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டர் ர Burke a fo brave,’ 

And heron Haftines, fach a ioe difh, | 

So wont to cram ae Afiatic fith, | | 
a 

-The largeft, fattett of the ர. உ 

Nes, yes, I hear that you have watch’d my note, — 

‘And with’d to fqueeze my tuneful throat ;_ 

When Thurlow your defigns moft wifely {couted, 

Swearing the poet fhould not yet be knouted. 

Thus when orimalkin in its cage efpies 

A linnet-or canary bird, fo fweet ;° 

The {coundrel lifts, fo fan@ified, his Cyes, 

Contriving how the warbler’s back to greet: 

He fquints, and licks his Nips, ftalks Toone) and round, — 

Twinkling with mifchief fraught his tyger tail; 

Now on his fump he fits, in thought profound, 

Looks up with hungry wifhes to affail; 

When fudden citer mafter with a roar, 

_ And kicks the {cheming murderer to doot. ள் 

a ODE.
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= By letting thus your fpleen « on Puan oak 

He builds triumphal arches on abufe! 

In vain the bard turns oculift, and tries | 

Te purge the film from this er 8 darken’ d eyes 

In vain to ட” and to Printer’ 5 devils 

I fly, and advertife to cure King’s Brie 

With huge contempt you look on me, alack ! 

My பட்ட Guile, and call the Bard a ட 

In general, authors are fuch coward things, 

They fear to {peak their fentiments of Kings, : 

Till thofe fame Kings are dead, and then the crowd, 

Juft like a pack of hounds, hiftorian, fae 

With throats of thunder run his mem’ ry hard, 

And try to tear a piecemeal from his {hroud. 

Now, if oF wifh a Monarch to reclaim, 

In God’s noite let us {peak before he’s dead, 

Or elfe tis ten to one we mifs our aim, 

By ftaying till the Pates have cut his thread : 
6 ae : . After
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You'll fay, “ Let fatire meaner fubjeés look.” - 

Well, Jenxy *, orant my fatire flies at you, 

Wis buy my melancholy vulgar book ?>—— 

Adieu fair-fame, and fortune’s {miles adieu | 

But if we daring trim a royal jacket, 

Lord! what a buying, roid: what a racket ் 

How fpruce the ட bard appears I 

With what a ட் he pricks his ears! 

Who juft before, in piteous chop: fall’ pene 

Look’d of the woeful face, La Mancna’s Knicurt ! 

Who runs to fee a monkey in a trap ? 

But let the noble lion grace the gin, - 

Lo! the whole world is out to fee him {nap, 

To hear him growl, and triumph o’er his grin | 

Be 15 30 
* Here feemeth to be a contradi€tion ; but when the reader 15 : 

5 : the! 

formed that Jenxy cannot without mockery be ranked amongtt 

GREAT, the myftery ftands explained. 
| 3 Gut



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



  

   

  

Li ke crouching ipaniel down Black Lords rut He,” 

Whene’ er admitted to the Royalevye, i. Me : 

And fay, whene’ er the mighty ட்டம் chats 

| To thofe black Lords a their wives and brats, 

That happen in the world to tumble ; 

« Dread es your flave and bitch my wife, 

க அன்ட் your doe fo humble, 
eee ailitee, four fave puppies tuto life. 

¢ nw ‘All fubje& to your godlike will and pow’r, 

nr 
ச் 

“¢ To hang or drown in half an hour.” 

This is too ட் I muft dare confefs— 

>Twixt man and man the diff’rence fhould be lefs. 

I own I brought two wond’ring eyes to town, 

3 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. 

K 2 vee, 

  



    

் Sfich hind I read: which ceri é fome time fince oe 

My bible fo உ with Kings and Panacea : | : 

And thought Kings ரிது than i parith feeple ; 

I thought fs which eas natural enue ப் 

Jove made their fkins 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, 

ie razors’ dacs rubb’d againft a ftone ; 

Kings’ceas’d to be fuch objects of devotion, 

I faw the Beings foon without emotion, 

And thought like mine their bodies flefh and bone. 

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 

Folks bon to figure i in the line of quality ;. 

Giving fouls fuperfine, and bones and bloods, 

! In fhort, the choiceft of ceeleftial goods : 

| 

- But on the lower claffes a employ’d, 

It rick me, that he work’d with much Jang froid, 

_ Not caring one brafs farthing for the chaps ; 

Forming them juft as girls themfelves amu 

In making worlebags, pincufhions, and thoes — 

VIDELICET—from {craps. 

Now can’t I give a thimblefull of praife, 

 H’en to an Emp’ror, if uncrown’d by merit ; 

A ftarving principle, ‘faith, now a-days, 

And unconneéted with the courtier’s {pirit—— . 

You, Sirs,” I think, can give it with a ladle, 

And rock of grinning idioti{m the cradle. 

ODE



 



 



 



 



 



 



மகர 

A fam more violent was never feen | ப | 

ee dread the war |_indeed it mutt be ட 

When from. his fhop John N ichol pops his head 

And oe the thunders of his Magazine, 

For heavier artill’ry poe was play’d — 

And yet, not a th’artill’ry is his own; _ 

Hayley, a clofe ally, in ambufcade 

Behind, aflifts the war of furious John. 

John N ichols, with Will, Hayley for his Squire, 

Are ferious things, howe’er the world may laugh—— 

And therefore dread I much to face the fire 

Of this intrepid Hudibras and Ralph. 

You too, my Lords; combin’d with thofe dread foes 

To tear the bard to pieces o his rhymes, 

Is very cruel, Heay’n well knows, - 

And does no fort of credit to the times. 
3. ் ் , ன Yet | 
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