Perchance Amsrrion may be doom’d to mourn!
Perchance your henours may no more return !
Think

* On the thirtieth of November the Prefideat is annually
chofen.
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Think what a hoft of enemies you make!

What fecling mind would be 2 Bury at ftake?
Pinch’d by zbis mongrel, by ¢that taftiff torn;
Who'd make a fealt to treat the public feorn?
Who'd be a BEar that grafps his club with pride,
With which his dancing-majter drabs his hide?
None, dear Sir J osgps; but the sreant’ft fool
Turns butt to feel the fhafts of ridicule.

SIR JOSEPH.
Your meaning, friend, I exfily divine!

PETER.
Yes, quit for life the chair—refign, refign.

SIR JOSEPH.

No! with contcn{pt the grinning world [ fee,
And always laugh at thefe who laugh at me,

PETER.

Dear Sir Jofeph, may I never thrive
But you mutft be the merrich man alive.

SIR
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SIR JOSEPH.
Good !—but, my friend, *twould be a black November,
To lofe the chair, and feak a vulgar member ;
Sit on a bench mumchance without my hat *,
Sunk {rom a lion to a tame Tom cat:
Jufl like a fchoolboy trembling o’er his book,
Afraid to move, or fpeik, or think, or look,
When Mifter Presipent, with matiff gir,
Vouchfafes to grumble ¢« Silence” from the chair.

"PETER.

All this is mortifying to be fure,
And more than fic(h and blood can well endurc !
Then to your urnip-fields in peuce regire:
Return, like CincinnaTus, country fquue:
Go with your wifdom, and amaze the Boors
With apple-tree, and fhrub, and flow’r amours
And tell them all, with,wide-mouth’d wonder big,
How gnats + can make 2 cuckold of a fig. .
Form fy clubs, thell- clubs, weed-clubs, if you pleafe,
And proudjy reign the PRestDENT of #hefe:

Go,

* The Prefident always wears his bat,
1+ See the Natural Hiftory of the Fig.



PETER’S PROPHECY. g

Go, and with periwinkle wifdom charm;

With loves of lobfters, oyfters, crabs, alarm;

And tell them how, like ours, the females woo'd,

By Kiffing, people all the realms of mud:

Thu , though proud Lonpon dares refufe you fame,
The Towns of Lincornsuire fhail raife your naime;
Knock down the bull, the magpie, calf, and king,
And bid Sir Fofepb on their fignpofts fwing.

SIR JOSEPH. -

No! fince Pve fairly mounted ForTynz"s maft,
Till Fare fhall chop my hands off, I'll hold faft,

PETER.
And yet, Sir Jofeph, FaMme reports, you flole
To Foatunr’s topmaft throtgh the lubberbole *.
Tlank of the men, whom Screncs fo revercs!
Horstv, and WiLson, MASKEL\’NE, Maserts,
I.anpen, and HorwsBy, ATwoop, Grexig, Hur-

TON-—
.

SIR JOSEPH.
Blockheads! for whom I do not care a button! .
Fools,

* A part of the fhip well knawn to new feam:n.
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Fouls, 'who to mathematics would confine us,
And éotber ali our ears with plus and minus.

PETER.
No more they fearch the philofophic mine,
To bid the journals with their labours fhine,
And yield a glorious fplendor to the page,
Such as when Newron, HavLpey grac’d the age!
Retir'd, thofe members now behold with {ighs
The dome, like Egypt, fwarm with fregs and flies,
And 304, the PARAOR too without remorfe,
The ftubborn parent of the reptile curfe ;
See Wispoum yield to Forrv's rude control,
Jove’s eagle murder’d by a moufing owl.

SIR JOSEPH.

Poh! poh! my fiiend, I've ftar-gazers enough;
I now look round for diff’rent kind of fluff:
Befildes—untitled members are mere fwine;
I vih for prisces on my lift to thine:
I'il have a comphny of ftars and ftrings;
1"l havea proud fociety of kings!
I'l) have no miferable fqueal somit,
YV hilft ForTune offers pbeafants to my {pit!
4 For
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For me, the Dev'l may fake a namelels fry—
No fprats, no fprats, whilt whales can fill my eye.

ra%nm

Thus on a ftall, amidit = cwm fuir,

Old women fhow of gmgem f’fhﬂ‘ var!

King Davip and w Mﬂﬁﬁmw
Strut from their dough majelic, gnq’d with gold!
King SoLomox fiy gress, in éﬂ»h&sm‘y!

The Quetn of Snnm 100, r;nmfd in &ory'
The grannies thefe difplay with doatmg eyess’
Delighted fee them al} the ool fisrprife s

Whilt no poor bak’d 51:5:3#&. gteat or fmall,
Dutes thow his fneakhing nofe upon the ftall !

Sir Josern, do not fancy, that by fate
Great wifdom goes with titles and effare !
I grant that pride and infolence appear -
Where purblind Forryws thoufands gives a year,
Too many of Fortone's infatts have I feen,
Proud of fome little nacee, with ﬁ:omﬁxl mien,
High o’er the head of mﬁdeft Gavios rife,
Pert, fopprh wh;‘ﬁhng, ﬂﬂu;’lng bugeerflies L
Weak imps! on whom, their planess oll o kind,
In pity to their poverty of mind,

Vou. II. 1 Around,
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Around, her treafure bountifully fhed,
Convinc'd the fools would want a bit of bread.

§IR jOSEPH.

Since truth maft out, d;en'know, my biting friend,
Philofophers my foul with horror rend;

Whene'er their mouths gresdpen’d, I am mum—
Plague take * ‘em, fholld a Prefident be dumb ?
Tloath the.arts—-d!e univerfe may know it:

T hate a painter, and I hate a poet.

To thefe two ears, a bear, Béu.c;'nssx growls;
Mara and BiLiiNeTON, @ brate of owls.

To circles of pure ignorance condu& me;

T hate the campany tﬁu can infiruf? me ;

1 with to umu\ee ‘my King fo wice,

Grear Prince! who ne‘er was known to take advice!
Who keeps no cmpany (delightful plan?)

That dares be wifer than himfelf, good man!

"PETER
Introth, Sir Jofarn, I have often feen ye
Look in debate a jitsle ilke a ninny,
Struggling to grafp thé fenfe with thouth, hands, ees,
And with the philofophic Spesker rife
Jutt



PETER’S PROPRECY, 1135

Jutt like 2 fpider )d by Susan’s broom,

‘That tries to claw its and mount the room
Poor fprawling reptile, but with humbied air
Condemn’d to fneak sway hehind o ahta&.

SIR Y6922 R

Stdltoﬂiepomt—-amqtl&fﬁbwmkﬁa
My powrumwdlk'dﬂqudegmg
Myfuremﬂryhatbux:{:mqbﬂ

FEX BR
I own the great, pa&pbw’q,& s andt tondt !
Ven'fon’s a Czsan in the fiereel} fray; '
Tutle! an ALsxaxnzr in its,ways .,
And then, in quarrels of a Jfighter m.
Murtton's a moft fuccefsful mediatar!’
So much fupetior is the fiomach’a fimarg,
To all the vaunted hotrors of the heait;
E’en Love, who often triumphs in his grief,
Hath ceas’d to feedg:ﬁ@u, to pant on beef,

SIR jO,hPH.

Yes, yes, my friend, mymandbﬂtm’dmﬂl
Have found an eafy pafe to people’s fouls:
My
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My well-tini’d dinners (cerzain folks revere)
Have left this eafybofom notight to fear.

The turnpike road to pepple’s hearts, I find,
Lies through their gues, ord miftike mankind;
Befides, whillt thus 1 boapmy Sev'reign’s finile,

Let raggarhuffins rage, and rogues revile,

PETERS

Alas! Sir Joserpud grant the Kine you pleafe,
Which ev'dy countier’s eye with envy fees;

A glorious thing to8, no man can deny it;
Though no mun ever got ayfxpence by it ;

Yet of our lucky i " eertain Kings,

Far from a//-mighty, ste not mighty things:
And though With mfu'y 2 wren you make him bleft,
And many a tomtit’s 'egg and tomic’s neff ;

And many a monkey finff’d to make him grin,
And many 2 fiea and beetle on 2 pin;

And promife (to cajole the reyal mind)

To make his Yhtetier, member, and his hind ;
It is not he, wath Polyghemus ftare,

And ftern commﬁd, pempetnates the Chair!

I know that difafftGion taints thc)‘throng,

And know the wotld is Jevif in its tongue.

SIR
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SIR JOSBPH.

Ah! tell me fairly without more défay,
What ’tis the blackguard world kath dar'd to fay:
Perhaps a pretty devil I'm pourtrdy’d ;
The world’s free bruth deals«damnably in fbade.

PETER.

Thus, then, * How dares that man his’carcafe fquat,
¢ Bold, in the facred chair where Newson fat;

““ Whofe eye could Nanwne’s dukeft veil pervade,
* And, fun-like, view the folitary mamm; *

¢ Purfue the wand'rer through each fecret maze,

“ And on her labours pour a noontide blaze?

“ When to the chair Banxs forc’d his bold afcent,

“ He crawl'd a éug upon the monument,”

+* SIR JOSEPH.
Cuife them =

PETER.
Have patience, dear Sir J?&Rh, pray!
I have not mention’d half the people fay :—
‘Thus then again, * Ele beats the beats, fo rude,
« With bulldog afpect, and with brdins of mud:
I3 « i
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“ His words, like ftones for pavements, make us ftart;
¢ Rude, rougi\ly rumbling, tumbling from the cart;
« Who for impogtance,all-his lungs gmploys,

o Anddunksdmmtbkcdnnm,wcremdefornyh
« A fellow fo unqudﬁeq\ t0 thine!

* Who never (@ the Journals gave a line;,

« But into SwapEn caft a ﬁnx-;ikc Jook,

« And caught-Goofe Dry awDER to write his book.*
# Such is the mania for the claps of Fame,

« So fought by many a ‘fquire and géntle dame,

“ Refembling beggars that 'on alms grow fat;

¢ Who, if too weak tbmﬁlzm to make a brat,

* Buy children up to melt the trav'ler’s eye,

¢« And from his pocket &all the charity,

% Through im cach trifie-hunter that can bring
¢ A grub, a weed, a moth, a beetle’s wing,
¢« Shall to % FeLrow’s dignity fucceed ;
« Witnefs Lord Caaraam and his pifi-a-bed 1+
u‘ How
» A mol} ponipoud birth in the bot;.mcal way is to make its

appearance foons & Joph the reputed father, thongh Jonas
Dryander, the Swede, his fecretary, begets i 1;.

1 Pulgarly called. DM&M Soincthing of this kind (2 moft
ofidetful fpecieal) was prefented by the eldeR-born of the great
‘TT, [91' wm he mﬁw F.R.§.
v #

%
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¢« How had he pow ﬁwmu&erupﬂ!c face
¢« To afk a PrestopNT’s important plage
¢« How with a matchlefs infolence t5 dare
¢ Abufe and jofle Prinott ® from ﬁe chair?
¢ A moth-hunter, 2 crabcatgher, nbg.t )
¢ That owes its fole fubfiftence to 2 gnat!*
¢ A hunter of the meanefl rwptile breed, /' »
¢ A fool that croffes oceans for a weed !
I14° € Once
vt - ¥ k] 4

* About the year 17~g, condu@ors were ordered to be placed
near all our magazines, to fecure them from the effeéls of light-
ning. A queftion then arofe, avdich would beft fucceed, Alsar
or pomted condullors. Sir john Jringle, with the fenfible pait
of the Society, weie of opinion, #,%indsed, was Dr, Franklin,
that points were preferable—Sir Joffph Banks aud his party
roared loudly for ther &lumts.—~The difpute ran {o high, that his
Majefty togk a part init; and being ragher partial 1o blunt con-
duftors, thought to put an end to the matree by giving his own
peremptory decifion, and apnounting to the world the fuperiority
of nors. To confirm s gawar and «wyi opinion, wass were
actually fixed on iron rods mt the end of Buckifgham Houle.
This, however, was not alt; on the birth day, his MajeRy de-
fired Sir John to give it ta the world as the ppinion of the
Royal Society, that Dr. Franklin was atrozg. The Prefident
replied, like a man, that it'yne not'%h his power to reverfe the
oider of Natare. The fpvereigh could not eafily fée sbas, and
therefore repeated his commands, —Tgazed by the Kin gfmm time
to time to oppofe the dacided o}mm\ of the rebelliods Pranklin,
and the laws of Nature ; and conftantly barked at by Sir Jofeph
and his moth-hunting phalanxy he: refighed the chair, and re-
turned to Scotland.—The konour was inflantanccafly fappedhe,
and caught by the prefent poflefior, fich as he is!
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“ Once tow'rin'g Scizncz made Crane-court* her
home,
¢« And heav’a-born 'W!soou paroniz’d the dome;
¢« With awful afpe& at the portal fhone,
« And to her manﬁon woo'd the wife alone:
« Now at the door fee moon-ey'd FoLLy grin,
¢ Inviting birds-neft hunters to come in;
« Idiots who fpecks on eges Sevoutly ken,
< And furbifh upa folio on a wren.”
You fee the world, Sir Jossru, feorns ¢o flatter—

SIR JOSEPIH.
By G-d! I thipk it hath not minc’d the marter.
Yet, by the Pow’r wheymade me, 'Pz'rn » know,
I'm bonour'd, far'd at, wherefoe’er 1 go!
Soon as a room I enter, lo, all ranks
Get up to compliment Sir Josera Banks '—

PETER.
And then fit dowgggain, 1 do fuppofe ;
nd then aronr% thiy room a whifper goes,
¢« I ord,

* The rooms of the Royal Society are remved from Cranes
«:Lrth: Somerfet-plack,
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« Lord, that's Sir Joseps Bawks!—~how grand his
look !

¢ Who fail’d all round the world with Captain Coox 1”

SIR JOSEPH.
Zounds! what the devil’s fame, if this be moz?

PETER.
Sir JosceH, prithee don’t be fuch a fotw-
Thofe wonderful admirers, man, were dozens
Of fieth-impotted, ftaring country coufins,
To London come, the waxwork to devour,
And fee their brother eafls within the Tow'r.
Truc fame is praife by men of wifdom giv’n,
Whofe fouls difplay fome workmanthip of Heav’n;
Not by the wooden million—~Natyre’s chips,
Whofe twilight fouls are ever in eclipfe;
Pupp'es! who, though on idiotifm’s dark brink,
Becaufe they've beads, dare fancy they can think.

SIR JOSEPH.
What though unletter'd,* I can lead the herd,
And laugh at half the members to their bedrd.
Frequent
* In fpite of our pbjetion to Sir Jofeph as a Prefident, we
muft allow his candour in acknowledging himfelf unlctm:d,‘a:i;‘

really was refufed his degree at Camsrincs, though ¢
intereft was implored to make Rim pafs mufteys
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Frequent to Court I go; and, ’mic}'ft the ring,
1 catch moft gracious whifpers from the King—

PETER
And well (I think) T hear éach’ precious fpeech,
In fentiment fu‘alm, and hﬂguage rich;
« What" snew,S:rIosupw? what, what’snew foundout?
¢ What’s the fociety, what, what a{)out?
« Any more manfters, lizard, monkey, rat,
« Egg, weed, molfe, butterfly, pig.‘wht, what, what ?
« Toad, fpider, grafshopper, Sir Joszpn Banks?
« Any more thanks, more thanla more thanks, more
thanks? ¥
¢ You ftill eat * raw fleth, beetle, viper, bat,
# Toad,tadpolt, fiog, Sir Jofeph—what, what, what?”

Such is the lr::nguage of the finf of Kings,

That many a fighing heart with envy ftings'

And much I'm pleas’d wo (ancy that [ hear

Such wife and gracious whifpers greet your ear:,

Yet if the gngater pary of members growl,

‘Though owls anclves, and curfe you for an owl,

Apd

» Ambitions of an wsésmemar path to the temple of Famz,

which no man befides huwdelf dered 1o tread, the Knicur often
exercifed his teeth in fw‘x repafts, before a'number of awonde ing

fpotators.
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And ben the great Sir Joserr Baxks to humble,
Behold the GranT PrEsSIDENT muft tumble.

SIR JOSERH,

Zounds! Sir, the Grear-owEs to my whiftle come:
I have ’em ev'ry one beneath my thumb.
ELrccTors, MaRGRAVES, Princes, 'éracc my lift:
And fhall a few poor ragged rogues refift, °

Becaufe (a flock ‘of aftronomic gulls!)

The cobweb n‘atbe;mn‘n cloud their fcnlls?

The GreaT, whell béckon’d to, my caule fhall aid,
And, happy, think dlcmfoivcs with #banks o’erpaid:
Thefc fhall arife, and, with a fingle frown,

Beat the bold front of OprosiTioN dewn.

PETER. -
Thus, by a word, the Smowman at the Tow’r
Exerts on brother favages his pow’r;
Bids Nxro, Carsar, Pomery, fpread their paws,
And fhow the horrors of their gaping jaws!

4
* SIR JOSEPH -~

By heav'ns! I've merit, fay wlutc’ch pleafe!
Can name the vegetable tribes with eafe.
What monkey walks the woods, or climbs a tree,
Whofe gencalogy’s unknown to mz ?
PETER.
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PETER.
I grant you, Sir, in monkey knowledge great;
Yet fay, thould monkeys give you Newten's feat ?
Such merit fcarcely is enough to dub
A man a member of 2 country club.

With novel fpecks on eggs to feaft the eye;
O1 gaudy ‘tolours of 2 butterfly ;

Or new-found fibre of fome grafly blade,
‘Well fuits the idle hours of fome old n“ud,
(Whofe fighs each lover’s vanith'd®fighs deplore)
To murder time when Ctéidl kiltwio more;
Not men, wha, !a‘b'ring with a Titan mind,
Should fcale the fkies to benefit mankind.

1 grant you full of anecdote, my friend—
Bons mots, and wond:rous ftories without end,
Yet if 2 tale can claim, or jeft fo rare,

Ten shoufond goffips tnight demand the chair.

To fhoot at boobics,". noddies, with fuch luck,
And pepper 4'pogg Indian like 2 duck ; '

* « Great and mAnifol were Sir Jofeph’s triumphs over thefe
defencelefs animals,’” fays Dr. 'Hawkfworth’s most miferable
account; which might more properly be chriftcned, < T'hé ILif-
“ tory of Sir Jofeph Banks,” fo much, indecd, 18 $it jofeph

the ero of the tale,
4
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To hunt for days a lizatd or a gnat,

And run a dozen miles to catch a bat;

To plunge in marfhes, and to fcale the rocks,
Sublime, for fcurvygrafs and lady-ﬁnm:ks'
Ate matters of proud triumph, to be fure,
And Iuch as Fame’s fair volume fhould fecure:
Yet, to iny mind, it ig not fuch a fear,

As gives a man a claim to Newron's feat.

SIR JOSEPH.

Yer are there men off gehius who fapport me
Prond of my friendthip, fee Sir #illiam court me!

PETER,
Great in the eating knowledge, all allow;
Who fent you once the fumen of a fow,}
Tar ncher food than pig,;;s that lofe their hreath,
Whipp’d, like poor foldiers on parades, to death.
* Sir

{
* See Hiwklworth’s account of Captain Cook’s Veyage.

+ Sir W. Haminron, wha fent Sir jd‘ph’trom Italy this
precious prefent, The mode of making it is, by tying
the teats of a fow, foon after the hath limmnmng the
Ligature till the poor creature 1s tiearly exhaafted with torture,
and then cutting her throat. The effc@s of the milk diffufed
through thic belly pat are fo deliciods, as to be thought ample
atonement for the barbaiity,
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Sit Wierram! hand and glove with Narzs Kivo !

‘Who made with, tare antigues the nation ring ;

Who, when Visuvius foam’d with melted matter,

March’d up 2nd clapp'd his nofe into the ¢raver,

Jutt with the fame faug froid that Joan the cook

Cafts on her dumplings in the pot a look.

But mo.e the world reports (I hope untrue),

That half Stx Wisryap’s Mugs and Gods are new;

Himfelf the baker of th’ Ftrunm ware,
That made opr Bfitith annqdmags ftare 5
Nay, that he means ere long to crofs the main,
And at his Naples oven fweat again;;
And, by bis late fucceffes render’d bolder,
To bake nety mugs, aadgods fome ages older!
¢

SIR JOSEPH.
God blefs us!, what to Herjebe! dare you fay,
The aftronomic genius of the day,
Who foon will find more woncers in the fkies,
And with moge Georgiumiiduses forprife ?

JPETER.

Mare MBrnas in the mop—more cinder loads!
Perhaps mail-coaches on her turnpike 10ads,

By
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By fome great Lunar PaLMer taught to fy,

To gain the gracious glatices of the eye

Of fome penurious man of high degree, "

And charm the monarch with alﬂﬂ&g; Jree;

Such as to CHELT'NAM waters‘urg'd their way,
Where Croacina holds her eafy fway;

Where paper-mills thall load with vé?.lth'the.town,
And ev'ry fhop thajl deal h;‘ wbi%"&;mu;
Wheie for the coach the King was wont to watch,
Loaded with fifh, fowl, bacon, and diffcch;*
Fggs and fmall bee potatos, too, 2 ﬁ'qre,

Thet coft in CHELT'NAM market twoperice more ;
Converting thus a coach of wrtchlefs art,

With two rare geldings, to a _jfutler’s cart.

Ent, voluble Sir Jofeph—not fo faft—

T'he fame of ITerscust is a dying blafts

W hen on the moon he firft began to peep,

3 lic wond’ring world pronounc’d the gazer, deep;

But,

* Mr. Patmer very generaufly offered his §averzion 3 mail-
coach to carry letters and difpatches to gnd from Cheltenham,
The offer was 700 gicat to be refuledbea fplendid carriage was
built for the occafion: his moft economic fty, however,
wifely knowing that fomething mgre thas a few letters might be
contained in Mr.Palmer’s vebicle, converted it, as the poet
hath obferved, into a gart, and faved many a fixpence.
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But wifer now th* sn-wond'ring world, alas!
Gives all poor Herscusr glory to his glafs;
Convinc'd his boafted aftronomit ftrength
Lies in his mbe‘l,“ "ot bead’s entrmous length.

SIR JOSEPH.
What, niggird ! not on Herfebed fame beftow,

So curious a dxfcw rer -

PETER
" No! man, no!
Give it to Mﬂm!.T whofe head contains more wg
Than {truft me) evel'lodg'd in Harscnz’s houfe.

SIR' 3 0 SEPH.
Lo, at my <all the neble Mmu_n ROUGH"S vore,
Whofe obfervations much our fame promote.

PETER,
Who from hix B}erﬁmm qhxmneys wonders fpies—
“T'he deily adversifer of tht flies:

—wve

* We wesld not dma& -from Mr. Hnscmi’s real merit—
Hy 2 tme Gordm cyrt-howfe labour, ke made a little improve-
ment on Dr. Muner’s method of co;».ﬂru&mg mirrors ; fuch are
this g&nﬂem&ﬂ’tﬂﬂuﬁtﬁms to & niche in the temple of FAME.—~
As for his mathemagical abilities, they can f{carcely be called
the fbadews of Scleride.

t' Dr. Mupct of Flymotth,
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Who equals his great anceftor in head;

A hero* who could neither write nor read :
Thus equal form’d, to all the wprld’:q‘ furprife;;
As one fwept éarda, the other' fweeps the fkies.

SIR JOSEPH.
IHunTer T with filh intrigues our houfe régales—

PETER.
The tender hiftory of cooing whales!{—

"

SIR JOSEPH,
Great in the noble art of gelding fows ==

PETER.
And giving to the boar a barren fpoufe!
Who proves, what many unbelievers fhocks,

That age converts ber pheafants into cocks!
Vou, II. - K And

* 1he tamous Duke of Marlbomough was reported to have
been an illiterate man; which fhows that a headpiece for the arts
and fciences, and a headpiece for facing cannon-balls, are wifely
formed of o ferent matgrials,

+ John lunter a&tually recgived the Society’s gold medal for
three papers, viz. on fow-gelding; on the wolf, jacksll, and
dog ; proving inconteflably, whatthe world knew before, that the
aforefaid animals were bond fide of the fame fpecies: alfo on the
loves of whales.

1 See article 30, 1780, in the Philofophical Tranfadtions,
where Mr. John Hunter gives 2 wonderful acconnt of a pheafant
with three legs, that by age changed from a female to & male,
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And why not, fince it is deny’d by no man
That age hoth made Joun FlunTER anOLp Woman ?

Bclieve me, full as well might Papifts bring

Quills from a Sexars’s tail, or CHERUB’s Wing;
Saint DunsTan’s crab ﬁicl{;,' which the SainT uncivil
Broke on the back of our great foe the DgviL;
SaINT ANDREW'S toe, SAINT AcaTHA’s old finock,
And flones that rattled round SaINT STEPHEN’s block ;
Samxt Jacepn’s fighs fo deep, preferv’d in bottles,
Amounting, legends fay, to many pottles;

Caught as the Satwr, with all his'might and main,
Wa cleaving billets, for his fire, in twain;

Or bones * from Catacombs to form new faints,

To cure, like all quack med’cines, all complaints!
Such might the journals of the houfe record,

As well as HunTeR's wond'rous cock-ben bird.

,SIR JOSEPH.
Like Bracpen who can write and deeply think ?

PYXTER.
Who write like bim on, jron moulds and ink {1

See

» ' * In 1672, four hupdred faints were recruited ; fuch was the
f extraordinary harveft of baptized and canonized bones from the
&mebs at Rome. Fide Religious Rites and Ceremonies.

‘e Article 39, 1787, of the Philof. Tranl,
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Sec fhirts and fhifts, by iron-moulds that rot,
By BLacpen’s wifdom lofe each yellow fpot!
For this, thall laundry virgins lift their voice ;
Napkins and damafk tablecloths rejoice ;
Ruflles and caps, and fheets, and pillow-cafes,
ofe their {ad ftains, and finile with lily faces.
Lo! to improve of man the foaring mind,

For facred {cience, to his fkin unkind,

Did Dofor Blagden in an oven® bake,

Brown as burnt coffec or a harley cake,
Whilil, down his nofe projecting, fweat in rills
Unfav'ry flow’d like hartthorn ftreams from ftills.

v

SIR JOSEPH.

Great Duckweed TroMrson,t all my foul reveres !
And Murcrave charms me with his arétic bears.
My eyes with fhells, lo! limpet Davies greets!
And Do&or Lerrsome with his rare horfe-beets !
Beet , that with fhame our parfnips fhall o’erwhelm,
And faiily drive potataes from the realm!
K2 Beets !

* "The Do&or’s body in the hot oven, with his nofe projecting

from the hole for air, would be no bad fubjeét for the graver.

+ Sir Benjamin, a fecond Linnens.
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Beets! in whofe juft applaufes we are hoarfe all ;
Such are the wond’rous pow’rs of Mangel Worfal.*

~

. PETER.

Beets that fhall keep gaunt Famine to his Eaft,
And make him on Géntoos, as ufual, feaft;

Whilft ev’ry lucky BriToN that one meets

Shall ftrut a FaLsTarr, fuch the pow’r of Beets!
Beers! that muft bring the Quaker wealth and fame,
And give his cheek the virgin glow of fliame;

Who ne'er, meek man, was known a face to pufh,
Nor hear his own applaufe without a bluth !

Beets! that fhall form an epoch in our times,

And thus, by PeTeR prais’d, embalm his rhymes!

SIR JOSEPH.

Then, what of AvgerT T think you, that great man,
Whote broad eye deems creation fcarce a tpan?

PETER:

* The more pempous natre of the Beet.
+ A filk-merchant, and, ¥: R.S. who every Sunday, wet or
dry clondy or funihmc,«calm or windy, vifits Greenwich, to
the fun on the meridian. Such is this gentleman’s rage for
ﬂ& art, that he now has at Loamp1r7-Hive, near Greenwich,
tWo thoufand pounds worth of aftronomical inftruments.
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PETER.

Who weekly with his watch is feen to run,
The little pupil of 2 Greenwich fun,

To learn the motions of 6ld Tims, and mock
The fatal errors of each London clock.

Thus Lusrx, from his folitary Down,

Leads /ittle Lusiv to a peighb’ring town:
The lad with ecftafy furveys the feenes
Then home returning, with triumphant mien,
Corrects his mother}s, fifter's converfations,
And wonder at his ignorant relations.

AvsrrT who meriteth indeed applaufe!

Full of high-founding phrafes, and wife Jaws;
Who from his cradle learn’d the ftars to lifp,
And to a mcteor * turn’d a will-o’-wifp!

SIR JOSEPH.
Pray, then, what think ye of our famous Daines ?

PETER.
Think of a man deny’d, by Nature, drains!
K 3 Whofe

* One fortunate evening, as he was returning from his be-
loved obfervatory, a Jack-a-lantern fprung up and played fome
tricks beforc the philofophical filkman, whofe optics, too apt
to magnify ob’edts, converted it into an amazing metcor, with
which the royal journals foon after flaxed, -
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Whofe trafh fo oft the royal leaves difgraces:

Who knows not jordans, fool! from Roman vafes!
About old pots his head for ever puzzling,

And boring earth, like pigs for troufles4 muzcling ;
Who likewife from old urns, to crotchets leaps,
Delights in mufic, and at concerts fleeps 1.

SIR JOSEPHN.

Zounds! 'tis in vain, I ice, to utter praife !—

PETER.
Then mention fome one who dgferves my lays.

SIR JOSEPIL
Know then, I've fent ro diftant paits to find
Beings the moft uncommon of their knd :
The greatcft monfters of the land and water—

PETER.
The beautiful deformities of nature!

Birds

* There are pigs kcpvapumy for hunting troufles in fome
rarts of England.
%
};‘ 4 Such are the powers of fomnolency over Mr. Daings Bar-
rincToN—at feveral of the Hanover-fquare concerts hath the
Lyrize rs1er feenthe ANTIQUARTAN in fremeng mufical fpecu-
lation, but verily amufed wita & moft comfortable nap.
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Birds without heads, and tails, and wings, and legs,
Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and fpecklefs cgas ;
Snails from Japan, and wafps, and Indian jays,
Command attention, and excite our praife:
Choptticks and bachfcrapers are curipus things;
Scalps, and tobacco-pipes, and Indian ftrinos,
Such as to charm the wond’ring Cits we fee,
Where Don SarTero® gives his Sunday’s te1;
Great Don SavTero, name of high renown,

Who treats, too, with immortal rolls the town!

v

Rare are the buttons of a Roman's breeches,
In antiquarian eyes furpafling riches:
Rare is each crack’d, black, rotten, earthen difh,
‘I'kat held of ancient Rome the flelh and fith:
Rare are the talifmans that drove the Devil,
AnJ rare the bottles that contain’d old fnivel.
Owls’ heads, and fhoring frogs, preferv’d in fpirits,
Moft certainly are not without their merits ;
Yet thefe to gain, and give to public view,
Lo! ParkinsoN knows full as well as you;
As did Sir Asaron fam'd, whofe mental pow’r
Juft reach’d to tell us by the clock the hour.
K 4 SIR

* At Chelfea,
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SIR JOSEPH.

Poh! p-x! don’t laugh-—fuch things are rich and
Be_fomerbing facred=let sot ali be farce. [fcarce,

PETER.
Sir Jofeph, I muff ldugh when things like thefe
Beyond Jfublimities have pow'r to' pleafe :
To crowd with fuch poer /ittlene/s your walls,
Is putting Mafter Puncn into St. PauL's,
Yet, to the point—the place on which you dote
Hath been for ever carried by the vote.
Know then, your parafites begin to bellow,
And call you openly a fhallow fellow:
In vain to fmiling Majefty you fly;
*Tis on the many that you muit rely:
E’en dlockbeads bluth, fo much are they atham’d—

SIR JOSEPH.

They and their modeft blufhes may be d—n'd,
Ungrateful fcoundrels! eat my rolls and butter,
And 'daring :hu&thcir infolences mutter !
Swﬁw my turtle and sny beef by pounds,
And tear my ven'fon like a pack of hounds;
Yet
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Yet have the impudence, the brazen face,
To fay T am not fitted fot the place!

In God's name let my wine in forrents flow !
E’en be my houfe a zavery in Sono !

Of duily ven’fon let me try the force,

And keep an open houfe fof-man and horfe.
Oh! let me hold by ary means the chair !—
To keep that honour every thing I dare!

PETER.

I own that nothing like good cheer fucceeds——

A man's a God whofe hogthead freely bleeds:
Champaigne can confecrate the damned’ft evil :
A hungry Parafite adores a Devil;

In radiant virtues his poor hoft arrays,

And fmooths him with the goffimer of praife;
Stuff'd to the throat till repetition tires,

And GrurTony’s huge greafy with expires;
Apofiate then, the knave denies his church,

And leaves his Saint, with laughter, in the Jurch,

In fhort, your gormandizers and your drinkers
Quit their old faith, and turn out rank free-thinkers.
4 _ Dead
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Dead is the novelty of fine fat Launches,

And truth no longer facrific’d to paunches
Afham'd, at length, the fad, repentant sivNERS

All bluth to barter fatt’ry for good dinners:

No charms furround the knocker of your door,
‘That beam’d with honour, but now beans no wmme’

SIR JOSEPIL
Betray’d by thofe on whom my all depends !—

PETER.
Betray'd, like C2sar, by his bolom friend -’

SIR JOSEPH.
Though man, ungrateful man, his aid deny,
The Pow'r whofe wifdom rules yon lofty fky,
May grant his gracious and proteting pov 1,
And aid my efforts in the wying hour!

PETER.
Left by your earthly friends, I fear your pray’ss,
Moft pioxs PREsipCNT, won't mend affairs
The Pow’r you mention, with all-feeing eyes,
?dl knows your little rev’rence for his fRies.*
; ' Thus

4
* The Poet here moft facetioully and beautifully alludee to the

fWon of the aftronomical geninses from the Society.
"
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Thus may your pray’rs be voin, however hearty
Befides, Heav’'~ oft'neft joins the firomgeff party.

SIR JOSEPH.

*Sblood ! have I pra&is’d ev’ry art in vain?
Undaunted fac’d the dangers of the main =

PETER,

Aid fac’d QueeN OBoReA in the boat,
And lof, your thoes and ftockings, ‘and your coat :
A circumitance that much the tale enriches,
But provilentiaily preferv'd your breeches!
For unknown weeds, dar’d unknown paths explore,
And frighten’d cannibals from fhore to fhore;
On cach new ifland clapp’d King George's feal,
A fharp impreflion too of bardeft fieel;

"hillt witnefs Piftol and his brother Gun
V.ool'd with a pointed approbation on.
A decent method of appropriation,
And addiny glory to the Britith nation!
True, you have try’d to be as great as HE,
The vent’rous Trojan, fport of wind and fea,
Who left old Troy, His parifh, -far from home,
To find a lodging for imperial Rome ;=

4 ) Yet
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Yet are thofe feats what vulgars term g Jore;
Stale fruffmthe Members look for fomething more.
I grant, you naked with your fervants prand’d,
To thow how folks at Otaheité danc’d :

And much the fmiling audience you amus'd,
Though Decency, indeed, the dancdabus'd :
Sue, bluthing damfel, turn'd her head afide,
And wifh’d a whip to ev’ry hopping hide.
Grant that you fent, to charm the public eye,
Egyptian ftones,* that form'd for hogs a ttyes
With feeming hieroglyphics on their fices,
‘That prov'd unfortunately pigs'-feet traces :
Yetlo! like bullocks in a fair, they roar,

Or vacate bid you, or do fomething more.

SIR JOSEPH.

*Sdeath, then, I'll fpit in ev’ry blockhead’s face ;
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from difurace.
PETER.

* Sir Jofeph fent fome curioxs Egyptian flones to the Britith
Maufeum ; fuch was his zeal for the honour of Hieroglyphice .
but, as that building poflefies alrcady as much of the aatrg e as it
can awell awthenticats, they were returred-in a, cart upon his

bands.
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PETER.

‘Thus when 2 hoft of grafshoppers and rats,

By 1nen undaunted, unabath'd by cats,

In hopping and in running legions pours,

Affrights the Bipifts, and their gtafs devours;

1.0, arm’d with pray’rs to thuhder in their cars,

A Bismor boldly meets the buccaneets ;

Sprinkles his holy water on the fod,

And drives, and damns them in the name of God !*

You purge the tainted dwelling from difgrace,

By boldly fpitting in each Member’s face !

Where, fweet Sir Jofeph, will you find the fpittle,
S:nce what would float the ALBioN T were foo little?

With {¢lemn, fentimental ftep, fo flow,
I fee you through the fireets of T.ondon go,
With

* This is a@ually done in Roman Catholic countries by order
of the church, In fome places two sttorneys are employed in
thie aflair of the grafshoppers; ene for the grafshoppers, the other
for the people : bat it is the fate of the grafhoppers to have the
worlt of it, as they are always arathematized, and ordered to be
excommunicated if they do not quit the place within a certain
number of days.

1+ One of our fift-rates,
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With poring, ftudious, ftaring, earth-nail’d eye,
As heedlels of the mob that buftles by.

This was a fcheme of wifdom, let me {ay;

But lo, this trap for fame hath had its day;

And let me tell you, what I've urg'd before,
The reftiefs Membéss Jook for fomethig more.

‘SIR JOSEPH.
Zounds! ha’nt I fwallow’d raw flefh like a hound ¢
On vileft reptiles rung the changes round ?
Eat ev'ry filthy infeét you can mention;
Tarts made of gralshoppers, my own invention?
Frogs; tadpoles by the fpoonful, long-tail’d imps;
And munch’d cockchafers juft like prawns or thrimps 2

PETER.
In troth, I've feen you many a reptile ea,
And heard you call the dirty difh a treat;
Oft have I feen you meals on monkeys make;
Nay, Hercules furpals—devour your Snake;
And make as little of a toad or viper,
As pelicans of maclgrel or a piper;
And wrigglihg round your mouth its little claws,
Have heard a bat cry ¢ Murder!” in your jaws:
Yet, hear, Sir Jofeph, what I've faid before,

The bluthing Members look for fomething more.
S1R
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SIR JOSEPH.
Hell weize the pack I—unconfcionable dogs !
Snules, fpiders, beetles, chaffers, tadpoles, frogs,
All fwallow'd to difplay what man can ds,
And muft the villains i/l have fomethink sew 7
Tell, then, eaclpretty Presipent CREATOR,
G—d d-mn him, that I'll eat an Alligator !

PETER.
Sir Joleph, pray don’t eat an Alligator—
Go fwallow funewhat of a fofter nature;
Feafl on the aits and feiences, and learn
Sublumry fium tnfle to difcern '
W.th fhells, and flies, and duifies, cover'd o’er,
Lt pett Queen FioprrranpLe tule no rore:
Thu, flall Prinosorsy her fuffrage yield,
Su Josten wear hic hat,* and hammer wield;
No more fhall Wisvom on the Journals flare,
Nor NiwTton’s § image bluth behind the c'1air.

* The Pichdent has the ineftimable and fole privilege of fit-
ting coverced at the Royal Socicty’s meetings —The hammer
tortas 2 part of the s34k, to command filence, and ronfe the
Members iom their happy (tunbers, whilft their Secretary,

Dr. Blagden, procliims #ere mos from the moth, bat, butterfly,
and fpider countsies.

t The pitture of this great man is imtediately behind the
shair of the Presivexnt,
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THE AR‘GUMENT.

A Granp Exordium, containing news from Jericho—Prrzp
informeth MajesTy of the great naife on their refpedive
accounts—and talketh of Saxpson apd DariLan—The Lon-
don Ceffee-boufes and the Rapal Exchangs—~PETiw explaineth the
caufe of the great noife, and gacwlaterb—talketh of prepara-
tions at the Palace for his difgrace and movder—Prrze in-
formeth Majesty of what Mayrery fmk been informed—
complaineth that he hath been pictured & downright devil—
beggeth that a proper inquiry may b inftituted-+-PeTER pro-
nounceth himfelf no dewi—PrTer writeth £/t fonnets, to
prove that he hath not a bard heart, ’

Perer talketh of courtiers and court matters—of what the
world wickedly fayeth of Mim-=PETr® cannot convince the
world—mentioneth the defpondence of the news-papers, maga~
zines, and reviews—-al{o the famine iy poetry—PeTER excul-
pateth Majrsrv—PeTER refufeth madefllv—hinteth at Royal
misfortanes, diamonds, nabobs, and an aétion of ovrr—PeTER
propheficth mournfally—giveth the billory of Nesvcsan-
NEs2zAR"s grals diet——Perir affordeth pood reafons for
refufing a penfion—relatcth an anecdote of a dead archbifbopem
formeth a fcheme for univer{ul happinefs, by difcovering Sin
and SuaME to be a pair of impeflors, and for making mournful
Sunday merry—=PETER outdoeth old poets in rgarym~—con-
demneth Miftrefs DameRr, the great fe.farvary, for atiempiing
our mofl {ublime SovErpiGN—PeTER, like many aurbors,
exhibiteth prodigious acggaintance with ancient Jiterature, by
meationing the names of JuriTer, PHivias, PraxiTLLES,
Vireir, and Aveusrus Csar—~Pergr puffeth agnipem
Peter produceth a tale about MajesTy, Mr. Rosinson,
ALDEKRMAN SKINNER, and choaked fherp—alfo a tule of Ma-
jesty and Parfon Youwnc, whofe neck was unfortunately
unhinged at 3 hunt.

Lz Perir
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Perer fill hankgreth after penfions—declaimeth on the powers
of poetry, as alfo on bus oawnr miraculous powers—Pe 11 pro-
fefleth independency, and great capability of making a hearty
mutton-bone dinner like Andrew Maryel—-PeTEr diftrafleth
his fortitudc—quoteth Oppofition men for pitiful defertion of
principle, and defcanteth op money—PerLr telleth un appo-
fite tale of Lady Huntington’s Parfon, a dog, and a *fynire.

Pz rer quotcth the awind and Mr. EpeN~=exhibiteth more fymp
toms of penfion-love~congludeth in a foam againft kusg/r-
bood. '

PETER’S
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JREAD Sir, the rams horns that blew dpwn
The walls of Jericuo’s old town,

Made a moft monftrous uproar, all agree:
But lo! a louder noife around us rages,
About two moft important perfonages ;

No lefs, my Royal Lizoz, than 252 and Me!

Tn fhort, not greater the PrrLisTINEs made

Whien DariLasg, a little artful jade,
(Indecd a very prctt;' girl)

Snipp’d off her lover Mr. Sampson’s curl,

Who well repaid the clamours of the bears,

By pulling down the houfe about their ears.

Prodigious i¢ the fhake around !

Still Lonpon keeps (thank God) her ground ;

Yect, how th’ Excuancg and CorFeC-HOUSES ring !

Nothing is heard but PeTer and the Kivo:

The handfome bar-maids ftare, as mute as fifhes;

And fallow waiters, frighten’d, drop their difhes!
L3 At
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At firft ‘twas thought the triumph of the Jews
On fome great vict’ry in the boxing way:
The news, the very anti-chriftian news,
Of Israri’s Heno® *ing won the day;
And Humpruriss, 2 true Chriftian boxer, beat:
Enoughrto give sl Cumsresponm a {weat.

Rgain, ‘twas thought geeat news of the Grand Turk,
Who on his hands hath got fome ferious work :
*Twas fancied he had loft the day;
That ev’ry Muffulpran was kill'd in battle,
A fate mofe proper for fuch heathen cattle,
Who d6 not pray to God our way.

Butlo! unto the lofty fkies,
Of found this wonderful afcenfion,
Doth verily, my Liege, fran this arife;
That you have giv’a the gentle Bard a penfion!

Great is the fhout indeed, Sir, all abroad,
That you have erder’d me this handfome thing ;
On which, with lifted eyes, I've faid,  Good God !
. . » .
 Though greatmy merits, yethow great the King !

And yet, believe me, Sir, Ilately heard,
That all your docrs were doubly lock’d and barr'd

Againft
* Mendoza,
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Againtt the Poer, for his auneful art;

And that the toll, ftiff, fately red machines,

Your grenadiers, the guands of Kings and Queens,
Were order’d ali to fiab g to the heart :

That, if to Houfe of Byckinonam I came,
Comumnands fo dread were giv’n to Miftrefs Brico,
A comely, fquabby, ftout, two-handed dame,
To box the Porr's ears, and pull hjs wig;
The cooks to {pit him—curry him, the grooms;
And kitchen gueens to bafte him with their brooms.

You're told that in my ways I'm very evil !-
So ugly! fit to travel for 2 thow;
And that I look all grimly where I go!
Juft like a devil!
With horns, and tail, and hoofs, that make folks ftart;
And in my breaft a millftone for a heart!

This cometh frum‘ a certain painter, SIRE:
Bid ftory-moufing N1coLay inquire;

Your Page, your Mercury, with cunning eyesh
Who, jumping aggeach found, fo eager opes
His pretty wither’d pair of Chingfe chops, *

Like a Dutch dog that leaps at butterflies.
He, Sire, will look me o’er, and will not fail
To fwear that I've no horns, nor hoofs, nor tail.

L 4 ) Lord!
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Lord! Lord! thefe fayings grieve me and furprife !
Dread Sir, don’t fee with other people’s eyes—

No dev'l am I, with horns, and tail, and hoofs:
As for the likenefs of m to ftone;
No, Sir, ’tis full as tend€¥ as your own:

Accept, my Liege, fome fimple love-fick proofs.

For CYNTHIA.

AH! tell me no more, rﬁy dear girl, with a figh,
That a coldnefs will creep o’er ny heart;

That a fullen indiff’rence will dwell on my cye,
‘When thy beauty begins to depart.

Shall thy graces, O CynTH1a, that gladden my day,
And brighten the gloom of the night,

Till life be extinguifh’d, from memory ftray,
Which it ought to review with delight ?

Upbraiding, fhall GraTiTune faphvith a tear,
« That no longer I think of thofe charms
“ Which gave to my bofom f't?ch raptm:c fincere,
« And faded at length in my arms ?”
Why

LY
Fl
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‘Why yes! it may happen, thou Damfel divine:
T'o be honeft—1I freely declare,
That e’en mow to thy comverfe fo much I incline,
Yalready forget thou art fair.
iy

To LAURA.

HOW happy was my morn of love,
VVien firft thy beauty won my heart!
11ow guiltlefs of a wifh to rove!

I deem’d it more than death ta part!

Whenc’er from thee T chanc'd to {ft-ay,
Tlow fancy dwelt upon thy mica,
That (pread with fow'ss my diftant wa;,

And thow’r'd delighe on every fcenc!

But For tunr, envious of my joys,
Hath ro’'vd 5 «ver of thy charms;
From me niy weeteft finile decoy-,

And gives thee to another’s arms.

Yet, though my tears are doom’d to flow,
May tears be never Lavra’s lot!

Let Love prote® #dy Leart from woe ;
His wound to mine thail be forgot.

IIYMN
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HYMN 10 MODESTY.

O! Moozs';v, thou fhy and blufhful maid,
Don't of a fimple fhepherd be afraid :
Wert thou my lamb, v:ith forepteft grafs I'd treat thee;
I am no wolf fo favage that would eat thee:
Then hafte with m®, O nymph, to dwell,
And give a goddefs to my cell.

Thy fragrant breaft, like Alpine fnows {o white,
Where all the neftling Loves delight to he;
Thine eyes fo foft, that thed the milder light
Of Niart's pale wand’rer o’er her cloudlefs fky,
O nymph, my panting, withing bofom warm,
And beam around me, what a world of charm !
Then hafte with me, O nymph, to dwell,

And give a goddefs to my cell.

Thy flaxen ringlets, that luxuriant {pread,
And hide thy bofom with an envious fhade;
Thy polifh'd.%ﬁ dimpled, where the rofe
In all the blooth BF' ripening fummer blows ;
Thy lufcious lips that heav’nly dreams-infpire,
By beauty form’d, and loaded with defire;
With
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With forrow, and with wonder, lo! I fee

(What melting treafurest) throws away on thee.
Then hafte with me, O nymph, to dwell,
And give a goddefs to my cﬂ.

Thou Lknoweft not that bofom’s fair defign;
And as for thofe two pouting lips divine,
Thou think'ft them form’d slone for fimple chat—
To bill fo happy with thy fav’rite dove,
And playful force, with fweetly fondling love,
Their kiffes on a lapdog or a cat.
Then hafte with me, meek maid, to dwell,
And give a goddefs to my cell,

Such thoughts thy {weet fimplicity produces!

But I can point out far fublimer ufes;

Ufes the very beft of men efteern—

Of which thine innocence did never dream :
Then hafte with me, meek maid, to dwell,
And give a goddefs to my cell.

Oh! fly from IMpyDENCE, the brazen rogue,

Whofe flippant tongue hath got the 1#fh brogue:

Whofe hands would pluck thee like the faireft flow’r;

Thy. cheeks, eyes, forehead, lips and peck, devour:
4 Shun,
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Shun, fhun that Caliban, and with me dwell:
Then come, and give a goddefs to my cell.

The world, O fimple maid, is full of art,
Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread thy heart,
Didft thou perceive but half the fnarcs
The Dzv’L for charms like thine prepares!
Then hafte, O nymph, with me to dwell,
And give a goddefs to my cell.

From morn to eve my kifs of {peechlels love,
Thy eyes’ mild beam and blufhes fhall inprove ;
And lo! from our fo innocent cmbrac,
Young Mootsties thall fpring, a nuaerous race !
The blufhing girls in ev'ry thing L'.c thee,
The bathful boys prodigionfly like me !

Then hafte with me, O nymph, to dweil,

And give a goddefs to my ccll.

e |

IS not this pretty, Si ?. can aught be hwecter ?
Inflead of that vile appeliation, Devil,
So blackguard, fo unfriendly, and uncivil,
Shou'd not 1 be baptiz'd the gewsle Pureg ?
’ 5 X Great
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Grea: is the buz about the Court,
As at i)’ Exchange, where Jews, Turks, Chriftians
mcet,
Or Smithfield Fair, where beafts of ev'ry fort,
Pins, ficep, men, bullocks, all fo friendly grect.

Bufy indeed is many a fly court leech!

Afraid to truft each other with a fpeech—

Tu hems, and hahs, and half-words, hinting;

Some whifp’ring, lift’ning, tip-toe walking, fquinting;
For 1o, fo warily each courtier fpeaks,

They feem to talk with halters round their necks.

Some praife the King for noblenefs of fpirit,
For ever fludying how to find out merit;
Vhilll from its box the heart doth flily peep,
And afks the tongue with marv’ling eyes,
TTow ir can dare to tell a heap
Of fuch unconfcionable, bare-fac'd lies?

i

“ Ilow are the mighty GI'n!” the people cry—
U

¢« Another hog of Fricurus’ five; *
¢ This vile apoflate bends to Baa/ the knee;
[13 Iﬁ,

» Meaning ME~
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“ Lo, for a litde meat and guzzle,
¢« This faeaking cur, too, takes the muzzle.

¢ Tn lyric fcandal foon will be a chafin—
¢ He wrote for bribes, tis plain, and now he has ’em.
* This mighty war-horfe will be foon in hand,
¢ By means of meat, the price of venal notes,
« Calm as a hackney coach-horfe on his ftand,
¢ Toffing about his nofe-bag and his oats.

« Whatever he hath faid, he dares unfay,
¢ In mative impydence fo rich—

¢ Explain the plaineft things away,
« And call his Mufe » forward b—-;

¢ Treat fire of friendly promifes as fmoke,

¢ And laugh at truth and honour as a joke.”
Such, Sir, is your good people’s conftant how!,
As thick as fmall-birds peftering a poor owl.

In vain I tell the workl around,
That I have not a penfion found:
This fpeech of fimple truth the mob enrages:
¢« PgrER, this is an arrant lie—
¢« The faét is clear, too clear,” they cry— )
 Thou hatt already rouch’d a quarter’s wages.
“ Varlet,
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¢ Varlet, it always was thy vile intention ;
¢ Thou haft, thou haft, thou liar! got a penfion.”
Still, to fupport my infiocence, I've faid,
Moft finfully, I own—*¢ ] han’s, by G—:”
Yet, had I fworn my eyes out of my head,
They never had believ’d—How vaftly odd!

The morning and the evening papers,
Struck by the found, as¢ in the vapours,
And mourn and droop, to think I'm dead.
Stunn’d by the unexpected news,
The Macazines and fage REviews
For grief can fcarcely lift the head.

¢« Nothing but poor, mechanic ftuff,” they ery,
¢ Shall now be quoted for the public eye;—
<« Nothing original in fong-—
¢ No novelty of images and thought
« Before our fair tribunal fhall be brought!
¢ But trifling tranfpofitions of our tongue:

¢« Nought but a folemn pemp of words,
¢ Bearing a lifelefs thought, fhall readers meet:
The picture of a funeral that affords,

« So folemn marching through the ftaring ftreet;
“ Where
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« Where flige, ard horfz, and foot, a forrow ape,
¢ ‘With all the dread difinality of crape,

« Neur the poor corpfe—perlaips & puny brat,

¢ Or dry old maid, #s meagre as a cat.”

No, Sir! you never offer’d me a penfion;

But then I guefs it is your kind intention
Yes, Sir, you mean a fmall dozcess to proffer;
But give me leave, Sir, to decline the offer.

I'm much oblig’d t'ye, Sir, for your good will;
But Oratorios have half undone ye:

*1'is whifper’d, too, that thieves have robb’d the till
Which kept your milk and butter money.

So much with faving wifdom are you taken,
Drury and Covent-Garden feem forfaken :

Since cgft attendeth thofe theatric borders,
Content you go to Rrcumond Houst with orders.

Form’d to delight all eyes, 4ll hearts engage,
When lately the fweet Princess * came of age,
Train-oil inflead of wax was hid illume |
The goodly company and dancing-room!
. This
# Pircefs Royal, '
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T'his never had been done, I'm very fure,
Had not you been, dread Sir, extremely poor.

You now want guineas to buy ;ivc ftock, Sir,

To graze your Windfor hill and Windfor vale;
And farmers will not let their cattle ftir,

Until the money’s down upon the nail

I’'m told your fheep have dy’'d by dogs and bitches,
And that your fowls have fuffer’d by the fitchews;
And that your man-traps, guards of goofe and duck,
And cocks and hens, have had but fo-fo luck:
Scarce fifty rogues, in chafe of fowls and eggs,

Have in thofe loving engines left their legs.

The bulfe, Sir, on a vifit to the Tow’r,
Idowe’er the royal vifage may look four,
Howc’er an obje& of a deep devotion,

Mufl crofs once more the eaftern ocean!

Indeed I hope the di’'monds will be off;
Or fcandal on us 10lls in floods:
Some Nasos may be vile enough
To bring an action for ftol'n goods:
Vor. IL M An
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An afliot, to fpeak lawyer-like, of frover;
And Heav'n forbid it fhould come over!
For money matters, I aT fure,

The Abbey mufic was put off;
Becaufe the royal purfe is poor,

Plagu’d with a dry confumptive cough :
Yet in full health again that purfe may riot,
By God’s grace, and a fkim-milk diet.

Clofe as a vice behold the nation's fift !

Vain will be mouths made up for Civil Lift;
And humble pray’rs, fo very ftale,

Will all be call’d an old wife’s tale.

Your fithfil Commons to your cravings
Will not give up the nation’s favings:
Your fav’rite minifter, I'm told, runs refiff;
And growls at fuch petitions like 2 maftiff.
What if my good friend HasTiNgs goes to pot ?
Anawms and ANsTRUTRIR have flung hard ftones;
He finds his fituation rather hot:
' BuRkE, Fox, and SHERIDAN, may break his bones.

As
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As furely as we faw and felt the bulfe,
Haftings hath got a very awkward pulfe;
Therefore in jeopardy the culprit ftands!
Like patients whofe difordersydactors flight
Too'often, he may bid us all good night;
And flip, poor man, between our hands.

Then, Sir! oh! then, as long as life endures,
Nought but rememérance of the bulfe is ours;
And to a ftomach that like oxrs d;gcﬁs,
Slight is the dinner on remember’d {ealls.

1 think we cafes underftand, and ken
Symptoms, as well as mof? ingenious men;
Eut Lord! how oft the wifeft are miftaken !
"Therefore I tremble for his badger'd bacon.

We may be ox#, with all our fkill fo clever;
And what we think an ague, prove jail-fever.

NEBUCHADNEZZAR, Sir, the"ch,
As facred hifl'ries fweetly fing,

Was on 3ll fours tirn’d out to grafs,
Juft like a horfe, or mule, or afs:

M2 Heav'ns!
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Heav’ns! what a fall from kingly glory !
I hope it will not fo turn out
That we fhall have (to make a rout)

A fecond part of that old fory !

This penfion was well meant, O glorious King,
And for the Bard a very pretty thing;

But let me, Sir, refufe it, I implore—

1 ought not to be rich whilft you are poor:
No, Sir! I canmot be your humble hack ;

I fear your Majefty would break my back.

I dare refufe you for another reafon—
We differ in religion, Sir, a deal;
You fancy it a {in ally’d to treafon,
And vafily dangerous to the commonweal,
For fubjells, minuets and jigs to play
‘ On the Lord’s day.

Now, Sir, I'm very fong of fiddling ;
in my morals, what the world calls saiddling : :
Y've alk'd of Cownscience, who came ftrait from
Heav'n,
Whether I ftood a chance to be forgiv'n,
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If on a Sunday, fromall fcruples free,
1 fcrap’d the old Black Joke and Ch2re Amic?

¢ Poh! blockhead” (anfwerd’ Conscience) know,
« God never againft mufic made a rule:

¢ On Sundays you may fafely take your bow—
 And play as well the fiddle as the fool.”

A late Arcusisior,* too, O King,
‘Who knew moft fecrets of the fkies,

Said, Heav’n.on Surtdays relifh’d pipe and flring,
Where founds on founds unceafing rife ;

And afk'd, as Sunday had its mu'ﬁc there,

Why Sunday thould not have its mulic bere?

In confequence of this divine opinion,

That Prince of Parsons in your great dominion
Inform’d his fathionable wife,

That the might have her Sunday routs and cards,

And meet at 18t with Hﬁn’s rewards,

»

When Death fhould take her precious life.

Thus dropping pious qualms, religious doubts,
kis lady did enjoy her Sunday routs !
' M 3 Upon

* Corawallis."
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Upon Goop-Fripay, too, that ewfu/ day,
Lo! like VAuxHALL, was LaMBETH all fo gay!

Now if his prefent * GRace, with fharpen’d eyes,
Could fquint a little déeper in the fkies,

He might be able to inform his Daue

Of two impoftors, p’rhaps, call’d Siw and SuamE,
Who many a pleafure from our grafp remove,
Pretending to commilﬁw;s from above.

Like this, a fecret, could his Grace cxplo;-c,

‘What a proud day for Us and MisTrEss Moore !
For lo, two greater foes we cannot name

To this world’s joys, than Mgffiexrs Sin and SHaME.

Then might we think rio more of praife and prayer,
But leave at will our Maxer in the lurch;
Sleep, racket, lie a bed, or take the air,
And order owls and dats to go to church,
SuNpay, like other daps, would then have life:
Now prim, and ftarch, and filent, as a Quaker;
And gloomy in her looks, as if the wife
r widow of an UNDERTAKER.

Happy
* Dl'- Moo“o
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Happy fhould I 'have been, my Liege,

So great a Monarch to oblige:

And, Sir, between you, and the poft,
And me, you don't know what you've loft,

The lofs of me, fo great a Bard,

Is not, O King! to be repait'd.

My verfe, fuperior to the hardeft rock,

Nor earthquake fears, nor fea} nor fire;
Surpaffing, thcrgf'orc, Miftrefs DaMer’s block,
T'hat boafts fome Zizele likenefs of you, Sire.

That block, fo pond’rou, muft with age decay,
And 2l the lines of wifdom wear away:

I grant the T.ady's loyalty and love;

Yet, « none but Paipias thould attempt a Jove.”

The MacepontaNn Hero grac'd the ftone
Of fam'd PraxrTeLes alone;

TFoibidding others to attempt hi> nob,

It was {5 great and difficults job.

Avcustus fwore an oath fo dread,
He'd cut off any poet’s head,
But Virciv’s, that fhould dare lis praife rehearfe,
Or mention ev’n his name in verfc.
M 4 Then,
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Then, Sir, if I may be a little free,
My art would fuit your merits to a T,

Lord! in my adamantine lays

Your, yirtues would like Zonfires blaze ;

So firm your tuneful jeweller would fet ’em,
They’d break the teeth of TimeE to cat ’em,

Wrapp’d in the fplendog of my golden line,
For ever would your Majefty be fine;
Appear a gentleman of firft repute,

And always glitter in a birth-day fuit,

Then to all ftories would I give the lie,

That dai’d attack you, and your fame devout,

Making a King a ninepin in our eye,

Who ought like Egypt’s pyramids to tow’r;

Such as the following fable, for example;
Of impudence, unprecedented fample!

THE
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THE ROYAL SHEEP.

SOME. time ago a dozen lambs, .
"Two rev’rend patriarchal rams,
And one good motherly old ewe,
Died on a fudden down at Kew;

Where, with the fweeteft innoc¥hce, alas!

Thofe pretty, noffenfive lambs,

And rev’rend horned patriarchal rams,
And motherly old ewe, were nibbling grafs :
All, the fair property of our great King,
Whofe deaths did much the royal bofom wring:
*Twas faid that dogs had tickled them to death;
Flay’d with their gentle throats, and fropp’d their breath.

Like Homer"s herces on th’ enfanguin’d plair,
Stalk’d Mister Ropinson * around the flain!

And never was more frighten’d in his life!
So fhock’d was MisTer Rosinsown’s whole face,
Not ftronger hotrors could have taken ‘phce,

Had Czreerus devour'd his wife !

With
® The Hind,



170 PETER’S PENSION,

With wild, defraiiing lovks, and fighs,

And wet and ~ v-afking eyes,

He, trenibling, tu the royal prefence ventur'd—
Whate a> the whiteft napkin when he enter'd ! '
White as the man who fought King Pr1am’s bed,
And told him that his warlike fon was dead,

¢« Oh, pleafe your Majefty”—he, blubb’ring, cry’d—
And then flopp’d thort—
¢ What? what? what? what?” the ftaringKing reply'd;
¢ Speak, Robinfon, fpeak, fpeak—what what's the
hur ?”

¢ O Sire!” faid Robinfon again—

« Speak,” faid the King, * put, put me out of pain;
“ Don’t, don't in this fufpenfe abody keep.”—

« O Sire!” gry’d Kobinfon, ¢ the fheep ! the fheep!”

¢ Whatofthe theep,” reply’d the King, ¢ pray, pray >—

« Dead! Robinfon, desd, dead, or run away ?”

¢« Dead !”” aniwer’d Robinfon—s¢ dead! dead! deael!
dead !”

Then, like a drooping lily, hung his head !

? How, how " the Mo~ aRrcH afk’d, with vifage fad—
“ By dog-, " fuid Robinfun, * and likely mad!”
(14 No’
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¢ No, no, they can’t be mad, they can’t be mad—
« No, no, things ar’n’t fo bad, things ar'n’t fo bad,”
Rejoin'd the King:
¢« Off with them quick to market—quick, depart;
¢« In with them, in, in with them in a cart:
s¢ Sell, fell them for as much as they will bring.”

Now to Fleet Market, driving like the wind,
Amidft the murder'd mutton, rode the Hinp,

Allin the ;oyai cart fo great,

Totry to fc}l the royal meat.
The news of this rare batch of lambs,

And ewes and rams,

Defiga’d for many a London dinner,
Reach’d the fair cars of Muafter Sheriff SKINNER,
‘Who, with a hammer, and a conicience clear,
Gets glory and ten thoufand pounds a year ;
And who, if things go tolerably fuir,
Wil rife one day proud Lonpon’s proud Loro Mavor.

The Alderman was in his pulpit fhining,
"Midft Gentlemen with nighccaps, hair, and wigs;
In language moft rhetorical defining
The fterling metit of a lot of pigs:
’ When
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‘When fuddenly the news was brought,
That in Fleet Market were unwholefome theep,
Which made the Preacner from his pulpit leap,
As nimble as a taylor, or as thought.

For juftice panting, and unaw’d by fears,
This King, this Emperor of Auctioneers
Set off—a furious face indeed he put on—
Like light’ning did he gallop up Cheapfide!
In thunder down through Ludgate ‘.lid he ride,
To catch the man who fold this dreadful mutton.

Now to Fleet Market, full of wral;h, he came,
And with the fpirit of an ancient Roman,
Exceeded, 1 believe, by no man,

The Alderman, fo virtuous, cry’d out ¢ SHAME!”

¢« D—mme,” to RoBinson faid Mafter SkinwER,

¢« Who on fuch mutton, Sir, can make a dinner?”
¢« You, if you pleafe,”

Cry’d Mr. Rouinson, with perfect eafe,

Sir!” quoth the red-hot ALDERMAN again—
¢ Zou,” quoth the Hixp, in jufl the fame cool ftrain.

« Off,
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« Off, off,” cry’d SkINNER, Wwith your carrion heap;
¢« Quick, d—mme, take away your nafty fheep.

. .
<« Whill I command, ‘not ¢’en the Kinc
«¢ Shall fuch vile ftuff to market bring,
<« And London ftalls fuch garbage put on;
« So take away your ftinking mutton.”

« You,” reply’d RoBinNsoNy * you cry out ¢ fhame!’
¢ You blaft the fheep, good Mafter SKINNER, pray ;
¢ 2u give the harmlefs mutton a bad name!
¢ Yo impudently order it away !

o« Sweet Mafler ALperMmaN, don’t make this rout:
¢ Clap on your fpetacles upon your fhout;
¢ And then your keen, furveying eyes regale
« With tlofe fame fine large letrers on the cart
Which brought this Llaf'ed mutton here for fale,”—
Poor SkinNcR read, and read it with a fars,

Like ITavveT, frighten’d at his father’s ghoft,
The Alderman ftood flaring like a poft;

He faw G.R. iofcrib’d, in hand{ome letters,
Which prov’d the fheep belong’d unto his betters.

The
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‘The Alderman now turn’d to deep reflection ;

And being bleft with proper recollection,

Exclaim'd: * I've made a great miftakev=Oh! fad—
¢ The fhecp are really not fo bad.

“ Dear Mifter Robinfon, I beg your pardon;

“ Your Job-like patience I've born hard on.

“ Whoever fays the mutton is not good,

¢ Knows nothing, Miftcr Robinfon, of food;

¢ T verily believe I could turn glutton,

« On fuch neat, vholefome; pretty-looking mutton.
¢ Pray, Mifter Robinfon, the mutton fell—

¢ 1 hope, Sir, that his Majefty is well.”

So faying, Mifter Rorinson he quitted,
With cherubimic {miles and placid brows,

For fuch embarraffing occalions, fitted—
Adding jutt five-and-twenty humble bows.

To work went RopiNsoN to fel the fheep:

But people would not buy, except dog cheap.

At length the theep were fold—without the fleece;
And brought Kino Georck juft half-a-crown a piece.

Now
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Now for the other faucy, lying ftory,
Made, one would think, to tarnifh kingly glory.

THE K#r% anp PARSON YOUNG,

TIHE K*** (God blefs hum) met old Parson Youne
Walking on Windfor Terrace one fair morning :
Delightful was the day; the fcent was ftrong;
A heavenly day for howling and for horning!
For tearing farmers hedges down—hallooings—
Shouty, curfes, caths, and {uch-like pious doings.

“ Youne,” cried the K***, « d’ye hunt, d’ye hunt
to-day ?
« Yes, yes—what, what? yes, yes, fine day, fine day.”

i ~w wiih a rev’rent bow the Priclt reply’d,

< Great Kine ! T really have no horfe to ride;

« Nothing, O Monarch, but my founder'd mare,
“ And jbey my Liege, as blind as fhe can ftare.”

4 <« No



176 PETER’S PENSION.

« No horfe!” rejoin’d the K***, <« no horfe, no horfe!”
= Indeed,” the Parfon added, *¢ I have none:

« Nothing'but poor old Dedbin-~who af courfe

% Is dangerous—being blindet than a ftone,”

« Blmd, blind, Youuo? _meyer mmd-—you muft,
muft go, - '

« Muft hunt, muft hunt, YouNc-~Stay behind ?—=
no, no.”

What pity, that the King, in his difcourfe,
Forgot to fay, * ¥l lend ye, Youwnc, a horfe!”

The K*** to Younc behaving thus fo kind,
Whate'er the danger, and howe’er inclin'd,

»At home with politeffe Younc could not flay:
So up his Rev’'rencE got upon the mare, ‘
Refolv'd the chace with Majesty to f(hare,

Whate'cr the dangers of the day.

Rouz’d was the deer! the Kine and Parson Youne,
Castor and Porrux like, rode fide by fide; »
When lg, a ditch was to be fprung!
Over leap'd Grorat THE THIRD With kingly pride;;

Over
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Over jump'd Tinker, Towzer, Rockwood, Towler ;

Over jump'd Mendall, Brufbwood, Fubal, Fewler,

Trimbufb and Lightning, Mufic, Ranter, Wonder,

And fifty others with their mouths of thunder—
Great names ! whofe pedigrees, fo fair,

With thofe of Homer’s heroes might compare.

Thus glorioully attended, leap’d the King,
By ail thofe hounds attended with a fpring !
Not Czsar’s felf a fiercer look put on,
When with his hoft he pafs’d the Rabdicon!

But wayward Fare the Parfon's palfrey humbled,
And gave the mare a fudden check :
Unfortunately poor blind Doblin ftumbled,
And broke his Reverence’s neck.

The MonarcH, gaping, ‘with amaze look’d round

Upon his dead companion on the ground:

« What, what 2’ he cry’d, * Younc dead! Younes
dead! Younc dead!

“ Humnph! whe him up, and put him home to bed.”

Thus having finith’d, with a cheerful face
Nimrop the Second join'd the jovial chace,
Vor. II. N A MORAL
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A MORAL REFLECTION.

FOOLS would have ftopp’d when Parfon Younc was
kill’d,
And giv'n up ev'ry thought of hound and deer;
And, with a weaknefs, cal’d Compaffion, fill'd,
Had turn’d Samaritan, and dropp’d a tear.

But better far the Royal Sportfman knew;
He fmelt the confequence, beyond a doubt:

Full well he guefs’d he fhould not have a view ;
And that he thould be thamefully thrown out.

P’rhaps from the royal eye a tear might bop ;
Yet Pages fwear they never faw it drop.

But Majefty may fay: “ What, what, what's death ?
« Nought, nought, nought but 2 little lofs of breath.”

To Parfon Younc ’twas more, I'm very clear;
He loft by death fome hundred pounds a year.

p——

A GREAT deal, my dear Liege, depends

On having clever bards for friends :
What
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What had AcuiLLes been without his Homer ?
A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber!
Fellows that have been dead a hundred year,
None, l?ut the Lord, knows how or where.

In Poetry’s rich grafs how virtues thrive

Some, when put in, fo lean, fcarce feem alive ;
And yet, fo fpeedily a bulk obtain, '
That cv'n their gwnmers know them not again,

Could you, indeed, have gain’d my Mufe of fire,
Great would your luck have been, indeed, great Sire!
Then had I prais’d your noblenefs of fpirit !
Then had I boafted that my/eif;
ITight PeTER, was the firlt bleft, tuneful elf,
You ever gave a farthing to for merit.

Though money be a pretty handy tool;

Of Mammon, lo! I fcorn to be the fool !

If ForTuns calls, fhe’s welcome to my cot,
Whether fhe leaves a guinea or a groat;
Whether ‘fhe brings me from the butcher’s fhop
The whole theep, or a fimple chop. -

N s For
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For lo! like Axprrw Marver Ican dine,
And deem a mutton-bone extremely fine®"
Then, Sir, how difficult the tafk, you fee,
To bribe a modenate GENTLEMAN like we.

1 will not fwear, point blank, 1 fhall pet alter—
A *Sazint, my namefake, omce was known to faulter.

Nay more—fome clever men in Oppofition,
Whofe fouls did really feem in good condition;
Who made of Pirr fuch horrible complaint,
And damn’d him for the worft of knaves;
Alter’d their minds—hbecame Pirt’s abjedt flaves,
And publif’d their new Patron for a SainT.

And who is there that may not change his mind?
Where can you folks of that defcription find
Who will not fell their fouls for cafh,

Thhat moft angelic, diabolie trath!

E’en grave Divines fubmit to glitt'ring gold !
The beft of confciences are bought and fold :
As itfa tale I'll fhow, moft edifying,

nd prove to all the world, that I'm not lying.

THE

The ftory of Saint Peter and the Gock is univerfally known.
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THE PARSON, THE ’SQUIRE, AND
THE SPANIEL.

A TALE

A GENTLEMAN pofiefs’d a fav’rite fpaniel,
So good, he never treated maid nor man ill:
This dog, of whom we cannot too n;uch fay,
Got from his godfather the naine of T7ay.

After ten years of fervice juft,
I"ay, like the race of mortals, fought the duft,
That 1 w fay, the fpaniel dy'd:
A coffin then was order’d to be made,
T he dog was in the churchyard laid,
And o'er his pale remawns the mafter cry’d.

lamerting much his trufly fur-clad friend,
Aad willing to commemorate his end,

He rais’d a finalt blue flone, juft after burial,
And weeping, wrote on it this fweet memorial :

N 3 TRAY’S
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TRAY’S EPITAPRH.

HERE reft the relics of a friend below,

Bleft with more fenfe that half the folks I know:
Fond of his eafe, and to no parties prone,

He damn’d no fect, but calmly gnaw'd his bone;
Perform’d his funétions well in ev’ry way,—
Bluth, Curistians, if you can, and copy Tray.

a1

THE Curate of the Huntingtonian Band,
Rare Lreed of gofpel hawks that {cour the land,
And fierce on fins their quarry fall—

Tho.e locufts, that would eat us all:

Men who, with new-invented patent eyes,
See Heav'n apd all the angels in the fkies,

As plain as, in the box of SHowmaw Swiss,
For little Mafter made, and curious Mifs,
We fee with huge delight the King of France
With all his Lords and Ladies dance~—

This
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This Curate heard th’ affair with deep emotion,
And thus exclaim’d, with infinite devotion:

* O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! O Lord!

¢ Fine doings thefe, wpon my word !

« This, truly, is a very pretty thing!

¢ 'What will become of this moft thocking world ?
¢ How richly fuch a rogue deferves to fwing,

« And then to Satan’s hotteft flames be hurl'd!

« Oh! by this damned deed how I am hurtied!
« A dog in clinftian ground be buried !
¢ And have an epitaph, forfooth, fo civil!
¢« Egad! old maids will prefently be found
¢ Clapping their dead ram-cats in holy ground,
s¢ And writng verfes on each moufing devil.”

Aguinfl fuch future cafualty providing,

The Priett fat off, like ITomer's N'eptunc, firi.hag,
Vowing to put the culprit in the Court:

He found hum at the {paniel’s humble grave,

Not praying, neither finging of a ftave;
And thus began t’ adufe him-~r.0t exhors !

N 4 % Son



184 PETER’S PENSION.

« Son of the Dev’l, what haft thou done?
¢ Nought for the aftion can atone,
¢ I fhould not wonder if the great All-wife
¢ Quick darted down his lightning ali fo red,
“ And dafl’d to eatth that wretched head,
« Which dar'd fo foul, fodafe an a& devifs,

« Bury a dog like Cbrifiian folk!

« None but the fiend of darknefs could provoke
“ A man to perpetrate 3 deed fo odd :

« Qur Inquifition foon the tale fhall hear,

« And quickly your fine fleece thall theer—

« Why, fuch a villain can’t believe in God 1"

¢ Softly! my rev’rend Sir,” the "Squire reply’d;
¢« Tray was as good a dog as ever dy’d;
¢ No education could his morals mend :
‘¢ And what, perhaps, Sir, you may doubt,
< Before his lamp of life went out,
¢ He order'd you a legacy, my friend.”

“ Did he? poor dog!” the foften’d Prieft rejoin’d,
In accents pitiful and kind;;

4 ¢ What!
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« What! was it ray{ I’'m forry for poor Tray:
«« Why truly, dogs of fuch rare merit,
¢ Such real nobienefs of fpirit,

¢ Should not like ¢omitbom dsgs be put away,

¢ Well! pray what was it that he gave,
¢ Poor fcllow! ere he fought the grave?
« I guefs I may put confidence, Sir, in ye.”
¢ A piece of gold,” the gentleman reply’d.
¢ I'm much oblig’d to Tray,” the Parfon cty’d;
So left God's canfe, and pocketed the guinea.

YET, fhould I imitate the fickle wind,

Or Mifter patrion EvEN—change my mind ;

And fcr the Barp your Majefty fhould fend,

And fay, ¢« Well well, well well, my tuneful friend,

I long, Ilong, to give you fomething, Prrer;

“ You make fine verfes—nothing can be fweeter:

“ Whar will you have ? what, what? fpeak out—
fpeak out—

* Yes, yes, you fomething want, no doubt, no doubt.”

Or
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Or fhould you like fome men who gravely preach,
Forfake your ufual fhort-hand mode of {peech,
And thus begin, in bible-phrafe fublime :

¢« What fhall be done for our rare Son of Rbime,
-t The Barp who full of wifdom writeth,

« The man in whom the Kino delighteth ™

Then would the Poet thankfully reply,

With fault’ring voice, low bow, and marv’ling eye,
All mecknefs ! fuck a fimple, dove-like thing!

¢« Bleft be the Bard who «t+'vs can endite,

« Vo yield a fecona Solowmsi delight!
“ Thrice bleft, who {indeth favour with the King

¢ Since ’tis the Royal Will te £ ive the Bard

© In v.iom the King delighreth, foie reward,
« Some mark of Royal Bounty to requite him;
“ O King! do any thing but knight bin.”’
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THE ARGUMENT.

Perer the Garar fighteth the Prefident’s battle—proclaimeth
fome of the Prefidem’s powers—viz. bis perfevering tooth-
and-nail powers—his fomach powers—his face powers—his
hammer powers, trimhphing over the powers of Merranys,
and e his tourageous powers. '

Pzrrr beginneth the tale—Sir Josrru proceedeth to hunt—
but firlt ejaculateth—"The Virtuofo’s prayer—Sir Jostrn’s
infe enthufiafim induceth him, conttary to his general piety,
to pray wickedly, by felfithly withing to gratify his own
defires at the cxpenec of the farmers—S8ir Josera prayeth
for PrHaraon’s flies—condemneth Puaraoy’s tafle—maketh
intereft for fhowers of flies, inflead of quails—prayeth for
montfters, and promifeth them the honout of his name.

Sir Josrpu, in a pointer-like manner, ambulateth—he efpicth
the Emprror of Morocco—PeTER conje@ureth 4s to Sir
losern’s joy on the occafion—compareth Sir Joseen’s joy
with that experienced by Arcuimings, hare-hunters, out-
rageoudly-virtuovs old maids, the little Doke of Prcidl’,,
a pimp, Mother Winpsor’s wirgms, and Mother Winbpsor
hoyly==Siv Joseru’s purfuit—The Prefident tumbleth, in
imitation of Mr. hprn—A beautiful comparifon between
Sir Josepu and Tamrroane, a butterfly and Bajazrr-—
Sir josrru again tumbieth—bir Josceu’s hat tumbleth with
him—Sir josipu rifeth and bloweth—he is gazed ar by 2
countryman—he du.tetii through a hedge in purfuit of the
Euriror, and tambleth nito a lane—he getteth up fpcedily,
and putteth a queftion to Mos—Hos anfwereth not, but
pitieth him—$ir Jo.r». obtaineth a fecond view of the
Euriror—purfucth bis Majcity into a garden—overfetteth

the gardener—trampleth on rire flowess —breaketh many
- bell-
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bell-glaffes—overturneth the fcarecrow—Perer praifeth thé
fearecrow—Sir Josers overfetteth a hive of bees—The beeg
farprifed—they attempt a revenge, but fucceed not, on account
of the hard and tough materials of Sir Joszru’s headpiece—
The gardener, quitting his horizontal pofition, purfueth
Sir Josera—Sir Joserm purfugth the Emreror, and the
Eumreror flieth away-~The gardener collareth Sir Joszru,
and expoftulatetheSir Josern heedeth not the gardener’s
complaint, being in deep forrow for the lofs of the Eureror—
The gardener quitteth his gripe in Sir Joszrn, and putteth him
down for a lunatic——the gardencr execrateth Sir Joserw’s
Keeper, and falleth into a panic—flieth off unceremonioufly,
and leaveth the Prefident in the fituation of a celebrated
Prophet.

PRO.
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PETRUS LOQUITUR.

SINCE Members, loft to manners, growl;
Call poor $ir Josern afs, and owl;

Nay, oft with coarfer epithets revile;
Though pitying much his pigmy merit,

Let me difplay a Chriftian fpirit,
And try to lift a lame dog o’er a ftyle.

Though not, like ErskINE, in the law a gianr,
I muft take up the cudgels for my client,

Know by thefe prefents, then, ye noify crew,
Who at his bluthing honours * look fo blue,

That

* Blufbing hanours~The author undoabtedly means the epithet
blufbing 1o be underftood as fynonymous with dloomng, and not
in a fatyrical fenfe. God forbid that the friend of Sir Jofepk
fhould mean otberawy !
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That though Sir JosepH is not deep-dilcernings
And though, as all the world well knows,
A nutthell might with perfet eafe enclofe

Three quarters of his fenfe, and all his learning ;
Whofe modeft wifdom, therefore, never aims
To find the longitude, or burn the Thames;

Yet, as to things he fets himfelf about,
With tooth and nail, like Hercules, fo flout,
He labours for his wifh, no matter what.—
I can’t fay that Sir Josepn lions kills ;
Hugs giants, or the blood of hydras fpills;
But then moft manfully he eats a bar,
Eats toads, or tough, or tender, oid, or young,
As in the fiveeteft ftrains the Mufc hath fung:*
Fit with the hugeft Hottentot to cope,
‘Who dines on raw flefh at the Cape of Hope.

‘Blelt in a phiz, hé bid’s the Members tremble!
To deathlike filence turns the direft din;
And where fo many favages affemble,
Like hounds they want a proper Whipper-in.

Dare

* See Peter’s Prophecy.
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Dare Members fleep,* a fet of fnoring Goths,
Whilft Blagden reads 3 £hapter upon moths?
Down goes the hammer, cloth’d with Jovs's own
thunder]
Up fpring the frorers, hulf widhout thair wigs ;
Old greybeards grave, ahd prosty fmack-fic'd prigs,
With ell-wide jaws difpisyipy figns of wonder.

Lo! perfeverance is the foul of aftion !

And courage, proper to oppofe a faition;

Therefore he fits with wonderful prepriety,

The Monro of asnad Society:

And that he is both brave and perfeveripg,

Witnefs the following ﬂm‘{? well worth hearing.
N

* Frequently, indeed, are the Metobers fient 10 the land of
thadows by the Society’s fompilerons papers ; afllfted in 2 great
meafure in their vnytga'by the Do@tor’s deowly masner of tom-
muniating the contents,

Vor. II, e SIR
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A PRESIDENT, in burterfies profound,
Of whom all Infe@mongers fing the praifes,

Went on a day to hunt this game renown’d,
On vi'lets, dunghills, nettletops, and daifies !

But firft (fo pious is Sir Jofeph’s nature 1)

He thus addrefs’d the butterfly’s Creator,

Tae VIRTUOSO’s PRAYER.

O THOU whofe wifdom plann'd the fkies,
And form’d the wings of butterflies,
Attend my humble pray’r!
Like Egypt, as in days of yore,
Let earth with flies be cover’d o'er,
And darken'd dll the air,

This, Lord, would be the beft of news:
‘Then might thy fervant pick and choofe
5 ‘ from
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From fuch a glorious heap:
Forth to the world I'd boldly rafh,
Put all Mufzums to the bluth,

And hold them all dog cheap,

Pharaoh had not one grain of tafte;
The flies on bim were thrown to wafte,
Nay, met with ftrong objeftion:
But had thy fervant, i.ord, been there,
I thould have made, or much I err,
A wonderful collection !

O Lord! if not my mem’ry fails,

Thou once didft rain on people quails:
Again the world furprife;

And ’flead of fuch a trifling bird,

Ruain on thy fervant Josern, Lord,
Show'rs of rare butterflies !

Since monfters are my g;ut delight,
With monfters charm thy frvant’s fight,
Turn feathers into hairsz .
Make legs where legs were never feen,
And eyes, no bigger than a pin,
As broad as faucers ftare.
02 The
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The reptiles that are born with claws,

Oh! let thy pow'r fupply with paws,
Adorn’d with human nails ;

In value more to make them rife,

Tranfplant from all their heads, their eyes,
And place them in their tails.

And if thou wifely wouldft contrive
To make me butterflies alive,
To fly without a head;
To fkim the hedges and the fields,
Nay, eat the meat thy bounty giclds f
Such wonders 'were indeed !

Blagden thould puff them at our Meeting ;

Members would prefs around me, greeting,
The Journals fwell with thanks;

And more to magnify their fame,

‘Thofe headlefs flies fhould have a name—
My name—Sir Josepn Banks!”

THUS
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THUS having finith’d, forth Sir Josera hies,
Hope in his heart, and eagles in his eyes!

Jutt like a pointer, quart’ring well his ground,
He nimbly trots the field around !

At length, to blefs his hunting ambulation,

Up rofe a native of the Autt’ring nation.

Broad ftar’d Sir Joserw, as if ftruck by thunder,
(For much, indeed, are eyes enlarg’d by wonder)
When from a dab of dung, or fome jfuch thing,
An Emr’ror or Morocco rear'd his wing!

Not Archimedes, ’tis my firm belief,

More bleft, cry’d « Exreka, I’ve nabb’d the thief,”
Nor hunters, when a hare, to fhun foul play,

sSteals from his feat fo fly, cry * Stole away;”

Nor flale old nymphs, by raging virtue {fway’d,
Roar on a frail-one, * Kiil the wicked jade!”
Than roar’d Sir Josepx on the verdant fod,

« Morocco’s EMp’ROR, by the living God !”

Not with more joy, nor rapture-fpeaking look,
The little gamefome PiccapiLLy Duke ‘
O3 : Eyes
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Eyes a nice Trr, freth launch’d upon the town;
Nor with more pleafure Cupid’s trufty crimp,
By mouths of vulgar people chriften’d pimp,
Stares on his honourable fee, a crown;

Nor King's-place nymphs, on greenhorns in their pow'r;
Who (thamelefs rafcals, wanting not a wifc)

Hire love, like hackney-coaches, by the hour,
Damning the love fo true that lafts for life;

Nor wither'd WinpsoR on the fimple maid,

From {cenes of rural innocence betray’d ;
Forc’d to difpofe of NaTurs’s fweeteft charms;

Doom’d for a meal to fink a beanteous wreck ;

To lend to man the loathes, her lip, her neclk;,
And, weeping, «fl the wanton in his arms ;

Than did the doughty Hero of my fong,

Survey the Emp'tor as he mov:d along.

Not with more giee 2 hen-peck’d hufband fpies

Death fhutting up his wife’s two cat-like eyes,
Accuftorn’d on him oft and fierce to roll ;

Juft like a galiey flave, poor fellow, treated,

Or thofe poor Britons at Calcutta fweated,
Stuff’d in the old Black Hole:

And
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And yet, a neater fimile to ufe,

Not with more true delight a lover views
The blufhing orient leading on the day

That gives 2 blooming partner to his arms,

In virtues rich, and rich in youthful charms,
To bid the hours with rapture glide away :

Sad anxious fwain, who now in bed, now out,
Toft like the fea, with thundering thoughts, about;
Curfing with hearty pray’rs the lingering night;
Now trying hard to fleep away the time;
Now ftaring on the dark, like bards for rhyme,
To catch the fmalleft happy glimpfe of light;
Afraid that frolic Phoebus means foul play,
And, bent to fpite him, lie a-bed all day:

And, oné fide, not of rapture fuller,
Thurlow, the Seal and Royal Confcience keeper,
Sces his prime fav’rite, Mifter Juftice Buller,
High thron’d in Chancery, grieve the poor Sir
Tlan did the Prefident fo keen efpy [Pepper,
The butterfly !

Lightly with winnowing wing, amid the land,
His Moor1ss Majesty in circles flew !
With fturdy ftriding legs, and outftretch’d hand,

The Virtuofo did his prey purfue,
0 4 He,
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He ftrikes——he miffes—itrikes again—nhe grins,
And fees in thought the monarch fix’d with pins;
Sees him on paper giving up the ghoft,

Nail'd like a hawk or martyr to a poft.

Oft fell Sir JoserH on the flipp’ry plain,

Like patrior EpEn-—fell to rife again;

The Fur'ror, fmiling, fported on before.
L.ike Pheebus courfing Daphne was the chace;
But not fo was the meaning of the race;

Sir JoserH ran to kill, not kifs the Moor ;

To hold him pris'ner in a glafs for thow,
Like Tamerlane, (redonbtable his rage)

Who hept poor Bajazet, his vanquith’d foe,
Jutt like an owl or magpye in a cage.

Aaqain to earth Sir Josern fell fo flat,
Fiat as the flatteft of the flounder race!

Down with Sir Josepn dropp’'d his three coch’d har,,
Mot nobly fharing in Lis friend’s difgrace.

Again he {prings, with hope and ardour pale,

And blowing like the fith baptiz’d a whale ;

Durting his arms now here, now shere, fo wild,
‘Wirh all the cager raptures of a child,

Who
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Who with broad anxious eye a bauble views,
And, capering legs and hands, the toy purfues,

A Countryman, who, from a lane,

Had mark’d Sir Joseps, running, tumbling, fweat-
Stretching his hands and arms, like one infane, [ing,
And with thofe arms the air around him beating,

To no particular opinion leaning,
Of fuch manceuvre could not guefs the meaning.

At length the Prefident, all foam and muck,

(uite out of breath, and out of luck,

Purfu’'d the flying Monarch to the place

Where ftood this Countryman, with marv’ling face.

Now through the hedge, exatly like a horfe,
Wild plung’d the Prefident with all his force,

His brow in fweat, his foul in perturbation;
Mindlefs of trees, and bufhes, and the brambles,
Head over heels into the lane he fcrambles,

Where Hos ftood loft in wide-mouth’d fpeculation!

 Speak,” roar’d the Prefident, * this inftant—fay,
 Haft feen, haft feen, my lad, this way,
3 ThC
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« The EMp’ror or Morocco pafs ”'—
Hoz to the infect-hunter nought reply’d,
But fhook his head, and fympathizing figh’d,
« Alas!
« Poor gentleman, I'm forry for ye;
¢ And pity much your upper fory!”

Lo! down the lane alert thé Emp’ror flew,
And firuck once more Sir Josgpu’s hawk-like view;
And now he mounted o’er a garden wall!
In rufh’d Sir Jossrw at the garden door,
Knock’d down the Gard’ner——what could man do
more fem
And left him, as he chofe, to rife or fprawl,

O'er peerlefs hyacinths our hero rufh’d;

Through tulips and anemonies he pufh’d,
Breaking a hundred necks at ev’ry {pring:

On bright carnations, blufhing on their banks,

With defp’rate hoof he trod, and mow’d down ranks,
Such vaft ambition urg'd to fvize the King !

Beil glafies, all fo thick, were tumbled o’er;

Aad lo! the cries, fo fhrill, of many a fcore,
Afxd
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A fad and fata] firoke proclaim’d ;

The fcarecrow, all fo red, was overturn’d;

His vanifh’d hat, and wig, and head, he mourn’d,
And much, indeed, the man of ftraw was maim’d }

Juft guardian of the facred fpot,

With face fo fierce, and pointed gun,
Who threaten’d zll the birds with fhot;

To kill of fparrows ev’ry mother’s fon:
Ficrce as thofe [carlet minifters of fate,
The warlike guardians of St. James’s Gate!

Yet, not content with feats like thefe,

He tumbled o’er a hive of bees;

Ouit ruth’d the hoft, and wonder’d from their fouls,
What dev’l dar'd dah their houfe about their polls.

Like the grand Louis,* whofe fierce heart was fuch,
As inade him like a football kick the Dutch!

But {oon the fmall, heroic, injur’d nation
Defery’d the author of their obligation;
And, to repay it, round him rufh’d the fwarm:
Prodigious was the buz about his ears!
With all their venom did they pufh their fpears;
Butlo! they work’d him not one grain of harm!
Yer
¢ Louis XIV,
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Yet did no god nor godling intervene, .
By way of fcreen!

The happy head their pointed fpears defy’d,

Strong, like old Homer’s fhields, in tough bull hide,
And brafs well temper’d, to fupport the fhock !

The bees their difuppointed vengeance mourn’d,

And fiom their fierce attack, fatigu'd, return’d,
Believing they had florm’d a barber’s block.

YWhat was thoughe death and tortures by the clan,
Was only tickling the great man!

Thus round big Ajax rag’d the Trojan hoft,

Who might as well, indeed, have drubb’d a poft.

The Gard’ner now for juflt revenge up fprung,
rYerwhelm'd with wonderment and dung,
And fercely in his turn purf’d the Knight!
From bed to bed, full tilt the champions rac’d,
This chas’d the KniouT, the KNicut the Emp’ror
chas’d, .
Whao fca¥d the walls, alas ! and vanifhi’d outof fight,,
To find the Emptefs, p’rhaps, and tell her Grace
The merry hift'ry of the chafe.

Atlength the Gard’ner, fwell’d with rage and dolour,
O’ertaking, grafps Sir Josepn by the collar,
And
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And bleft with fav’rite oaths, abundance thow’ss:
“ Villain,” he cry’d, * beyond example!
¢ Juft like a cart-horfe on my beds to trample !

¢ More than your foul is worth, to kill my flow’rs!
¢ Sec how your two vile hoofs have made a wreck—
« Look, rafcal, at each beauty’s broken neck !”

Mindlefs of humbled flow’rs, fo freely kill’d,
Although fuperior to his foul declar'd,
And vegetable blood profufely fpill'd,
Superior, t00, to all reward;
Mindlefs of all the Gard’ner’s plaintive ftrains,
‘The EMr’ror’s form monopoliz’d his brains.

At length he fpoke, in fad defpairing tones,

« Gone! by the God that made me!—D-mn Lis
bones!

¢ O Lord! no difappointment mine forpaffes!

¢« Poh! what are paltry flowers and broken glaffes,

-

« A tumbled fcarecrow, bees, the idle whim P
« Zounds ! what a fer of mifcreants to dim!

¢ Gone is my foul’s defire, for cx:cr gone!”
* Who's gonc?” the Gard’ner ftrait reply’d:
'The F.mp’ror, Sir,” with tears, Sir Josern cry'd;
« The EmMp’rorR o Morocco—thought my own!
« To

-~
-
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¢« To unknown fields behold the Monarch fly!
¢« Zounds! not to catch him, what an afs was I!”

His eyes the Gard'ner, full of horror, ftretch’d,

And then a groan, a monftrous groan he fetch’d,
Contemplating around his ruin’d wares ;

And now, he let Sir Joserr’s collar co;

And now he bray’d algud with bittcreft woe,
¢ Mad, madder than the maddeft of March haies!

« A p-x confound the fellow’s Bedlam rigs !

« Oh! he hath done the work of fifty pigs!

¢ The devil take his kecper, a damn’d goofc,

¢ For letting his wild beaft get loofe!”

But now the Gard’ner, terrified, began

To think himlf too near a man
In fo Pec-NicrousoN a fituation ;

And, happy from a madman to efcape,

He left him without bow, or nod, or fcrape,
Like JErEm1an *midit his Lamentation.

Such is the tale—if readers figh for more,
Sir Joseen’s wallet holdeth many a {core,
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IS 1.IND to an artful Boy’s infidious wiles,
Why refts the Genius of the Queen or IsLes?
Whilft LiserTy in irons founds th’ alarm,
Wy hangs fufpence on VIRTUE’s coward arm?
Whilfl TyraNNy prepares her jails and thongs,
Why fleeps the Sword of Jusrice o’er our wrongs ?
Oh! meanly founding on a Father’s fame,

To Britain’s higheft feat a daring claim;

Oh'! if thy race one blufh could ever boatt,
And that lorn fign of Virtue be not loft;

Now on thy vifage let the i’crangcr burn,

And glow for deeds that bid an empire mourn.

Drawn from a garret by the Rovat Sirg,
Warm’d like the yiper by his friendly fire,
Vou. II. ‘ P What
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What hath thy gratitude Jablimely done?
Fix’d, like the fnake, thy fang upon the Son!

Yes—thou moft graseful youth, thy hoftile art
Hath lodg’d a pois'nous thaft in Brrtain’s heart!
Thy arm hath dragg’d the columa to the ground,
The facred wonder of the realms around!

To make fhug, comfortable habitations

For thee and all thy pitiful relations.
Batbarian-like—how like thofe fons of fpoil,

‘Whofe impious hands on hallow’d tructures toil —
Bafe throng, that through Parmyra’s Temple digs,
To form a lodging for themfelves and pigs!

Oh! if Ambition prompts thy foaring foul

To live the theme of future times with Rocre;
Thrice happy Youth, like 4és fhall fhine thy name,
Who gave th’ Ephefian wonder to the flane!

Sick at the name of Re—=, (to thee though dear}
The namc abhorr’d by Howouvr's thrinking ear,

I draw reluétant from thy venal throng,

And give it mention, though it blafts my fong.

5 How
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ilow couldft thou bid sbat RoLrr, defpis’d by all,
On helplefs beauty like a mattiff fall;

Then meanly to corret the brute pretend,

And claim the merit of the * Fair-one’s Friend ?

Art thou the YouTs on whom the Virtues fimile ?
The boafted Saviour of our finking Ifle!

O’er fuch, OsLivion, be thy wing difplay'd!
Oh! walt them from the gikbet to thy fhade!
Yet what cxped from #hee, whofe icy breaft,

A ftranger to their charm, the Lovzs deteft ?—
Thee, o'er whofe heart their fafcinating pow'r
Né'er knew the triumph of one foften’d hour?
To gwve thy flinty foul the tender figh,

Vain is the radiance of the brighteft eye!

In vain, for thee, of beauty bleoms the rofe:
In vain the fwelling bofom fpreads its fnows—
A Fofeph thou, againft the fex to ftrive;

Dead to thofe charms that keep the world alive!

P2 In

* A moft wanton and illiberal attstk made by this man on
Mrs. Fewcheeweot, in the Hufe of Commons, exceeds all pree

cedent,
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In vain thy malice pours its frothy tide ;

In vain, the virtues of thy Prince to hide,
Thou and thy imps, to dim his rifing ray,

Urge clouds on clouds to thwart the golden day '
Mud toil ! T fee his Ors fuperior pafs,

That finiles u.omphant on the fablc ntals.

O Pi17! a Sifter Kingdom damins thy deeds,
And pitics haplefs Britain as fhe bleeds.
Hisernra {corns each meanly treach’rous art
ITatch’d by the bafe r-b——n of thy hearr,
That crawls an afpic bloated black with fate,
To pour a dire contagion through the State,
She, with an honeft voice, her PrRincE approves,
And nobiv truls the virtues that (he loves;
Detefts a Langiman’s unremitting toil

"T'o breax upon the wheel a happy Ifle;

Who yet, to pufh the guilt and folly further,
Suborns Addreffes, to applaud the murther!

Who but mufl laugh to fee thy boafted friends,
Onﬁwhofe poor rotten trunks thy a// depends!
See BuTe’s mean parafite, thy fpaniel, creep,
Whofe Argus’ eyes of av’rice never ﬂ.cep;

A clofe State-leech, who, ficking to the nation,

As adders deal to Honour’s execration,
Sucks
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Sucks from its throat the blood by night, Ly day,
Nor, till the State expires, will drop away.

Yer fee another F1exnp, with fcowling eye,

Who draws from NaTuRrE’s foul her deepeft figh;
Afham’d her hand thould uther into light

What Fate thould whelm with everlafling night!

TLoft by his arts, behold the beauteous Mar1n*,
Whom Innocener herfelf could ne’er upbraid,
Sunk a pale vi€iim to the gaping tomb;

Whilft all but Je with grief furvey’d her doom,
Whofe heart difdain’d to feel—wholt eye [evere,
Compaffion never melted with a tear!

Yet, left in filence to himfelf alone,

Aghall he heaves the confcience-wounded groan !

At «v'ry found how horror heaves the figh !

How dangers thic! en on his ftraining eyc!

He fees her Pbantom, form’d by treach’rous Love,

Droop in the grot, and pine am.d the grove:

He marks her mien of woe, her cheek fo pale,

And trembles at her fhrieks that pierge the gale!
P3 At

* The melancholy circumflance alluded to here, the family of
Dr. Lynch, of Canterbury, can beft explain.
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At night’s deep noon what fears his foul invade !
How wild he ftarts amidft the fpetred fhade!
And dreading ev’ry hopelefs hour the laft,

He hears the call of DeaTH in ev’ry blaft!

Such are thy Colleagues*, O thou patriot Boy !
Whofe heads and hearts thy virtues de rmploy;
Who, crouching at thy heels, likerblnodhounds wait
To faflen on the vitals of the State!

Such are the mifcreants who would rule the realm!
Such the black pirates that would fcize the helm !

Had not I known thee, ——, t'.e Mufe had fworn,
That, bleft to fee the State to atowus torn,

Hell with her Loft had drawn each dwmired plan,
And for the murder nurs'd thy dark Divan.

Spealk—nhath thy heart, with mad ambition fir'd,
Like CroMwELL's, hot forpow’r, to throaes afpir'd ?
Then may that yourg, old trait’rous bofor feel *
The rapid vengeance of {ome virtuous ficel !
Or what, to bofoms not quite flint, is worfe,
May Heav'n with hoary age a Rebel curfe;

From

* We muft not forget, however, Meflieurs their Graces of

d G., Harry D., cum plurimes alus, though they havc not
nour of being mentioned in our poetical calendar.
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From fweet fociety behold him torn,
Condemn'd, like Cain, to walk the world forlorn!

Thus rous'd to anger for my Country’s wrong,

The Mufe, for vengeance panting, pour’d her fong
But, ah! in vain I wifh’d the bleffing mine,

To plant a fcorpion’s fting in ev’ry line.

Now Pr unmc:’gcntly pull’d the Poet’s ear,

And thus the daughter of the BLuz-ev’p Marp,*
In Flatt’ry’s foothing founds, divinely faid,

“ O PrTer! eldeft-born of Pawnus, hear—

~

¢ Whole verle could ravifh Kings, relax the claw

« Of that gaunt, hungry favage, chriften’d Law—
« Indeed thou wanteft worldly wifdom, PrTER,

¢ To mix a litle oft’ner with thy metre.

¢ Lo! if thine eye DaME ForTune’s {mile purfues,
¢ 'T'o oily adulation prompt the Musz.

« Give for the future all thy rhymes to praife;
< Strike to the glorious Prrr thy founding lyre:
¢ Thyhead may then be crown’d with W ar ron’s bays,
 And mutton twirl with fpirit at the fire.”
P4 ¢« Pru-

® Minerva.



216 A POETICAL EPISTLE

< .
« PrupEeNce,” quoth I, “indeed—indeed I can’t:
¢ Don’t afk me to turn roguejand fycophant I

Now with a fmile, firft coufin to a grin,
Dave Prupence anfwer'd, bridling up her chin—
¢ Swect, harmlefs, pretty, confcientious pigeon !
¢« Ah! PeTeRr, well I ween thou art not rich:
¢« Know that thou’lt die, like beggars, in a ditch;
¢« Know, too, that hunger is of no religion.

¢ Sit down, and make a Horace imitation,

¢« Like PorE; and let the ftanza glow

« With praife of Meffieurs PirT and Co.
¢¢ The prefent worthy Rulers of the Nation.”

‘With purs'd-up, puritanic mouth fo prim,

Thus fpoke DaME PrUDENCE to the BarD of Whim,
Who, with p0ﬂenefs feldom running o’er,

For infpiration fggatch’d his tuneful fconce,

To pleafe Dami ORrAcLE, for once—
A Daue, fome fay, he never faw before,

IMITA.-
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IMITATION OF HORACE.
(ODE XIL—BOOK I.)

On MESSIEURS PITT ann CO.

MUSE, having 8ropp’d Sir Josepa and the King,
What fort of genrry fhall we deign to fing?

What high and mighty name, that all adore?
What minifterial wight that bribes each Crr,
Wolf-like to howl for homage to Kine Prrr,

And fet each finoky alehoufe in a roar;

That fends to counties, borough-towns, his crimps,
Alias his vote-feducing pimps,

To bribe the mob with brandy, beer anl fong,
To put their greafy fifts to Court Addreffes,

Yull of profeffions kind, and fweet carefits,

And with a fiddle lead the logs along ?

Shall DorNrorD, king of wine, and mum, and perry,
Be crown’d with lyric bays, with Mafter MErRrY ;
Two fages who, in diff’rent places born,

Cuick Lane and Brack-Boy Avriy did adorn?

Or,
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Or, Mufe, fuppofe we fing*KiNc Prrr himfelf,
‘The greateft man on earth—a cunning elf,

‘Who driveth, Jeuu-like, the Caurcn aud StaTE?
And, next to Royal Pirt, we’ll fing the Dame,
Of open, gén’rous, charitable fame,

Lamenting fad a MoNaRrcH’s haplefs fate;
WWho, though transfix’d by Sorrow’s dart fo cruel,
So prudent, numbers each bank-note and jewel)

Nor fhall we by old Bacchus WrywmouTn pafs,
A Jolly fellow o’er his glafs.
Nor, ScuwsLLENBLRG, fhalt thou a fhrimp appear,
Whoie palate loves a dainty difh,
Whofe tecth in combat thine with fleth and ffh,
Whefe Strelitz flomach holds a burt of beer;
W ho foon fhalt keep a falefhop for good places,
For which fo oft the pcople fquabble,
Trom gaping Cobblers to their gaping Graces,
And thus provide for great and little rabble.,

I'll fing how calmly C----~ takes the bit,
And trots fo mildly undcr MasTer Prrr:

And Ta——w, too, whom none but Pitt could
Who, bleft v.ith Mafter BiLwy’s fineft faddle, [tame,
No longer makes our brains with neighing addle—

No longer now Jop’s war-horfe fhorting flame ;

But
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L
But that flow brute whom few or none revere,
Fam’d for his fine bafe voice and length of ear;

Yert now fo gentle, you may fmcoth his nofe;
P or CH--c-LLOR* will make no riot:
Calm in his flall his aged limbs repofe,

And pleas’d he eats his oats and hay in quiet!

This Pair, fo tame, amid the courtier throng,

Shall drag their Mafter William’s coach along,
And raife the wonder of the million!

Jufl nke two bull-dogs in a country town,

That gallop in their harnefs up aud down,
With Monsievr Monkey for poftillion.

We'll fing the Brothers of our loving Queen,
¥ine hungry, hearty youths as e’er were feen;;

Who, if once try’d, would fhine, I make no doubt:
And chiefly he who merits high rewards,
Who, wriggling to the Hanoverian guards,

Kept the poor Prince of BRunswick out,
Although fo brave a Prince, and fpilt his blood
So freely for the King of England’s * good.

Wwe'll
¢ The name of the horfe.

+ This is fcarcely credible, but it is neverthelefs true,~The
Prince of Brunfwick’s genius was forced to yield to the fuperior
one of the Queen’s Brother! »
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We'll fing, too, Mafter RoLLE, who, fond of fame,
High-daring, from the land of dumplings came,
'To bear tlie MintsTER—t0 De his afs—
Like Conj’ror BaLaam’s reas’ning brute,
That carry’d Baraam, BaLrak to falute,
And curfe the Ifraelites, alas!

And lo! as did the Lord—
Who op'd the mouth of Baraam’s beaft;

So hath our Lord, 'Squire Prrt, upon my word,
Op’d MasTeR RoLLE’s, to give the houfe a feaft!

Yet, hang it! Drv'ssuire is by AraM * beatr—
A circumflance that wrings the Poet’s foul ;

For BaLaam’s Jack-ats made a fpeech quite neat,
Which never yet was done by Pitt’s poor R----,

Or fhall I fing old CornwaLL’s death,

Or fierce Sir BuLrrace, who refign’d his breath
With brother CornwaLL in the felf-fune year—
‘ A downright bear!

Who bade a Monarcu, like a boy at fchool,

Not [pend his money like a f---?

¢ Ralaam’s country feat.



TO A FALLING MINISTER., 221

We too might fing the King of Swine,
Sir Josern | peerlefs in the {at’ning line.

“We too may BurDENELL fing, who, fome time fince,
Adinr'd and lov’d, ador’d and prais’d his PrincE;
Follow'd him, fpaniel-like, about;
Swore himfelf black, poor fellow, in the face,
That he would ten times rather lofe his place
Than leave him—Thus faid he with phiz devour:
But when it came to pafs his Hicawess t1y’d him,
This falfe Arostir, Perir-like, deny’d Lim!

We'll fing Lord GarLoway, a man of aote,
Who turn’d his taylor, much enrag’d, away.
Becavle he ftitch’d a ftar upon his coat
So fm4l), it fcarcely threw a ray:
Whereas he wifh’d a planet huge to flame,
To put the moon’s full orb to fhame;
11 wanted one fo large, with rays fo thick,
As 1 eclipie the ftar of Sir Jorn Dick !
Sir Joun, who gor his ftar, fo bright and flout,
For making fuper-excellent four krout.*
Or,

* This honour of the Star was really confcried on him by tle
Evreriss or Ru.sia for furnifhing the Ruffian flect, n the
Mediterranean, with the above cabbage manufitture, to fharpen
thewr courage for a maflacre of the poor Turks.
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Or, Mufe, fuppofe we fing the Sr--kER’s wig,

In which, ’tis faid, a world of wifdom lies;
Which, to a headpiece fcarcely worth a fig,

Importance gives that greatiy doth furprife,
‘When through the chaos of +l:c Houfe he bawls
For ORrDER, that oft flies St. tephen’s walls ;
Driv’n by a hoft of fcrapes, and hawks, and hums,
And blowing nofes, that diftrat her drums.

For, Mufe, we cant’t well fing poor Gr----LLE’s head,
Becaufe it wanteth eyes—imperfect creature !
Agzin—its lining happ’'neth to be lead—
Such are the whimficalitics of Nature:
And thus this fpeaking headpiece is, no doubt,
As darl; within as certis *tis withont !

Yer was this Youth proclaim’d a pretty fprig;

A very promifing, a thriving twig,

'That by his parents dear was faid would be,

In time, a very co’l’nely tree;

And, what thofe parents dear would alfo fuit,
Produce enoritous quantities of fruit,

By God’s good grace, and much good looking after—
A thought that now convulfeth us with laughter!

Sup-
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Suppofe we chaunt old WrLLIs and his whip,
At which the human hide revolts;

Who bids, like grafshoppers, his pupils (kip,
And breaks mad gentlemen like colts;

Or trains them, like a pointer, to his hand:

An | fuch the mighty Conjuror’s command,

11e, by the magic of fticks, ropes, and eyes,

Commands wild FoLLy to be tame and wife.

Or grant we throw away a verfe or two
Upon the Bebcramser’s moft idle Imps;

Thofe Lords of gingerbread—a gaudy crew,
Sucking together juft like focial fhrimps ;

Regmdlels who the State-coach drives,

So they may lead good merry, lazy lives;

Pleas’d Cen from devils to receive their pay,

So they, like moths, may flutter life away !

Pirr fhall the Houfe of Commons rule,

And eke of poor INcurarirs the fcliool;

And pour on fuch the vengeance of his {pleen
As meanly think of FHastincs and the ----- !
On di'monds Prrt and Co. fhall-largely feaft,
Knock down the Nabobs, and exhauft the Eat!

O Lapy!
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O Lapy! whofe great wifdom thinketh fit

To fpread thy petticoat o’er WiLLram Prrr!
This Wisrram Prrr and Thou, without a joke,
Wil turn out moft extraordinary folk !

Prrr and the Perricoar fhall rule together,
Each with the other vaftly taken; .

Make, when they chqofc, or fair or filthy weathei,
And cut up kingdoms juft like bacon!

THUS having finifh’d, Prupexce, with a ftarc,
Exclaim’d, ¢ Rank irony! thou wicked Poet.”—
Quoth I, « My little Prefbyterian fair,
« I know it.,”—
« Ah!” quoth the Dame again, with lifted eyes,
¢« When will this ftupid world be wife "

« Ah!, had the Prixce his proper int’reft felt,
¢« And, like Buceruarus the famous, knelt
« To take PrTr ALexaNpER on his back,
¢ He might have ambled prettily along,
« And very rarely felt his rider’s thong—
<« Juft now and then a gentle fmack,
¢ T inform
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T’ inform his royal colt what BEiNG rode him,

TO A FALLING MINISTER.

And with fuch dignity beftrode him.

22§

Yew—had Lis HrcNEss but vouchfaf’d to flesp,
With beav'n-borr PrrT he might have eat his foup,

Joy’d in the full poffeffion of his withes,

And with his fervant fhar'd the loaves and fithes!”

"NDE XII. Liz.I. AD AUGUSTUM

QUEM virnm aut beroa lyra vel acri

Trbia _fumes celebrare, Clio?

Quem deum? cujus recinet jocofa

Nomen imago,

Int iz: umbrofis Heliconis oris,

Aut fuper Pindo, gelidove in Hemo?

Und> vocalem temere infequute

Vou. I1,

Orphea fylve,

Q

Arte
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Arte materna rapides morantem

Fiuminum lapfus, celeresque ventss,

Blandum € anritas fidibus canoris
Duceie quercus. .

Quid prius d.cam folitis Parentis

Laulious ? qui res bominum ac deorum,

Qui mare (3 terras, variisque mundnm
Temperat beris 2

Unde uil majns neneratur ipfo,
Nec viget quidquam fimile aut fecundum :
Proximos illi tamen occupavit

Pallas bomores.

Dreliis andax neque te fleiw
Liber, 3 fevis inimica virgo
Belluis : uec te metuende certa,

DPhabde, fegitta.

Dicam & Alceiden ; puerosque Led.c,

Hunc cquis, illun Juperare pugnis

Nobilem : quorum fiisul alba nautis
- {tella refulfis,

Defluit
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Defluit faxis agitatus bamor :

Concidunt venti, fugiuntque nubes :

Er minax, qued fic voluere, ponto
Unda recumbit.

Romulum pof bos prius, an quietam

Dompili regnum memeorem, an fuperbos

Tarquini fafces, dubito, an Catowis
Nobile letbum.

Regulum, & Scanros, animaeque magna

Prodigum Paulum, fuperante Pano,

Gratus infigni referam Camena,
Fabriciumque.

Hunce, & incomptis Curium capillis,

Urilem bello tulit, &8 Camillum

Sava Paupertas, € avitus apte
Cum lare fundus.

Crefcit occulto velut arbor £vo
Fama Marcelli : micat inter omnes
Fulium fidus, velut inter ignes
Luna minores.
Q.2 Gentis
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A POETICAL EPISTLE, &c.

Gentis bumane pater atque cuftos,

Orte Saturno, tibi cura magni

Cefaris fatis data: tu fecundo
Cefare regnes,

Qe feu Parthos Latio imminentes
Egerit juflo demitos triumpbo,
Swve fubjestos Orientis ‘oris

Seras & Indos

Te minor latum reget mquus orbem :

Tu gravi curru quaties Olympum,

Tu parum caftis tnimica mittes
Fulmina lucis.

SUBII TS
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FOR

P A I N T E R &S

¢ Qui veut peindre pour 'Immortalité,
¢ Do * peindre des Sots.” FoNTENELLE.

Q3






TO THE READER.

THE rage for hiflorical Piures in this kingdom, fo
nobly rewarded by Mcflrs. BoypeLL and VEAcKLIN, hath,
with the great encouragemen: of two or three of the
principal Mufes, tempted me to offer fuhjcfts to the
labourers in the graphic vineyard. Y. hen Shakeipeare
and Milton are exhaufted, I may prefume that the fol-
lowing Odes, Tales, and Hints, in picference to the
labours of any other of our Bmtifh Bards, may be
adopted by the bruth of Genius. Had I not thus ftepp~d
forwaid as the champion of my own merit, which is
deemed o neceflary now-a-days for the obtention of
public notice, not only by authors, but by téte-mal.ers,
petfamers, elaftic trufs and parliament fpecech makers,
&c. who, in the daily news-papers, are the heralds of
thar own fplendid abilities, I might poffibly be paffed by
without abfervation, and thug a great part of a po.tical
inunortality be facrificed to a pmfnl mauvaife bonte,

Q4






SCENE, THE ROYAL ACADEMY,

PEACF and good will to this fair meeting !
I come not with hottility, bur greeting;
Not eagle-like to_feream, but dove-like coo it:
I conrr not with the fword of vengeance, rhyme,
To flath, and a&t as journeyman to TiME—
The Gep himfelf i juft arriv'd to do it.

T malic each feeble figure a poor corfe,
I come not with the fhafts of fatire fporting ;
Then view me not 1iKe Stubbs’s ftaring horfe,
With terror on th’ approaching lion fhorting :
I come to bid the hatchet’s lahours ceafe,
And finohe with fiiends the calumet of peace.

Knight
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Knight of the polar ftar, or bear, don’t ftart,
And, like fome long-ear’d creatures, bray, « What
art!”
Sir WiLL1aM, fhut your ell-wide mouth of terror;
1 come not here, believe me, to complain
Of fuch as dar’d employ thy building brain,
And criticif¢ an economic error.*

1 come not here to call thee knave or fool,

And bid thee feck again Paliadio’s fchool;

Or copy Heav'n, who form’d thy head fo thick,
To give ftability to ftone and brick :
No—"twould be cruel now to make a rout;
The very ftones already have cry’d out.

I come not here, indeed, new cracks to {py,
And call thee for the workmanthip hard name.;
To point which wing fhall next forfake the {i.y,
And tumble in the Strand, or in the Thames.

-Nor

* A large portion of the Royal Academy, mifed at an
extraordinary expence, fell to the ground lately; but as the
Knight is a favourite at Court, no harm is done. The nation
is able to rear it again, which will be a benefit ticket in bir
W illiam’s way.
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Nor come I here to cover thee with thame,
For putting clever Academic men,*
Like calves or pigs, into a pen,

To fee the King of England and his dame,

*Midft carts and coaches, golden horfe and foot;
'Midft peopled windows, chimnies and old walls;

*Midft marrowbones and cleavers, fife and flute,
Pafling in pious pilgrimage to Paul’s:

Where, as the fhow of gingerbread went by,

The rain, as i{ in mockery from the fky,
Dribbled on ev'ry academic peb,

And wafb’d each pigtail fmart, and powder'd bob;

Wath'd many a vifage, black, and brown, and fair,
Giving to each fo picturefque an air—
Refembling that of drooping, rain-foak’d fowls,
Or, what's a better piclure, parboil’d owls;
Whilft

* Sir William a&ually gave orders for the non-admiffion of
the Royal Academicians into the Academy, to fec the Royal
proceflion to St. Paul’s, as he had fome women and chiidren of
his acquaintance who withed to fee the fhow. ldalf a dozen

boaids were confequently ordered to be put together on tle
_ #utfide of the building for their reception,
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Whilft thou, great Jove upon Olympus, aping,
. Didft fit majeftic, from 2 window gaping,

O West! that fix’d and jealous eyc forbear,
Which fcowling marks the bard with doubt and fear:
T by forms are facred from my wrath ‘divine ;
*Twere cruel to attack fuch crippled crcatures,
So very, very feeble in their natures,
Alrcady gafping in a depp decline!

I feek them not with fcalping thoughts, indeed !
Too great my foul to bid the figures bleed:

May peace and happ.nefs attend 'em !
Wheie'er they go, poor mps, God mend em
T come not to impart to thee the crime
Of over-dealing in the true fublime;
I fcorn with malice thus thy fame to wound;
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt thy trade,
That too divine cffects of light and fhade
Were ever *midft thy labours to be found.

Wor fwear, to blaft one atom of thy merit,

That elegance, cxpreflion, fpirit,
Too



SUBJECTS FOR PAINTLRS, 237

Too ftrongly from the canvals blaze,
And damin thee thus with Rapuair’s priife:

Befides, aguainft the ftream I {corn to ruh;
The world ne’er faid, nor thought it of thy brufh.

Were I to write thy epitaph, I'd fay,
¢ 1ere lies below a painter’s cliy,
« Who work’d away moft furioufly for Kings;
« And prov’d that fire of inclination *
‘ For pleafing the great Ruler of a Nation,

“ And fire of gewius, are two diff 'rent things.”

Nor come I here t’inform fome men o wife,
Who fhine not yet upon the R. A. lift,

T'hat lunbs in fpafms and crack’d, and gopgling eyes,
With grandeur cannot well exiit.

Nay, let ir be recorded in my rhyme,

Convulfions cannot give the true fublime.

Saint ViTus miZght be virtuous to romuce—
Peoce 1o the manes of that capesing St !
Yet lut me tell the fons of paint,

Sublimity adorncth not his dance.

Wide



238 SUBJECTS FOR PAINTERS,

Wide faucer eyes, and dire diftortion,
Will only make 2 good abortion.

Ye landfcape-painters, may your gold ftreams fleep—
Sleep, golden fkies and bulls, and golden cows,

And golden groves and vales, and golden fheep,
And golden goats, the golden grafs that browze,

Which with fuch golden lufire flame,

As beat the VYery golden frame!

Peace to the fcenes of Birmingham’s bright fchool!
Peace to the brighter {cenes of Pontypool !

Aw'd T approach, ye fov’reigns of the brufh,

With Mopesty’s companion fweet, a bluth,
And hefitation nat’ral to her tongue;

And cyc fo diffident, with beam fo mild,

Like Eve’s when Adamn on her beauties fmil’d,
And led her bluthing, nothing loath, zlong,

To give the lady a green gown fo fivect,

On beds of rofes, Love’s delicious feat:

2
Yes, fober, trembling, Qualeslike, I come
To this great Dewnr,
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To offer fubjes to thie fons of paint:

Accept the pleafant tales and hints I bring,

Of Knight and 1.0rd, and Commoner and King,
Sweeter than hilt’ry of embowell’d fuint;

Or martyr, beat like Shrovetide cocks with bats,

And fird like turpentin’d poor roafting rats.

Inimical as dogs to pigs,
Or wind and rain to powder’d wigs,
Or mud from Lennels to a milk-white flocking;
Iofhie to PeTer’s phiz as if a pefl,
Why fp:ings the man of hift’rv, Mifter WrsT,
And cries, < Of, off ! your tales and hints are fhocking ;
« Invertons—iabrications—liecs—damn’d lies 1

¢ King, and the worll befides, thy {pite defpife.

¢ Sir, you're a lar, ev’ry body knows it;
« Sir, «very ftupia flanza hows ir:

¢« Sir, you hnew nothing of a King and Queen,

-
-

In {pheres woo ek their orbs fuperior roll,
“ By rhy poor lirtle grov’hng, mole-ey’d-foul,
« Thou out-at of Parnaflus, to be feen.

« Sir, they do honour to their god-like ftation,
¢ The two firft luminaries of the nation,
4 * So



¢
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« Someck, good, gen’rous, virtuous, humble, wife ;
¢ Whilt thou, a favage, a great fool fo fat,
¢ Curs’d with a confcience blacker than my hat,

s Art rivetl to that fiend the Prince of Lies.

¢« Go, pour thy venom on my Lzar *—
« A whifper, Hopkins, Sternhold, in thy ear:
« King LEAR, to mortify thee, goes
¢ Where Majisty delights with Wesr to prag,
« Much more than Minifters of State—
« Where thou fhalt never, never fhow thy nofe!
« Where Pages fancy it a heinous crime,
« Thou foul-mouth’d fellow, to repeat thy trhyme;
« Where ev'ry cook, it is my firm belief,
« Would nobly make it a religious point,
¢« Rather than put thy traffi upon a juint,
¢ To let the fire confuming burn the beef,

« There's

* A pretty iron-ftaring fkeich now in the L<hibition.

+ Here Mr. Weft is miflahen. The works of the Lyeic
Barp, handfomely bound in morecco leather, aie now in the
Libraiy at the Queen’s Palace. 1 s Muajclty has done more—he
has wiitten notes on the Qde<. Happy Poet, to have a King for
a commentator ! [
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¢ Tlere’s not a thopkeeper in Win 1fr town
¢ That would not heng thee, fhoot thee, flab tl e,
drown;
« That doth not dama thy ftuff; thy odes 12 t270,5

[4

-~

I hat doth not think thy wotlis would give dieate

[4

~

"T'o ev'ry thing they wrapp’d—to bread, to cheele ;
¢ Nay, aive contazion to a baz of nils.
.
“ The very Windor dogs and cats,
€ The very Wandhor owls and bats,
“ Wouldhoawl snd fquaty and he e~ and thiek, to mcet

“ Tile thee a raggamuffin in the fucet.

 The fervant maid, of * Windfor, froin each thop,

r

S wee ponnine broonts, and fome a fcornful moy,

L4

~n

11 arloyal funtiments would diembogue,

-~

And toantine crv, ¢ Thete goe. a lviny rorue.’

4

-

Dehold, rin'. impudence thy r'iymes infpire;

« Comu pmat * inlence thy verfe provo' el

v

-

Foot! to baise ty miufe a nnde or tire !

« A don aey feceper < dich, @ mu'e of finoke,

Vou. Il R ¢« The

# Nc'thet 1o this true. the verhs of the fublme Borov oo
fold pu’ ol at Windfor.
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¢« The very bellman’s rhymes poflefs more merit.

~
o

Nay, * Nichols’ maggazine exceeds in {pirit:
¢« A printer’s devil, with conceit fo drunk,

+¢¢ Who publifhes for gentleman and :ruak 5

¢ Who fets up author on old Bowyer’s fcrnps;
« Bowyer, whofe pen recorded all the raps

¢ That hungry authors gave to Bowyer’s door,
¢« To {well the curious literary ftore:

“ VW ho on a purblind tantiquarian’s back,
“ A founder'd, broken-winded hack,
¢« Rides out to find old furthin |, nils, and bmes,
“ On duré{e;t coins the brizhteft legerdd reads,
< On tracelels copper [ec, imperial Leads,

And makes llu\.'l'lp tons oider thrn tie flones,

¢ Taoo

* Mifler Welt 15 not a judge. Jou~’s Mg ¢ 35 2 {0l
Sarrano, poflefling,” however, the meiit of behig mose in oo -
1.1, than other magazines : as for the @2/, jeiw, who xv a
Lol exclieat tradefinan, deemeth it of ne imnortance.

+ Wit a viralent attatk on the pcn:tm:irg and laborica,
Mr. Gouas of Enfield! Can any thing be mote bitter agindt
o7 antiquarian bero of the firll fame, for cier at fiflicufls vwith
e, to make him difgorge the geod thivgs he las been, for
fi 1 a feries of ages, devouring !
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Ton bids, to give his cultomers furp:iz,
A Diuid alzar fiom a pigftye 1.
Yeo, Nicnous, aping wildem through Lis glffts,

Thee, thee AroLLo’s feavencer, furpafies.
bl o~

Seon (hall we fee the Fleet thy carcafe vrirg,

« Mean o’ the prifon grate for farthings angling,
S’u"pu.ding, feet of flockings by a fliing,

“ Cr olove or nightcap for our bounty daysling

Y 7hiliy, 'Y e fiom thy mout’s begrim’d with bew 1,
« p o4 nofe poking thiongh thy prifun he'e,
Tie hollow voice of mis'y,; will be Leat 7,

« ¢ Lad e Umman, pity a pocs bunerny ford:

€ Tave pity ora pus’ner’s cale {o haclar ) —

¢ Go d L 1y, putafarthing in the flochy

M
Vo0 epaience thus hold a fuce o pufh,

"Un’d wit a winking hight of paitry ruh,

< nsif with Truaua’s bright toich, into our room
To dart on ignerance the fancy’d rays—

To bud o barbarifim the empire 1. -¢,

< And Lind iitumime Error’s nnd ticht g'osin!

R 2 « Get
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 Get out, and pertly don’t come troubling me;
¢ A dog is better company than thee.”

Thus cries the King’s GReAT PAINTER to the Barp!
Such is of peerlefs Odes the bafe reward !

'f thank ye—much oblig'd t’ye, Mifter WesT,
For thoughts o kind, and prettily expreft:
Yet won’t I be refus’d, I won’t indeed;
You muf, you fball have tale, and ode, and hint;
This memory of mine contains a mint:
And thus, 1n bold defiance, T proceed.

Yet mind me, as to our bright Kinc and Qusen,
Their names are facred from the Poet’s fpleen—
Peace to their reign! they feel no more my jokes,
Whether to Hanover they wifely roam,
Or full as wifely count their cath at home:
My fatire fhall not hurt the gentlefolts.

-Pleas’d in a hut to broil my mutton bone,
I figh not for the vea’fon of a throne*
Nay, flavery doth not with my pride agree;
A toad-eater’s an imp I don’t admire ;
Nor royal fmall-talk doth my foul defire :
I've feen my Sovereigns—that’s enough for me.
A
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A THOUSAND themes for canvafs ¥ could name,
To give the astift beef and fame:
Lo! * Hodfell in his country feat fo fine,
Where, *midft his tulips, grin ftone apes with parrots ;
‘Where Neptune foams along a bed of carrots,
Inftead of cleaving through his native brine;

Where Pucsus ftrikes to cabbages his ftrings ;
Where Love o’er garlick waves his purple wings;
Where Mars, to vanquith beets, heioic leans;
And, arm’d with lightnings, with terrific eyes,
The great and mighty RuLzr of the fkies
Sublimely thunders through a bed of beans;

Clofe by whofe fide the haymakers are mating,
And Dutchmen to their knees in onions {kaiting.

s A merchant of taffe.

R 3 A MIGHTY
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+

A Micuty Warrior in the Houfe of L ords,
S\Vallowmé, alas! a bitter, bicter pilt;
‘ﬁating, poor man, his own fad words,
Exceedingly againft his noble will;

W1ilft Rawpon by his fide, with martial face,
Comimn~n Yeth him to fwal'ow with a grace;
Would ma' e on iniereling feene, inceed,
And fhow the courage of King Charles’s biced !
o
How Yile a Dofler, foicing down the throat
Of fome pcer puli~g cliid a do‘e of falts,
At wlih ag ludle foul tevoits,
'With wi'_gaug "imbs, wiy mouths, and pit oas note;
Yet sorc d 10 take the formdab'e praror,
Or tulle a itt'rer doik, the threaen’d feourge!

Ld
Or Ricu*1onp,* watchful of the State’s fabvation,
Sprinkling uis ravelins o’er the pale-nos’d nation;
' Now

% The Doke abfolutely ordered cannon to be made of lcather,
fiom a fnaff-box-maker, which, at Woolwich, on Satirday the
fecond day of Muy, 1;8), weie ferioufly triedy and, ltke many
a nghleman, found too' /612,



SUBJLCTS TOR PAINTIRS, 247

Now buying leathern boxes up by tuns,
Improving thus the bodies of great guns;

Guns bl ft with double natures, mild and rough,
To give a broadfide, or a pinch of s,

O. Ricimonp* g\t th* enormous reck’ning ftiuek,
At Portfmeuth battling hard about a duck,

A certain high and mighty Duchefs,

Hugging her hufband in her cat-like clugches, 3
Piung and teming him with brandy zeal,

Whofe flwx in heaps is feen to fly around,

Wihwit he, pale wight, emits a plaintive found,
Like an'mals that furnifh man with veal ;

W "0 make anorher pleafing {cene,
Shown o the mettle of an arrant Quean;
Lon_in~to fhine a fitfl-rate flar at Courlt,
Yor 1. 1es pen, a fybjet of 1ate fport,
R 4 Ionging

¢« At Portfirouth his Grace, not long fince, befpohe a dinner
frr 2 fewfirenls, ind becwufe no forh had eatered a roafted
dud',, Chailes Lenox, Duke of Richmond, Lail of “ered,
M. “c1 Gen ril of the Orduarce, Lord Licotenafk and Ciilos
Rotulorum of the couity of Suffiy, Duleof Lo~ox mnbco rl,
nd Yibieny in France, krivht of the Moft Noble Ovder of the
G e, &c, thoneht it a cu=vous 1mpofton, and orde--d the
lind'nrd of thg1 n to dedt t the caghte n pence, the pnce of
the dugka, from t1 L1, winch was done accordingty.
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Longing to purify a lucklefs blood,
Deep-ftain’d, and finelling of its native mud,

‘The valiant GiogrEr at the army's head,
Drawn as the glorious Macedohisn yauth,
Tarbattle galloping o’er hills of dead,
' Would glow with fuch an air of truth }—
Not on a Facka/s mounted, but a fteed
Of old Bucepbalus’s breed.

e ——

SaLiss’ry examining the iron hands
Of Fame’s and fweet St. Giles’s blackguard bands,
That clap our Kings to Parliament and Play—
Salitb’ry, too, gauging all their gaping throats,
Excifeman-like, #y find the beft for notes,
That money mayn't be thrown away :

Refolv’d from thafe fame legions of vulgarity,
To get full pennyworths of popularity ;
Refolv’d his malter fhall be fairly treated,
And not, as ufual, by his fervants, cheated,

Suppofe,
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Suppalfe, to give this humour-loving ifle
A pretty opportunity to {mile,

You paint the Solomon of yon fam'd place,*
Where fair PHILOSOPHY, the heav'nly dame,
By barb’rous ufage cdver'd deep with thame,

No longer fhows her exil'd face;

Where cent. per cent. in value rife,
Toads, tadpoles, grafshoppers, and flies?

Suppofe you paint Sir Josees all fo bleft,
With many a parafitical dear gueft,

Swol’n by their flatt’ries as a bladder big,
Throwing away of learning fuch a wafte,
And proving his fuperior claflic tafte,

By fwallowing the fumen of a pig?

1]

e

Pirr trying to unclench BriTanNiA’s fift,
Impla#ing money for a King;

Telling moft mournful tales of civil lift,
The Lady’s tender heart to wring;

Tales

¢ The Royal Sogiety.
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Tales of expence, th’ effed of Dottors’ bills,
High price of blifteis, boluses, and pills;

Long journey to St. Paul’s, t' oblige the nation,
And give ng humble thanks for reftoration :
Bnurumm with arch look, the while, t
®artaking ftrongly of a fmile,

Pointing to that huge dome,* the nation’s wealth ;
Where people fometimes place their cath by ftealth,
Ard, all fo medeff with their fecret ftore,

Inform the world they’re poor, yes, very poor,

Bruprxris and Svvownps  with cach other vyino,
Sweet youchs? for little Norman’s I fvours fighing,
A pilturefque efleft would form:
g bat hugzing mother for the daughter’s charms;
Tkis, with the y.elling damnfel w his aims,
"‘ “Taking the cifadel by ftorm:
.ﬂmt running - wgh the girl in traamph off';
This with the dO", the mother, and the nuff,’
A great
. ® The Bank of England,

+ Lord B. and 3ir Richard S.s conteft for the charming
prize is well knowa to the Opera-Houfe,

1 Met:y black-zyed ‘l:‘igurante at the Opera.
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A ——
A great Law Chicf, whom God nor on fares,
Compellid to kneel and pray,* who jwa;'é his pray’rs;
The dev’] behind himn, pleas’d and grinning,
Patting the angry lawyer on the Ihoulflcr.
Declaring nought was ever bolder,
Admiring fuch a novel mode of finning:

Like thi, a fubjett would ke reckon’d rare,
Which proves what blood-game infidels can dare;
Whi.h to my mem’ry brings 3 fa%,

W nich nothing but an Englifh tar Would ad,

In fhips of war, on Sunday, pray’rs are giv'n;
For, though fo wicked, failors think of HHeav’n,
Particularly in a florm; ¥
Where, if they find no braady to get drunk,
Their fouls are in a miferable funk ;
"Then vow they to th’ Almighty. to reform,
If in his goodnefs only ence, once tore,, .

He'll fuffer them to clap one foot on Ihoge.

® On the thankfgiving day at S¢, Paul’s. |

§
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In calms, indeed, or gentle airs,

They ne’er on week-days pefter Heav'n with pray’rs;
For ’tis amongft the Jacks a common faying,

¢ Where there’s no danger, there’s no need of praying.”

* One Sunday morning all were met
To hear the parfon preach and pray,
All but a boy, who, willing to forget
That pray’rs were handing out, had ftol’n away,
And, thinking praymg but a ufelefs tafk,
Had crawl'd, to take a nap, into a cafk.

The mcher was found miffing, and full foon
The boatfwain’s cat fagacious fmelt him out,
Gave him a cJawing to fome tune—
This cat’s a coufin Germain to the Knout,*

L

¢« Come out, you fculking dog,” the boatfwain cry’d,
« And fave your damn’d young finful foul :”

He then the moral-mending cat apply’d,
And turn’d him like a badger from his hole.

' Sulky,

® A common punifhment in Ruffia.
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Sulky, the boy march’d on, nor feem’d to mind him,
Although the boatfwain flogging kept behind him :
¢ Flog,” cry’d the boy, ¢ flog—curfe me, flog away;
« I'll go—but mind—God d-mn me if I'll pray.”

THE KING OF SPAIN
AND

THE HORSE

IN fev'nteen hundred fev’nty-eight,
The rich, the proud, the potent King of Spain,
Whofe anceftors fent forth their troops to finite
'T'he peaccful natives of the weftern main,
With faggots and the blood-delighting fword,
To play the devil, to oblige the Lotd!

For hunting, roafting heretics, and boiling,
Baking and barbecuing, frying, brailing,
Was thought Heav'n's caufe amazingly to further;
For which méft pious reafon, hard to work
They went, with gun and dagger, knife and fork,
To charm the God of mercy with their murther!
I fay



254 ¢ SUBJECTS FOR PAINTERS:

I 2y, this King in fev’nty-eight furvey’d,
In tapeftry fo rich, pourtray’d
A’horfe with ftirrups, crupper, brid'e, faddle:
Withfh the ftirrup, lo, the Monarch try’d
To fix his foot, the palfiy to beftride;
3 In vain !—he could not o’er the palfiy firaddle!

8tiff as a Turk the beaft of yarn remain’d,

And ev'ry effort of the King difdain’d,

‘Who ’midft his labours to the ground was tumbled,
And greatly mortified as well as humbled.

Prodigious was the ftrugg'e of the day :
‘The horfe attempted not to run away,
At which the poor chaf'd Monaich now ’gan grin,
And fwore by ev’ry faint and holy martyr,
He would not yicld the traitor quarter,
Until he got poficflion of his fhin,

Not fiercer fam’d La Mancha’s knighr,
Hight QuixoTe, at a puppet fhow,
Did with more valour fluuuny fight,
And ternfy ezch little fqueaking foe;
'When bold he pﬁcrc‘d the lines, 1mmortal fray ;
And broke their pafleboard bones, and ftabb’d their

hearts of hay. N
ot



SUBJECTS FOR -PAINTERS, 255

Not with more energzy and fury
The beuteous fliect-waiker of Drury

Attacs, a fifter of the fmuggling trale,

Vv hofe winks, and nods, and fweet icfittlels {mile,

Ah, me! ker paramour beguile,

Anl to her bed of healthy ftraw perfuade;
Where mice with mufic charm, and vermin crawl,
And fhails with filver traces deck the wall.

And now a cane, and now a whip he us'd;

And now he kick’d, and fore the palfry bruis’d ;
Ye, lo, the horfe feem’d patient at each Lick,
And bote with Chriftian {pint whip and flick ;
Ard what exceflivdly provon’d thus Prince,

The hotfe fo ftubborn feorn’d ev'n once to wince,

Now rufh'd the Monarch for a bow and anow,
To fheot the rebel like a fpartow ;

And lo, with thafts well fteel’d, with all his force,
Juft Iike a pincuflion, he ftuck the hotfe!

Now with the fury of the chaf’d wild boar,

With nails and tecth the wounded horfe he tore;
Now to the floor he brought tiic ftubborn beaft;

Now o’er the vanquilh'd hoife that dai’d rebel,

Moft Indian-like, the Monarch gave a yell,
Pleis’d on the quadruped his eyes to fealt;

5 Bleft



256 SUBJECTS FOR PAINTKRS.

Bleft as AcmirrLes, when with fatal wound
He brought the mighty HecTor to the ground.

Yet more to gratify his godlike ire,
He vengeful flung the palfty in the fire!
Showing his pages round, poor trembling things,

How dang’rous to refift the will of Kings.

LORD BRUDENELL axp Tve EUNUCH.

A LORD, moft mufically mad,
Yet with a tafte fuperlatively bad,
Afk’d 4 fqueal eunuch to his houfe one day ;
A poor old femivir, whoft throat
Had loft its love-refounding rote,
Which ArT had giv'n, and T'imc had ftol’n away.

« Signor SquaLIN1,” with a fulemn air,
The Lorp began, grave rifing from his chair,
Taking Squarint kindly by the hand—
t¢ Signor SquaLint, much I fear
« I've got a moft unlucky ear,
¢ And that ’tis known to all the mufic band,
‘ 4 « Fond
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« Pund of sbafe;eich Addling comoorib carps
¢ And, tmeithg T don's know Gais from fharpa s
« Indeed, Signer SqyaLINt,-"tis no hum
« So ill doth MWWW
« I fearvely kng¥il} a«m:

@ The huitun iblabr e st

o« NWWMM&M‘WMM
“ 1go to Op'ras, mory Sdhion
 Than for the bire of tfic, 1 coud wits
« mmwmmtmmmm
« That thoflt Bne' ehes'were Wiy chate; '
« But, Sir, Itqunaﬁﬂu

“ Get me the credit of « Cigwo/tons,
“ Gold fha'n’t be wanting to content ye.*

“ Bravifimo! my La,” reply’d Sqyasiur,
With acquicfoent how, s finile of fisvity ;
« De nobleman mufs never lapk dg hinty."—
 True,” grunts the lﬂ!ﬁ’w. with Germiin
gaviy.

“ My Lor, vegp meg vine sogey in
“ Deyaommigwﬁndpkﬁmo
 Becaufe, myw»“ W’:
« Dis mwwﬁmﬁ '

Nor. 1.
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¢ Right,” cry’d his Lordfhip in a grumbling tone,
Mouch like a maftif’ jealous of his bone.
w' "

¢ But firft I want fome t“echnicals, Signor.”—
Bowing, the Eunuch anfwer'd=-‘¢ Ifs, my Lor;

¢ ] teath your Lorfhip queekly, queckly, all—
« Dere vat be call de foffenuto note,
¢t Dat be ven finger oppen vide de troat,

¢ And den for long time make de fquawl, fquawl,

fquawl ;

¢ Muth long, long ndte, dat do continue while
“ A man, my Lor; can valk a mile.

“ My Lor, der likewife be de cromatique,
« As if de finger vas in greef, or fick,
¢« And had de colick—dat be ver, ver fine:
« De high, oh, dat mufician call foprano;
« De low voice, 4affo; de foff note, piano—
<« Brawoura, queek, bold—here Marchefi fhine.

¢ Dis Mara, to0, and Billington, do know— *
« Allegro, quick; Adagio, be de flow;
¢ Pompgfo, dut be manner make de roar:
« Maceftefo, dat be flow, grand, nobel ting,
* Mufh like de voice of Emperor, or de King;
« Or you, my Lor,
¢« When
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¢ When in de Houfe you tnake de grand oration,
& For fave, niy Lo#, de noble Englis nation,

¢ Da Capos dat’s, my Lor, begih agsin,
¢ And end, my Lo wid de firft firain,”
A )
Thus having giv'n his }éffon, and 4 bow,
With high complacency his Eordfhip fmild :
Unravell'd was his Lordbhip's packer'd brow,
His {cowling eye, Like Luna’s beams, fo milds

]
Such is th® effel®, when flatt'ries fveet cajole
That praife-admiring wight yclep'd the foul ;
And from the days of Adant "tis the cafe,
That great’s the fympathy "twixt foul and face.

¢ Signor SquALING,” cry'c the happy Lord,

¢ The Op’ra is begun, upen my word—

« Allons, Signor, and hear me—sitind,

¢ As foon as ever you fhall find

“ A finger’s voice sbave or urider pitch,

¢ Juft touch my tge, or give my arm 4 twitch,”

“« Ifs, ifs, ey Lor, (the Hndueh fhrais reply'd)
“ My Lot, I fiwee clofeby, fiiur Londiiip'fide,
‘ 8% And
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« And den, accordin to your Lorthip with,
« 1 give your Lorthip elbow littel twith,”

Now to the bpnra, mufic’s founds to hear,
The old Caftrato tnd the aoble Peer
Proceeded—Near the orcheftra they fat,

. Before the portals of the fingers’ garoats!
The critic couple moufing for bad notes
With all the keennefs of & hungry cat.

Now came an ext-gf- tunifh note—w
The Eunuch twitch'd his Lordthip’s coat: \

Full-mouth’d at once his Lordihiproar'd out “Piha!”
Sudden the orchefts, amaz'd, turn reund
To find from whence arnfe the cxitic found,

When, ot mmmw, and faw !
The Eunuch kept molk ﬂily mritching ;

His fiowaing Londfhip all the while,

(Not i the cream of courtly ftylc)
Be-doggiug this gace fiuller, tht bo-ditebing
Uiting, t00, & bafyfymming pber, -
Reap’d a moft M harvelt of }aﬂu
Gx’ew from that Juel¥, Boed of punclial ficil,

nd, thovugh gy Enieck'deil, womsinn B fill,
To

w
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TO THE ACADEMICIANS.

SUPPOSE you paine the Bewt, with finiling mien,

Whifp'ring deceis to sy King or Cuéesi,
’szwhtﬂcpi}uﬁmtmmm

For lo, mthmtmwmipam

In clofe confab the.gensfeman is fegn~
With fuch hath Satsn off & world of fun;

More fun, MM”MW‘L

Than all the titde undéiwpekd betde

The Dev’l's'a fellow of much, ferling Inkivour,
If we may credit public vurnour;
And all o civil-ins each & aad lock,
That, whenfoever we incline
On fome mrediihnfﬁgmm
We can't employ », feafier, aicer copk.

Who, too, fo gencrous difdaion .,
Tonkn:aﬁxpmfoer-
Nay, at our mogéy would be vext;
Happymﬂufammwﬂhhm
mmmmmm
We;mh:ﬂkﬂnﬁém
.83 Like
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Like Groucsster, who for pay can leqve his party,
Some years ago I join'd his corps fo hearty,
Thinking the Prince of Erebus i'l treated :
Fi1'd by the fubje@, in my rhyming mode,
I complimented Satan with an Ode,
Which, for the brythmen’s fake, fhall be repeated.

b}

ODE TO THE DEVIL.

INGRATUM ODI.

PRINCE of the dark abodes! 1 ween

Your Highnefs ge’er till now hath feen
Yourfelf in metre thisg;

Ne'er heard a fong with praife fincere,

Sweet warbled on your finutty ear,
Before this Ode of mine. *

Perhaps the reafon is too plain,

Thou try'f} to ftarve the runcful train,
Of potent verg afiaid »

And yet I vaw; ip alt my time;

I've not beheld a fingle,thyme
, That ever fpeil'd thy unde, -

' Pve
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I've often read thofe pious whims—
Joun WesLey’s fweet damnation hymns,
That chant of heav't;ly riches.
What have they done ?—thofe heav'nly ftrains,
Devoutly fqueez’d from canting brains,
But fill'd Joun’s earthly breeches?

There’s not a thoeblack in the land,
So humbly at the world’s command,
As thy old cloven foot ;
Like i htning doft thou fly, when call'd,
And yet no pickpocket’s 0 maul’d
As thou, O Prince of Soot!

What thoufands, hourly bent on fin,
With fupplication call thee in,
To aid them to putfue it ]
Yet, when detefted, with a lie
Ripe at their fingers’ ends, they cry,
¢ The Devil made me do it.”

Behold the fortunes that are made,
By men through roguifh tricks in trade!
Yec all to theg are owing—
8 4 And
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And though we meoet it ev'ry day,
The fneaking rafcals dare not fay,
This is the Devil's doing,

As to thy company, I'm fure,

No man can fhun thee on that fcgre s
The very beft is thing :

With Kings, Qucens, Minifiers of Staw,

Lords, Ladisg J have foen thoe great,
MW‘WGDiﬁB%

I'm forely griev'd at titnes 5o find,
The very inftant thou 2 kind,

Some people fo uncivil,
‘When aught offends, with face awyy, °
With bafe ingratitude % &y,

« I with 1t to the devild

Hath f‘.’m‘m"’b“mﬂﬂ'ﬁiﬁ;
To be the tortint of his &.

Should
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Should Heav'n their pray’zs fo ardent grant,
Thou never company wouldft want
To mazke thee downright mad ;
For mind me, in their withing mood,
They never offer thee what’s geod,
But ey’ry thing that's bad.

My honeft anger boils £ yiew

A fnuffling, long-fac'd,’ canting crew, .
So much thy humble debnots, - *

Ruthing, on Sundays, one and all,

With defp’rate pray’rs thy head to maul,
And thus abufe their betsers.

To feize one day in ev’ry week,

On thee their black abufe to wreak,
By whom their fouls are fed

Each minute of the other fix,

With ev'ry joy that heart cab fix,
Is impudence indecd | ’

-

Blufhing, 1 own thy pleafing art
Hath oft feduc’d my vagrant heart,”
Apd led my feps to joy—

265

The
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‘The charms of beauty have been mine;
And let me call the merit thine,
Who brought’ft the lgvely. toy.

No, Satan—if 1 ally thy aid,

To give my arms the bleoming maid,
I will not, d:rough the nation all,

Proclaim thee (lue a gracelefs irgp)

A vile old good-for-ngthing pirmp,
But fay, « ’tis thy vocation, Hal.”

Since truth muoft out—I feldom knew

‘What twas high pl'éafure to purlue,
Till thou hadft won my heart:

So focial were we both together,

And beat the hoof in cv’ry wutﬂ'cr,
I never with'd to m

Yet when a chilkd—good Lord] I thought .
That thou a pair of homs hadft got,
With eyes like faumrs faring !
And then a pait oé; ears fa fiout,
A monftrous talwhlry fnout,
'With claws beyond comparing.
| Teught
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Taught to avoid the paths of evil,

By day I us'd to dread the Devil
And trembling when *twas night,

Methought I faw thy horns and ears,

Then fung or whiftled to my fears,
And ran to chafe my fright,

And ev’ry night T went to bed,
I fweated with a conftant dread,
And crept beneath the rug;
There, panting, thought that in my fleep
Thou fhly i the dark woulddt creep,
And cat me, though fo faug.

A haberdafher’s fhop is thine,

With fins of all fores, coarfe and fine,
‘To fuit both man and maid :

Thy wares they buy, with open eyes;

How cruel then, with conmnt cries,
To wilify thy trade! ¥

To fpeak the truth, W‘m\w&,-
Life's deem'd a mawkifidifp 6f broth,

Without thy aid, old W:
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So tnawkifh, few will put it down,
E'en from the cottage to the crown,
Without thy fale and pepper.

O Satan, whatfoever geer

Thy Proteus form fhall choofé to wear,
Black, red, or blue, or ycndw;

Whatever hypocrites may fay,

They think thee {truft my honeft lay)
A moft bewitching fellow,

*Tis orderd (to deaf eass, alas!)

To praife dwbﬁdgf\ o'er which we pafs;
Yet often I difcover

A numerous band who datly make

An eafy bridge of thy poor back,
And danan it ghen diey're over.

Why art thou then, with cep in hand,
Obfequious to a gracele(s band,
Whofe fopls are &arce worth taking ?
4O Prince, purfue but my advice,
T'll teach your Highne$s in a trice
To fet them all 2 quaking.

Plays,
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Plays, op’ras, mafquerades, deftroy;
Lock up each charmipg jfille dr joie;

Give race-horfes the glandermm ~
The dice-box break, and burn each card—
Let virtue be its own reward,

And gag the mouth of ﬁande;;:

In one week’s time, Tl lsy my life,

There’s not 2 man, nor maid, nor wife,
That will not glad agree,

If thou wilt charm ‘em as before,

To thow their nofe at church no more,
But quit their God for thee.

*T1s now full time my Ode fhould end ;

And now 1 !l thee like a ﬁ'iend.'
Howe’er the world mily fcou thee,

Thy  ays are ali fo wond’rous winning,

And folks fo very fond of finning,
They cannot do without thee,

269

THE
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THE TENDER HUSBAND.

LO, to the cruel hand of FaTtz,
My poor dear GaizzLt, meek-foul’d mate,
Refigns her tuneful breath--
Though dropp’d her jaw, her lip though pale,
And blue each harmiefs finger nail,
She’s beautiful in death,

As o’er her lowely Embs I weep,

I fearce can thick her but afleep—,
How wonderfully tame !

And yet her voice is really gone,

And dim thofe eyes that Litely thone
With all the lightning's flame.

Death was, indeed, a daring, wight,
To take it in his head to fmige—
To lift his tart to hit her;,
For as the was {o gfet a woman,
And car'd a fingle fig for no man,
I thought be farfd o meet her.
w M
Still is thac voice, of lare fo firong,
T Rat many a fweet Tapriccio fung,
And bminfouansﬂw@hems?
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No longer muft thofe fingers play
«¢ Britons, ftrike home,” that many a day
Have fooih’d my ravith’d ears?

Ab me! indeed I'm much inclip'd
To think I now might fpeak my mind,
Nor hurt her dear repofe ;
Nor think I now with rage fhe’d roar,
Were I to put my fingers o'er,
And touch her precious nofe.

Here let me philofophic paufe—

How wonderful are Nagure’s lews?!
When lady’s breath retires,

It, fate the flaming paffions fhare,

Supported by a little airy

.~ Like cualinary fires! "

Whene’er I hear the bagpipe’s note,
Snall Fancy fix on GRizzLe's throat,
And loud inftruétive jungs:
O Death, in her, though only one,
Are loft a thoufand charms unknown,
At lcaft a thoufand tongues.
T Scon
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Soon as 1 heard her laft fweet figh,

And faw her gently-clofing eye,
How great was my furprife |

Yet have I not, -with impious breath,

Accus'd the hargd decrees of death,
Nor blam’d the righteous fkies.

Why do I groan in deep defpair,
Since fhe’ll be foon an angel fir?
Ah! why my bofomn finite?
Could grief my Grizzar’s life reftore !
But let me give fuch ravings o'tr-
Whatever is, is right.

Oh, Deltor! you are come too bage; °
No more of phyfic’s virtues prite,

Thag could not ave my ladhb s
Not one more bales fhall be giv'n—
You thall not ape her mouth, by heav'n,

And Grizziy's guller cram.

Enough of boluses, poor heast,
And pills, the mok, to load 2 oars,
Before the cloe’d her gyes s

Rafnre
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But now my word isfchea Jaw,
Zounds! with'a bolse i ter ew; §
She fhall not feck, the fitest
\

To hear my fighs m M m&w‘
For this my Poor loft W
ik you or yousplgs e, 0,

When next you cowg, HW m‘w s
I'll pay it, Siy, with e,
Ye friends who ’cm&i 4‘:’ moutn hef m,
For God’s fake gentiy
Nor call her fromy the ety
In fofteft filence drop M‘i
In wl'nfpcrs breathe %Aw m’
To bid her fpirit wid

Reprefs the fad, the m&;&g Guliohy
I cannot bear a grit mm-n "o
Enough ong little fighs=
Befides, the loud Alirm of gﬁcl; 3
In many a mtmmmm
Our noife is all.A g’
Good muries, fhrood oy Leeb Wil et
. Her limbs, with ggmhﬂ: TR N
Her mouth, shl flowly cie N
Vou. 1L T Hee
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Her mouth, a magic tongue that held ;
Whofe fofteft tone, at times, compell'd,
To peace, my loudeft woes.

And, carpenter, for my fad fake,

Of ftouteft oak her coffin makew
I'd not be ftingy, fure:

Procure of fteel the ftrongeft {crews;

For who would paltry pence refufe,
To lodge his wife fecure?

Ye people who ¢he corpfe convey,
With caution tread the doleful way,
Nor fhake her precious head;
Since FaME repogts, a coffin teft
With carelefs fwing againft a poft,

Did once difturb the dead.

Farewell, my lowe, for ever loft!

Ne'er troubled He thy gentle ghott,
That I again will woo—

By all our paft delights, my dear,

No more the.mitvigge chain 11 wear,

P take gt if 1 do!

THE
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THE SOLDIER

AND THE

VIRGIN MARY.

o
A T A L B

A soLpier at Loretto’s wond’rous chape),
To parry from his foul the wrath divine,
That follow’d mother Eve’s un}ucky apple,
Did vifit oft the Virgin Mary’s fhrine;
Who ev’ry day is gorgeuuﬂy deck’d out,
In filks or velvets, jewels, great aqd fmali,
Juft like a.fine young lady for a rout,
A concert, opers, wcdgigg, or a ball,

At firft the Soldier at a diftance kept,
Begging het vote and intereft in heav'n:
With feeming bitternefs the finner wept,
Wrung his two hands, and hop’d to be foigiv'n;
Dinn’d her two ears with' Ave-Mary flummery ;
Declar’d what miracles the dame could do,
Liv’n with her garter, ftocking, or her fhoe,
And fuch like wonder-working mummery.

T 2 What
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What anfwer Mary gave the wheedling finner,
‘Who nearly, and more nearly mov’d to win her,
The mufty mputh of Hift'ry doth not mention ;
And therefore I can’t tell but by invention.

One day as he was making love and praying,

And pious Aves, thick as hervings, faying,
And damned fins {o mianifold confefling,

He drew, ss if to whifpes, very near,

And twitch'd a pretty diamond fram her ear,
Inftead of saking the good lady’s bleffing.

Then off he fet with mihble thanks,

Nor ofice turn'd batk to give her thanks:

A hue and cry the thief purfu’d,

Who, to his coft, foon' underftood

That he was not arriv'd beyond the paw,

Of that fame long-legg'd tiger, chriften’d Law.

With horror did his Judges quake:
As for the tepder-conlcienc’d Jury,
They W’d him guickly to the ftake,
Such wag their dev’ith pious fury.

However,
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However, after calling him hard names,
They afk'd if ought he had in vindication,

To fave his wretched bady from the flames,
And finful foul from tersible damnagion ?

The Soldicr anfwer'd them with much Jagg-freid,

Which feem'd to thow, of fin, & coniience void,
That, if they meant tq kill him, they mighe kills

As for the diamond which they fouhd about him,

He hop’d their Worfhips would by no means doubt him,
That Madam geve it him from puse good will.

Tle anfwer turn’d both Judge and Jury pale:
‘T'he punifhment was for a tims deferr’d,
Until his Holinefs thould hear the tale,
And his infallibilicy be head.

The Pope to all his Counfeliors made known
‘I his ftrange affair—to Cardinals and Friars,
Good pious gentlemen, whe ne'er were krown
To at like hypocrites, anfl thieves, and liags.

T'he queftion now was banded to and fro,
If Mary had the pow’r to give, or po?

T 3 That
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That Mary could nat give it, was to fay,
‘The wonder-working Lady wanted pow’r—
This was a frumbling block that ftopp’d the way—
‘This made Pope, Cardinals, and Friars, low'r.

To fave the Vi::gin’s credit, lo!
And keep fecure the di’monds that were left;
They faid, fhe mighs, indeed, the gem beftow,
And confequently it might be no theft:
. But then they pafs’d immedistely an A&,
That ev'ry one difcover'd in the fal
Of taking prefents from the Virgin’s hand,
Or from the Saints of .any Iand,
Should know no mercy, buc be led to flaughter, -
Flay'd here, and fry'd etgrtially hereafter.

Ladies, I deem the moral much too clear

" To need poetical afiftance ;

Which bids you not let rhen approach too near,
But keep the faucy Rllows at a diftance;

Since men you find, fo bold, are apt to feize

Jewels from Jadies, ev’n upon their knees!
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AN ODE TO EIGHT CATS,
BELONGING TO

ISRAEL MENDEZ: A JEW.

SCaNE, the Street an a Coustry Town.
The T1vr, Midnight—Tbe Poct at bis Chamber Window, 1 bus Shirt,

SINGERS of Iirael, O ye fingers fiveet,
Who, with your gentle mouths from ear to ear,
Pour forth rich fymphonies from ftreet to ftreet,
And to the fleeplefs wretch the night endear!

Lo! in my fhirt, on you thefe eyes I fix,
Admning much the quaintnefs of your tricks:
Your frifkungs, crawlings, fqualls, I much approve,
Your fpiuetings, pawings, high-rais’d rumps,
Swell’'d tails, and merry-andrew jumps,
With the wild nunftrelfy of rapt’rous love.

How fweetly roll your goofeb’rry eyes,

As loud you tyne your am’rous cries,
T 4 And
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And, loving, fcratch each other black and blue!
No boys in wantonnefs now bang your backs;
No curs, nor fiercer maftiffs, tear your flax;

Bur all the moon-light world feems made for you.

Singers of 1frael, ge no parfony want
To tie the matrimenial cord ;
Ye call the matrimonial fervice, cant—
Like our firft parents, take each other’s word:
On no one cerethony plws'd o fix—
To jump not even O'er twes ficks.

You want no furniture, alas!
Spit, fpoon, difh, frying-pan, nor ladle;
No iron, pewter, eqpper, tin, nor brafs;
No nurfel. wet or dry, nor cradle,
(Whu.h cutiom, for our Lhrifien babes, en jozns)
To rock the faring offspring of your loins.

Nor of the lawyers have you need,
“Ye males, before you feek your bed,
To fettle pinymoney on Madam:
No fe#rs of cuckoldom, heav’n blefs ye,
' Are ever harbour'd o diftiefs ye,
Tormenting people fince the days of Adam.
‘ No
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No fchools ye want for fine behaving ;
No powdering, painting, wathing, fhaving;
No nightcaps fiug—no trouble in undreffing
Before ye feek your firawy neft,
Pleas’d in each other’s arms to reft,
To feat on lufcious Love, heav’n’s greateft blefling.

Good gods! ye fweet love-chanting rams!
How nimble are y¢ with your hams
To mount a houfe, to fcale a chimney-top;
And, peeping down that chimney’s hole,
Pour, in a tuneful cry, th’ im 'd foul,
Inviting Mifs GRIMALKIN t0 comg up:

Who, fweet obliging female, far from coy,
Anfwers your invitation note with joys

And, fcorning ‘midft the afhes more to mope,
I.o! borne on Love's all-daring wing,

She mounteth with & pickle-herring fpring,
Without th’ affiftance of a rope.

Dear moufing tribe, my fimbs are waxing cold—
Singers of Ifrael fweet, adieu, adieu!
1 do fuppofe you need not now be told

How much I with that I was one of Jois
SONG
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SONG TO DELIA.

FORLORN 1 ek the filent feene,
To keep the fiage of my fair;

Pile o’er the fountain’s brink 1 lean,
And view the fpeftre of defpair,

Why fhould my heart forget its woe ?
The virgin weuld have mourn'd for me—
O nymph, th’ eternal tear (hall flow;
The figh unceafing breathe of sbee.

Forgetful of the parted maid,

Too many an unfecling fwain
Forfakes of folitude the fhade,

For Preasusy’s gay and wanton train,

Yet, yet of conftancy they boaft |
Their eafy hehrts their tongues belie—
Who loves, reveres the fair-one’s ghoft,
And fecks 2 pleafure in a figh,

SIR
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SIR JOSEPH BANKS
AND

THE THIEF.TAKERS.

SIR JOSEPH, fav'rite of great Queens and Kings,
Whofe wifdom, weed and infe& hunter fings;

And ladies fair appléud, with' finile fo dimpling;
Went forth one day, amidt the faughing fields,
Where Nature fuch exhauftlefs treafure yields,

A fimpling !

It happen'd on the felf-fame enorn fo bright,

'The nimble pupils of Sir Sampson WRIGHT,

A fimpling too, for plants call'd Thieves, proceeded;
Ot which the nation’s field thould oft be weeded,

Now did a thief-taker, fo,fly,
Peep o’er a hedge with cunning eye,
And quick efpy’d the Knight with folemn air, -
Deep in a ditch where watercrefles grow ;
On which. he to his comrades cry’d, ¢ See, ho!”
Then jump’d (unfportfman-like) upon his hare.

4 Hare-
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Hare-like Sir Joszrn did not fqueak, but bawl'd,
With dread prodigioufly sppalld.
The thief-takers no ceremony us'd;
But taking poor Sir Josers by the neck,
They bade him fpeak ;
But firft with names their captive Knight abus’d.

« Sir, what d’ye take me for?" the Knight exclain’d.—
« A thief,” reply’d the runners, with a curfe:

¢ And now, Sir, let us fearch you, and be damn’d"—
And theh they fearch’d his pockets, fobs, and purie::

But, 'ftead of piftol dire, and death-like crape,
A pocket bandherchigf they caft their eye on,
Containing frogs and toads of various thape,
Dock, daify, nestletop, and dandelion,
‘To entertaits, with great propriety,
The members of his fage fociety:
Yet would not ﬂlher they thexr ftrong bellcf,
That this their knighted pm 'ner was no thief'!

« Siis, I'm no highwayman,” exclaim’d the Knight,—
“ No~—there,”” rejoin’d the runners,  you are right—
« A foot-
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¢« A footpad only—=Yes, we know your trade—
« ~ch, you're a pretty babe of grace:
« We want no proofs, old codger, but your face;
“« So come along with us, old blade.”

"Twas ufelefs to refit, or to complain’s
In vain, Sir Joszen pléaded—"ewas in vain
That he was highly titled, that he fwore—
The inftant that poor Bawxs his titles counted, *
Which to an F. R. S, and Knight amounted,
His gumrdians lugh'd, snd £hpp'd, and cry’d % en
core,”

Sir Joszpa told them, that a neighb’ring *Squire
Should anfwer for it that he was nbo thief:
On which they plumply demn’d him for a liar,
And faid fuch {ftories fhould not fave his beef;
And if they underftood their trade,
His mittimus would foon be made ;
And forty pounds be theirs, ‘a pretty funy,
For fending fuch a rogue <o kingdom come.

Now to the *Squire mov’d pris’ner Knight and Co.
‘The runners taking him in tow,
5 Like
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Like privateers of Briin’s warlike nation,
Towing a French Eaft-Indiaman, their prize,
So black, and of enormous fize,

Safe into por for condemnation.

‘Whether they ty’d his hands behind his back,
For fear the Knight might tun away,

And made, indelicsts, his breeches flack,
We've really no authority to fay.

Andnowd:ccmmh?peoplegaﬂtr'd round,
And ftar'd upon ¢he Knight in thought profound,
Not on the fyftem of Linngus thinking—
Fancying they faw a rogue,in cv'ry feature;
Such is the populace’s horrid nature
“Tow’rds people through misfortune finking,

At length, amidft much mob and mire,
Indeed amidft inoumerable ranks,

Fatigu'd, they reach’'d the manfion of the *Squire,
To prove th’ identity of Josspu Banks.

Now to the *Squite, fagiliar bow’d the Kmght,
Who knew Sir Joszpu at firft fight—
What'e
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What'’s ftrongly mark’d, is quickly known agen—
And, with a frown that awe and dread commanded,
The thief~takers feverely reprimanded

For grofsly thus miftaking gent/emen »

Then bade them afk a parden on their knees,
Of him that was a Knight and F.R.S.

Who, rather than the higher pow’rs difpleafe,
Imagin’d that they could not well do /efs.

Then on their knuckles rais’d tllcy hands and eyes,
And crav'd Sir Josgpu’s pardon for belief,

That, when they jump’d upan him by furprife,
They took {0 great a gemman for a thief;

Hoping to mind th’ advice of gadly books,

¥iz. not to judge of people by their Jooks.

SQLOMON
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S OLOMON
axp

THE MOUSE-TRAP

A MAN ip rather an exaleed fistion,
Whofe eyes are always eyes of admiracion,
Without diftinftipn, fond of all things novel,
Ev'n from the lpfty fogplye to the fhovel—
Juft like Gmy'd pullocks funt’ring through the lanc |
Made frequent clriofity-campsiggss
Someﬁmwgl;tgraﬁhomrs*mw, more profound,
‘Would {bmmu*ﬁnd & pin upon the ground ;
‘Where if the head mu'ds him happ'd to point,

His mind was wondeffuﬂ% flrpick v
Indeed he felc 2 joy in evry joint,

Becayfe it always brings vod Tuck.

*'his gentlesghm, bight Seromen, one diy,

In queft of novelpy purfi'd his way;

Like great Cof'&nus, that fam’d navigator,
‘Who found the wofld e've loft, acrols the water.
But rather on a fomewhat nanower feale,

Lo! ondry land the GENTLEMAN fet fal:
108
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That day it chanc’d to be his will,
To make difcoveries at Sale-hill 5
Where bounce he hopp’d into a widow’s houfe,
‘Whofe hands were both employ'd fo clever,
Doing their very beft endeavour
To carch that vile free-booter, Monfieur Moufe ;
Whofe death fhe oft did moft devoutly pray for,
Becaufe he eat the meat he could not pay for:

Refembling Chriftians in that faving trick,
‘Who, wanting to obtain good cheer,
Invented an ingenious fcheme call’d rick,
That purchafes, like money, beef and beer:
Poflefs’d of tick, for cath men need not range,
Nor toil in taking or in giving change.

Fager did Sor.omon fo curious clap
His rare round optics on the widow’s trap
That dicl the duty of a cat;
And always fond of ufeful information,
Thus wifely fpoke he with vociferation,
¢ What's that!—What, what? hz, ha? what's
that?2”

VOL. II. u TO
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‘To whom reply’d the miftrefs of the houfe,
¢« A trap, an’t pleafe you, Sir, to catch a moufe.”

¢ Moufe!—catcha moufe!” faid SoLomon with glee—

¢ Iet’s fee—let’s fee—"tis comical—let’s fec—

% Moufe —moufe !"—then pleas’d his eyes began to
roll—

s Where, where doth he go in?"* he marvelling cry’d—

¢ There,” pointing to the hole, the dame reply’d.

¢ What! here? ¢ cry'd SoLomon;  this hole? this
hole?”

Then in he pufh’d his finger 'midft the wire,

‘That with fuch pains that finger did infpire,
He with'd it out again with all his foul :

However, by a little fquall and thaking,

He freed his finger from its piteous taking—
That is to fay, he got it from the hale.

« What makes the moufe, pray, go into the trap?
¢ Something,” he cry’d, ¢ that muft their palates
pleafe.”’—
t¢ Yes,” anfwer'd the fair woman,  Sir, a fcrap
« Of rufty bacon, or of toafled cheefe.”
¢ Oh
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¢ Oh! oh!” faid Soromon,  ch! oh! oh! oh!
¢ Yes, yes, 1 fee the meaning of it now:

« The moufe goes in, a rogue, to fteal the meat,

¢ Thinking to give his gums a pretty trcat.”

Then laugh’d he loudly, ftretch’d his mouth a mile,
Which made the mufcles of the widow fmile.

 Let’s fee, let’s fee,” cry’d SoraMoN—< let’s fee—
¢ Let me, let me, let me, let me, let me, let me.”
Then took he up fome bacon, and did clap

A little flice fo ciever in the trap :

Thus did he, by his own fole, fage advice,

Induce himfelf to bait a trap for mice!

Now home he hied fo nimbly, whelm'd with glory,
And told his family the wond’rous ftory

About the widow’s cheefe and bacon fcrap!
Nought fuffer’d he to occupy his head,
Save moufe-ideas, till he went to bed,

Where bleft he dreamt ali night about the trap.

Here let me paufe, and Heav'n’s great goodnefs
chaunt—
ITow kind it is in gracious Heav’'n to grant
Ua To
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To full-grown gentlefolks of lofty ftation,
A pow’r of relithing moft trifling things,
Pleafures ordain’d for brats in leading ftrings,

By way of happy harmlefs relaxation !

Next day the Man of Wifdom came,
All glorieus, to the houfe of this fair dane,
To know if Mafter Moufe had {melt to bacon;
When, lo! to fill with joy his eager eyes,
And load thofe ftaring optics with furprife,
A real moufe was abfolutely taken!

Not more did Ropxzy's joy this man’s furpafs,
When in his cabin firft he faw De Grasse!
Not 1nore the hair-brain’d Macedonian boy,
Leap'd, like a Bedlamite, for joy,
Than Soronon to fee the moufe in jail!
Not ALexaNDER, foe of great Dariuvs,
(Men tha. with rich comparifon fupply us)
When bleft he caught the Perfian by the tail.

Around the room the captive moufc he bore,
Infulting the poor prisner o'er and o'er;
Laughing, and peeping through the wire,
As if his eyes and mouth would never tire!
5 How
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How vaftly like to TaMERLANE the Great,
Poflefs’d of moft unlucky Bajazer,
‘Who kept the vanquith’d hero in a cage;
Mock’d him beforc his mighty hoft,
With cruel namnes and threats, and grin and boafl,
And daily thus indulg’d imperial rage !

Now o’er the widow’s cat, poor watching pufs,
The great man triumph’d too, and afk’d the cat,
When he would act heroically thus—
And if he dar'd to venture on a rat?

To whoin the cat, as if in anfwer, mew'd,

Which made the Man of Wifdom cry, “Oh! oh!”
As if, with knowledge of cat-fpeech endu’d,

He thought that pufs had anfwer'd « No.”
On which he laugh’d, and much enjoy’d the johe—

Then told the widow what GeimaLkIN fpole.

Six days the Man of Wifdom went
‘Triumphant to Salt-hill, with big intent
To catch the bacon-flealing moufe:
Six mice fucceffively prociaim’d his art,
With which, fafe pocketed, he did depart,
And thow’d to all his much-altonifh’d Loufe.
U 3 But
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But pleafures will not laft for aye;
Witnefs the fequel of my lay:
The widow’s vanity, her fex’s flaw,
Much like the vanity of other people—
A vapour, like the blaft that lifts 2 ftraw,
As higly, or higher, than Saint Martin’s ftecple-

This vanity then kidnapp’d her difceetion,
Defign'd by God Almighty for her guard;

And of its purpofe got the full completion,
And all the widow’s future glories marr’d;

For, lo! by this fame vanity impelld,
And to a middle-fiz’d balloon,

With gas of confequence fublimely {well’d,
She burfted with th’ important fecret foon.

Loud laugh’d the tickled people of Salt-hill ;
Loud laugh’d the merry Windfor folks around ;
This was to SoLomow an ugly pill
Her fatal error foon the widow found ;
For Soromon relinquifh’d moufe-campaign,
Nor deign’d to bait the widow’s trap again!

PETITION
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PETITION TO TIME,
IN FAVOUR OF

THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE.

TOO long, O Tims, in Bienftance’s fchool,
Have I been bred, to call thee an old fool ;
Yet take I liberty to let thee know,

That I have always thought thee fo:

Full old art thou, indeed, to have more fenfe;
&'hcn, with an idle cuftom, Trmz, difpenfe.

Thou really atteft now like little miffes,
Who, when a presty doll they make,
Their curious fingers itch to take
The pretty image all to pieces:
Thus, after thou haft form'd a charming Fair,
Thou canft not quit the Syren for thy foul,
Till, moddling, thou hatt fpoil’d her bloom and air,
And dimm’d her eye, with radiance taught to roll.

But now forbear fuch doings, I defire;
Hurt not the form that all admires
U 4 Oh!
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Oh, never with white hairs her temple fprinkle!
Oh, facred be her cheek, her lip, her bloom!
And do not, in a lovely dimple’s room,

Place a hard mortifying wrinkle.

Know, fhouldft thou bid e beauteant * ¢ . el faue,
Thou, therefvie, muft thy own dedishts v v+,

And know, ’twill be a long, long while,

Before thou ¢iv'it her cqual to ovr iles

Then do not with this tweet o/ of d'eatre pat,

But keep, to thew the tnumph of thy . .

1 CONOMY

ECONOMY’S A vGv et broo o,
Yet o' not ceafelel Lunt w ut the room

To carch ¢ chfara st pe pia to mal ¢ 1 plumb,’
Tovoft§ conomn’s wivinvice,

Thet [qacezes ev's the 1 e guts of nue,

That pecp with warful eves, and afk a crumb,

Propes



SUBJECTS, FOR PAINTERS, 297

Prioper Fconnmy’s a comely thing;
Gucd i a ful jeGt—Dbetter in a King;
Yct, pufh’d oo far, it dulls each finer feeling,
M ety incin’d to nake folks mean;
¢ unes the o, ton, to villany to lean,

To ov.rac by, perjury, and flealing,

2 when the ot thou'd only tlunk of grief,
! aeeps nty the bofom like a thief,
Ard twallowe 1 th’ affeftions all fo mild—

Womnets the Joweds, andt her only Child.

ol i N HER SON.

WO T NLbet Vv hod g duedefs fon,
by suharra obt T the vemoflt deat,
yonat ted o 2o e wreat,

ok i « play begun,
tletcLall pucp o mothe
I'erd oo e as a nits
s o1 fhn g, he brcke Bie pretnc Y rew neck s
«ndeed and very dieadfol was e wieck!

The
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The mother was diftracted, raving, wild;

Shriek’d, tore her hair, embrac’d and kifs’d her child;
Afflicted ev'ry heart with grief around.

Soon as the fhow'r of tears was fomewhat paft,

And moderately calm th’ hyfleric blaft,
She caft about her eyes in thought profound,

And being with a faving knowledge blefs’d,

She thus the playhoufe-manager addrefs’d :

¢ Sher, I'm de moder of de poor Chew lad,

¢ Dat mect mifhfartin here fo bad—

t Sher, I mufs haf de fhilling back, you Lnov,
« Afs Moszs haf nat fee dc thow.”

BUT as for Av'ricr, ’tis the very devil ;
The fount, alas! of ev’ry evil;

The cancer of the heart—the worfl of ills:
Wherever fown, luxuriantly it thrives;
No fiow'r of virtue near it thrives—

Like Aconite, where'er it fpreads, it kills.

In
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In ev'ry foil behold the poifon fpring !
Can taint the beggar, and infect the king.

The mighty MarLe’RovGH pilfer'd cloth and bread;
Yo fays that gentle fatirift "Squire Pore;

And PrrerBoroucH’s Earl, upon this head,
Affords us little room to hope,

That what the Twick’nam Bard avow'd,

Might not be readily allow’d.

THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH
AND

THE  .MOB.

THROUGH London ftreets upon a day,
The Earl of PrTerBorROUGH took his way,
All in his pompous coach—perhaps to dine:
The mob of I.ondon took it in their head,
This was the Duke of MaRLBoROUGH, fo dread
To Frenchmen on the Danube and the Rhine.

Umble
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Unable fuch high merit to reward,

The mob refolv’d to fhow a great regard ;
And fo, uniting, join'd their forces

To draw his carriage, and difmifs the horfes,

The Earl from out the window pok’d his facc,

And told the mob that he was not his Grace;
Then bid them be convinc’d, and look :

Hard of belief, as ev’n the hardeft Jew,

They plumply told him that they betrer knew ;
Then fwore by G— ho was the Duke;

Then threw their hats in air with loud hneza

And, fhouting, form’d a thunder of applaufe.

Loud bawl’d the Earl that they were all deceiv'd,
Loud bawl’d the mob he fhould not be believ’d :
« Zounds!” cry’d the Earl, « Le converts, thun,
this minute ;”
So throwing fixpence to them, < There, there, these,
¢ Take that,” cry’d PrrerBorovGH, with a ficer—
« Now if you think I'm be, the devil's in 1.”

ODE
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ODE 1o 4 DISTRESSED BEAUTY.

SWEET gil, forbear to droop thy head with fhame—
What though the parfon did not tie the knot ?
What though the boy /boul/d come ?~—he’ll bring thee
fame—
The world’s an afs, and cuflom is a fote
Hold up thy head, and meet mankind with pride,
And throw thy blufhes and thy fears afide.

Eve had no parfon—for no prieft was Apam,
And yet not out of countenance was Madam:
Her modefty receiv’d no grieyous fhocks,
When Mafler Carn was put upon the ftocks;
Nor when, t increafe the number at her table,
She fet about the frame of Mafter AsEL.

Once more, then, do not be afraid :

Without thy boy, a wonder may be miffing;
A likenefs of my charming maid,

The boy may do a credit to thy kiffing.

Thou
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Thou putt’ft me of the MorNING much in mind,
‘Who feems afraid to peep upon mankind ;

So flow her motions! all {o very flow!

And then her cheeks fo deep with crimfon glow:

But fafe deliver’d of her boy, the Suw,
The lufty lad, fo proud his race to run,
Mounts high, exulting in his birth;
Diuies up her tears, her bluthes puts to flight,
Tow'rs in bold triumph o’er the cloud of night,
And pours a floud of radiance o’er the earth.

Then let me kifs away thy tears;

Oh! ceafe thy fighs, and be a Laj py mother;
And when this\chopping boy appears,

Supp-.fe we give the lad a little brother ?

THE
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THE GENTLEMAN
AND

HIS WIFE

P EOPLE may have too much of a good thing:
Full as an egg of wifdom, thus I fing!

A MAN of fome fmall fortune had a wife,
Sans doute, to be the comfort of his life;

And pretry well they bore the yol.e together:
With litte jarring liv’d the pair one ysar;
Sometimes the matrimonial fky was clear;

At times “twas dark, and dull, and hazy weather.

Now ceme the time when miftrefs in the ftraw

Did, for the world’s fupport, her fcreams prepare;
And Scop appear’d, with fair obftetric paw,

To introduce his pupil to our air;
WIilft in a neighb’ring room the hufband fat,
Mufing on this thing now, and now on that;

4 Now
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Now fighing at the forrows of his wife ;
Praying to Heav'n that he could take the paint;
But recollecting that fuch pray’rs were vain,

He made no more an offer of his life.

Alone, as thus he mus’d in folemn fluly,
Idcas fometimes clear, and fometiine, muddy,
In Berry rufh’d with comfortable news:

« Sir, Sir, I wifh ye joy, I with ye joy;
¢ Madam is brought to bed of a fine boy,
¢ As fine as ever flood in thoes.”

“ I'm glad on’t, BeTTY,” cry’d the mafler:
« 1 pray there may be no difafler;

¢ All’s with your miftrefs, wel/, I hope?”
Quoth fhe, ¢ All's well as heart can well defire
« With Madam and the fine young ’Squire ;

¢ So likewife fays old Doc ror Srop.”

Of Berty hurried faft as the could fcour,
Faft and as hard as any horfe

That trotteth fourteen miles an hour—
A pretty tolerable courfe,

Svon



SUBfECTS FOR PAINTERS, 308

Soon happy BrTTy came again,
Blowing with all her might and main;
Juft like 2 grampus, or a whale ;
In founds, too, that would Calais reach from Dover:
¢ Sir, Sir, more happy tidings; ’tis not over—
¢ And Madam’s brifker than a nightingale:

“ A fine young lady to the world is come,

« Squalling away juft as I lef. the room:

¢ Sir, this is better than a good eftate.”

* Humph,” quoth the happy man, and fcratch’d his

pate.

Now gravely looking up—now looking down ;
Not with a fnule, but fomewhat like a frown—
« Good God,” fays he, * why was not I a cock,
« Who never feels of burd’ning brats the fhock ;

¢ Who, Turk-like, flruts amidft his madams,
¢ Whilft to the ben belongs the care [picking,
¢« To carry them to eat, or take the air,

¢ Or bed beneath her wing the chicken ?”

Juft as this fweet foliloquy was ended,
He found affairs not greatly mended ;
Vor. IL X For
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For in bounc’d BeT, her rump with rapture jigging :
“ Another daughter, Sir—a charming child.”—
¢ Another!” ay’d the man, with wonder wild;

« Zounds! BrTTY, afk your Miftrefs if fhe’s pig-

ging”’

THE PARSON-DEALFR.

\VII AT pity ’tis, in this our goodly land,
Amongft the apoftolic band,

So ill divided are the loaves and fifhes !
Archbifhops, Bithope, Deans, and Deacons,
With 1uddy faces blazing juft hike beacons,

Shall daily cram upon a dozen dithes,
Whilft half th’ infeiior Cafinchs think 1t well,
Of beef and pudding ev’n to get the fnell.

A plodding Hoftler willing to be mafler,
And rife in this good world a little faftcr,
Left broom and manker at the Old Blue Boar;
Meaning by parszing to fupport a table,
Lo, of Divines he kept a liviy ftable;
A pretty ftul, indeed—about a fcore.
. of

>
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Of diff'rent colours were his Gofpel hacks ;

Some few were whites, indeed—but many blacks:
That is, fome tolerable——many fad ;

And verily, to give the Devil his due,

'I'he man did decency purfue,
Which thows he was not guite fo bad.

For, lo! to dying perfons of nobility,
He fent his parfons of gentility,
To give the neceflary pray’r:
To parting people of a mean condition,
Wanting a foul phyfician,
He fuited them with blackguards to a hair.

To fuch as were of mild diforders dying,

iz, of the dottor, gouts, or ftones, or gravels,
1Te fent good priefts—of manners edifying—

I'o comfort finners on their travels: .

But to Jow people in infetious fever,
Or any other dangerous one in vogue,

Such was his honefty, the man for ever
Motft fcrupuloufly fent a sogue.

Tt happen’d, on a day when FaTE was raging,

Crimp-like, for other regions, troops engaging,
X 2 When
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" When clergymen were bufy all as bees,

A poor old dying woman fent

To this fame parfon-monger, compliment,
Begging a clergyman her foul to eafc.

Unluckily but one was in the ftall,
And be the very beft of all.—
What fhould be done?
Neceffitas non babet legs—
So to the prieft he goes, and begs
That he would vifit the old crone.

¢ Sir, quoth the parfon, 1 agreed
¢ To go to gentlefolks in time of need,

¢ But not to ev’ry poor old loufy foul.”—
 True,” cry'd the patron;  to be fure ’tis true:
“ But parfon, do oblige me—prithee do—

¢ Let’s put her decently into the hole:

« All my black tribe, you know, are now abroad—
“ I'd do it, if I could, myfelf, by G-d;
 Then what a dickens carr I do or fay
* Go, mumble, man, about a pray’r and half;
 Tell the old b--ch her foul is fafe;
* Then take your fee, and come away!!!”
BIEN.-
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BIENSEANCE

THERE is a little moral thing in France,
Call’d by the natives Bienféance:

Much are the Englith mob inclin’d to fcout it,
But rarely is Monfieur Canaille without it.

To Bienféance *tis tedious to incline,
In many cafes;
To flatter, par exemple, keep fmnoth faces .
When kick’d, or fuff’ring grievous want of coin.

To vulgars, Bieaféance may feem an oddity.
1 deem it a moft portable commodity ;

A fort of magic wand;
Whicly, if ’tis us’d with ingenuity,
Although an utenfil of much tenuity,

In place of fomething /o/id, it will ftand.

For verily 1’ve marvell’d times enow
To fee an Englifhman, the ninny,
Give people for their fervices a guinea,
Which Frenchmen have rewarded with a Jow.
X3 Bows
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Bows are a bit of Bienfiance

Much prais’d too in that fame France;

Yet call'd by Quakers, children of inanity:
But as they pay their court to people’s vanity,
Like rolling-pins they fmooth where’er they go
The fouls and faces of mankind, like dough!
With fome, indeed, may Bienféance prevail
To folly—fee the under-written tale.

THE PETIT-MAITRE
AND

THE MAN ON THE WIHEEL.

AT Paris, fome time fince, a murd’ring man,
A German, and a moft unlucky chap,

Sad, ftumbling at the threfhold of his plan,
Fell into Madam JusTice’s ftrong trap.

The bungler was condémn’d to grace the wheel,
On which the dulleft fibres learn to feel; ,
* His
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His limbs fecundum artem to be broke
Amidft ten thoufand people, p’rhaps, or more.

‘Whenever Monfieur Ketch apply’d a ftroke,
The culprit, like a bullock, made a roar.

A flippant Petit-maitre, {kipping by,

Stepp'd up to him, and check’d him for his cry:

¢ Boh!” quoth the German; * an’t I ’pon de wheel ?
¢ D’ ye tink my nerfs, an blood, and bons can’t feel ?”

¢ Sir,” quoth the beau, < don’t, don’t be in a paffion;
¢ I’ve nought to fay about your fituation ;

« But making fuch a hideous noife in France,

« Fellow, is contrary to Bienféance.”

X4 THE
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.

THE TRIUMPH OF IS1S;

*
OR,

DOCTOR CHAPMAN's THESIS.

OXFORD’s Vice-Chancellor, a man
‘Who fear’d the Lord, and lov'd the courtier clan,
By virtue of his trade a Truests * order’d,
‘Which curs’d the terrible affaflination
Intended for the Monarch of our nation
By Marc’reT NicroLsoN, in mind diforder'd;
That likewife prais’'d the royal peep
On Oxford and the arts fo deep.

So violent was Doftor CHaPMaN’s zeal,
He quite forgot Larinity and graces;

Poor Prifcian’s head, whofe wounds he cannot heal,
Was broken in half a dozen places.

Yet, though a fimple Doctor, how amazing!
He fet the Univerfity a blazing :
Such
# A Latin Thefis is annually given out by the Vice-Chancellor

for the fubjeft of a Poem, and twenty pounds allotted to the
Prize candidate,
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Such was the kindling zeal that he inherits—
A farthing candle in a cafk of fpirits!

Richards of Trinity, who won the prize,
Now ftrutted victor forth with fcornful eyes;
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful dames
Who vied for conquett at th’ Olympic games.

Forth march’d, too, Vice—wvidelicet, the Doltor,
Who, purring for preferment, flily moufes,

Attended by each dog-whipper, call’d Proctor,
And ¢le the heads and tails of all the Houfes.

Forth march’d the Nobles in their Shnday’s geer;
Forth ftrutted, too, each beadle, like the Pcer,
With: filver ftaffs, blue gowns, and velvet caps;
A {ct of very pompous-looking chaps!

Whilft Hayes,* who fticks like ftag-hounds to a haunch,
Mov'd on in all the mujefty of paunch:

To greet of all our ears the trembling drums,

The piper play’d ¢ The conqu'ring hero comes.’

Loud groan’d the organ through his hundred pipes,
As if the poor machine had felt the gripes;
As

® The organift.
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As if, too, ’twas the organ’s firm perfuafions,
He oft had roar’d on more fublime occafions.

Now Cuapman took, 'midft great compcers, his

Crew open’d fubje&t in a fair oration ; [ftation ;
Then clapp’d was Crrw—to him applauic was

Now ’gan the Barp his poem to recite, [news.

And, foaring, bade poor Common Senfe good night,
So lofty were the pinions of his Mufe!

Thick as the pattering hail his praifes thow'r;
So ftrong is PoETRY’s mechanic pow'r,
High mounts the Monarch by his tuneful lever;
His Mufe’s magnifying art fo grear,
Behold his George, an Alfred form complete ;
Small Peg, Goliah; and her knife a cleaver!

Now back the fable bodies mov’d again,
Like beetles all {o thick, a crawhny hoft,
‘Whilft contemplagion wiapp’d tie loyal tiain, .
Expecting, by :hc nest day’s poft,
To fee their acts in pompous piint difplay’d,
And wreaths of glory crown the cavalcade!

A SERIOUS
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A SERIOUS REFLECTION.

HOW ufelefs was th’ above! each perfon grieves,
And, with the grieving Doctor, cries oot fhame,

That fo much loyal zeal for nought thould flame:
Not ev’n obtain a pair of coarfe lawn fleeves,

Which poor Saint David giveth to fupport

The holy oil-of-fool men of a Court!

ODE TO PATIENCE.

SW!"I&T daushter of Religion, modeft fair,
Thy hands upon thy bofom fo tranquile,

With eyes to Ieav’n, with fo divine an air,
So calmly fusiling, fo refign’d thy will;

Oh, fent to teach us, and our paffions cool,

I with thou hadft a little larger fchool.

T.o, man, fo great his want of grace,
If he but cuts a pimple on his face
When
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When thaving ;
Like man bewitch’d Lic juinps about,
Kicks up a mofl infernal rout,
And feemeth abfolutely raving;
And, lo, all this for want of thy tuition:
Thus travel fouls of people to perdition !

Stag@sat my fide, O ftoic dame!
On ftarling MarTYN bid me cry out ¢ fthame,’
Inftead of knocking the dull fellow down,
Wher up the ninnyhammer ftarts to preach,
And impudently interrupts a fpeech
Of orators of faii and firft renown,
Juft like the owl that fcares the moonhght hour,
Whilft Philomela warbles from her bow’r.

And, oh! attend me when my eyes
View dedications fill'd with fulfome lies,

In praife of gen’rous Queens and Kings!
Heav'n fwell the fountains of their hcarti,
That feldom water the poor fhrivell’d arts,

However fweetly AbuLaTION fings!

Eke, when 1 hear that ftupid Parfon HiLt,
God’s houfe with ev’ry nonfenfe fill,
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And then with blafphemy each fentence cramm’d 3
And when I hear th’ impoftor cry,
< I've news, ye raggamuffins, from the fky;

“ I'm come to tell ye, that you’ll all be damn’d ;

«“ I'm come from God, ye ftrumpets—come from
God—
< I'm God Almighty’s fervant—hear my voice.”—
Which, if it were {fo, would he vaftly odd,
Since Heav'n would fhow bad judgment in the
choice,

Dead all his money-loving foul’s defires,

When iubtle Hawkrss’ry talks of patriot fires,
And yicdding places up to fave the nation;

When of importance braggeth fimple Leeps;

‘When GLo'sTERr’s far-fam’d wife fér meeknefs pleads;
And Gro’sTer’s Duke breathes war and defolation :

When BruptneLe talks of elegance and eafc,
When TrurLow turns the firft of devotees,
And, to aflound the million, builds a church,
When 10yal foll. of pureft friendfhip bouft,
Make generofity their conftant toait,
Yet leave poor pining Mzr1T in the lurch ;
When
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When wonders through his fpyglas MarLB’ROUGH
views,

And fends to Banks the great, th’ important news,
Frefh from his cranium’s philofophic fogs;

When Dicxk defcants on anv thing but croute ;

When TrompsoN ought performs beyond a fcout,
And Mawsey talls of any thing but hogs;

Sweet Pariency, footh me with thy fint-like note,

Or, driv’n to madnefs, I fhall cut my throat!

TO A NEST OF LORDS.

BepcHAMBER wentits, ye feem diftrefi'a,
And fwear with horror that my rhymes moleft

Of certain folks fo great the fweet repofe;
Running about with horrors, groans, and fighs,
And floeds, produc’d by onions in your éyes,

So ftrong your friendfhip, and fo vaft your woes!

Dear humming Lords, on friendfhip bray no more,

Nor thus the Bard’s depravity deplore:
Lo!
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Lo! like yourfelves, each man his trumpet bears,
In tame CrREDULITY’s wide-gaping ears,

Of friendfhip the fublimity to_found ;
Friend(hip! in dictionaries only found !

DPerchaunce, my Lords, in foreign parts you’ve been;
Perchaunce your optics fair Verfailles have feen;
I ikewife the Vatican, with all its ftate;
And cke th’ Efcurial, pride of Spain confeft:
But, *mildft thofe icences, did'€’er your eyeballs bleft

See a pig hanging in a gate?

If ¢’er you did this laft great fizht behold,
You need not, I.ords {o fapient, to be told
Whait moft untuneful notes the pris’ner makes:
Indeed the Log his mouth and lungs employs
In reifing fucl ear-crucifying noife,
As it he really was transfix’d with ftakes.

Now uear him fhould there happen to be hogs
Pafling, their happy hours amidft the bogs,
Gauntine foft things to their own flefl: and blood,
‘Fhat i, unro their fiveethearrs and their brides,
I.vire lilie ancient Romans on their fides,
And dining on the dainties of the mud;

Torvetting
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Forgetting love, and dainty mud fo fatt’ning,
In which they had been batt’ning,
Up leaps the herd of fiwine for his protection;;
Juft like the herd that had the devil,
Away they fcamper, all fo civil,
Refolving or to free him or to dic:
Such is of fwine the friendly quality,
Although proverbial for brutality !

But when, at Newgate to be hung,
A Chriftian pours a dying fong,
I grant that numbers haften to the wretch,
Moft pig-like—but, alas! lift not a hand
To keep him longer in the land,
And fnatch bim from the talons of Jack Ketch,

No; on the contrary, fo fond their eyes
Of feeing how a brother dies, .
I, from the bottom of my foul, belicve
They would not with liim a repricve.

»

T hus, were your good [riend PrrT condemn’d to i wing
Nuy, ev’n were greater people 1 could name,
Fogevhom with goodly zeal ye feem to flame;

I don’t believe you'd wifh to cut the ftring,
4 . Were
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Were yc but tolerably fure
The next in pow’r would give you fixpence more.

Learn then, my Lords, (though with contempt ye
treat “em)
Friendfhip frcm hogs, as well as eat 'em.

AT length my fubjeéts end; and now
To FoLry let me make my beft Court bow.

O Goddefs! ftill monopolize the GreaT:
Then oft, to pleafe the prlate of the times,
The Mufe fhall ride to marl.et with her rhynies,

And thrive upon her Helicon eftate,

Vor. Il. Y
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—— Torrene dicendi pia multisy
Et fua mortifera off faundia |

Juvznar

Full many a wight hath fuffer'd for a fong,
And curs’d his volubility of tongue.

That P2Trr may not Taus have caufe to fay
With Juvenaw poor fellow, let us pray ¢
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY.

MY LORDS,

YOUR UNCOMMON ATTENTION tQ
my late publications demands a return of gratitude.
Permit me to prefent to your Lorpsuirs the fol-
lowing Lyric Trifles, which, if poffeffed of merit
fufficient to preferve them from oblivion, will inform
Pofterity that you exiffed.

I am, my Lorps,

&e. &e. G,

PETER PINDAR.
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EXPOSTULATORY ODES.

O D E L

MOST noble Peers, there goes an odd report,
That you, prime fav'rites of an koneft Court,

Are hunting treafon 'midft my publications ;
Hunting, like bloodhounds, with the keeneft nofey,
Which hound-like hunting nat’rally fuppofes

The Bard dares fatirize the Kinc or Nations.

Ye fharp ftate-moufers, with your watering jaws,
God keep me from the vengeance of your claws '
An Afiatic fight may be renew’d:
What feathers flying, what a field of blood,
*Twixt falcon BvrkE and SueripaN, fo brave,
And heron Hastings, fuch a dainty difh,
So wont to crant on Afiatic fifh,
The largeft, fatteft of the eaftern wave!

Y 4 Yes
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Yes, yes, I hear that ye have watch’d my note,
And wifh'd to fqueeze my tuneful throat;

When TaurLow your defigns moft wifely fcouted,
Swearing the Poet fhould not yet be knouted.

Thus when grimalkin in its cage efpies
A linnet or canary-bird, fo fweet;

The fcoundrel lifts, fo fanttified, his eyes,
Centriving how the warbler’s back to greet:

He fquints, and licks his lips, ftalks round and round,
Twinkling with mifchief fraught his tiger tail ;

Now on his rump he fits, in thought profound,
Looks up with hungry wifhes to affzil ;

‘W hen fudden enters mafter with a roar,

And kicks the {cheming murderer to door.

oDE



EXPOSTULATORY ODES. 379

O D E IL

RIGHT honeft watch-dogs of the State,
I like to foile at Kings, but treafon hate.

Mott bufy Jenrinson, BuTs’s once beft friend,
A praife that ftamps a charatter divine;
Believe not thus the Poet can offend ;
Ye gols! can PETER pour th’ unloyal lince?

7 Perer, perpetrate fo foul a thiag !

I offer mifchief to fo good a King !

Now be it known to all the realms aroun i,

I would not lofe my Lieck for twenty pourad!

Miid Osporxe, foiier than the down of goole,

I beg thou wilt not let fufpicion loote;

If fo, of hiflory I'll turn compiler—

Divulge fom¢ twuie amours with Miftrefs Cuyrza;
So tame, indeed, fo fingularly ftupid,

A, give a blufh to little pimping Cupid !

O ITeav’ns! can Jenkivson and Oseorwt long,

Focs to the Mufe, to cut out PE1LR’s tongue ?

Ann’d with the Jove-like thuaders of the crown,

‘Yo knock with thofe dread bolts a fiunple Poet down?
5 lo!
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Lo! into life againft my will I tumbled;
And; fays my nurfe, I made a horrid clatter;
Kick’d, fprawl’d, and fputter’d, gap’d, and cry’d, and
grumbled,
Quite angry, feemingly, with Mother NATURE; -

Who, gueen-like, thinking all fhe does is right,
Againft my withes lugg’d me into light;

And what is harder, and worfe manners ftill,
She’ll kick me out of it againft my will.

Yet fince on this world’s theatre I'm thrown,
Which with my temper now begins to fuit;
And fince its drama pleafes, I muft own
I fhould be forry to remain a mute;
Inclin’d to fay, like Beckrorp, undeterr’d,
« By G— I'll fpeak, and d-mme I'll be heard.””*

My Lords, T fain would live a little longer;
For lo! defire, as to a bofom wife,
Undoubtedly the greateft blifs of life,

Hath taken deeper root and ftronger.
Would

® The Houfe of Commons frequently refounded with thofe
emphatic expreflions of the late angry patriotic Alderman, when
gentlemen, by feraping, hemming, coughing, and groaning,
(to adopt the phrafeslogy of my old friend Dr. Johnfon) meant
to oppugn the impetuofity of pecuniary arrugance, and annihi-
Iate the ebullition of pertimaccous loguacity.
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Would HE who made the world look down, and fay,
¢« PeTER, wilt live on earth a thoufand years *

¢ Lord, Lord,” I fhould delighted roar away,
¢ Ten thoufand, if to thee it meet appears.”

¢ So long! what for?” the Deity may cry.
¢ O great Divinity, quoth I,

A thoufand reafons; principally one,
¢ To fee the prefent Prince of Wales,
< Whom many an afpic tongue affails,

« Aloft on Britain’s envied throne;

<« Where half the Monarchs that have fat before
¢ Have only fat to eat, and drink, and fnore;

« To blaft, nay damn the credit of the age,

“ And load with folly Hift'ry’s bluthing page.”

And, Jenkinson, fhould thy hard face behold
A Georgt THE FourTH upon the throne,
Adieu at once by age of gold!
Bchold ¢by hopes of higher honours gone !

Then get thyfelf an Earldom quick, quick, quick,

For fear of ForTunE’s wild vagaries;

Thus fhall thy daughters all, like muthrooms thick,
Rife Lady Joans and Mances, NELLs and MaRrys,

ODE
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O DE IL

I OWN T love the PrincE—his virtues charm
1 know the youth receiv’d from heav’r a heart

In friendfhip’s caufe I know his bofom warm,
That maketh certain folk with wonder ftart.

*1is tonc tl at fiom my foul the man T hate,
Immers’d in mmmmon, and by mis’ry got;
Wh, to complere 1is dinner, licks his plate,

And wiles to have ev'ry thing for nought :

Wlo, if ke pam'd, the dice would meanly cog;
Rob the blind beggar’s ftiip, and ftarve his dog:
And that cthere are fuch wietches near a throne,

Decraded Nature tells it with a groan.

Perlition catch the money-zrafping wretch,
With hook-lil.e fingers ever on the ftresch,
Who, figl.ino, ven's oa CuarITY a curfe,
That ofls, for Wanr, a penny from his purfe!

Tle
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The heart that lodges in that mufer’s breaft,

For money, feels the hunger of the fhark ,
Refembling, too, the rufty iron cheft

That holds his idol—clofe, and hard, and dark.

Give me the youth who dares at times unbend ;
And, {corning MoperaTION’S prude-like ftare,
Can to her teeth, and to the world, declare,

Ebriety a merit with a friend.

‘When Fricnpsuir draws the corks, and bids the dome
With mirth and fuilies of the foul, refound;

When Frienvsure bids the bowl o’erflowing foam,
Till MorNING cyes the board with plenty crown’d ;

Behold the VirTues that fublimely foar,

Inftead of meanly damning, cry « Encore.”

ODB
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O D E 1IV.

WITH you, my L.otds, I'm ev’ry thing that’s evil ;
There’s fcarce a crime I've not committed ;

‘The very effence of the devil;
Deferving by the demon to be fpitted,

Juft like a turkey, goofe, or duck,
Prepar’d by Joan the cook to go to fire,

So wanton have you both been pleas’d to pluck
The fwan who beats in fong his Theban fire,

Of ev’ry quality am I bereft—

Not even the fhadow of a virtue left ;

Not one fmall moral feather in my wings,
When dead, to lift me to the King of Kings.

My Lords, bewaie—by mouthing oft my name
Unwifely, ye may damn me into fame:

By letting thus your fpleen on PeTER logfe,
He builds triamnphal arches on abufe!

In vain the Barp turns oculift, and tries
To purge the film from this world’s darken’d eyes:
4 Ia
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In vain to Printers and to Printers devils
I fly, and advertife to cure King’s Evils:
With huge contempt ye look on me, alack!

My noftrams curfe, and call the Barp a quack,

In general, authors are fuch coward things,
They fear to fpeak their fentiments of Kings,
Till thofe fame Kings are dead ; and then the crowd,
(Juft like a pack of hounds) hiftorian, bard,
‘With throats of thunder run his mein’ry hard,
And try to tear him piecemeal from his fhroud.

Now, if we with a Monarch to reclaim,

In God’s name let us fpeak tefore he’s dead ;
Or clfe 'tis ten to one we mifs our aim,

By ftaying till the FaTes have cut his thread:
After this operation of their knife,
I ne’er knew reformation in my life.

And yet, what is the greateft King when dead,
When duft and worms his eyes and ears o’erfpread,
And low he lies beneath the flone ?
The man who millions call’d his own,
Howc’er his fpetre may be willing,
Cannot give change t'ye for a filling!
oDE
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ODE V.

YOUR taunting voices now, my Lords, I hear,
And thus they grate the poet’s loyal ear:

« BarD, we arc both fupkrior to thy L.ys;

¢ Deaf to thy cenfure, and defpile thy praife.

« Know that our Monarch lifts his head fubliime
¢ Beyond the reach of groveling rhyme,
“ An Atlas, hiding midft the thickefl clouds;
e Whilit thou, a beetle, doom’d to buzz below,
« In circles, envious, rambling to and fro,
« Survey’ft the thimng mift, his heac' that fhrouds,

¢ Thy rhymes, infulting Kings with pigmy pride,

¢« Are like the fea’s mad waves that make a pother,
¢ Wild ruthing on fome promontory’s fide,

¢¢ One noify blockhead followirg another
¢ The ftately promontory {eems to fay, *

« Afpinng foo.s, oo back a2gain, go home,
At once the thoulder’d bullies, dath’d away,

¢ Sink from his lofty fide in fruitlefs foam.

¢« Thou,
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¢ Thou, with rabfcallions like thyfelf,

¢ A poor opiniated fenfelefs elf,

¢ Tetting on Kings thy pen licentious loofe,

“ Art like an impudent lane goofe,

¢ Who, as the trav’ler caimly trots along,

< Starts from amongnt his lock, an ill-bred throng,

< Waddling with pok’d outteck, and voice 1o coarle,
“ As it to fwallow up the man and horje:

« With rurgpled feathers to the fleed Le ficals,

« And, like 4 cowaid, fnaps him by the hee's:

< Then to his gang, with flapping prtons hobblino,
« The fool crect returns Te Deum ~obbling,

< And from each brother’s greeting gu.let draws

¢ The mingled triumph of a coarfe applaute,

« Asaf the trotung encivies were beaten,

« And man and palfry fairly hill'd and caten.

«¢ Poor rogue, thou haft not got the truling fpirn.

« 'I'o own thy King ¢’er did one all of neriv.”

My Lords, with ¢ reat fubmiiion to your fenfe.

Giving the lic, vet hoping no offence ;

An act 1s bis my heart with rapture hatl-—

Groree aave the woril the Priner or Wari<:
Vou, I1. Z A Prince,
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A Prince, who, when he fills Old England’s throne,
The VirTuEs and fair Science fhall furround it;
And when he quits the fceptre, all thall own
He left it as anfullied as he found it.

O D E VI

GREAT was the Bard's defire to fing the Queen,
Vafl in lier foul, majeftic in her mien:
But ficrce Georer HarRDINGE* {wore if pens or pen,
Of woman, women, man, or men,

In cny wife or fhape, in ode or tale,
Dar’d mention that fuperior Lady, lo!
T)e law fhould deal them fuch a blow l—

Hany, pill’ry, or confine for life in jail!

And 2 a kite, on whom the {mall birds flare,
That tow’ring critic of the air,
Is oft befet by tribes of rooks and crows,
Anidfl tie eryflal fickds of keav'n; .
Ly wicfe har! Leaks and wings, no common focs,
Sad knocks to gentle kite are giv'n;
Surrounded

* Solicitor to the Queen.
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Surrounded thus amidft that lofty hall,
Nam’d Weflminfter, the gentle Bard
Might of the fable legions tafle the gall:
He, therefore, wifely means to play his cud;
The Poet’s quidlibet audendi waves,
And thus his hide an old companion faves.

Abh, me! the legiflitors of Parmaflr,

In liberty, thongh Fnglifhmen, furps us!
‘Whar’s found at Hippocrene, the Poer’s Spa,
Is not, I ween, at Wettumnfler, found law!

Parnaflus never with rare GENtus wars;
But aiding, lifts its head to ftrike the flars:
At Weftminiter how diff'rent is lus fote!
Whete 1f he foars fublime, and bo'dly fings,
The fheers of Law, hke FaTe’s, fhall fnip his wings,

And bid lum warble through an iron grate,

Perchaunce law-rec'.cloths, form’d of deal or oak,
Like marriage, often an unpleafant yol.e,
Shall rudely hu his harmlefs thioat,
And ftop his Apollinuan note ;
‘The empire of fair Poctry o’eiturning,
And putting every gentle Musk in inourning.
Za2 ODE
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' O D E VIIL

YE tell me both, with grievous malice carping,
On one dull tune eternally Pm harping.

You would have fuid to MiLton juft the fame;
Who through twelve books the head of Satan maul'd;
Such names the prince of darknefs call’d,

As muf! have made you raar out ¢ fhame !

Ye would (or preatly I miftake) have faid,
« What! MirTon, always plaguing the poor Devil !
 For ever beating Nick about the head !

« How canft thou Le fo dev’iithly uncivil ?

Was not ore boow {ufficient for thy ipleen,
¢ But muft thou to 2 mummy beat him,
“ An?l, blea pdipodket, fo barb’rous weat him
¢ Throuh books » dozen or fourteen ?”
Cuppr fe thefe thirgs ve <ould have utter'd, *
And glorious Mirtox, like a niany,
Heleifwer'd, © There is fene ond reafon in ye—
« Therl. ye, hind Gentiemen, for all you've utter’d;
« The



EXPOSTULATORY ODES. 341

¢ Tke hint you offer, not amifs is;
¢ I'll tear my Paradife to pieces.” )
Suppofe I afk you, what had been the evil ?
Believe me, fomething to the world’s fad coft :
By fuch civility to {pare the Devil,
My Lords, a fecond Iliad had been loft.

Thus from poor PcTLr take the GREAT away,
Of fun ye rob him of cart-load-.

What would his cuftomers all do and {ay ?
Loid! cuife you for the lofs of Odes.

You'll fay, « Let Satirr mcaner fubjeéls look.”
Well, Jinny,* grant my fatire flics at yoz,
Who’d buy my melancholy vulgar book ?
Adiey, faih Famr, and ForTunEe's fmiles adieu!

But if we, daring, trim a 10yal jacker,
T.ord! what a buying, reading! what a racket!
11ow fpruce the metamorphos’d bard appeais!
With what a confidence he pricks his ears !
Z3 Who

# Here feemeth to be u contradiction ; but when the 1eader
is informed that Jensy cannot without mockery be ranked
amongft the Grear, the myftery flunds explained,
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Who jufl before, in piteous chop-fall'n plight,
Look’d of the woeful face, L.a MancHA’s KNIGHT!

Who runs to fee a monkey in a trap?
But let the noble lion arace the gin,
Lo! the whole world is out to fee hi: {nup,

To hear him growl, and tiiumph o’er his grin}

Cut off the head of a great Lord,
Not wirer than the Lead of 2 grear soole,
Tow'r-1itl 2t once with gapus will be flo,’d,

As it e world wa, all broke loo'e:

Pat v ana Zztle vihain baps to ning,
Wit a poor foluary tang !
Flo v ww by Cozroerry are {eteh’d

Lo e the oo of Jubice fuerch’d!

Scarce any but the hangmaen ard the piicht,
To do their duty ot the cuipit’s fide,
With betop and pray’es his neck and foul aflifl,

And wifh the loacly trav’ler a good ride.

ODE
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O D E VIII.

HARK! hark ! T hear your courticr prir exclaim,
¢« This PETER is the moft audacinus doe;
« The fellow hath no rev’rence for a none—
¢« A King to him is fearce above a I02.”
Sometimes Zelow* a log, Sirs, il you pleafc;
A bold affertion, to be prov’d with ¢ fe.

But, goodly Gentlemen, I do defire ve
T’ avoid in this affir minute enquiry
Concerning their refpedtive merit;

I fear icts prudence will be feen than fpuit:
Logs wuiverfally are ufeful things,

A pofiulatum not allow’d to Kings.

« For us, on IToNour's pinnacle,” ye cry,

¢ Whofe heads are ncarly level with the 1,

¢ 1iioh bafking in the blaze of remal por'r,

-

¢ This Prrer, feldom from rank pride ¢venu ¢,

-

¢ Calls u., with [cowling eyes of fix'd contenirr,
¢ A pair of jackdaws perch’d upon a tow'r.
Z 4 “ Arch-

v

* A few foreg : Monachs juflify tle Poct’s aertioe,
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« Archbifhops, bithops, fervants of the Lord,

¢ Head fervants, too, who preach the pureft word,
¢ With waving hands enforcing goodly matter,

« No more by him, the fcorner, are accounted

¢ Than imp-like fweepers on their chimneys mounted,
¢ That wicld their brufh, and to the vulgar chatter.”

True, my dear Lords—for merit only warm,
Mle, rank and trappings long have ceas’d to charm;
And yet, their eyes the ftupid million blefs,

For baicly getting fights of rank and drefs!
v

When Judges a campaigning go,
And on their benches look o big,
What gives them confequence, 1 trow,

Is nothing but a bufhel wig:

Yet bumphins, gaping with a bullock ftare,

See lofty learning lodg’d in ev’ry hair.

But beads, not bair, iy admiration draw ;

Not wigs, but wifdom, ftrikes my foul with awe,

ODE
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ODE IX

THE man who printeth his poetic fits,
Into the Public’s mouth his head commits;
Too oft a lion’s mouth, of danger full,
Or flaming mouth of Puavaris’s bull:
He pours the fad repentant groan in vain:
The cruel world but giggles at his pain.

For lo! our world, fo favage in its nature,
‘Would rather fee a fellow under water,
Or, from the attic ftory of a houfe,
Fall down foufe
Upon a fet of curfed iron fpikes,
Than fee him with the blooming lafs he likcs,
Bleft cn a yielding bed of down or rofes,
Where Love’s fond couples often join their nofes.

Upon me what a hoft I've got!

Who by their black abufes boil their pot.

Ay, that’s the reafon—wide-mouth’d Flunger calls;
And from the hollows of each flomach bawls !

Thus
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Thus the poor filk-worms, born to blefs mankind,
Whilft for the thiv’ring world the robe they {pin,
In ev'ry ring a thoufand infe&s find,
Gnawing voracioufly their harmlefs {kin.

And thus the lambs, whofe ufeful fleeces treat

With coats and blankets people of all ftations,
By preying maggots are befet,

Harb’ring whole flinking nations ;
Which, from their backs, the crows fo kindly pick,
Enough to make a Chriftian fick,

Oh, would fome critic crow but eat the pack
Now neftling in my lyric back,

That daily in their hofts increafe,

And try to fpoil the fineft fleece !

Why am I perfecuted for my thymes,

That kindly try to cobble Kings and times ?

To mine, CHarLrs CHURCHILL’s rage was down-
right rancour: .
He was a firft-rate man-of-war to me,
Thund’ring amidft a high tempefluous fea;
I'm a fmall cockboat bobbing at an anchor;
Playing
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Playing with patererocs that alarm,
Yet {corn to do a bit of harm.

My fatire’s blunt—nhis boafted a keen edge;
A fugar-hammer mine—but his a blackfinith’s fledge!

And then zbat Juntus! what a fealping fellow !
Who dar'd fuch treafon and fedition bellow !

Compar'd to them, whofe pleafure 'twas to ftab,
Lord! I'm a melting medlar to a crab!

My humour of a very diff’rent fort is:
Their fatire’s horrid hair-cloth; mine is filk :
I am a pretty nipperkin of miik ;

They, two enormous jugs of agua-fortis.

.

Compar'd to their high floods of foaming fatire,
My rhyme’s a rill—a thread of murmuring water:
A whirlwind they, that oaks like ftubble heaves;
I, zephyr whifp’ring, fporting through the leaves,

And fuch all candid people muft conclude it—
The world fhould fay of PeTer -PiNDAR’s ftrain,
« In bim the courtly Horack lives again——

§¢ Circum pracordia Petrus ludit.”
Which
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Which eafy fcrap of Latin thus I render:
No man by PeTer’s verfe is harfhly bitten;
Like lambkins bleats the bard fo fweet and tender,
And playful as the fportive kitten.

So chafte his fimiles, fo foft his ftyle,

That ev’n his bitt’reft enemies thould fmile:
He biddeth not his verfe in tbunder roar—
His lines perpetual fummer—funthine weather:

He tickles only—how can he do more,
Whofe only inftrument’s a featber 2

ODE X

LIKE children, charm’d with Pra1se’s fugar’d fong,
How much the Great admire the cringing throng!
And how moft Jovingly the men they hate,
‘Who, to the ftubbornnefs of confcience borm
Tenacious of the rights of nature, fcorn
To hold the cenfer to the nofe of StaTz!

Tos
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Too many a weak-brain’d man, and filly dame,
Are made ridiculous by fulfome fame;

Rais’d on high pedeftals in rich attire,

For half the globe to laugh at, not admire.

Ye bid the bard in panegyric fhine;
With courtly adulation load the line:
Sirs, aduiation is a fatal thing—

Rank poifon for a fubject, or a King,.

My Lords, I do declare that it requires
A brain well fortified, to bear great flatt’ries;
Such very dangerous mafk’d batteries,
That keep on great men’s brains fuch ceafelefs fires!
I hope that God will give fuch great men grace
To know the gen’ral weakne/s of the place.

Pray do not fancy what I utter ftrange—

The love of flatt’ry is the foul’s rank mange,
Which, though it gives fuch tickling joys,
Inflead of doing fervice, it deftroys:

Juft as the mange to lapdogs’ fkins apply’d,
Though pleafing, fpoils the beauty of the hide.

4 A fonnet
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A fonnet now and then to pleafe the fair,
With flatt’ry fpic’d a little, does no harm;
"That talks of flames, perfections, hope, defpair,
And hyperbolically paints each charm.

P’rhaps to a fault at times, my Mufe’s art,
By admiration fwell’d, hath foar’d too high;
But CynTHIA knew the lover’s partial art,
And chid her poet for the tuneful lic.

Perhaps too loud the bard hath ftruck the lyre:
And when th’ enthufiaft, with a lover’s fire,
More bright than angels, gave the nymph to glow ;
By Trutn’s delightful diQlates folely fnay’d,
Ought of his fav’rite CynTHIA to have faid,
¢ She triumphs only o’er the world delow.”

pDIX
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O D E XL

MY Lords, I won’t confent to be a bug,

To batten in the royal rug,
And on the backs of Monarchs meanly crawl;
And more, my Lords, I hope I never fhall.

Yet certain vermin I can mention, love it;

2ou know the miferables that can prove it.

I cannot, Papift-like, (a dupe to Kings)

Create divinities from wooden things. !

Somewhere in Afia—I forget thc place—
Ceylon I think it is—yes, yes, I'm right—
There, Kings are deem’d 2 heav’nly race,

And blafphermy it is their pow’r to flight.

Iike crouching fpaniels down black Lords muft lie,
Whene'er admitted to the Royal eye,
And fay, whene’er the mighty Monarch chats
To thofe black Lords about their wives and brats,
That happen in the world to tumble:
< Dread Sire, your flave and bitch my wife
« Ilath brought, to blefs your dog fo humble,
¢ One, two, three, four, five puppies into lifc;
5 « All
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« All fubje& to your godlike will and pow’r,
¢ To hang or drown in half an hour.”

This is too fervile, I muft dare confefs—
>Twixt man and man the diff"rence thould be /fs.

Jown I brought two wond’ring eyes to town,
Got bent by mobs my ribs like any hoop,

‘To fee the mighty man who wore a crown—
To fee the man to whom great courtiers ftoop.

Much had I read, which certés fome time fince is,
My Bible fo replete with Kings and Princes,
And thought Kings taller than my parith fteeple;
1 thought too, which was natural enough,
Jove made their {kins of very diff'rent ftuff
From that which clothes the bones of common people.

But mark ! by ftaring, gaping ev'ry day,
The edge of admiration wore away,
Like razors’ edges rubb’d againft a ftone ;
Kings ceas’d to be fuch ¢' jes of devotion; -
I faw the Beings foon without emotion,
And thought like mine their bodies flefh and bone.

Like
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Like many thoufands, I was weak enough
To think Jove kept a foul and body fhop;
Like mercers, had variety of ftuff
For fuch whofe turn it was to be made up;
And that he treated with great liberality
Folk born to figure in the line of quality;
Giving fouls fuperfine, and bones and bloods,
In fhort, the choiceft of celeftial goods:

But on the lower claffes when employ’d,

It firuck me that he work’d with much Jang-freid,
Not caring one brafs farthing for the chaps;

Forming them juft as girls themfelves amufe

In making workbags, pincuthions, and fhoes—

ViDELICET, from fcraps.

Now can’t I give a thimbleful of praife,

I’en to an Emp’ror, if uncrown’d by merir;
A flarving princip'e, ’faith, now a-days,

And unconneéted with the courtier’s fpirit.
You, Sirs, I think, can give it with a lad/e,
And rock of grinning Idiotifm the cradle,

Vor. II. Aa oDk
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O D E XIL

SO much abus’d, I lofe my lyric merit—
Evaporated half its fpirit;

Reduc’d from alcohol to phlegm;

From folid pudding to whipp’d cream!

There was a time, when, not one bit afraid
Of ought the people roar d, or fung, or faid,
I carelefsly my fav’rite trade purfu’d;
Invok'd Apollo, and the Mufes woo’d:
And, with the floicifm that lulls a ftone,

I fat me down, and pick’d my mutton bone.

Thus when, amidft the tumbling world of waves,
The cloud-wrapp’d Genius of the tempeft rave,,
And, 'mid(t the hurtying mais of {peétred gloom,
FaTe, mounted on the wild wing of the blaft,
Shouts defolation througl: the twinght wafle,
And, thund’ring, thieats a {y.lem’s doom;

Lo! with liocht wing a cull the billows fweeps,
Sports on the ftorm, and mocks thc be iowing deeps;
Now
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Now on the mountain furge compos’d he fquats,
Adjufts his feathers, and looks round for fprats.

I now may fay, with righteous Davip, ¢ Lord,
¢ With foes I'm fore encompaffed about ;”

And rhyme like STERNHOLD, once for verfe ador'd,
« I wote not when I fhall get out;

¢ So craftily the heathen me affail,

« My canticlc doth not a whit avail.”

Lo! almoft ev’ry one at PeTeRr’s head

Levels his blunderbufs, and takes a pop—
Bounce on my dear os frontis falls the lead ;

But harmlefs yet, thank God, I've feen it drop

Yet, by and by, fome lucklefs fhot

May knock about the brains of tuneful PeTER :
Thovfands will finile to fee him go to pot,

And mock him in his grave, with thamelefs metre;
Not fo our gracious King and Queen, Iknow it—
They've pity, if not pence, to give a poet.

Patient as Joe, when SaTtan, all fo vile,
Betting his fkin againft the Lorp’s,
Adding 2 moft coatemptous {mile,

As well as moft indecent words,
Aaz Cover'd
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Cover'd the man of UZ with boils,
At which, with horror, ev’ry heart recoils ¢

Yes, patient as the man of UZ am I,
Though foic’d on Exvy's burning coals to fry.

Seek I the Court i—Lords, Lordlings fly the place—
The ladies, too, fo full of loyal grace,

Turn their gay backs when there I fhow my head ;
As happen’d at St. James’s t'other day,
When up the ftairs I took my folemn way,

And fill'd the fine-drefs’d gentlefolks with dread.

Off Brupeneet flew; and, with his ftar fo blazing,
Off flew the fiighten’d Sir Joun Dick, fo ftout,
Who won his blazing ftar by means amazing—
By minufatturing four crout,

Off flew, with this great crout-compofing Dick,
TroMsoN and Sarise’ry, HarcourT, and Gold-
ftick; ‘

Such was the terror at the man of rkmes,
As though he enter’d to divulge Jicir ¢rznese

4 Thus
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Thus on a bank, upon a fummer’s day,

Of fome fair ftream of Eaft or Weftern Ind,
When puppies join in wanton play,

Free from the flighteft fear of being fkinn'd ;

If from that ftream, which all fo placid flows,
A fly old alligator pokes his noe;;

Withing, perchaunce, to take a fli.e ¢f cur;
At once the dogs are off upon the o,

Nor once behind them caft a comtly loo'.,
To compliment the monarch of the biook.

O D E XIIL

DESERTED in my utmoft need by fate,
Like fam’d Dar1v¢, great and good;

Fall'n, fall'n, poor fellow, from a large eftatc;
Forc’d, forc’d to broufe, like goats, the lanes for food !

Alas! deferted quite by ev'ry friend;
And what than friendfhip can be fwecter?
Lo! not a foul will kind affittance lend ;
Lo! ev'ry puppy lifts his leg at PErer !
Aa 3 Like
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Like fome lone infulated rock am I,

‘Where, midft th’ Atlantic vaft, old Zol raves;
Shook by the thunders of each angry fky,

And roll'd on by the rufhing world of waves!

So hard, indeed, the critic tempeft blows,

I fcarce can point againft the gale my nofe—
A ftorm more violent was never feen!

So dread the war l—in 'e=d it muft be dread,

When from his fhop Jonn NicuoLs pops his head,
And pours the thunders of his Magazine.

For heavier artill’ry nc’er was play’d :
And yet, not all th’ artill’ry is his own;
HayLEy, a clofe ally, in ambufcade

Bchind, affifts the war of furivus Jonn.

Joun Nicnrors, with WrLL. HavwLey for his Squire,
Are fe.ious things, howe’er the world may laugh;
And therefore dread T much to face the fire
Of this intrepid Hudiéras and Ralph. *

You too, my Lords, combin’d with thofe dread foes
To tear the bard to pieces for his rhymes,
Is very cruel, righteous Heav’n well knows,

And does no fort of credit to the times.
5 Yet
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Yet let me feel myfelf—I'm not yet dead,
Though maul’d fo terribly about the head;

By Printers Devils and allies furrounded:
P’rhaps, like the Pruffian Monarch, I may rife .
Herculean, to the world’s [urprife,

And fee my enemies confounded.

Full many a cock hath won ten pound,

Though feeming dead, ftretch’d outamidit the pit—
Leap’d up, and giv’n his foe a fatal wound—

Then why not mine, ye Gods, the lucky hit?

O D E XIV.

WITH your good leave, my Lords, I'll now take
mine.
Not deem’d, perchaunce, a poet quite divine—
DPerchaunce with beafts au Fphefus I’ve warr'd,
Like that prodigious orator bain: Peal;
And for my ftanzas, p’rhaps botii greet and fmall,
Ye kindly with me feather’d well, and tarr’d.

Aa g Ye
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Ye think I loathe the name of King, no doubt—
Indeed, my Lords, you never were more out:

I am not of that envious clafs of elves;
Though Dame MacauLEy turns on Kings her tail,
With great 7¢/pei? the facred names I hail,

That is, of Monarchs who refpes? themfelves,

But thould they a& with meannefs, or like fools,
The Musk fhall place a fool’s-cap on their fkulls,
Stubborn as many a King, indeed, I am—
‘That is, as ftubborn as a halter’d ram:
A change in PeTEr’s life ye muft not hope:
To try to wath an afs’s face,
Is really labour to mifplace ;
And really lofs of time, as well as foap.

“

ODB
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O D E XV.

PRAY let me laugh, my Lords; I muft, I will—
My Lords, my laughing mufcles can’t lie {t.il:
Unpolifh’d in the fupple fchools of France,

I cannot burft, to pleafure CompLAISANCE.

Care to our coffin adds a ndil, no doubt;

And ev’ry grin, fo merry, draws one outs:
I own I like to laugh, and hate to figh;

And think that rifibikty was giv’'n

For human happinefs, by gracious Heav’n,
And that we came not into life to cry:

To wear long faces, juft as if our Maler,
The God of goodnefs, was an undertaker,
Well pieas’d to wrap the foul’s unlucky mien
In forrow’s difimal crape, or bombafin.

Methinks I hear the Lord of Nature fay,

“ Fools, how ye plague me! go, be wife, be gay;
“ No tortures, penances, your God requites—

¢ Enjoy, be lively, innocent, adore,

¢ And know that Heav’n hath not one angel more
¢ In confequence of groaning nuns and fiiars.

¢« }leav’n
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¢ Heav’n never took a pleafure or a pride
¢ In ftarving ftomachs, or a horfewhipp’d hide,

¢ Mirth be your motto—merry be your heart:
¢ Good laughs are pleafant inoffenfive things;
¢ And if their follies happen to divert,
¥ T fhall not quarrel at a joke on hings.”

O DE XVL

IF Monarchs (the fuggeftion, p’rhaps, of liars)
Turn houfebreakers, and rob the nuns and friars;
Steal picture, crucifixes, heav’nly chattels,

To puichafe fwords and guns and fouls for battles:

In fpite of all the world may fay and think,
If Emprefles will, punk-like, kifs and drink 3

If Kings will fell the hares and boars they.ki]],
And fnipe and partridge-blood for Mammon fpill,
Denving thus themfelves a dainty dith ;
And go themfelves to market with their fith:
Pleas’d
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Pleas’d with the vulgar herd to join their name,
If Kings, ambitious of a blackfmith’s fame,
Not wond’roufly ambitious in their views,
Inftead of mending empires, make horfe fhoes:

Dead to fair Scirncr, if to vagrant hogs,
To toymen, conjurors, and dancing dogs,
Great Princes, pleas’d, a patronage extend ;
Whilft modeft Gen1us pines without a friend :

Difmiffing grandeur as an idle thing,
If on bob-wigs, flouch’d hats, and thread-bare coats,
Upon vulgarity a Monarch doats,

More pleas’d to look a coachman than a King:

If with their bullocks Kings delight to battle;
On haid horfe-chefnuts make them d:ne and fup,
Refolv'd to ftarve the nice-mouth’d cattle
Until they eat the chefnuts up;
Poor fellows, from the nuts who turn away,
And think it dev’ifh hard they can’t have hay:

If Kings will mount old houfes upon rollers,

Converting fober manfions into ftrollers,

Heracritus’s gravity can’t bear it—

I muft laugh out, and all the world muft hear it.
ODE
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O D E XVIIL

J UST one word more, my Lords, before we part:
Do not vow vengeance on the tuneful art ;

*Tis very dg’rous to attack 1 poet—

Alfo ridiculous —the end wouid thow it.

Though no. to write—to read 1 hear you're able:
Read, ., and learn inftruétion from a fable.

THE PIG AND MAGPIE

A FABLE.

COCKING his tail, a faucy prig,
A Magpie hopp'd upon a Pig,
To pull foine hair, forfooth, to line his neft;
And with fuch eafe began the hair-attack,
As thinking the fec-fimple of the back
Was by bimfelf, and not the Pig, pofieft.

The Boar look’d up, as thunder black, to Mag,

Who, fquinting down on him, Jike an arch wag,
Inform’d
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Inform’d Mynheer fome briftles muft be torn;
Then bufy went to work, not nicely culling;
Got a good handfome beakfull by good pulling,
And flew, without a “ Thank ye,” to his thorn.

T'he Pig fet up a difmal yelling;
Follow’d the robbe: to his dwelling,

Who, like a fool, had built 1t *midft a bramble:
In, manfully, he fallied, full of might,
Determin’d to obtain his 11ght,

And 'midft the bufhes now began to fcramble.

He diove the Magpie, tore his neft to rags,

And, happy on tae downfall, pour’d his brags:
But erc he ﬁum't!w brambles came, alick!

1115 ears and eyes weire mueiably torn,

tI1s bieeding ide in fuch a phght forlorn,

11e rould not count ten hairs upon his back.

THIS is a pretty tale, my Lords, and pat:
To folks ike yox fo clever, verbum Jat,
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THE ARGUMENT.

THE Poet commenceth in a fublime ftrain of happy imitation
of claffic fimplicity with the ille ego—felf-confequence of the
Mantuan Bard ; giving an account of the various themes of
his Mufe, from Majesty to Mafter Jouxr Nicuors—He
afketh the reafon of Joun’s great anger, and freeth himfelf
from the imputation of illiberality, by telling the world what
handfome things he hath faid of the Printer—The Poet
attacketh Joun in turn for his want of candour—fpeaketh
oracles to Jonn—maketh a fine comparifon between himfelf
and purling freams ; alfo between curs, cats, and courtiers—
The Poet declaimeth virtuoufly and politically againft fwear-
ing in a pafion—complaineth of inftances of Joun’s cruelty
towards him for barely adminiftering 2 few admonitory lathes
to the back of the Presipent of the Rovar Sociery,
Madam Piozzi, and Mifter Jamrcs BoswerL—The Poet
again complaineth of Jonn’s difingenuoufnefs; praifing, at
the fame time, his own fweetnefs of difpofition—he men-
tioneth the horrors of dying people at the thought of being
exhibited in Joun’s Magazine, in which the Poet is fup-
pofed to allude to the letters of the Rev. Mifter Bancock
and others, as well as fcandalous anecdotes collected from
familics, to give a zeft to his monthly lumber—The Poct
informeth Joun of the appellation given him by fome people,
and which the Poet was always too dclicate to ufe—The
Poet confeffeth that he marvelleth at Jouwn’s impudence in
afluming the management of the Gentleman’s Magazine after
Doftor Jounson; on which Dofor Jounsor, the Poet
paffeth a jult firi@ture with unprecedented delicacy—The
Poet challengeth Jonn to fay he ever expofed him for his
praifes of fuch as contributed to his Magazine—or when he

Vor. II. Bb - sried
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tricd to elipfe the biographical fame of PLuTarcH, by his
anccdotes of poor old Bowyrr—The Poet exhibiteth more
inftances of grandeur of foul—{lill more noblelefs—fill morc —
The Poct maketh a2 moft luminous remark on the difference
between the happinefs of fiols and avife men, and concludeth

with ad.ifing Jonn to make a proper application of his
talents.

A BENE.-
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&e, &, Ge.

1, WHO, ambitious that the brats, my rhymes,
Should fee the gentlefolks of future times;
Rife like antiques in value, nor expire,
Till Ruin fpreads his univerfal fire:
Dread thought! that to deftruction muft be giv’n
This charming world, this handfome work of Heav'n!
I, who, regardful of the courtier throng,
To Kings, and Lords, and Commons, tun’d the fong ;
Bade Tom* no more indulge the golden dream,
And kindly wifh’d his wit a wifer theme;
Struck to the lime and mortar Knightt the ftring,
And hail’d of butterflies the nurfing king,{
Who, fcorning funs and moons, with happier eyes
Beholds from dunghills purple Emp’rors § rife;

Bb 2 More

* Mr, Warton. 4 Sir William Chambers.
1 Sir Jofeph Banks, § A rare fpecies of butterfly.
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More bleft on this our earth a frog to fee,

To find a cocklefhell, and boil a flea,*

Than dwell in yonder fkies, with glory crown’d,
Where frogs, nor fleas, nor cocklefhells abound ;
More bleft to mark a bat’s than angel’s wing,

‘To hear a grafshopper than feraph fing;

More pleas’d to view (if rumour juftly paints)
The tails of tadpoles than the heads of faints;
And hear (to fame if credence may be giv’n)
One humming-bird than all the hoft of heav'n:
1, who to men of canvafs ftruck the lyre,

And fet with rhyme th’ Academy on fire;

O’er Mount Parnaffus, Jove-like, caft my fhoe;
At poets fmil’d, and poeteffes too;

Preferr’d the ballads of the good Old Bailey,

To all the cold pompofities of HavLey,

Whofe rhymes,f as foon as litter’d, join the heaps,
Where 'midit her fhadowy gulph OzLivioN fleeps:

* See the Ode at page 393.

+ [The Academy on fire.] i.e. produced an emulation amongft
the ingenious artifts, This paffage feemed to want an explana-
tion, as an illiberal reader might have imagined that I meant
that my acudemic odes had put the members into a @lent paffion ;

an idea {o very foceign to my withes,

1 Such is really the prefent funk condition of this Ladye

author,
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So deep, who fcarce can dive into himfelf?
So lofty, too, the tenant of the fhelf!
Now ftiffer than recruits fo raw at drill ;
Now petit-maitre of the Mufes hill :
I, who to grave Reviewers figh’d my pray’r,
Submiffive bending at the critic chair;
And, bluthing, begg'd one little laurel fprig,
To bring importance, and adorn my wig:
I, who Sam Whitbread’s brewhoufe prais’d in fong,
So highly honour’d by the Royal throng ;
Berhym’d a goodly Monarch and his fpoufe,
Mifs Whitbread's curtfies, Mifter Whitbread’s bows,
Amounting, Lift’ry fays, to many a fcore,
Such, too, as Chifwell-Street ne’er faw before;
Not ¢’en forgetting, with my claffic force,
"The Brewer's bulldog, and his marv’ling horfe;
The curious draymen into puncheons creeping,
And, charm’d with greatnefs, through rthe bung-holes
I, who to Pitt the chords in anger ftruck, [peeping:
Who whelm’d his PrincE fo gracefully with muck ;
Lycurgus Pitt, whofe penetrating eyes
Behold the fount of freedom in excife;
Whofe patriot logic poffibly maintains
"Th’ identity of liberty and chains:
Bb 3 I who
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I, who of Leeds and Hawkefb’ry deign’d to fing,
The blefled fav’rites of a blefled ****;

High on the lab’ring pinions of an ode,

Heav'd Brudenell’s folly, what a leaden load!
Brudenell who bids us all the proverb feel,

¢ The largeft calves are not the fweeteft veal:”
I, who on fuch fubjeéts deign'd to fhine,

Now tune to once a Printer’s Dev'L the line;

But now no more a dev’l—with Atlas mien,

The great fupporter of 2 Magazine ;*

No more, no more a dev’l with humble air,

But fit companior for our great Lorp May’r!
How lik¢ the worm which crawls at firft the earth,
But, getting a new coat, difdains its birth;
Spreads its gold tiffue to the folar ray,

And wings o’er trees and tow'rs its airy way!

With anger foaming, and of vengcance full,
Why belloweth Joun NicuoLs like a bull?
Say, Goddefs, could a few poetic ftripes
Make Jonn, fo furious, kick about his types;
Spin
* The Gentleman’s, as it is modeftly called ; to whole gentility

Mifter HayLeY is a conftant contsibutor, in the way of ingensous
rhyme and lberal criticifm,
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Spin round his pandemonium like a top,

And, thund’ring, to its centre fhake the fhop ?
Could SaTire’s twig produce o dire a din?
And dwells fuch foftnefs in a printer’s fkin?

Illib’ral! never, never have 1 faid,
That thou wert not an honeft man in trade!
Whether from principle or jail difmay
Springs thy morality, we dare not fay;
Since jails, thofe iron agents of the law,
Keep many a gracelefs rogue in pious ane.
Yet, fon of ink, devoutly let us hope
Thou lov’[t a virtue more than dread’ft & 7ope;
Nay, to thy honour let me this declare,
To make the rigid fons of confcience ftare,
That when thou money lendeft, fuch thy purity,
Detefting dad, thou feekeft good fecurity.
Inclin’d for ever, Joun, to take thy part,
Thus have I pour’d the di¢tates of my heart:
« If *midft a vulzar mafs his ftars unkind
« Have plac’d moft niggardly a pigmy mind,
¢« *Tis not Joun’s fault—Joun thould not blufh for
¢« His parfimonious plancts are to blame.  [fhame;
¢ What though in Wispom’s crucible his head,

¢ Prove that it dealeth lefs in gold than lead:
Bb 4 ¢« Unfkill'd
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¢ Unfkill'd on claffic ground to cut a caper,

¢ Yet knoweth Joun the price of print and paper$
¢ His nice difcerning knowledge none deny,

¢ On crown, imperial, fool’s-cap, and demy.

¢ On blanket, fheepfkins,* urine, Joun can think ¢
¢ Myfelf would take his fentiments on ink ;

¢ Myfelf would take his fentiments on letters:

¢ On fyllables, indeed, I'd afk his betters.

¢ The meaneft mortal let us not deride:

« Lo! beafts of burden oft muft be our guide;

¢ Yes, through the dark and unknown track, of courfe,
¢ Iyield up all opinion to my horfe.”

TruTH, let fair TrRuTH for ever rule my rhymes!
I’'m told this lady vifits £bee fometimes !

How kind! how humble! thus the Gop of day
Deigns to 2 mudpool to impart his ray !

-

Amidfl the paffions roar, a clam’rous hoft,
Oft is the gentle voice of Reasox lofl!
How try’ft thou, butcher-like, to carve my work,
And treat each fweet-foul’d ftanza, like a Turk!
From fuch fad readers Heav'n the Mufe protect,
Proud to find fault, and raptur’d with defect!
Yet, though thou frown’f# on PeTER’s every line,
Behold the difi’rence, Joun! he fmiles on thine.

Say

¥ Neceflary for making Printers balls.
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Say not I hate each man of verfe and profe;

I rev'rence genius, JoHw, where'er it grows:
Whene’er it beams through IcNorance’s night,

I mark the ftranger with as keen delight

As looks the Pilgrim on Baffora’s tow’rs,

Her ftreams, ambrofial blooms, and myrtle bow'rs;
Who, long deny’d of Hope’s fweet cup to tafte,
Had figh’d amidft the folitary wafte.

Blame not the Bard, thou man of Jetter'd pride,
Who, taking not Dame Pru.ENce for thy guide,
Didft ftone the poet’s manfion like an afs,
Forgetting that thy own was made of glafs.

Know, Joun, that paffion maketh man a fwines
Know this, and bid thy conduét copy mine.
When deeming me a Saracen in heart,
Why, fimple JouN, attempt my road to thwart?
Amidft thy walks, fhould bullies meet thine eye,
Compos'dly let thofe bullies pafs thee by.
To buftling bravoes, for my eafe and pride,
I give the wall, and fmiling turn afide.
Thus, if a rock or log the ftream oppofe,
That fweetly lambent from its fountain flows,
No foamy turbulence the rills betray,
But, eafy yielding, wind in peace away.

My
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My hate of courtiers, how thine anger drew!

I own I loathe St. James’s fervile crew:

Where’er the fmiles of royalty are found,

The lazy clan of courtiers crouch around:

Thus, on the country towns when Pheebus fhines,
Amidft the radiance ev’ry cur reclines;

And lo! neglectful of the mice and rats,

Each ftreet prefents us with a line of cats.

Truth needs not, Joun, the eloquence of oaths,
Not more fo than a decent fuit of clothes
Requires of broad gold lace th’ expenfive glare,
That makes the linfey-woolfy million ftare :
Befides, a proverb, fuited to my wiih,
Declares that fwearing never catcheth fifh,
>Tis vulgar—TI have faid it o’cr and o’er;
Then keep thy temper, man, and fwear no more.
Struck, nay, half-petrified, that Banks fhould dare,
Indecent fellow! ravifh Newrton’s chair;
Mock fuch as Wispon’s facred mines explore,
And kick the Arts and Sciences to door;
Making (methinks a monflrous impropriety)
A {ly-club of a great and fam’d Society :
The Mufe, with virtuous indignation ftung,

In rhyme’s ftrong chains the brazen culprit hung;
4 When,
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When, with the fury of a thoufand fces,
Howl'd the wild tempeft of thy verfe and profe!
Shock’d that an idle goffip, Madam TuraALL,*
And he,t a feather, Genrus in thy fcale,

High panting for the echo of a name,

Should meanly crucify poor Jounson’s fame;

I own I glow’d with more than mortal ire,

And fix’d to SaTIRE’s fcourge my fharpeft wire;
When lo! the poet’s vifage to begrime,

Forth rufh’d thy muddy fluice of profe and rhyme:
For this, againft my will, indeed with tears,

I thow’d a grinning land thy afs’s ears.

Fir'd that the Mufe fhould daringly fuggeft
How ftars have beam’d upon the 2lackeft breaft ;
Jutt like their heav’nly coufins all fo bright,
O’er the dark mantle of old mother N1gurT;
Should hint (by ForTunE’s wild vagaries plac’d)
That Crowns may feel themfelves at times difgrac’d ;
To take a King’s and courtiers part fo prone,
FFull at my forehead didft thou fling the ftone;
But thanks to Phaebus, who fecur’d my crown,
No Dgwid thou, to bring Golizh down!

Griev'd

* Now Madam Piozai. + Mr. James Bofiell.
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Griev'd that th’ ambitious Mufe 2 Prince fhould
Whofe name diffufes luftre o’er her lays ; [praife,
A-Prince whofe only fault is want of art,

Whofe horrid vice, benevolence of heart;

Which little abject fouls profufion call,

And o’er each ation vainly fpit their gall:

Griev'd that the Mufe attack’d with fcorn 2 Man,

Unlucky form’d on NaTure’s hungry plan;

Who, lord of millions, trembles for his ftore,

And fears to give a farthing to the poor;

Proclaims that penury will be his fate,

And, fcowling, looks on charity with hate;

W hofe matchlefs avarice is meat and drink,

That dreads to {pill a fingle drop of ink;

On each fuperfluous letter vents a figh,

And faves the little dot upon an ¢;

Happy ¢’en NaTuRre’s tendereft ties to flight,

And vilely rob an offspring of his right:

Forth rufh’d thy venom—harmlefs, too, it flow’d,

For man defies the poifon of a toad;

Vex'd that the Mufe (as if fhe utter'd tn::!i‘on)

Should try to bring poor BosweLL back to reafon;

(Eerculean toil, to keep fuch folly under!)

Loud from thy hewl’s dark cloud I felt thy thunder!
Whien
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When, mad t’induce the world to deem thee wife,
Thou ftar’dft through fpectacles with fapient eyes ;
Say, did I cry, th’ impoftor to expofe,

¢ See Joun’s whole ftock of wifdom on his nofe !
Cat-like, becaufe the world my lyrics read,
Thine envy claw’d the laurel on my head;

Yet claw’d I not again, with cat-like fpleen, .
The drooping leaves of thy fad Magazine:
Touch’d not by trath, nor HavyLzy's tinfel ftuff;
Nor frefh, ftale, new antiquities of Goucn:*
Indeed I'm tender-confcienc’d on that fcore,

And learn to look with pity on the poor:

No Mohawk I, in fcenes of horror bred,

1 fcorn to fcalp the dying or the dead;

Yet well thou knoweft that, with trifling toil,

Or Satire’s gridir'n I could bid thee broil—
Turn tuneful butcher, cut thee into quarters,
And give thee, Joun, for one of FoLry’s martyrs,
I fee thy vanity in all its fulnefs;

The turbot, ven'fon of afpiring dulnefs!

And let me, O rare epicure, remark,

That thou hafl got a gullet like a fhark.

« A maga- -

* A maker of antiquities, and onc of Sir Jofcph Banks'a
copper-farthing oracles, and conflant tea and toaft men.
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Myfelf as merciful as man can be,
I grieve to find that mercy not in #bee.
Behold, amidft their thort’ning, panting breath,
Poor fouls! the dying dread thee more than deaths
« Oh! fave us from Joun Nicuors!” is the cry,
¢« I et not that death-hunter know where we lie;
« What ia delirium from our lips may fall,
¢ Oh! hide—our letters, burn them, burn them all!
¢ Oh! let not from the tomb our ghofts complain!
¢ O Jefu! we fhall foon be up again;
« Condemn’d, alas! to grin with grifly mien,
« *Midft the pale horrors of his Magazine;
¢ Like felons firft in Newgate-ballads fung,
« Then (giv’'n to INrFamy) on Hounflow hung!”
Know, when thou took’ft of Ariftarch the chair,
My eyes expanded only to a flare:
Softly, indeed, unto myfelf, I fich'd,
« Jouncon,* thy place is d--nably fupply’d:
¢« Not that 1 think this ido! of the million,
¢« Longinus, Arificile, or Quintilian;
« Who gives (againit {found tafte fo apt to fin)
¢« A pyramid’s importance to a pin; }

« on

* The late Dr. Johnfon fuperintended this Magazine: a poft
of honour and profis afumed afterwards by Mifter John Nichols.
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 On ev’ry theme, alike his pompous art;
¢ The general conflagration or a f—.”

When into Fame’s fair dome, t’infult her throne,
So free, as if the houfe had been thy own,
‘Thou dar'dft to thove a vile conundrum crew,
Fellows whom Phcebus nor the Mufes knew;
Speak, did I tell the Nation with my pen,
How Fawme in anger kick’d them out agen;
Threw at their heads the lumber of their brains,
And cull’d thee a pert puppy for thy pains?
On fuch mark’d impudence did I harangue,
And give to public fcorn the pigmy gang ?
Short are the hours that finuggled praife can laft,
An echo, a poor meretricious blaft ;
A fudden ouft that bids old ruins ftare,
And, howling, whirls a feather through the air.
FrLaTT’ry, a little fly deceiving lafs,
Vith finile refitlefs, and a front of brafs,
Shall 1eign, perchance, the idol of a day;
‘Then, like a batter’d harridan, decay ;
Whilft Tru1H, unfading, lifts the head fublime,
And dares the formidable rage of Time.
Thou dragon of th’ Hefperian fruit, call’d praife,
Whofe leather-flietching conlcience intereft fways;
Shaine,
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Shame, that, through fordid avarice and fpleen,

None tafte, but fuch as cram thy Magazine!

Charm’d as a child whofe doting eye regards

Its imitation of Saint Paul’s with cards;

‘When, fir'd by Plutarch’s venerable name,

‘Whofe genius rais’d a pyramid to fame,

Thou gav'ft of BowyER’s life a goffip’s ftory,

And only rear'dft a dunghill to thy glory;

I rail’d not at thine infant emulation,

Nor fpread thy weaknefs, Joun, around the nation;

Nay, griev’d was I, as all the world can tell,

That thou fhouldft write a book* that would not
Sell.

When, tort’ring the poor gamut wild and loud,

Thou ferap’dft harfh difcords on thy Mufe’s crowd ;

What though I flopp’d my ears with all my pow’is,

I mourn’d the labour of thy tunelefs hours.

Oft have I whifper'd to myfelf, ¢« Enough

¢« Of this moft tirefome fellow’s monthly fluff:

¢ Pap,

* Unfortunatelv for poor John, every book that he has pub-
lilhed has been poffeffcd of fo much of the wis snertie as not to
be able (to ufe the bookfeller’s phrafe) to move off ; witnefs the
Life of Old Bowyer, the guttings of old Magazines and Ladies’
Diaries, called Mifcellanies, the Progrefles of Queen Elizabeth,
editions of trafh of every denomination, &c. &c.

5
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A magazine! a pedlar’s, huckfter’s thop,
¢ That harbours brufh, and cabbage-net, and mop,
¢ Pan, gridir’n, button, buckle, bodkin, bead,
¢ Tape, turnip, malkins, nightcaps green and red,
¢ Pins, pipkins, garters, oatmeal, jordan, difh,
¢ Stale loaves, and rufty nails, and ftinking fith;”
Yet bade I not the world its laughs prepare,
To meet thy miferable monthly ware:
Nay, man, I've prais’d thee—for example, faid,
“ Lo! in his cumbrous magazine difplay’d
¢ Once in a year a verfe to raife our wonder,
«« Which proves that Joun may make aluckyblunder
¢ How like the heavy mountain, on whofe fide
¢ A daify ftarts in folitary pride !”
Io! from ebriety their fons to fave,
The Greeks oft fhow’d the lads a drunken flave:
I thus might thee, O gingiing Jonw, difplay,
A fad cxample in the rhyming way
For printers and their demons to avoid,
Whofe labours might more wifely be employ'd,
Lut Pity fweetly whifpers in my ear,
¢« Expofe not childhood that deferves a tear;
«¢ Set not the roaring lion at a rat,
* Nor call down thunder to deflroy a gnat.”
Vor. 1L Ce When
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‘When mad for honours*—f{oftly have I faid,
 'What imp could put it in the Printer’s head ?
¢ Oh! may the fates the maniac over-rule,
¢ For titles cannot dignify a fool I’
Complain not that I've wrong’d thy reputation,
By calling thee the fi//i#t in the nation;
No, John, be comforted—it cannot be;
I think I know a few that equal thee.
Swear, fwear not that I've faid, to wound thy fame,
That birelings wrote each work which bears thy name;
How falfe! I know thou wroteft many a line;
Lo! all the &/unders of the books are thine.
A literary jackdaw thou, god wot! .
Yet by that thievifh name I call’d thee not:
A carrion crow that lives upon the dead ;
Yet hawk-like pounc’d I not upon thy head :
A daring coiner; lo! Ilet thee pafs,
Nor once impeach’d thy literary brafs!
Speak

* John’s ambition to be 2 Common-council man was violent
for a long time; great werc the pains ufed, manifold werc the
contrivances employed, and prodigious was the intereft made
for the obtention of this honour.—A vacancy happening in Far-
ringdon Ward, John’s more lucky gemius prevailed, and his
withes were gratified ; thus is he in the way of being what I
have in an ode propheficd of Mr. Auctioneer Skinner,

¢ If things go fuir,
¢ Proud London's proud Lord May'r."
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Speak—when, enamour’d of thy monthly hath,
Thou clapp’dft another fixpence on thy trafh,

Once didft thou hear me'in a paffion roar,

“ Was ever impudence like this before?”

Inftead of making in th’ affair a fufs,

In mild foliloquy I whifper’d thus:

“ How bleft the roor! he thinks he all things knows!
« With joy he wakes, with joy his eyelids clofe ;

¢ Pleas’d through the world to fpread his own renown,
« With calm contempt he looks on others down;

¢ Self and his own dear works th’ eternal theme,

¢ His daily idol, and his nightly dream;

¢ Thrice-envied Being, whom no tongue can wound,
¢ In Pripe’s impenetrable armour bound !

““ How much in happinefs beyond the wise,

“ Who view the greateft men with pitying eyes ;

« O’er human imbecillity who groan,

¢ And figh to think how Jittle’s to be known !”

Oh, do not to the Mufes hill refort,

ZEfop's dull brute !*— a bumpkin *midft a court:
With brother council crack the clumfy joke,

*Midft beer and brandy, bread and cheefe, and fmoke;
Defcend the ladder to the clouds below,

Where ordinary men of twopence go;
Cca ' Where

® The fable of the Gentleman, the Afs, and the Lapdog.
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Where vagrant knives and forks are bound in chains,
And never tablecloth is {poil’'d by ftains;

Where, in the board’s black hole, (fuperb defign!)
Pepper and falt in matrimony join;

And in another hole, with frown and fmile,

Much too like marriage, vinegar and oil !—
Where for a towel (economic thought!)

A monftrous maftiff, after dinner brought,
Complacent waits on Gentlemen’s commands,

And yields his back of fhag to wipe their hands—=
Such is the fcene where thou thouldft ever fit,
Form’d to thy tafte, and fuited to thy wit.

Deal not in Hift'ry; often have I faid

*Twill prove a moft unprofitable trade :

Talk not of PainTiNg, for thou know’ft her not;
Such coy acquaintance will not boil thy pot:

Nor make firong love to Music; ’tis a Dame
‘Who fmiles not on the fouls of earth, but flame.
Puth not thy brain to thought—thou canfl not think :
From metaphyfics thould thy genius fhrink !

To thee fuperior, fee the Goppess rife, .
Anl hide her lofty head amidft the fkies!

Behold eternal mift her beauties throud,

And ’tis not zhy weak eye can pierce the cloud.
5 Cuis'd
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Curs’d with the common furer of inditing,

Yet if thy head poffefs the mange of writing;
Go with biography and cool thy rage,

Pen lives that cannot well difgrace thy page;
Defcribe whom ev’ry nobler virtue curfes,

A Pair who mump, with millions in their purfes.
If loftier fubjects thy ambition call,

Go fing the ftaring giants of Guildhall.

The PoET complaineth of the cruelty of AuUTHORs,
AUTHORESSES, and the BLUE-sTocKING CLUBE,

ELEGY TO APOLLO.

GREAT are my enemies in trade, God knows!
There's not 2 poet but would ftop my note;

With fuch a world of fpite their venom flows,
‘With fuch good-will the knaves would cut my throat.

Yet how have I offended, Puczus, fay,
To get fo much ill-blood, fuch curfing looks?
Is it becaufe my more ambitious lay
Difdains to vifit trunk-makers and cooks ?
Cc3 With
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With theirs to vifit grocers, and the men
Who fortune, in that weed tobacco, fee;

From thence come deeply laden back agen,
With fugar, pigtail, pepper, and rappee?

The man of words, of flilt-fupported phrafe,

The glift'ring HayLEY {corns whate’er I write;
This Will-o’wifp of verfe difdains my lays;

Tales, Odes, nor Loufiads, yield the leaft delight!

So lofty, yet in ware fo bumbly dealing!

So claffically taftelefs! big with nought!
So tender, yet fo deftitute of feeling!

So fentimental too, without a thought!

1 fee the band of BLUE-sTockiINGs arife,
Hiftoric, critic, and poetic dames!

This lifts her palms, and zbhat her marv’lling eyes,
And fqueaks, “ The fellow’s ftuff fhould feel the

flames;

¢ Such is the way his works fhould come to /4ght,”—
Thus rail thofe dames of claffic erudition ;

Thus, leagu’d with Wit, unmerciful they bite
Thy fav’rite BARD, O Pu@sus, and Phyfician!

And
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And now [ hear a fcore in union bawl,—

¢ In cold contempt fhall poor Prozzr figh?
¢ Miss Hannan MoRre into oblivion fall ?

¢¢ Dear MisTrESs MoNTAGUE negleted lie?

L

¢ Thofe rich Corinthian pillars of our club,

¢ Sink to the ground fo vile, with duft befpread;
« Whilt e, of motley poetry the Scrus,*

<« FEreés, Coloflus-like, his brazen head!

¢ Oh! let the fcullion ufe his vapid book
¢ Inftead of difhclouts, when her hands fhe wipes !
¢ Oh! let the kindled leaves affift the cook,

« And of old watherwomen light the pipes!”

Thus in my condemnation they agree,
The mighty cloud-capp’d PETTICOATED WISE;
Whilft pleas’d (as conicious of the juft decree)
In proud difdain their muff-clad nofes rife!

The Miffes fad of elegy, my foes,
Say my rude genius wants the genuine fire;
Bald half my rhymes, my verfes meafur’d profe:
That bears would better touch the Mufe’s lyre.
Cca « The
¢ The Poet here moft fancifully alludeth to Mr. Scrus,

the fervant of all work, in Farquhar’s play of the Bewur
Stratagem.
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The riddle and conundrum mongers cry,

¢ Pthaw ! d-mn his Lyrics, Loufiads—d-mn’em all :
¢« His ftrength in fields diarian dares he try?

¢ Soon would the Almanack record his fall !

Thus with dread voice my enemies exclaim!
Thus am I doom’d to gulp the bitter pill!

Themfelves,  fair traders of the Mount,” they name;
But me a_fmuggler on thy facred hill!

God of us Lyrics, fhall I rouze my rhyme,
Confound the gang, and vindicate my lay :

Or calmly leave them to devouring Timr,
Who dincth on fuch witlings every day ¢

Ldid-
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A difcontent, mingled with fome grumbling, amongft the more
enlightened members of the Rox aL Soc1eTY, onaccount of Sir
Josspn’s non-communication of wifdom to the Royal Jour-
nals, fpurred the Knight on at latt (without the help of
Balaam’s Angel) to open his mouth.—He told an intimate
friend that he had made a difcovery that would aflonith the
World, enrich the Journals, and render himfelf immortal—
with the moft important confidence and philofopkic folemnity,
he affirmed that he was upon the very eve of proving what had
never entered into the foul of man, viz. that Fleas were
Lobfiers—that Jonas Dryanper was ordered to colleét
fifteen hundred Fleas, and boil them ; which, if they changed
to the fine crimtfon of the Lobfter, would put the identity of
the fpecies beyond the poffibility of doubt. At length the beds
of the Prefident were ranfacked by his Flea crimp, honeft
Jonas—fifteen hundred of the hopping inh.bitants were
caught, and paffed the dreadful ordeal of boiling water;
with what fuccefs, O gentle Reader, the Ode will inform thee.

SIR JOSEPH BANKS
AND

THE BOILED FLEAS.

BLEST be the man who thought upon a college,
The market of all forts of know.edge,
TR’ emporium, as we ciaflic people fay :
Nay, be upon jfucieties who ti:ought,
To learning’s ftock a deal of treafure brought,

Dragging OsscuriTy fo deep to day; .
M:king
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Making the dame turn out her bag,
Conceal’d beneath her inky cloak ;
Examining the fmalleft rag,
Blacken’d by Time’s moft facred fmoke;

To ufe a _fimile a little rough,

Stripping dame NATURE to her very buff;

Or, to be fomwhat more in fpeech refin’d,

By dint of pow’rs of eye and mind,

Enlight'ning what through darknefs might efcape;;
Embroid’ring thus with filver {pangles,. crape.

The mention of focieties recalls
Of Somerfet * the lofty walls,

The hive where fam’d Sir JosepH reigns Queen Bee;
Though men, to whom Sir JosepH is not known,
Moft certainly muit take him for a drone ;

Whofe face, by floven NaTuRre's hard decree,
Seems form’d fair ladies pockets to alarm, |
Rather than fteal fair ladies hearts by cbarm.

Well! fo much for Sir Josepu’s face,
And eke about the hive-like place,

Where fam’d Sir Josepu reigns Quecn Bee:
And verily Queen Bee’s a proper namec ;
For, Reader, know it is'a royal dame,

Who to her fubjects iffueth decree;

Sendeth
. The Royal Society hold their meetings there.
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Sendeth her fubjeis eaft and wett,

To pitch on flowers and weeds the beft,
And bring fweet treafure to the hive;

She keepeth, too, of gentlemen a band,

To fay foft things and flatter, kifs her hand,
Who eat the honey for fuch deeds, and thrive.

Sir Josepu has his flatt’rers, too, in hand,
Who fay foft things—yea, wvery foft indeed,
For which the gentle flatt’ring band
Gain butter’d toaft, fweet FLATT'RY’s oily meed.

A girl for novelty where’er it lies,
In moffes, fleas, or cocklefhells, or flies,
Sir JosepH ever feeks for fomething new;
Of this, whene’er he fits, he gravely talks,
Or whilft he eats, or drinks, or runs, or walks,
Amidft his royal and attendant crew.

ONE morning, at his houfe in Soho-Square,
As, with a folemn, awe-infpiring air,
Amidft fome royal fycophants he fat;
Moft manfully their mafticators vfing,
Moft pleafantly their greafy mouths amufing
With coffee, butter’d toaft, and birds-neft chat;
4 In
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In Jonas DrRYANDER, the fav'rite, came,
‘Who manufa&tures all Sir Josera’s fame—
« Whatluck ?” Sir Josepu bawl’d—*fay, Jonas, fay.”
¢ I've boil'd juft fifteen hundred,” Jonas whin’d;
¢« The dev’]l a one change colour could I find.”—

Intelligence creating dire difinay !

Then Jonas curs’d, with many a wicked with,

Then fhow’d the ftubborn fleas within the difh.

¢« How!” roar'd the Prefident, and backward fell—

¢« There goes, then, my hypothefis to hell!”—
And now lii, head in deep defpair he fhook ;

Now clos’d his eyes; and now upon his breaft,

He, mutt'ring, dropp’d his fablc beard unbleft ;
Now twiit’d his thumbs, and groan’d with piteous

loolk.

Drcad-[fruck, fat Auhert, Blagdon, Planta, Woude,
Whofe jaw-bones in the mumbling trade employ'd,
Half open’d, gap’d, in juddea fupor ioft;
Whillt, from the mouth of ¢v’sy gaping man,
In mazy rill the cream-clad coffie ran,
Supporting dainty bits of butter’d toaft.

Now guining fpeech, the parafitic crowd
Leap’d up, and roa~’d in unifon aloud:
“ Heav'n. !
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¢« Heav'ns! what’s the matter! dear Sir Joserm,
pray ?”
Dumb to their queftions the GREAT MaN remain’d :
The Knight, deep pond’ring, nought vouchfaf’dto fay.
Again the Gentlemen their voices ftrain’d:
Sudden the PresipenT oF Frizs, fo fad,
Strides round the room, with difappointment mad,
Whilft ev’ry eye enlarg’d with wonder rolls;
And now his head againft the wainfcot leaning,
¢ Since you mnft know, muft know (he figh’d) the
meaning,
¢ Fleas are not lobfters, d-mn their fouls.”*
* The author would not have {o frequently taken the liberty
of putting vulgarifms into the worthy Prefident’s mouth, had he

not previouflv known that Sir Jofeph was the moft accomplithed
fwearer of the Royal Society.
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ROWLAND FOR AN OLIVER.

]LITTLE did I think that a nan of my mild and
peaceable difpofition, that would not hurt a cat,
fhould be forced out to battle: but fuch is the zu-
' (ity of the times—(N tempora, ¢ mores!) T have
ventured forth to att.ck this Goliah of Ode and Im-
judence - and T hopr, wih God's affiftance, like
lictle David, 19 cue off his Lhead. T communicated
with my good friend Mr. WiLLtam Hayiry, who
is a conftant commwnicant to my Gentleman’s Maga-
..ine, both in verfe and prok, that is to fay, in rhyme
and criticifm; whom 1 may rightly term one of the
gcreat piilars of my Gentleman's Maga. », which
every Gentleman in the kingdom, I hope, reads;
which, if he doth not read, T hope he will read, as
it is not only the greateft favourite with our Moft
Gracious Sovereign, who is the greatcft Monarch
upon earth, bur alfo with his Nobles, who are men
of judgment and learning; 2lfo with foreign parte,
who tranflate it conflantly into their language: fo
that, if ¥ may be permitted to verfify the praife of
my monthly Publication (for indeed I muft own I

Vo, II. Dd have
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have a great itch for poetry), I will do it in this
poetical diftich:

My Magazine all magazines excels;

And, what’s fill better too for Joun, it fills.

1 aftked Mr. HavLEy, paying him the compliment
firt, if he would be the champion to encounter this
great Mr. Perrr Pivpar.  To this, Mr. Ilaviry
replicd, afier fome hefitation, and pondering, and
b'owine Lis nole in his handkerchief, that he did not
much admure a public exhibidon; that it would wear
the afpe@ of a bri#in-match, too much like a fet-to
of Fohufen and Bir B.n; but added that 7 might do
it, if I thouzht proper. ¢ But,” fays my goo.l I'riend,
« I will privately attack him, undera fi udon, fig-
nature ,—which he did ideed, and gave the aulda-
ciout fel'ow nany a gnod thums, in ver ¢ and pinfe.
but this was on’y fasldl fthor, with deference to Mr.

Hayniy; the grand artiilery was yeirveld for me.

Kind Ruader, wilt thou peraiic me o fay fome-
ting of miyfef, in impd'dity and candoufy before 1
o to work with this Caiban? When T firft took the
chiir of aiticifmy, T own that T trembled; for I am
not afhamed to ‘confe”, that fo great was my igno-
rance, thac when a corre/ondent feat me an accouat

of
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of an ancient coin, T did not know a fyliable about it
—neither the meaning of reverfe, exergue, oe legend :
but now, thank God, I know every thing appir-
taining to mumifmata, if 1 may be indulged with a
Latin expreffion. Indeed the legends ufed to perplex
me much, in as much as I expofed myfelf greatly;
for I am not athamed to conkk!, my ignorance. I
thought that AUG. upcn a Roman medal, meant the
month in which it was ftruck off; and therefore I
ceemed it Augnft: and G. P. R, which I now know
to be Genio Populi Romani, 1 verily thought to be
a coin flruck by one George Peter Richardfon.
The fizures of Rewrzlus and Remus fucking a fhe-
wolf, I took to be two children milking a cow.
D. M., for Diis Manibus, 1 took to be David Martin,
or Daniel Mulgrove. The half-word HEL, figni-
tying Ilelicpolis, T imagined to be no other than the
IToufe of Satan. JAN. CLU. that is to fay, Fanumn
clufit, 1 took to be the name of a man. LUD.
SAC. F. 1 verily thought to be downright filthy,
and bluthed for the Romans: but, lo, 1 afterwards
difcovered it to be Laulos fecularcs fedt. COS. 1
thousht to be Cos Lettuces, which only meaneth
Con/ul, M. F. Mr. Ford, which meaneth Marci
Filins. N. C. (wouldft thou think it, Read:r?)
I tranflaced Nincompoop ; when, lo! it meaneth

Dd 2 Nobilif-
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Nobiliffimus Cefar. P.P. which fignificth Paser
Patrie, I thought might mean Peter Pounce, or Philip
Pumpkin, R.P.1alfo thought might mean Robert
Penruddock, or Ralph Pigwiggin, or any other name
beginning with thofe initials: but, lo, its true meaning
1 find to be Refpublica, fignifying, in Englifh, the
the Republic. Thus it will appear that I am not
afhamed to confefs my error, which this enemy of
mine dareth not.

TRIB. POT. which only meaneth Tribunitia Po-
teflate, 1 aCtually imagined meant a tribe of Potatoes,
and that the coin was ftruck on account of a plenti-
ful year of that fruit. S.P.Q.R. which meaneth
only Senatus Populusque Romanus, unwifely, yet fun-
nily, did I make out to be Sam Paddon, a Queer
Rogue; for as much as I was informed that the
Romans flruck coins on every trifling occafion.
SCIP. AS. which fignifieth no more than Scipio
Africanus, 1 read literally Skip Afs; but for why,
I could not fay :—{fuch was my ignorance, *

Many were the impofitions upon me:—rings for
pigs nofes were fent me for nofe-jewels worn by the
Roman Ladies; a piece of oxycroceum, juft made
in a druggift’s-fhop, for the pitch that furrounded the

body
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body of Julius Cefar; a large brown jordan, for a
lacrymatory ; a broken old black fugar-bafon, for a
druid urn; a piece of a watchman’s old lantern, for a
Roman lamp. The wig of the famous Boerhave
was alfo fent me as a curiofity; the roguery of which
I did not difcover till an engraving of the wig was
nearly finifhed, cofting me upwards of thirty fhil-
lings :—for, lo! Reader, this great man never wore
a wig in his life.—~In my Obituary, too, I made great
miftakes, from impofition; as I gave the deaths of
many that were not dead, and others that never
exifted. Sometimes the wickednefs of correfpondents
were fuch, that I have perpetuated the death of bull-
dogs, greyhounds, mafhffs, horfes, hogs, &c. in my
Obutuary, under an idea that they were people of con-
fequence. Indeed I have not ftuck to the letter of
my affertion at the head of my Obituary, that declares
it to be a record of confiderable perfons ; for as much
as I have fometimes put a fcavenger over a Member
of Parliament, a pig-driver over a Bifhop, 2 lamp-
lighter over an Alderman, and a chimney-fweeper
over a Duke: but as I was defired by the friends of
the deceafed to do it, (for who is not ambitious ?) and
as I was pad for it too, (and who can withftand a
fee ?) I have in fome little meafure difgraced my

Dd 3 Journel,
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Journal, and forfeited my word.—My prefent anti-
quarian knowledge, gratitude maketh me confefs that
I owe it all to Mr. R. GoucgH, of Enfield, who
fome years ago was alfo an ignorant and illiterate
gentleman, like myfelf,—but, by hard ftudy, hath
attained to his prefent perfetion, as may be feen in
our Topograpbia Britannica, which is not, as that
arch-enemy PrTer PINDAR hath afferted it to be, the
idle production of a couple of fellows that want to
make a fortune by a hiftory of cobwalls, old cham-
berpots, and rufty nails. My friend Mr. Gougn’s
zeal for the promotion of antiquarian knowledge can-
not be better proved than by his running the rifk of
being well trounced, for borrowing one of King
Epwarp’s fingers, as he lay expofed a few years fince,
in Weftminfter Abbey; which finger my friend gently
flipped i nto his pocket; but, unfortunately, he was
perceived by the Bifhop of Rochefter, who, to the
difgrace of the antiquarian {cicnce, ordered poor Mr.
GoucH to be fearched, and to reftorc the trea{'urc Had
it not been for this i impertinent and hawk-cyed atten-
tion of the Bifhop, Sir JoscrH Avrorre, and other
antiquarians prefent at the opening of the Monarch’s
coffin,~—fuch was the intrepidity of my antiquarian
filend Govcn, that he would have attempted the

bead,
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bead, inftead of a pitiful finger, as he had on a laige
watchman’s coat for the purpofe. Nor muft I omit the
zeal of my friend Sir Josern BaNks on the occafion;
who, on hearing what was going on, and fufpefling
that King Edward might have been lodged in pickle,
galloped off with a gallon jug, in a hackney-coach,
in oider to fill it with the precious liquor, as a fauce
for his future Attic entertainments in Soho-fquare:
but unfortunately no pickle was found,

I coufels that an impudent fellow fent me for my
Obituary the following, which was really printed off
{but cancelled) before I was informed, by a fiiend,
of the fallacy—to wit: “ On Sunday night laft, died
« Mrs. MirceErY Moustr, a widow-lady, beloved
“ in life, and lamented in death; fhe was the only
« daughter of Roger GrimaLkiN, Efq. of Ratley.”
—Ignorant, indeed, was I that it was an impofition ;
for, gentle Reader, it was a dead cat!—Many a gooi
cuftomer have T gained by my Obituary, who Iilcd
to fee themfelves dead in my Magazine—I mean
their relations liked to fee their deaths difplayed in a
woik of fo much refp:&abllxt}' as muine.  But ennuzl
of myfelf, and now for Mafler PeTER,

Dd 4 In
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In the fullnefs of my paffion, I at firft fet me
down, and faid to myfelf, Facit indignatio verfus—
when, behold! in lefs than two hours I knocked off
the following Poem. Some time after, however,
after a deal of deep thought on the fubjed, it ftruck
me that I might fight this Poet PETeR againft him-
felf; make him, like fome game-cocks, cut his own
throat with his own fpurs. Accordingly I fet about
it, and colletted, from every quarter, his manufcript
verfes of every denomination; fome written in Corn-
wall, others in Devon, others in the Weft-Indies,
others in Bath, others in London; as alio fome of his
Letters, particularly thofe to the Kinc of the Mos-
qQuIToes, who was fent for by the Governor of
Jamaica, foon after that Gentleman arrived at his
government. I have alfo collefled fome of his
Obfcrvations, and Sayings, and Speeches:—I may
veiily fay, Obfervations on men and manners, with-
out any manners at all; or, in plainer phrafe, much
ill manners. PETER mult not complain of my fhow-
ing kim no mercy by this publication, as he is the
moft mercilefs Mohawk that cv.cr fcalped.

—— Nec lex eft juftror uila
Quam necis artifices arte perire fud.
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TO

MISTER PETER PINDAR’S

BENEVOLENT EPISTLE TO JOHN NICHOLS.

O SON of wicked Satan, with a foul
Hot as his hell, and blacker than his coal!
Thou ‘alfe, thou foul-mouth’d cenfurer of the times,
I do not care thice ftraws f:c.)r all thy rhymes.
Thy wit is blunter than old worn-out fheers :
I'll make a riddle with thee for thy cars;
Write any fort of verfe, thou bluft’ring blade!
Fgad! Tll fay, like Kecksy, © Who's afraid ?''—
Tlank God, I've tall'd to gieater folks than thee:
In that T will not yield to any 11E;
No, not to any HF that wears a head—
Again I'll fay, ke Keensy, ©“ Who's afiaid ’—
Thank God, whene’er I with lilie Kings to fare,
I go, unafk'd, and dine with my Lord May’r.

But
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But thou, who afks thee, varlet! to their houfes?
Fear'd by the hufbands, dreaded by the fpoufes.
May God Almighty hear what now I fpeak !—
Some Aldermen would gladly break thy neck.
Thou tell'ft us thou haft ftruck thy lyre to Kings—
Yes, faith, and founded very pretty things.
Thou blockhead, thou pretend to think thy rhymes
Shall live to fee the days of after-times !
Fool, to pretend on fubjects great to fhine,
Or €’en to Printers Dev’ls to tune the line!
Sir, let me humbly beg you to be civil—
Thou know’ft not that I was a Printer’s Dev’l:
So, Sir, your fatire wants the pow’r to drub,
In thus comparing NicHoLs to a grub.
Whate’er thou fay’ft, I'm*hot of vengeance full,
Nor did I ever bellow like a bull :
And grant I am a bull, I fha'n’t fuppofe
A cur like thee can nail me by the nofe.
Thou lieft when thou fayeft, like a top,
With anger rais’d, T fpinn’d about my fhop:
Nor digl I ever, madden’d by thy ftripes,
Thou prince of liars, Lizk about my types.
Books have I written, books I flill will write,
Axd give, I hope, to gentlcfoiks delight:

With
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With charming print, and copper-plates fo fine,
Whofe magazine goes off fo well as mine?
Who, pray, like me, the page fo fond of filling?
Who gives more curious matter for a fhilling ?
England’s firft geniuses I keep in pay;
Much profe I buy, and many a pcet’s lay :
The fitk-worm, Havcey, fpins me heaps of verfe;
And Goucu, antiquities exceeding fcarce:
Great Horace WaLpoLE too, with fweet good-will,
Sends me choice fhecdotes from Strawb’ry-Hill:
Mifs Sewarp, Miftrefs YEarDpsLEY, and Mifs More,
Of lines (dear women!) fend me many a fcore.
Thefe are the nymphs at whom thine envy rails—
Fool! of their gowns not fit to hold the tails—
Thefe are the men, of profé and verfe the knights,
‘With genius flathing, like the northern lights ;
Thefe are the men whofe works immortal thow
The man of literature from top to toe.
But thou’rt a wen—a blue, black, bloated tumour,
Without one fingie grain of wit or humour:
Thy Mufe to all fo confequential fliuts,
As if all Helicon were in her guts;
A fith-drab—a poor, nafty, ragped thing,
Who never dipp’d her muzzle in the {prins.

‘Thou
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Thou think'ft thyfelf on Pegafus fo fteady;
But, PeTER, thou art mounted on a Neddy:
Or, in the London phrafe—thou Dev’nfhire Monkey,
Thy Pegafus is nothing but a Donkey.
I own, my vanity it well may raife,
To find fo many gaping for my praife;
‘Who fend fuch flatt’ring things as ne’er were feen,
To get well varnifh’d in my Magazine:
Indeed I often do indulge the elves,
And fuffer authors to commend tb?m_/'elws 3
Wits of zhemfelves can write with happieft {pirit,
And men are judges of their proper merit.
I.umps have I giv’n them too of beef and pudding,
That helps a hungry genius in its ftudying ;
And humming porter, when their Mufe was dry—
For this be glory unto God on high!
And not to me, who did not make the pudding,
Nor beef, affifting genius in its ftudying.
To authors, yes, I've giv’n both boil’d and roaft,
And many a time a tankard with a toaft—
But God forbid, indeed, that I fhoul boaft!~
And halfpence too, and fixpences, ecod!
But boaft avaunt !—the glory be to God !
To Bards, good fhoes and ftockings I have giv’n—
But not to me¢ the glory, but to Heav’n!

4 Yes,
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Yes, yes, Ifec how much it fwel's thy fp'een,

That I'm head Mafter of the Magazine;

‘Who let no author fee the houfe of Faume,

Before he gets a pafiport in my name.

Art thou a Do&tor? Yes, of thinning {kill;

For thoufands have bcen poifon’d by thy pill.

But let my foul be calm:—it tha’n’t be faid

I fear thee, O thou Monfter !— Who’s afraid
What though I know fmall Latin, and lefs Greek,
Good fterling Englith I can write and fpeak

Yet thoufands, who prefume to be my betters,

Can’t fpell their names, and fcarcely know their letters,
Belike, the curious world would hear with joy

What trade I was defign’d for, when a boy:

¢« A barber or a taylor,” faid my mother—

“ No,” cry'd my father, ¢ neither one nor t’other;
< A foldier, a rough foldier, Jor fhall wander,

<« Pull down the French, and fight like ALexanDEeR.”
But unto Jetters was I always {quinting,

So afl’d my daddy’s leave to ftudy Printing;

And got mylelf to uncle Bowver’s thop,

Where, when it pleas’d the Lord that he fhould drop,
The trade and good-will of the fhop was mine;
Where, without vanity, I think I fbine;

And
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And where, thank God, in fpte of dull abufe,
¥Y'm warm, and married, and can boil my goofe.
And had I been to fwords and mufkets bred,
P’rhaps I had fhin'd a C&saRr, or the Swepe:
Hadft thou a foldier been, thou forry mummer,
Thy rank had never rofe above a drummer.
How dar’ft thou fay, that fhould His RovaL Hicunzss
(A Prince renown’d for modefty and fhynefs)
Be Genenaliffimo of all our forces,
A jack-afs’s old back, and not a horfe’s,
Sheuld carry the good Prince into the field,
Whofe arm a broomftick, for a ftafl; fhould wiell,
That very, very broomiflick which his wife
Ott us’d to finith matrimonial ftrife ?
Why doft not praite the virtues of the Queen,
As great in foul, as noble in her mica,
‘Whofe virtues make the foul of Envy fick,
Strong as her fnuff, and as her di'monds thick I—
Bt wherelore this to PrTir do I fay?
Owls love the dark, and therefore loath the day,
The K... as wife 2 man as mar can be; ©
The Q.... fo mild, who cannot kiil ¢ fiea;
Brave GLo’sTER’s Hizhne's, and his lober wife,
Who lead the fotelt, fweetc, calmeit life;
Ricn-
® The Duke of G.
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RicumonD and Lzcos, each Duke a firft-rate ftar,
One fam'd for politics, and one for war;

The open Hawkss'ry, ftranger to all guile,

Who never of a fixpence robb’d our ifle;

The modeft PitT, the Jofeph of the day,

Who never with lewd women went aftray ;

And many others, that I foon could mention,

Arc much oblig’d, indeed, to thy invention !

But where’s the oak thar never feels a blaft ?

Or fun, at times that is not overcaft?

Alas! e’en people dreft in gold and ermine

May feel at times the bites of nafty vermin:
* And when thou dar'ft great Quality attack,

What art thou but a bug upon their back ?

‘What harm, pray, hath my friend Sir Josepa done,
So good, and yet the fubjett of thy fun?

Jutt in his ways to women and to men—

Indeed he fwears a little now and then.

Behold! his breakfafts fkine with reputation!

His dinners are the wonder of the nation!

With thefe hie treats both commoners and quality,
Who praife, where’er they go, his hofpitality :
Ev’n from the north and fouth, and weft and eaft,
Men fend him fhell, and butterfly, and beaft,

5 Sir
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Sir WiLrLram HamiLron fends gods and mugs;

And, for his feaft, a fow’s moft dainty dugs.

And fhall fuch mob as thou, not worth a groat,

Dare pick a hole in fuch a great Man’s coat?

Whenever at St. James’s he is feen,

Is not he fpoke to by the King and Queen?

And don’t the Lords at once about him prefs,

And, like his Sov’reigns, much regard profefs ?

Tell him they’ll come one day to him and dine,

Behold his rarities, and tafte his wine?

Such are the honours, to delight the foul,

On which thy longing eyeballs vainly roll :

Such are the honours that his heart muft flatter,

On which thy old dog’s-mouth in vain may water,

Whether in Dev’nfhire thou haft got a houfe,

1 value not three capers of a loufe;

Whether in Cornwall thou a hut haft got,

And, at elections only, boil'ft thy pot;

‘W hether a Doéor, Devil, or a Friar,

] know not—but I know thou art a /ar.

Whene'er I die, I hope that I thall read

This honeft epitaph upon my head :—

¢ Here lies Jonn’s body; but his foul is feen

¢ In that fam’d work, the Ge’mman’s Magazine:
¢« Brave,
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¢ Brave, yet poffefs’d of all the fofter feelings;

¢ Succefsful with the Mufes in his dealings;

¢« Mild, yet in virtue’s caufe as quick as tinder—

€ Who never car’d one f—ig for PeTer PiNpar.”

i ———

Mr. Perer Pinpar’s Apology for the variety of
entertainment in his pretty Poetical Olio, is the firft
thing I fhall prefent to the Public.

PETER’S APOLOGY.

LADIES, I keep a rhyme-fhop—mine’s a trade;
1 fell to old and young, to man and maid:

All cuftomers muft be oblig’d; and no man
‘Wifhes more univerfally to pleafe:

I'd really crawl upon my hands and knees,
T’ oblige—particularly lovely woman.

Yet fore, (the devil take fuch virtuous times!)
Faftidious, pick a quarrel with my rhymes, .
And beg I'd only deal in love-fick fonnet—
How eafy to bid others ceafe to feed!
On beauty I can quickly dée indeed,
But, truft me, can’t /ive long upon it.
Vor. IL Ee If
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If there is not a deal of impudcnt double-entendre in
this Sonnet, I do not know what purity meaneth—
Sweetly wrapped up indeed, ’Squire PiNDAR !

Inftead of a formal commentary on every compo-
fition, I fhall make fhort work with them, by giving
them their true character in a few words, as for

example :

Impudence, Fgotifm, and Conceit.

The expulfion of a moft excellent fet of Players
from Kingfbridge in Devonfhire, with the afylum
offered them by the Author’s Barn in an adjoining
parifh, is the foundation of the following Ode.

ODE TO MY BARN.

SWEET haunt of folitude and rats,
Mice, tuneful owls, and purring cats;
‘Who, whilft we mortals fleep, the gloom pervade,
And wifh not for the fun’s all-feeing eye,
Your moufing myfteries to {py;
Bleft, like philofophers, amidft the fhade;
When
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When PersecuTioN, with an iron hand,
Dar’d drive the moral-menders from the land,

Call'd Players—friendly to the wand’ring crew,
Thine eye with tears furvey’d the mighty wrong,
Thine open arms receiv’d the mournful throng—

Kings without fhirts, and Queens with half a fhoe.

Alas! what dangers gloom’d of late around !

Monarchs and Queens with halters nearly bound—
Duke, Dukeling, Princefs, Prince, confign’d to jail !

And, what the very foul of Prry thocks,

The poor old Lear was threaten’d with the ftocks,
Corprrra with the cart’s unfeeling tail.

Still cherifh fuch rare royalty forlorn—
A Garrick in thy bofom may be born;

A Sippons too, of future fair renown:
For Love is not a fqueamith God, they fay;
As pleas'd to fee his rites perform’d on hay,

As on the goofe’s foft and yielding dewn.

The fame impudence, egotifm, and conceit as in the
firt Ode.

Ee 2 TO
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\

TO MY BARN.

BY Lacedemon men attack’d,
When Thebes, in days of yore, was fack’d,
And nought the fury of the troops could hinder;
What's true, yet marv'lous to rehearfe,
So well the common foldiers relith’d verfe,
They fcorn’d to burn the dwelling-houfe of PInpaAR.

With awe did ALEXANDER view
The houfe of my great coufin, too,
And, gazing on the building, thus he figh’"d—
¢ General PARMEN10, mark that houfe before ye!
¢« That lodging tells a melancholy ftory !
¢ There Pinpar liv’d (great Bard!) and there he
died.

¢« The King of Syracufe, all nations know it,
¢ 'Was celebrated by this lofty Poet,
¢ And made immortal by his ftrains: *
¢« Ah! could I find like bim a bard, to fing me;
< Would any man, like bim a poet bring me;
« I"d give him a good penfion for his pains.

({3 But
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 But, ah! Parmenro, ’mongft the fons of men,
¢« This world will never fee his like agen;
 The greateft bard that ever breath’d is dead !
 General ParMENIO, what think you ?”—
‘ Indeed ’tis true, my liege, ’tis very true,”
ParmENIO cry’d, and, fighing, fhook his head:

Then from his pocket took a knife fo nice,
With which he chipp’d his cheefe and onions,
And from a rafter cut a handfome flice,
To make rare toothpicks for the Macedonians ;
Jutt like the toothpicks which we fee
At Stratford made, from Shakefpear’s mulb’ry-tree,

What pity that the *fquire and knight
Knew not to propbecy as well as fight ;
Then had they known the future men of metre;
Then had the General and the Monarch fpy’d,
In FaTe’s fair book, our nation’s equal pride,
‘That very PiNpaR’s coufin PeTer !

DavcHTER of thatch, and ftone, and mud,
When I (no longer fleth and blood)
Ee 3 Shall
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Shall join of lyric bards fome half-a-dozen ;
Meed of high worth, and, ’midft th* Elyfian plains,
To Horace and Alcazus read my ftrains,

Anacreon, Sappho, and my great old coufin;

On #bee thall rifing generations ftare,

‘That come to Kingfbridge and to Dodbrook Fair:*
For fuch thy hiftory, and mine fhall learn;

Like ALExaNDER fhall they ev’ry one

Heave the deep figh, and fay, ¢ Since PeTIR’s gone,
« With rev'renge let us look upon his Barn.”

¢ Held annually at thofe places,

The
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The following Ode of Mr. Pinpar’s is what
rhetoricians would call ironical. The leading feature
feems to be impudence.

ODE TO AFFECTATION.,

NY MPH of the mincing mouth, and languid eye,
And lifping tongue fo foft, and head awry,

And flutt’ring heart, of leaves of afpin made;
Who were thy parents, bluthful Virgin! fay—
Perchance DamE FoLLy gave thee to the day,

With Garrer IoNorRaNCE’s aid.

Say, Virgin, where doft thou delight to dwell ?
With Maids of Honour, ftartful Virgin? tell—
For I have heard a deal of each fair Miss;
How wicked Loorps have whifper’d wicked things
Beneath the nofes of good Queens and Kings,
And figh'd for pleafures far beyond a ifs !

Great is thy delicacy, dainty Maid;
At Nlighteft things, thy cheek with crimfon glows:
Say, art thou not atham’d, abafh’d, afraid,
Whene’er thou ftealeft forth to pluck a rofe?
Ee 4 Or
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Or haft thou loft, O Nymph, thy pretty gall;
So never pluckeft any rofe at all?

I'm told, thou keepeft not a fingle male;
Nothing but females, at thy board to cram;

That no he-lapdog near thee wags his tail,
Nor cat by vulgar people call’d a ram.

I've heard too, that if eer, by dire mishap,

Some ravifhers fhould make thy fav’rites wh—s,
Staring as ftricken by a thunder-clap,

Thy modefty hath kick’d them out of doors.

*Tis faid, when wag-tails thou behold't, and doves,

And fparrows bufy with their feather’d loves;
Lord! thou haft trembled at their wicked tricks;

And, fnatching up thy blufh-concealing fan,

As if it were a lady and 3 man,

Haft only peep’d upon them through the ficks.

And yet fo varioufly thou’rt faid to act,
That I have heard it utter’d for a fa&,

That often on old Thames’s funny banks,
Where ftriplings fwim, with wanton pranks,

On
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On bladders fome outftretch'd, and fome on corks;
Thou fquinting, moft indiff rent girl, art feen,
In contemplation of each youthful {kin,

Admiring God Almighty’s handy-works.

I'm told, thou wilt not meddle with cod’s head ;
Nor giblets tafte, nor innocent lamd’s-fry~=
This is a very ftrange affair indeed !
I wonder, fqueamith Maip, the reafon why!

Some men have got frange names, that raife thy blu/h?
(Pity a name fhould fo difturb thy cheek 1)

Then doft thou, fimpering, beat about the bufh,
When to thofe men thou art inclin’d to fpeak.

At length thou biddeft Susan (with fweet fhame)
« Go fetch the fellow with the filtby name.”

I've heard, that breeches, petticoats, and finock,
Give to thy modeft mind a grievous thock;

And that thy brain (fo lucky its device)
Chrift’neth them inexpreffbles, fo nice!

Prim Maid, thou art no fav’rite with the world:
I hear the direft curfes on thee hurf'd!

Sorry

I’
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Sorry am I, fo ill thy manners fuit:
*Tis faid, that if a moufe appear to view,
We hear a formidable fcreech enfue,

As if it were fome huge devouring brute;

And if beneath thy petticoat he run,
Thou belloweft as if thou wert undone,
And kickeft at a cow-like rate, poor foul!
When, if thou wert to be a little quiet,
And not difturb the nibbler by a riot,
‘The moufe would go into his proper hole.

I've heard it fworn to, Nymph, that in the ftreets,
When running, dancing, capering at thy fide,
'i'hy Chloe other dogs fo brazen meets,
That, wriggling, afk thy bitch to be their bride,
Quick haft thou caught up Chloe in thy arms,
Fromrviolation to preferve her charms;

And, bouncing wildly from the view

Of thofe fame faucy canine crew,

Haft op'd fo loud and tunefully thy throat,
(Seeming as thou hadft learnt to fcream by note)
Loud as the Sabine girls that try’d to fcape

The fpeechlefs horrors of a Roman rape,
No
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No novels readeft thou, O Nymph, in fight;
And yet again I'm told that ev’ry night,
In fecret, thou art much inclin’d to doat
On rhymes that RocHEsTER fo warmly wrote.

Oft doft thou wonder how thy fex, fo fweet,
Can fellows, thofe great two-lega’d monfters, meet,
And fwoon not at each Caliban;
And wonder how thy fex can fancy bliffes
Contain’d within the black rough-bearded kiffes
Of fuch a horrid bear-like thing as man.

Thy morals, virtuous Maiden, are fo chafte,
I'm told, that e’en for all the mint

No man thould ever take thee round the waift,
And on thy lips a faucy kifs imprint!

Inform me, is it fo, moft dainty maid ?
Auec thy two lips of kiffes thus afraid?

*Tis alfo {aid, that if a flea at night,
Pert rogue, hath dar’d thy lufcious lip to bite,
Or point his fnout into thy fnowy breaft,
At once the houfe Lath been alarm’d—the maids
Call'd idle, nafty, good-for-nothing jades;
Who, Eve-like, ruthing to thy room, undreft,
4 Have
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Have thought fome fecret ravither fo dread,
On Love’s delicious viands to be fed,
Had feiz'd thee, to obtain forbidden joys;
Which had he done, a moft audacious thief,
Of ev’ry maid it was the firm belief
Thouwouldft not, Nymph, have made a greater noife,

And yet ’tis faid, again, O Nymph fo bright,

Thou fleep'tt with John the coachman ev’ry night—
Vile tales! invented to deftroy thy fame;

For, wert thou, fearful Lafs, this inftant married,
At night, thy modeft cheek would burn with fhame,

Nor weuldft thou gs, but to the bed be carried :

There, when thy STrEPHON rufh’d, in white array’d,

To clafp with kiffes fweet his white-ftol’d maid,
And riot in the luxury of charms;

Flat as a flounder, feeing, hearing gone—

Mute as a filh, and fairly turn’d to ftone—
O Damfel! thou wouldft die within his_arms.

More
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More impudence, with a lick at one of the Ten
Commandments. He talks too of his paffions as
having lefc him—I do not believe a word on't: all
PEeTer’s colt’s-teeth are not yet gone—Oh, that I had
the drawing them! Oh, that my pincers could get
amongft them! the world fhould then fee him make
up many a pretty wry face. < Presty,” did I fay?
not pretty neither, for the fellow is as ugly as fin.—
Oh, that I had him, like the types for my magazine,
in my printing-prefs! T would give his bones a moft
glorious fqueeze! But he is a liar, 'and I can prove
it, for he keeps a girl at this moment; and a beautiful
girl too, that he makes verfes upon—but it'is Vurcan
and Venus. The Jack-afs, perhaps, wants a bunch
of nettles, I fuppofe, for his Muse; fomething
extraordinary, to give a fillip to his languid infpira-
tions,

TO FORTUNE.

SAD loit’ring ForTuNE, thou art come too late:
Ah! wheiefore give me not thy fmiles before;
When all my youthful paffions in a roar,

Rare hunters, fearlefs leap'd each five-bar gate?

Unknown
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Unknown by thee, how often did I meet
‘The lovelieft forms of nature in the ftreet,
The fair, the black, and lafting brown !
And, while their charms enraptur’d I furvey’d,
This pretty legend on their lips I read—
<« Kifles, O gentle thepherd, for a crown.”

How oft I look’d, and figh’d, and look’d agen,
Upon the fmiling Loves of ev'ry PaLris!
How wifh’d myfelf a cock, and her a hen,
To crop at once her rofes and her lilies !
Not only gratis, but with perfet eafe—
Without fo much as, ¢ Madam, if you pleafe.”

¢ At Otaheité,” I have faid with tears,
“ No gentleman a jail fo horrid fears
« For taking loving liberties with laffes s
¢ Soon as they heard how Love in England far'd,
¢¢ The glorious Otaheitans all were fcar’d,
¢ And call’d us Englifhmen a pack of  affes.

¢ But they, indeed, are heathens—have no fouls,
¢¢ But fuch as muft be fried on burning coals ;
“ But
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¢« But I'm a Chriftian, and abhor a rape:
¢ Yet if a lafs would /el her lean and fat,
 I'm not fo great an enemy to zhas—
¢ Though #bat might whelp a little kind of fcrape;;
¢ Since ’tis believ’d €’en fimple fornication
¢ May ftep between a man and his falvation.”

Damn’d ForTuNE! thus to make the Poet groan;
To offer now, forfooth, thy fhining pieces;

For now my paffions nearly all are flown,
Departed to my nephews and my nieces !

Here, indignant Reader, is impudence with a ven-
geance! When certain facred parts of our moft glo-
rious RovaL FaMmiLy determined in their great
wifdoms and anger to quit ungrateful England, what
does this foul-mouthed Poet do, but give them a
farewell laugh in verfe, when it thould have been the
moft lamentable elegy—pfebile carmen! But PETER
PINDAR is a Caliban. 1 do not believe that ever he
cried in his life, excepting when he was flogged at
{chool—Monftrum borrendum, informe, ingens=—1 wifh

I coul
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I could add too, cui Jumen ademptum ; for his eyes are
hunting for nothing but deformity: let him look in
the glafs then, and he will fpy a fufficient mafs; ot
open his brain-box, and he will there find a rare
cargo.

ODE TO MADAM SCHW-—G AND CO.

ON THEIR INTENDED VOYAGE TO GERMANY.

WRITTEN IN THME YEAR 178g.

WE with you a good voyage to that thore
Where all your friends are impudent and poor:
OLlige us, Madam—don’t again come over—
To ufe a cant phrafe, we've been finely fobb'd,
Indeed have very dext’roufly been robb’d—
You’ve liv'd juft eizht and twenty years in clover.

Pray let us breathe a little—be fo good ;
We cannot fpare fuch quantities of blood :
At leaft for fome ten years, pray crofs the main;
Then, cruel, fhould ye think upon returning,
To put us Britons all in fecond mourning,
‘We may fupport phlebotomy again.
5 Te
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‘T'o you and your lean gang we owe th’ Excife s
Prrr canriot any other fcheme devife,

To pay the nation’s debt, and filt your purfes,
With great refpet I here affure you, Ma’am,
Your name our common people loudly damn;

Genteeler folks attack with filent curfes,

.

Madam, can yo# fpeak Latin —No, not much==
I think you principally fpew * High-Dutch:
But did you Latin underftand, (God blefs it)
I'd offer up the pithieft, prettieft line
Unto your Avarice’s facred fhrine—
¢ Crefcit amor nummi quantum ipfa pecunia crefeit.”

‘The which tranflation of this Latin line
Is this—¢ Alas! that maw profound of thine
¢ May like the ftomach of a whale be reckon’d:
¢ Throw into it the nation’s treafury,
¢ But for a minute it will pleafure ye;
¢ That gullet would be gaping for a fecond.”

Vou. IL. Ff Madam,

¢ The author thinks the expreflion, though a dirty one, more
deforiptive than any other of the guttural German ; and there-
fore choofes not to facrifice truth to a Little dienféance.



46 A ROWLAND FOR AN OLIVER.

Madam, we wifh you a long, long adieu—e
Good riddance of the fnuff and di'mond crew}
Your abfence, all, alone the State relieves;
For, hungry Ladies, as I'm here alive,
A houfe can never hope to thrive,
That harboureth a neft of thieves,

An infupportable apology for keeping Miftreffes,
and a laugh at that moft refpetable ftate, Matri-
mony.

O D E

TH AT T have often been in love, deep love,
A hundred doleful ditties plainly prove.
By marriage never have I been disjointed ;
For matrimony deals prodigious blows:  «
And yet for this fame ftormy ftate, God knows,
I've groan’d—and, thank my ftars, been difappointed.

Widh,
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With Lovs's dear paffion will I never war:
Let ev’ry man for ever be in love,
E’en if he beats, in age, old Par:
*Tis for his chilly veins a good warm glove;;
It bids the blood with brifker motion ftart,
Thawing T1ME’s icicles around his heart,,

WEebLock’s a faucy, fad, familiar ftate,
‘Where folks are very apt to {cold and hate:
Love keeps a modeft diftance, is divine,
Obliging, and fays ev’ry thing that’s fine,

Love writes fweet fonnets, deals in tender matters

MARRIAGE, in epigram {o keen, and fatire:
Love feeketh always to oblige the fair;

Full of kind wifhes, and exalted hope:
Marrr1ace defires to fee her in the air,

Sufpended, at the bottom of a rope.

1.ove withes, in the vale or on the down,

To give his dear, dear idol a green gown:

MARRIAGE, the brute, fo fnappifh and ill-bredy,

Can kick his fighing turtle out of bed;

Turns bluffly from the charms that tafte adores,

Then pulls his night-cap o’er his eyes, and fnores.
Ffa Wedlock
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Wedlock at firlt, indeed, is vaftly pleafant;
A very fhowy bird, a fine cock-pheafant:
By time, it changeth to a difP’rent fowl;
Sometimes a cuckoo, oft’ner a horn-owl.

Wedlock’s a lock, however, large and thick,
Which ev’ry rafcal has a key to pick.

O Love! for heav’'n’s fake, never leave my heare:
No! thou and I will never, never part:

Go, WeDLOCK, to the men of leaden brains,
Who hate variety, and figh for chains.

A bare-faced apology for leaving a loving wife.

TO CHLOE.

AN APOLOGY FOR GOING INTO THE COUNTRY.
.

CHLOE, we muft not always be in heav’n,
For ever toying, ogling, kiffing, billing;
The joys for which I thoufands would have giv’n,
Will prefently be fcarcely worth a fhilling.
Thy
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Thy neck is fairer than the Alpine fnows;

And, fweetly fwelling, beats the down of doves;
Thy cheek of health, a rival to the rofe;

Thy pouting lips, the throne of all the Loves !
Yet, thoigh thus beautiful beyond expreffion,
That beauty fadeth by too much pofiefflion.

Economy in love is peace to nature,

Mnich like economy in worldly matter:
We fhould be prudent, never live too faft;
Profufion will not, cannot always laft.

Lovers are really {pendthrifts—"tis a fhame:

Nothing their thoughtlefs, wild career can tame,
Till pen’ry ftares them in the face;

And when they find an empty purfe,

Grown calmer, wifer, how the fault they curfe,
And, limping, look with fuch a fneaking grace!

Job’s war-horfe fierce, his neck with thunder hung,

Sunk to a humble hack that carries dung.

Smell to the queen of flowers, the fragrant rofe—
Smell twenty times—and then, my dear, thy nofe
Will tell thee (not fo much for {cent athirft)

The twentieth drank lefs flavour than the jfrf.
Ffgs Love
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Lovr, doubtlefs, is the fweeteft of all fellows
Yet often thould the little God retire—

Abfence, dear Chloe, is a pair of bellows,
That keeps alive the facred fire.

In the fame impudently ironical ftyle,

ODE TO LAJS.

O NYMPH with all the luxury of fkin,
Pea-bloom breath, and dimpled chin;

Rofe cheek, and eyes that beat the blackeft floe;
With flaxen ringlets thy foft bofom fhading,
So white, fo plump, fo lufcioufly-perfuading ;

And lips that none but mouths of Cherubs know !

Oh, leering, lure me not to Charlotte-ftrees,
That too, too fair, feducing form to meet;
Warm, unattir'd, and breathing rich delight ;
Where thou wilt pra&ife ev’ry roguith art,
To bid my fpirits all unbridled ftart,
Run off with me full til, and fteal my fight.
Then
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Then fhall I trembling fall, for want of grace,
And die, yes, die perhaps upon my face!

Ah! ceafe to turn, and look, and leer, and fmile,
My too imprudent fenfes to beguile!

Ah! keep that taper leg fo tempting from me,
Ah! form'd to foil a Phidias’s art;
So much unlike that leg in ev’ry part

By me abhorr’d indeed, and chriften’d gummy.

In vain I turn around to run away:
Thine eyes, thofe bafilitks, command my ftay :
Whilft through its gauze thy fnowy bofom peeping,
Seems to that rogue intrepreter, my eye,
To heave a foft, defponding, tender figh—
Like goflamer, my thoughts of goodnefs fweeping.

Pity my dear religion’s dread debility,

And hide thofe orbs of fweet inflammability !
Abound, I fay, abound in grace, my feet;
And do not follow her to Charlotte-ftreet,

Alas! alas! you have no grace, I fee,
But with to carry off poor ftruggling me;
Ff4 Yes,
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Yes, the wild bed of Beauty wifh to feck !
Yet, if ye-do—to make your two hearts ake,
A fweet, a fweet revenge I mean to take;

For, curfe me me if you fhall not ftay a week.

Yet let me not thus pond’ring, gaping, ftand;
But, lo! I am not at my own command:

Bed, bofom, kifs, embraces, ftorm my brains,
And, lawlefs tyrants, bind my will in chains.
O lovely Lafs! too pow’rful are thy charms,
And fafcination dwells within thy arms.

The Paffions join the fierce invading hoft;
And I and VirTuE are o’erwhelm’d and loft:
Paffions that in a martingal thould mouve;
Wild horfes, loofen’d by the hands of Love,

I'm off—alas! unworthy to be feen—

The Barp, and VIrRTUE a poor captive Queen!
O Lais, fhould our deeds to fins amount,

Juft Heav'n will place them all to 2by accodnt.
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The following Stanza, onthe death of Lady MounT
¥—'s favourite Pig CuPpip, is verily exceeded by
nothing in the annals of impertinence.

A CONSOLATORY STANZA
TO LADY MOUNT E—, |,

ON THE DEATH OF HER PIG CUPID.

O DRY that tear, {o round and big;
Nor wafte in fighs your precious wind !
Death only takes a fingle Pig— .
Your Lord and Son are ftill behind.

Super-
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Superlatively impudent, and, I hope, untrue; fent
me two days after my publication of my Queen Eliza-
$etb’s Progreffes, one of which is now atually in
His Majefty’s glorious Library at Buckingham-
Houfe.

TO MR. J. NICHOLS,

ON RIS

HISTORY OF THE PRQGRESS OF QUEEN ELIZABETH,

J OHN, though it afks no fubtilty of brain

To write QUEEN Bess’s Progrefs though the land;
Excufe the freedom, if I dare maintain

The theme too high for zbee to take in hand,

On Vanity’s damn’d rock what thoufands fplit!
Thou fhouldft have labour’d on fome humbler

On fomewhat on a level with thy wit— _,  [matter;
For inftance—when Her Majefty made w———,

T3
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To fhow that I can be candid, even to people of no
tandour, I fhall conclude this Firft Part with a few
Songs that are not totally deflitute of merip,

k=
TO DELIA.

WHILE poets pour their happieft lays,
And call thee ev'ry thing divine;

Not quite fo lavith in thy praife,
To cenfure be the province mine,

Though born with talents to furprife,

Thou feldom doft thofe pow’rs difplay:
Thus feem they trifling in thine eyes!

Thus heav’n’s beft gifts are thrown away!

‘Though rich in charms, thou know'ft it not;
Such is thine ignorance profound

And then fuch cruelty thy lot,
Thy fweeteft fmile inflicts a wonnd.

To
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TO FORTUNE.

YES, ForTunek, I have fought thee long,

Invok’d thee oft, in profe and fong ;
Through half Old England woo’d thee;

Through feas of danger, Indian lands,

Through Afric’s howling, burning fands:
But, ah! in vzin purfu’d thee!

Now, ForTune, thou wouldft fain be kind;
And uow I'll plainly {fpcak my mind—
I tare not firaws about thee:
For Der1a’s hand alone [ toil’d;
Unbrib’d by wealth, the Nymgh has fmil'd;
And blifs is ours without thee,

TO CHLOE

CHLOE, a thoufand charms are thine,
That give my heart the conftant figh!
Ah! wherefore let thy Poet pine,

Who canft with eafe his wants fupply ?
Oh,
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Oh, hafte, thy charity difplay;
With Jiztle I'll contented be:

The kiffes which thou throw’ft away
Upon thy dog, will do for me.

]

I cannot, however, conclude this Firft Part of
Mr. Perer’s lucubrations without a fevere reprehen-
fion of his want of loyalty, as well as want of refped,
for that firft of Courts, St. James’s; and, more-
over, to prove that difloyalty and difrefpect, I give
the following Ode, which he, with all his impudence,
dares not deny that he wrote. I fuppofe that it was
hatched in the /af reign, fince it is impoffible that it
thould be in the prefent.  One word more with him—
Should his infolence mean his prefent MaJesTY, he is
an ungrateful, as well as an infolent fellow; as his
Majefty has got his books bound in beft morocco
leather, (Oh, that Perer’s own hide had been
ftripped off, and tanned for the purpofe!) which are
now in the library at Buckingham-houfe: nay, more,
his Majefty has condefcended to wwrite motes on the
varlet’s works | —yes ! with bis own moft royal hand!
Thus has this moft unloyal, moft difrefpetful, moft

5 ungrateful,
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ungrateful, and moft pitiful rhymer,—~a KiNo ror a
CommenTATOR ! | |—His Majefty is pleafed, with a
fmile, to call him the * Merry Wight,” Might 1
offer an emendation to MajzesTy, it fhould be the
wicked Wight.

——————————

TO A FRIEND OUT OF PLACE;

SO then, thy Sov’REIGN turns away his face!
‘Thank God, with all thy foul, for the difgrace.

This inftant down upon thy knee;

And idolize the man who makes thee free';
No more endeavour Forry’s hand to kifs!

At firft I look’d with pity on thy ftate;

But now I humbly thank the foot of FaTe,
That kindly kicks thee into blifs.

Tve been difgrac’d too—felt a Monarch’s frown,
And confequently quitted town
But have my fields refus’d their fmiles fo fweet?
Say, have my birds grown fulky, with the King?
My thrufhes, linnets, larks, refus’d to fing?
My winding brooks, to prattle at my feet?

>

Not



A ROWLAND FOR AN OLIVER, 43,

No! no fuch matter! Each unclouded day
On dove-like pinions gaily glides away :

In fhort, all Nature feems difpos’d to pleafe—
Then prithee quit thy qualms; look up and laugh;
The rural pleafures let us largely quaff,

And make our congé to the Gods of Eafe,

By day, fhall NaTure’s fimple voice
Our walks, and rides of health rejoice,
Far from an empty Court where TumuLT howls;
And fhould at night, by chance, an hour’
Be with ennu: inclin’d to low’r,
We'll go and liften to our owls;

Birds from whofe throats’tis faid that wi/dom {prings=s
How very difPrent fros the throats of Kings!






A D V I C E

TO

THE FUTURE LAUREAT:

A N O D E

Nil vimium fludeo, Cafar, t:51 velle placere

Nee feire utrum fis albus an ater bomo.
CaTyLrUN

So lirtle, Cafar’s humour claims my carc,

3 Xnow not if the mun be black or fair.

Vor. IL Gg



ARGUMENT

THE Poet exprefiecth woaderful curiofity for knowing the
future Laureat —reporteth the Candidates for the fublime
office of Poetical Trumpeter——recommendeth to his Mufe the
praifes of economy, poultry, cow-pens, pigs, dunghills, &c.—
rdvifeth the mention of his prefent money-loving Majefty of
Naples, allo of the great people of Germany.—~PxTar gently
criticifeth poor THomas, and uttercth ftrange things of
Courts—he exglaimeth fuddenly, and boafteth of his purity—
he returneth fweetly to the unknown Laureat, afketh him per-
tinent queftions, and informeth him what a Laureat fhould
refemble,

PART I

THE Poet feeleth 3 moft uncommon metamorphofe—breaketh
outinto & kind of poetical delirium—talketh of court-reforma-
tion, the arts and fcienges; and fecmeth to continue mad to
the end of the chapter.
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TO

THE FUTURE LAUREAT.

O D E

WHO fhall refume Saint James’s fife,
And call ideal virtues into life?

On tiptoe gaping, lo, I ftand,

To fce the future Laureat of the land!

Dread rivals, fplathing through the dirty road,
With thund*ing fpecimens of Ode,

The lyric bundles on each Poet’s back,

Intent to gain the ftipend and the Sack,

See Mason, HavLey, to the Palace fcamper,
Like porters {weating underneath a hamper !

And fee the hacks of Nicuovrs’ Magazine

Rufh, loyal, to berhyme a King and Queen;

And fee, full fpeed, to get the tuneful job,

The bellman’s heart, with hopes of vict’ry, throb.
Gga O thou,
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O thou, whate’er thy name, thy trade, thy art,
Who from obfcurity art doom’d to ftart,
Call'd, by the Royal mandate, to proclaim
To djftant realms a Monarch’s feeble fame—
For fame of Kings, like cripples in the gout,
Demands a crutch to move about—

Whoe’er thou art, that winn'ft the envied prize,
Oh, if for Royal fmile thy bofom fighs,

Of pig-economy exalt the praife;

Oh, flatter theep and bullocks in thy lays!

To faving wifdom boldly ftrike the ftrings,

And juftify the grazier-trade in Kings.

Defcant on ducks and geefe, and cocks and hens,
Hayftacks and dairies, cowhoufes and pens;
Defcant on dunghills, ev’ry fort of kine;
And on the pretty article of fwine,

Inform us, without lofs, to twig

The ftomach of a feeding calf, or c:)w s
And tell us, economic, how

To fteal a dinner from a fatt’ning pig;
And, Bard, to make us ftill more bleft, declare
How hogs and bullocks may grow fat an gir.

Sine
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Sing how the King of Naples fells his fith,
And from his ftomach cribs the daintieft dith;
Sing, to his fubjets how he fells his game;
So fierce for dying rich, the Monarch’s flame :

Sing of th* economy ef German quality ;

Emp’rors, Ele&ors, dead to hofpitality ;

Margraves, and miferable Dukes,

‘Who fqueeze their fubjects, and who ftarve their cooks ¢
Such be the burthen of thy birth-day fong,

And, lo, our Court will liften all day long.

Tom prov’d unequal to the Laureat’s place;
Lucklefs, he warbled with an Attic grace:

The language was not underftood at Court,
Where bow and curtfy, grin and fhrug, refort;
Sorrow for ficknefs, joy for health, fo civil;
And love, that with’d each other to the devil!

Tom was a {cholar—lucklefs wight!
Lodg’d with old manners in a mufty college;
He knew not that a Palace hated knowledge,
And deem’d it pedantry to fpell and write. .
Gg 3 Tom



446  ADVIED 70 TNB PUTUNX LAUREAT:

Tom heard of royal librasics, indoed,
And,. weakly, fancied that the books were read s

He knew not that an suthoe’s fenfe
Was, at a Palace, not worth finding ;
That what to notice gave 3 book pretence,
Was folely paper, print, and binding !

Some folks had never known, with all their wit,
Old PinDAR’s name, nor occupation,

Had not I fearted forth—a lucky hit,
And prov'd myfelf the Theban Bard’s relation.

The names of DrumMOND, BoLDERO, and HOARE,’
Though ftrapgers to AroLL0’s tuneful ear,

Are difcords that the Palace-folks adore,
Sweet as fincerity, as honour dear;

The name of Homer, none are found to know it,

So much the Banker foars beyond the Poet;

For Courts prefer, fo claffically weak, «

A Guinea’s mufic to the noife of Greek ¢

Menin aeide Thea, empty founds,

How mean to—¢ Pay the bearer fifty pounds|”
Angels,
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Angels, and minifters of grace, what’s here}
See fuppliant SaL’sa’ry to the Bard appear!

He fighs—~upon his knuckles he is down !—
His Lordfhip begs I'll take the Poet’s crown,

Avaunt, my Lord l=Solicitation, fiy!
I’ll not be Zany to a King, not I:

I’ll be no Monarch’s humble thrufh,
To whiftle from the laurel buth;

Or, rather, a tame owl, to hoot
Whene'er it fhall my mafters fuit.

I have no flatt’ries cut and dried—no varnith
For Royal qualities, fo apt to tarnith,
Expos’d a little to the biting air:

I've got a foul, and fo no lies to fpare;
Befides, too proud to fing for hire,

I fcorn to touch a venal lyre.

Avaunt, ye fceptred vulgar—purpled, ermin'd;
The Mufe thall mzke no mummies, 'm determin’d.
World, call her proftitute, bawd, dirty b—,
If meanly once the deals in fpice and pitch,
)}nd faves a carcafe, by its lyric balm,
-So putrid, which the very worms muft damn.
Gg+4 Again
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Again to thee I turn, from dear digreffion
To thee, ambitious of the Sack-pofieffion!
O thau, the future Laureat, yet unknown,
The nightingale or magpie of a Throne!
Reveal the fituation of thy brain.
Or clear, or muddy is its fountain ?
Of molehills can it make a mountain,
So ftrong the magic of its wizard ftrain?

Laureats fhould boaft a bufhel of invention,
Or yield up all poetical pretenfion :

Lo, flatt’ries form a Monarch’s firft delights !
A folar microfeope the Bard fhould be,
That to a camel’s fize can fwell a flea,

And give the guts of aldermen to mites.

PART U,
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PART IL

MY foul affumes a loftier wing ;
I'm chang’d, I feel myfelf a King!
I'm fceptred—on my head the crown defcends!
To purple turn’d my coat of parfon’s grey,
Now let my Majefty itfelt difplay,
And fhow that Kings and glory may be friends.

Yet, though I feel myfelf a King,
I hope, untainting, that the crown defcends——
Not on my people’s fhoulders bids me fpring;
And cry, forgetful of myfelf and friends,*
<« Blood of the Gods within my veins I find ;
¢ Not the mean puddle of that mob, mankind.”

Low at my feet the fpaniel-courtiers cow’r;

Curl, wheedle, whine, paw, lick my fhoe, for pow’r;
Prepar’d for ev'ry infult, fervile train,

To take a kicking, and to fawn again!

Off,
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Off, Pirr and GrenviLLz ! you are not yet men;’
Go, children, to your leading-ftrings agen ;

Make not 2 hebby-horfe of this fair Ifle:—
Yet, were no danger in the childith fway,
A Kingdom might permit a baby’s play,

And at its weaknefles indulge a fmile.
Off, then !—once more upon your letters look—=
Go, find of politics the loft horn-book.

Off with Excisg your Imp, with lengthen’d claws,

And fangs deep-rooted in his hydra-jaws ;

‘That monfter, damping Frzepom’s facred joys;

Fed by your hands, ye pair of foolith boys !

My foul, to FrezpoM wedded, Frxzpom loves;
Then blaft me, lightnings, when, fo coldly cruel,
I to pomatum facrifice the jewel,

Rouge, pigtail, and a pair of gloves.

Off, J——! fome demon did create thee:
Oh, form'd to fawn, to kneel, to lie, to flatter!
¢ Perdition catch my foul, but I do hate thee!
« And when I hate thee not,” I war with Natuzrz.
h reptiles dare not *midft my radiance fport—
urs'd be fuch fnakes that crawl about a2 Court,

Difgrace
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Difgrace not, fimp’ring fycephants, my throne 1—
E—, and pigmy V——r, be gone!

Br——, thou ftinkeft |-——weazel, polecat, fiy!
Thy manners fkock, thy form offends my eye.

As for thy principles—=thy’re gone long fince;
Loft, when a poor deferter from thy Privcs,

e, avaunt !—thou’rt cowardly and mean;
Thy foul is fable, and thy hands unclean.

Yet to minutiz to defcend, what need?
Enough, that thou art one of Charles’s breed.

Out with that SAL’sBURY }==DunbDas, avaunt!
Off, water-gruel WesTmorzLAND, and Leeps!
You, verily, are not the men I want—
My bounty no fuch folly feeds.

Off, Harcourt! who wouldft ftarve my kine,
Or make them, poor lean devils, dine

On vile horfe-chefnuts—'tis a curfed meal—
Inftead of turnips, corn, and hay:
Thou fhalt not, by this avaricious way,

Into my royal favour fteal.
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Off, Uxsripce !—LzzDs, too, once more get along !

You fhall not be Lord-Prefidents of fong;
You throw poor St. Cecilia into fits:

You've ears, but verily they do not hear,

Jutt as you've tongues that cannot fpeak, I fear;
And brains that want their compliment of wits.

Off, WaLsiNngHaM !—thou putt'ft me in a fweat:

I hate a jack-in-office martinet—
For ever fomething mof important brewing ;
For ever bufy, bufy, nothing doing.

Thou plague of Poft-office, the teazer, fretter;
Informing clerks the way to feal a letter;
Who, full of wifdom, hold'ft thyfelf the broom,
Inftru&ing Sufan how te fweep the room;
The letter-man, to hold his bag;
The mail-guard (funk in ignorance forlorn !}
To load his blunderbufs, and blow his horn;
Off, off!—of confequence thou rag!
Go to the fields, and gain a Nation’s thanks ;
Catch grafshoppers and butterflies for Banks.

T want not fellows that can only prate;
1 want no whirligigs of ftate;
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Mo jack-a-lanterns, imitating fire,
Skipping, and leading mien into the mire.

Thou fervile copyift, West, begonel

With nought worth faving of thy own;
Phillis and Chloe, dancing dogs,

PiNETTI, and the fortune-telling hogs, -
Toymen and conj'rors, from my prefence fly)
I have no children to amufe~—not I,

Off, Swe—=g! thou lean, old, wicked cat;
Rettlefs and fpitting, biting, mewing, mean,

Thou fhalt not in my chimney-corner fquat;
Thou fhalt not, harridan, be Queen:

Off, to thy country, by the map forgot,

Where Tyranny and FaminNe curfe the fpot!

Yet empty firft thy bags of plunder’d gain,
Wages of vile political pollution;

Then vanifh, thou OLp Fistura! adrain
Enervating our glorious Conftitution!

433

Off, Hsstings' Wife! thy di'monds bode no goods

They fhall nat taint us—lo, they fmell of blood !

Of;,
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Off, off, old GiLBxrT's fpawn !—now EpazcoMss’s
fury,
In manners coarfer than the dames of Drury!
O form’d for Uglinefs itelf  foil !
Sprung from the Church, the world might well fuppofe
Thy blood with fome few drops of meeknefs Aows—
"No, vitriol !=—not one particle of oil !

Tl have no Laureat—facred be the Ode;
Unfullied let its torrent roll !

Few merits mine, the Mufe’s wing to load;
Small grace of form, and no fublime of fouls

And yet, whate’er the merits that are mine,

By verfe unvarnifh’d fhall they fhine.

The real Virtues dare themfelves difplay,
And need no pedeftal to fhow away :

Each from herfelf her own importance draws,
And fcorns a chatt’ring Poet’s mock applaufe.
Have niggard Nature, and my ftars, unkgnd,
Of fenfe and virtues ftript my defert mind;
My nzme let SiLexcE, with her veil, invade,
And cold Oztiviox pour th’ eternal thade,

Oblig’d
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Oblig'd not to an author’s rhyme,
Important, down the ftream of Timz,
O let me fail, or not atall;
Too proud for Bards to take in tow my name,
Juft like the ViGory,* or Fame,*
That drag along the jollyboat or yawl.

Away, the little fniv’ling fpirit!
Away, the hate of rifing merit!
Thy heav’n-ward wing, afpiring Gax1us, wave;
I will not, lev’ling with 2 jaundic’d eye,
The fecret blunderbufs let fly,
To give thee, O thou royal bird! a grave,

I'll have no poet-perfecution—no!
Proud of its liberty, the verfe fhall flow;
The mouth of Pegafus fhall feel no curb:
If, idly wanton, Poets tax me wrong,
Theirs is the infamy, for theirs the fong;
Such blafts fhall ne’er my foul’s deep calm difturb.

But, fhould fair TrRuTH to SATIRE lend an edge,
Bid with more force defcend her thund'ring fledge,
My

® Ships of the line,
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My juftice dares not break that poet’s pipe;
And, like a fcheol-boy, to the tiger’s den,
Who wanton flings a cat, a cock, or hen,

I will not give him to *MacpoNALD’s gripe.

Wife, let me huth of prejudice the ftorm,
Difarm him for the future, and reform:

Yes; ’ftead of giving him a /aw-jobation,
Revenge the blow by reformation,

To Tros, which of yore was reckon’d far,
Hipparcaus really fent a man of war,

To bring Axacreon, honied bard, to court;
So PraTo fays, a man of good report,

How diff"rent, Monarchs of the prefent day!
From modern Kings each bee-like minftrel fculks,
Whofe love would clap the bards on board the hulks,
Or fend them out to warble at § THIEVES Bay.

Come, Science, and the Arts, around me bloom;
Thrice-welcome, half my empire claitn:
The eye of Gen1us fhall not wear a gloom,
Nor Bovpert dafh my cheek with fhame.
Hiftorians,
* The Attorney-General.
{ Commonly called Botany-Bay.
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Hiftorians, Poets, Painters, ev’ry merit,
Shall feel King PeTer’s foft’ring fpirit,

Yes, men of genius, be my equals, free—
Imperious confequence ye fhall not feel ;
For thow collefted, juft to bend the knee,

And grace, like flaves of yore, a chariot-wheel;

Avaunt, the parafitic dedication !
A trap to catch my fmile, deceive the Nation,
And make the wide-mouth’d million blefs my name.
Ah! let my deeds alone, inftead of Jies,
Procliim me open, gen’rous, good, and wife;

Thole manly heralds of a virtuous fame.

Herc, from your hovels, fons of {cience, come:
Oh, hafle! and call King PeTER’s houfe your home:
Your huts, your folitary mountains, quit,

And maike my court a galaxy of wit,

Come, VIRTUE, though a dungeon hide thy face,
(For to thy lot too oft misfortune falls)

Whofe angel-form, from jails can blot difgrace,
And caft a facred fplendor o’er the walls,

Vor. 1, Hh Thus
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Thus fhall our moments glide on golden wings;
Thus will we triumph with expanded hearts ;
At times be merry upon thrifty Kings,
And fmile at Majefty that ftarves the arts.
Ambitious, if with Wispom thus we wed ;
A Farthing fhall not blufh to bear OUR head !
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY.

ILLUSTRIOUS SIR,

PERMI T a poor forr of Apollo to make an offering
of his pamphlet (a fort of widow’s mitc), for the plea-
fure received from your five quartos. Aware of the
dangers of launching into the foaming fea of wufual
dedication, in which many an unfortunate author has
been drowned, I tremble at my prefent attempt. Ex-
alted panegyric too frequently incurs the fufpicion of a
fncer. 2wur dedication, illuftrious Sir, to the beft of
Kings, ftrikcs me as the moft perfe&t model of imita-
tion—it is a column of Attic clegance and fimplicity,
erelted to a deferving Monarch. Pray, Sir, did his
auguft Majefty honour it with a perufal before publica-
tion? It truly forms the #e plus ulira of human panegyric ;
and what is marvellous, cannot be fufpeéted of adula-
tion. Pray, Sir, how much might his Majefty give you
forit?

What a fimilarity, illuftrious Sir; betweed yourfelf
and Mr. James BoswerL! and yet what a diftance!
Both glorioufly ambitious, both great fcholars, both
intelle€tvally adorned, both popular gentlemen, both
dealers in hiftory, and both defcended from kings ! But
Mr. Jamrs BosweLL’s ambition was not of fo bold a
wing as yours. He was content with a journey to
Scotland, to exhibit Dr, SAMUEL JorNson, the lexico-
grapher, to the /iterati of that country : your more exalted
ideas could only be fatisfied with a difplay of the head-
quarters of the IMMORTAL NILE, who had puzzled the
purfuits of men for feven thoufand years. Whilft
Mr. BosweLL cntertains only with a breakfaft on fpal-
. Hh 3 dings
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dings (alias dried whitings), the fublimer Bruek treats
us with a difh of lion. Whilft BosweLr brings us
acquainted with plain Scottifh gentlewomen only, the
gallant BRUCE charms us with romantic tales of QUEEN
S1TTINIA, &c. Whilft Mr. BosweLL prefents us only
with an anecdote of a flannel night-cap made by Mifs
M<Leop, for the Doftor’s bald head; the fublimer
Bruck tells us of a piece of fattin, and fix handfome
crimfon and green handkerchicfs, moft gallantly tranf-
mitted to the beautiful AiscacH, of TEawa. Whilft
Mr. BosweLL amufes us only with with his drunken
bout, and confcquently a fimple emetic fcenc, the foaring
Bruck greets us with the more important hiftory of a
thundering Diarru£a. Whilt Mr. BosweLL prides
himfelf only upon his defcent from a Scottith King, the
penetrating Bruce difcovers an origin from King
SorLomon and the QUEEN oF SHEBA ; which, under the
rofc, muft be cftablithing a baftardy in the family, as
the Abyflinian Queen could be nothing morc than
Solomon’s concubine, thcir marriage having never been
proved.,

Pray, Sir, what may his Majefly intend to do with your
invaluable drawings, &c. &c.? Are they to be engraved,
pro bomo publico, at the expence of the royal purfe; or
kept cautioufly locked up in a drawer at Buckingham-
houfe, to induce the dilettanti to figh for thg publication ?
Poflibly they are deftined to be a pofthumous work of the
greateft of Kings; but not like pofthumous works in
zeneral, o difgrace the dead.

I am, JrrusTRIOUS SIR,

PlP.
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SWEE’I‘ is the tale, however ftrange its air,

That bids the public eye affonied ftare !

Sweet is the tale, howe’er uncouth its fhape,

That makes the world’s wide mouth with wonder gape !
Behold, our infancies in tales delight,

That bolt like hedgehog-quills the hair upright,

Of ghofts how pleas’d is ev’ry child to hear!

To fuch is Jack the Giant-killer dear !

Dread montters, iffuing from the flame or flood,
Charm, though with horror cloth’d they chill the blood !
‘What makes a tale fo fleepy, languid, dull?

Things as they happen’d—not of marvel full.

What gives a zeft, and keeps alive attention ?

A tale that wears the vifage of invention:

A tale of lions, fpettres, fhipwreck, thunder;

A wonder, or firft coufin to a wonder.
Hh 4 Myfterious
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Myfterious conduét! yet ’tis NaTurE’s plan

To fow with wonder's feeds the foul of man,
That ev’ry where in fweet profufion rife,

And fprout luxuriant through the mouth and eyes!

.

What to the vafly deep *Sir Josepu gave,
As of the world, the fport of wind and wave?
What bade the Knight, amid thofe fcenes remote,
Sleep with Queen Oborea in the boat ?

What, unconfounded, leap to Newton's chair?
‘What, but to make a world with wonder ftare?
What bids 2 Kinc on Wimbledon, Blackheath,
So oft rejoice the regiments of death;

While Britain’s mightier bulwark flighted lies,
And, vainly groaning, for its Cefar fighs?
What, with the vulgar pigs of Afcot taken,
Devour on 1 Afcot-heath his annual bacon?

W hat bade that great, great man, a goodly fight,
Watch his wife’s di'mond petticoat all night;

And

» Sir Jofeph Banks. -

1 Conftantly, yea, with annual conftancy, do their awgus
Dy glies devour the fine fat bacon of Afcot at the time of the
rices, and, after deeply loading their royal fltomachs with this
favoury meat, in grateful return load Afcot and the bacon with

tov .l approbation,
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And what that wife of great, great, great renown,
Make her own caps, and darn a thread-bare gown?
What bade the charming * Lapy Mary fly
MarcHesr’s fqueeze, for PaccHIEROTTI'S figh?
What MasTerR EpGEcumBE deal in rhiming ware ?
What, but to put all Cawfand in a ftare?

Sweet child of verfe, who, with importance big,
Pleas’d its own felf, and eterniz'd a pig; §

Whilft, mad an equal weight of praife to fhare,
OLp MounT plays Punchinello to a hair.

What makes a girl the fhops for novels rove >
The fweet impoffibilities of love;

Quixotic deeds to catch the flying fair,

To pant at dangers, and at marvels ftare.

What prompteth Chloe, confcious of the charim
That crowd the fouls of fwains with wild alarms,

To

* Lady Mary Duncan,
4 A fmall fifhing-town near Mount Edgecambe.

1 This pig, Cupid, who many year: ago fell in love with the
Eail, has a monument erefted to his memory, with an inferip-
tion on it by Lord Valletort, the Earl’s fon.—It is faid, that
his Majefty, when at Mount Edgecumbe, happening to be
gravely pondering near his prave, the Queen, who was at fome
diftance, alked him, what he was looking at fo ferioufly. His
Majefty, with a great dcal of humour, immediately replied,
* The family vault, Charly; famuly vault, family vaalt,”
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To give the fwelling bofom’s milk-white fkin

A veil of gauze fo marveloufly thin?

‘What but a kind intention of the fair

To treat the eyes of fhepherds with a ftare ?
Behold! ReLicion’s felf; celeftial dame,

Founds on the rock of miracle her fame:

A facred building, that defics decay,

That fin’s wild waves can never wafh away!

What made* Joun RoLLE (except for Exon’s ftare)
Drill-ferjeant to the aldermen and may’r,

_E’er from the hall he led his chofen bands,

To view the Kinc or NaTrons, and kifs hands?
How rarely man the haunts of wifdom feeks,
Pleas’d with the life of cabbages and leeks !
Though form’d to plough the foil, divinely ftrong,

*Tis famine goads him, like an ox, along:
But

* Mr. Joun Roirr’s dread of a failure in the erzquette of
pre{entment to his Majefty when at Exeter, prevailed on himfelf
to take a deal of trouble with gentlemen who were to be intro-
duced at the Lez ¢ but, ia fpite of 2ll his intellettual powers,
which, like his corporeil, are of mor~ than ordinary texture,
much diforder happened ; indeed the beft of Kings was three or
four times ncarly overturned. Many were the gentlemen that
Mr. Rovre was forced to place him(elf behind, to pull down
properly on their knees; and many were the gentlenen he was
obliged to run after, and muke fuce to the right about, who
uncourteoufly, though unwittingly, in quitting the prefence,
had turned their unpolithed tails on Majefty.
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But Bruce, on Currosity’s wild wings,
Darts, hawk-like, where the game of marvel fprings.
Let envy kindle with the bluth of fthame,

That dares to call thee, BRuce, a thief of fame.
Pl¢as’d to thy wonder’s vortex to be drawn,

A thoufand volumes could not make me yawn:

And (O accept a falutary hint)—

The world will read as faft as thou cantt print.

Curs’d by the goole’s and the critic’s quill,
What tortures tear us, and what horrors thrill!
Thus that finall imp, a tooth, a fimple bone,
Can make fair ladies and great heroes groan;
Tear hopelefs virgins from their happy dream,
And bid for doftors ftead of {weethearts fcreanr;
In tears the tender tofling infant fleep,

And from its eyelids brufh the dews of flecp,
Where, with a cheel: in cherub blufhes dreft,
It fceks, with fruitlels cries, its vanifh’d ret.
Far diffrent, THou, eret in conlcious pride,
Coloffal dar’ft the critic hoft beftride;

Like yelping coward curs canft make them fhip,
And tremble at the thunder of thy whip.

llow
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How hard that thou, a bufy working bee,
Shouldft range from flow’r to flow’r, from tree to tree;
Fly loaded home from fhrubs of richeft prime,
Egyptian, Nubian, Abyflinian thyme;

And plund'ring® drones upon thine honey thrivey
‘Who never gave an atom to the hive !

Huge WHALE of marvel-hunters, further fay,
And glad the prefent and the future day ;

Speak! did no angel, proud to intervene,

Bear thee, like Habbakuk, from fcene to {cene?

Lo! moon-ey’d Wonbzr opes her lap to thees

How niggardly, alas! to lucklefs me!
Wherere’er through tracklefs woods thy luckier way,
Marvels, like dew-drops, beam on ev’ry fpray.
Bleft man! whatc’er thou witheft to behold,
Nature as ftrongly withes to unfold ;
Of all her werdrobe offers every rag,
Of wahich thy fki'l hath form’d a conj'ror’s bag.
Thy deeds are giants, covering ours with thame!
Poor wzfted pigmies! fkeletons of fame! °
To thee how kindly hath thy genius giv'n
The mafiy keys of yonder ftar-clad heav’n;

With

* Allving to «n Abridgement of Mr. Bruce’s Travels,
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With leave, whene’er thou witheft to unlock it,

To put a few eclipfes in thy pocket !

Narure, where'er thou tread’ft, exalts her form;

The whifp’ring zephyr fwells a howling ftorm;

Where pebbles lay, and riv’lets purl’d before,

Huge promontories rife, and oceans roar.

Thrice-envy’d man (if truth each volume fings),

Thy life how happy! hand and glove with kings!

A fimple fwain, a ftranger to a throne,

I ne’er fat down with kings to pick a bone!

For fmiles I gap’d not, crouch’d not for affiftance ;

But paid my falutations at a diftance:

Yet live, O Kings, to fee a diftant date,

Becaufe I've got a precty good eftate ;

A comely fpot near Helicon, that thrives;

A leafehold though, that hangs upon your lives;

Set to GzorcE KEARSLEY, at 2 moderate rent;

Enough for me, poor fwain, it brings content.

‘Were heav'n to place a crown upon my head,

So meek, fo modeft, 1 fhould faint with dread ;

And like fome honeft bifhop, with a figh,

« Pity my greatnefs, Lord!” would be my cry.

Poets, like fpiders, now-a-days muft fpin,

E’en from them/elves, the threads of life {o thin.
Nought
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Nought pleafeth now the rulers of great nations,
But books of wonders, and fweet dedications.
Kings, like the mountains of the moon, indeed,
Proud of their ftature, lift a lofty head ;

Heads, like the mountains alfo, cold and raw,
‘That, ice-envelop'd, feldom feel a thaw.

Oh, may the wortt of ills my foul betide,

For me if ever love-fick lady dy’d!

If fatal darts from thefe two eyes of mine,
Play’d havock with fair ladies hearts, like thines
No, no! Iever a hard bargain drove,

And purchas'd ev’ry atom of my love.

O Bruce, I own, all candour, that I look
With envy, downright envy, on thy book ;

A book like Pfalmanazar’s, form’d to laft,
That gives th’ hiftoric eye a fweet repaft;

A book like Mandeville’s, that yields delight,
And puts poor probability to flight;

A book that ¢’en Pontopidan would own ;

A book moft humbly offer’d to the Throne;

A book, how happy, which the King of 1fles
Admires (fays rumour), and receiv’d with fmiles!

The fool, with equal gape, aftonifh’d fees,
Through Wonper’s glaffes, elcphants and fleas;
5 Bue
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But thou, in WonbER’s fchool long bred, full grown,
Art pleas’d indeed with elephants alone:

Hadft thou been Gow, an infult to thy fight,

Thy myjefty had fcorn’d to make a mite.

Know, where th’ Atlantic holds th’ unwieldly whale,
My heart has panted at the monfter’s tail :

Had Bruce been theré, th’ invincible, the brave,
How had he dafh’d at once beneath the wave!

Bold with his dirk the mighty fith purfu’d,

And ftain’d whole leagues of ocean with his blood ;
Then rifing glorious from the great attack,

Grac’d with the wat'ry tyrant on his back !

*Mid thofe fair *ifles, the happy ifles of old,
Plains that the ghofts of kings and chiefs patrol'd,
Thefe eyes have feen; but, let me truth confefs,
No royal fpetre came, thefe eyes to blefs:

T'o no one chieftain-phantom too, 1 vow,

With rev'rence, did I ever make my bow:

Gone to make room, poor ghofts, fo FATE inclines,
For gangs of lazy Spaniards and their vines.

But had thy foot, illuftrious Trav'ler, trod,

Like me, the precints of th’ Elyfian fod 5
Full

¢ The Canarics, or the Infulz Fortunats of the Ancients.
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Full of enquiry, eafy, unconfounded,
By fpeétres hadft thou quickly been furrounded;
Then had we heard thy book of wonder boaft,
How Bruce the brave fhook hands with ev’ry ghoft !
In wain did I phznomena purfue,
For Wonder waits upon the chofen few.
Whate'er I faw requir'd no wit¢h’s ftorm—
Slight deeds, that NaTurEe could with eafe perform!
Audacious, to purloin my fleth and fith,
No golden eagles hopp’d into my difh ;
Nor crocodiles, by love of knowledge led,
To mark my figure, left their oozy bed;
Nor loaded canel, to provohe my flare,
Sublimely whirl'd, hke ftraws, amid the air;
Nor, happy 1n a ftomach form’d of fteel,
On roaring lions have I made a meal.
Unequal méne with lions’ bones to cope;
7Ly jaws can only on fuch viands ope.
Oh, hadft thou trod, like me, the happy ifle,
Whofe * mountain treats all mountains with a fmile;
Bold hadft thou climb’d th’ afcent, an eify matter,
And, nobly daring, fous’d into the ¢rater;
‘I hen out agen hadft vaulted with a hop,
Quick as a fweeper from a chimney-top.
Oh,

¢ Teneriffe.
-
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Oh, had thy curious eye beheld, like mine,

The *ifle which glads the heart with richeft wine!
Beneath its vines, with common cluflers crown’d,
At eve my wand'ring fleps a paffage found,
Where rofc the hut, and, neither rich nor poor,
The wife and hufband, feated at the door,
Touch’d, when the labours of the day were donc,
The wire of mufic to the fetting fun;

Where, bleft, a tender offspring, rang’d around,
Join’d their fmall voices to the filver found.

But had tbine eye this fimple fcene explor’d,

The man at once had {prung a fceptred lord ;
Princes and princefles the dearns had been;

The hut a palace, and the wife a queen;

Their golden harps had ravifh’d thy two ears,
And beggar’d all the mufic of the fpheres;

So kind is NaTuRE always pleas’d to be,

When vifited by favourites, like thee!

Strange ! thou haft feen the land, that, to its fhame,
Ne'er heard our good ----- ’s virtues, nor his name!
I've only feen thofe regions, let me fay,

Where his great virtues never found their way.

Vou. Il. Ii Alas,

* Madeira,
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Alas, I never met with royal fcenes!
No vomits gave to Abyflinian quecns!
Drew not from royal arms the purple tide,
Nor fcotch’d wit fleams a fceptred lady’s hide ;
Nor, in anatomy f{o verv ftout,
Ventur'd to turn a princels infide out ;
Nor, blufhing, ftripp’d me to the very ikin,
To give a royal blackamoor a grin.
I never faw (with ignorance I own)
Mule-mounted Monarchs fcek th’ imperial throne ;
Whicn mule the carpet fpoil’d—a diiiy beaft !
Firft ft 1’d, then—3Vhat >—QOgziivion cloud the reft,
I faw no king, whofe fubie&. form'd a riot,
And, imp-like, hows'd aronnd him for his quiet,
No. have I been v here muen (what Iof, alas!)
Kiu half a cow, and turn the 1cfl to grafs.
Where'es, great Trav’ler, thou art pleas’d to tread,
The teeming, flies rain wonuers on thy head :
No common birth to grest thine eye appears,
But fociced labours of a thoufand years.
Where er the Nile fhall pour the final'eft Tluice,
The ril's thall curl iuto the name of Bruce.
And, lo! a univerfe his praife fhall utter,
Who, firft of mortals, found the parent gutter;

5 And
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And, let me add, of gutters too the Qurrw,
Without whofe womb the Nile had never becen,
Thus many a man, whofe deeds have made a pother,
Has had a fcurvy father or a mother.

O forn’d in art and fcience to furpafs;

To whom e’en VALOUR is an arrant afs;

O Bruck, moft furely TraveL’s cldeft fon;

Tell, prithee, all that thou haft feen and done!

1 fear thou hideft half thy feats, unkind;

A thoufand wonders, ah! remain behind !

Where is the chariot-wheel with PHARpAR’s name,
Fith’d from the old Red Sea to fwell thy fame?
Wheve the horfe-thoe with Puaroan’s arms, and found
Where wicked Praroan and his hoft were drown’d ?
Where of that ftone a flice, and frefh account,

Giv'n by the Lorp to Moses on the Mount ?

And where a flice of that ftone’s elder brother,

That, broken, forc’d th’ ALL-WTsE t'engraye another ?
W here of the cradle too, a facred ruth?

Where a true charcoal of the burning buth?

And ol the jewel, curious gem, dilclole,

That dangled from the Queen of Sheba’s nole,
When, with hard queftions, and two roguith eyes,

Ehe rode to puzzle Solomon the Wife!
Iia Sagacious
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Sagacious Terrier in DiscovEry’s mine,

Shall NaTure form no more a nofe like thine?

No more difplay’d the pearls of wonder beam,
When thou, great man, art paft the Stygian ftream?
To Afric wilt thou never, BRuck, return?

Howl, Britain! Europe, Abyflinia mourn!

Droop fhall Discovery's wing, her boforn figh,
And Marver meet no more the ravifh’d eye;
Natvre outftep her modefty no more ;

Her catara@s of wonder ceafe to roar,

Forc’d to a common channel to fubfide,

And pour no longer an aftounding tide

O bid not yet the lucky labours ceafe;

Still let the Land of Wonder feel increafe :

"Thy loads of dung, delightful ordure, yield,

And bloffTom with fertility the field:

Gates, hedges mend, that IeNorance pull'd down,
And bring in triumph back each kidnapp’d town.
Though Exvy damns thy volumes of furprife,
Blell I devour them with unfated eyes! |

What thouz’ four Jorwson cry'd, with cynic fneer,
« T deem'd at firft, indeed, Bruce had been there;
« But foon the eye of keen inveftigation

* Prov’d all the fellow’s tale a fabrication.”

But
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But who, alas! on Jonnson’s word relies,
'Who faw the too kind North with jaundic’d eyes;
‘Who rode to Hawthornden’s fair fcene by night,
For fear a Scottifh tree might wound his fight ;
And, bent from decent candour to depart,
Allow’d a Scotchman neither head nor heart?
Grant fiction half thy volumes of furprife,
High in the fcale of merit fhalt thou rife:
Still to Fame’s temple doft thou boaft pretenfion s
For thine the rara avis of invention !
And lo! amidft thy work of lab’ring years,
A dignity of egotifm appears;
A ftyle that claffic authors thould purfue;
A ftyle that peerlefs *KaTERrELTO knew!
Thou dear man-mountain of difcovery, run;
Again attempt an Abyffinian fun!
Yes, gc; afecond journey, Bruce, purfue;
More volumes of rich hift'ry bring to view.
O run, ere Tinme the fpeftred tombs invade,
And {eize the crumbling wonders from the fhade;
Crovid with fair columns, ftruck by Time, thy paze
And fnatch the falling grandeur from bhis rage:
Give that old T:ME a vomit too, and qraw
More of Feyptian marvels from his maw ;

Iig3 Bid

* A late celcbrated philofopher and conjuror.
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Bid him difgorge (by moderns call’d & bum),
Scratch’d by ten thoufand trav’lers, Memnon’s bum;
And, what all rarities muft needs furpafs,

The tail, the curious tail of Balaam’s afs.

Say, what fhould ftop, O Bruce, thy grand career;
Of FaMms the fav'rite, and no child of Fear?
Danger’s huge form, fo dread to vulgar eyes,

Pants at thy prefence, and a coward flies.

Where other trav’lers, fraught with terror, roam,
Lo! Bruce in Wonder-Land is quite at home;
The fame cool eye on NaTure’s forms looks down;
Lions and rats, the courtier and the clown.
Whate’er thine aétion, wonder crowds the tale;

It fimells of Brobdignag—it boafts a fcale!

Fond of the lofty, Bruck no pigmy loves—

Who likes a pigmy, that a giant moves?
Aguin—what pigmy, with a form of lath,

1 .0ft in his hadow, likes the Man or GaTH?

The bowerly hoftefs, for a cart-horfe fit,

Scorns 1D apHNE’s reed-like fhape, and calls her ¢bit;
Whiltt on the rough roduffions lump of Narure,
Contemptuous DaruNE whifpers, ¢ Whata creature !”
Pity I purfuits like thine fhould feel a paufe!

More than half-finother’d hy fair FaME’s applaufe,
1 fee
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I fee thee fafe return’d from MARVEL’s mine,
Whofe gems in ev’ry rock fo precious fhine;
Proud of the produét of a world unknown,
Unloading all thy treafure at the throne;

‘While courtiers cry aloud with one accord,

¢ Moft marv’lous is the reign of George the Third !”
How like the butchers boys we fometimes meet,
Stuck round with bladders, in a London fireet;
In full-blown majefty who move, and drop

‘The bloated burden in an O1Lman’s thop;
While country bumpkins, gazing at the door,

Cry they ““ne’er zeed zo vine a zight bevore!”

I fee old NivE, the king of floods, arife,
Shake hands, and welcome thee with happy eyes ;
Otters and alligators in his train,
Made by thy five immortal volumes vain;
Wealels and polecats, fheregrigs, carrion-crows,
Seen and fmelt only by thine eyes and nofe.
 Son of the Arts, and Coufin of a King,
« Toud as a kettle-drum whofe altions ring,”
Exclaims the king of floods, “ thy books I've read,
¢« And, for thy birth-place, envy Brother Tweep.”
O Brucs, by Fame for ever to be fung;
Job’s war-horfe fierce, thy neck with thunder hung:

Ii 4 When
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‘When envious DeaT fhall put thee in his ftable,
Snipp’d life’s fine thread, that fhould have been a cable ;
Lo! to thy mem’ry fhall the marble fwell,
Maufoleum huge, and all thy ations tell!

Here, in fair {culpture, the recording ftones

Shall give thee glorious, cracking lions bones;
There, which the fqueamifh fouls of Britain fhocks,
Rich fieaks devouring from the living ox :

Here, ftaring on thec from the realm of water,
Full many a virtuofo alligator ;

There, Bruct informing queens, in naked pride,
The feel and colour of a Scot{man’s hide:

Here of the genealogy a tree,

Branching from SoLomon’s wife trunk to thee;
There, with a valour nought could dare withftand,
Bruce fighting an hyana hand to hand;

‘Which dread hyana (what a beaft uncouth!)
Fought with a pound of candles in his mouth:
Here temples burfting glorious on the view,
Which Hist'ry, though a goffip, nevcr.knew;
There columns ftarting from the earth and flood,
Juft like the razor-fith from fand and mud:

Here a wife Monarch, with voracious looks,

Receiving all thy drawings and thy books ;
Whilt
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Whillt Fame behind him all fo folemn fings
The lib’ral fpirit of the beft of Kings.

Man fays, O Bruce, that thou wert hardly us’d;
That our great King at firft thy book refus’d;
Indeed look’d grimly ’midft his courtier crew,
Who, gentle courtiers! all look’d grimly too!

Thus when in black the lofty Sxv looks down,
The fympathizing Sea refleéts a frown;

Vale, cattle, reptile, infect, man and maid,
All mope, and feem to forrow in the fhade.

Steep is th’ afcent, and narrow is the road,
Ah me! that leads to FaMEe’s divine abode:
Yet thick, (through lanes, like pilgrimaging rars,
Unaw'd by mortals, and unfcar’d by cats)

W hat crawling hofts attempt her facred fane,
And dizzy, drunk-like, tumble back again;
Fait as the fwains, whofe arms the damfels fill,
TFmbrace of elegance! down Greenwich-Hill;
Whilit thou, Briarcus like, with dauntlefs air,
Refolv’d to ravifh Fame, immortal Fair,

Juft like our London bullies with the w—,

Haft fcal'd the cloud-capt height, and forc’d her doors !
O form’d
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O form'd the trav’lers of the eaft to fcare,

Although thy pow’rs are mighty, learn to fpare

Dog fhould not prey on dog, the proverb fays:

Allow then brother-trav’lers, crumbs of praife;

Like thee, let others reap applaufe, and rife

By daring vifits to Egyptian fkies:

But calmly, lo! thou canft not fee them pafs;

¢ "This is a rogue or fool, and that’s an afs.”

Thus on a tree, whene’er the weather’s fine,

Jack Kercn, the SpipeRr, weaves the fatal line;

Beneath a leaf he hides with watchful eye,

Now darrs, and roping hangs the trav’ling Frv,

Again, moft tirefome, let me fay, Go, go,

Proceed, and all about it let us know:

Led fafely by thine enterprifing ftar,

Hyznas fhall not with thy journey war:

Uneat by tigers, dare the foreft’s gloom,

To bid the barren field of knowledge bloom ¢

‘Wave o'er new pyramids thine eagle wings;

And, hound-like, fcent freth tombs of ancient kings,

Which Time had buried with the mighty déad,

And cold OsLivion fwallow’d in her fhade;

And mind, ('tis HisT’RY’Ss province to furprife)

That tales are fweeteft, that found moft like lies.
As



TO JAMES BRUCE, ESQ, 483

As the confeffed fuperiority of Mifer Bruce te
Mifter BoswELL entitles bim to @ more eminent
mark of diftiné¥ion, I bave added an ODE, in my
bet Manner, to this Complimentary Epiftle, whick
the Congratulatory Epifile to Mifter Boswers can-
not bogft,

ODE TO JAMES BRUCF, LESQ,

O BRUCE, for this his fhort and fwcet cpittle,
Perhaps thou bid’fl the gentle bard ¢ go whiftle;”
Or fomewhatworle, perchaunce, that rhymes to kn:ght;
That is to {1y, knights of the blade,
One time fo bufy in the dubbing trade,
That, like to filver, it was fhoulder’d bright.

Pity! by hungry critics thou fhouldit fall,

So clever, and fo form’d to pleafe us all!

Thou too, by royal favour all-furrounded,

As balm fo rich, ke cloves and nutmegs pounded
Thus the Bac Fox, (how cruelly, alack')

"Tusn’d out with turpentine upon his back,
Amidft
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Amidft the war of hounds and hunters flies;
Shews fport; but, lucklefs, by his fragrance dies !

Safe from the fury of the critic hounds,
O Bruck, thou treadeft Abyflinian grounds;
Nor can our Britith nofes hunt thy foil :
Indeed, thou need’ft not dread th’ event;
Surrounding clouds deftroy the fcent,
And mock their moft fagacious toil:
Yes, in thy darknefs thou fhalt leave the dogs ;
For hares, the hunters fay, run beft in fogs.

Of thee and me, two great phyficians,
How diff’rent are the difpofitions !
Thy foul delights in wonder, pomp, and buftle;
Mine in th’ unmarvellous and placid {cene,
Plain as the * hut of our good King and Queen;
1 imitate the ftationary mufcle.

Yet, boldly thou, O Bruct, again proceed ;
Of wonder ope the fountain head;

Deluge the land with Abyflinian ware ;e
Whillt I, a fimple fon of peace,
The world of dagatelle increafe,

By love-fick fonnets to the fairs

Now

* A houfe clale by the glorious caftle of Windfor.
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Now to Sir Josepx, now a Duke, now Wren,
Now Robin Red-breaft, dedicate the pen;
Now Glow-worw, child of fhade and light, not flame ;
To whom, of wicked wits the tuneful art,
So very apt, indeed, from truth to flart,

Compares the nightly flrect-meand’ring dame.

Mild Insect, harmlefs as myfelf, I ween;
Thou little planet of the rural fcene,
When fummer warms the vallies with her rays;

Accept a trifling fonnet to zby praife.

ODE TO THE GLOW-WORM.

JIBRIGHT ftranger, welcome to my field,

[lere feed in fafety, here thy radiance yield;
To me, oh, nightly be thy fplendor giv'n!

Oh, could a with of mine the {kies command,

How would I gem thy leaf with lib'ral hand,
With ev’ry fwecteft dew of Heav'n!

Say,
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Say, doft thou kindly light the Fairy train,
Amidft their gambols on the ftilly plain,
Hanging thy lamp upon the moiften’d blade?
What lamp fo fit, fo pure as thine,
Amidit the gentle elfin band to fhine,
And chafe the horrors of the midnight fhade!

Oh! may no feather'd foe difturb thy bow’r,
And with barbarian beak thy life devour!

Oh! may no ruthlefs torrent of the fky,
O’erwhelming, force thee from thy dewy feat;
Nor tempelfts tear thee from thy green retreat,

And bid thee 'mi