





ERPISTTLES.

TO MR. ADDISON,
" Oceafioned by his

PURCHASING AN ESTATE IN WARWICKSIIRE,

En erit unquam
Tiie dies, mihi cum liceat tug dicere facta !
En erit, utliceattot(_n miki ferse pec orbern,
Sola Sophocleo L carmina mgm cothurno!

VIRG.

To the pay Town, where guilty pleaft e reigns,
The wife good man prefers our humble plains:
Negledted honours on his ment wait, ~
Here he retires when courted to be great,

The world refigning for this calm retreat. i
His foul with wildom’s choiceft treafures fraught,
T¢re proves in practice cach fublimer thought,
And lives by rules his happy pen has taught.

Great Bard! how fhall my worthlefs Mufe afpire
"o reach your praife without your facred fire ? f o)
From the judicious critic’s piercing eyes,

To the beft-nutur'd man fecure fhe fies.
When panting Virtue lier laft effo>-~made,
You hrought your Clio ta the v:rgm ’saidy
Aiiy @



& BEISTLRS,

F;refumptucl{‘ Folly blufh’d, and Vice withdrew, g |
To vengeance yielding her abandon’d crew.
*Tir trde, confed’rate wits their sorces joix,

Parnaffus labourrin the work divine; ¢ 3
Vet thefe we 12ad with too impativat eyes,
And hunt for you thro’ ev'ry darl difguifes 20

n vain your modefty that name conceals,

Which ev’ry thought, which ev'ry wo+d, reveals..
With lilce fuccefs bright Beanty’s goddefs tries

To veil indmortal charms from mortal eyess

Her graceful port and fier celeftial mien 2,
‘T'o her braye fon betray the Cw,:rsan queen 3
Qdours divine perfume her rofy breaft,

She glides along the plain in majefty confeft.

Hard was thC tafk, and worthy y_ur great mind,
To pleafe at once and to reform mankind : 30
Vet when youwrite, T'ruth charms with fuch addrefs,
Pleads Virtue’s caufe with fuch becoming grace, ©
His own fond heart the guilty wreich betrays,

He yields delighted, ‘and convinc'd obeys. :
You touch our follies with fo nice a fkill, 35
Nature and habit prompt in vain toill. L
Nor can it leflen the Speator’s praife,

‘That from your friendly hand he wears the bays;
His greatdefign all ages fhall commend, 1
But nrore-his happy choice in fuch 2 friend, 40
So the fair qu-~nof Night the world relicves,

Nor at_he fun’s [dperior honour gricves,

Proud to refledt the glozics fhe rescives.
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EPISTLESI » 5

Hzre, in an ancient venerable dome, 1co
Opprefsd with grief, we view the post’s tomb.
Angels im.en watc..0’exhis hallow’d urn,

And in {oft elegiescomplaining moyrn;

While the blefs’d <aint; in loftier firail_s; above
Reveals the wonders of eternalJove. 108
The heav’ns, delighted in his tunefal lays, !

With filentjo, /attend their Maker’s praile.

In heav’n he fings; on carth your Mufc fupplics
Ik’ important lofs, and heals our weeping, eyes'
Correély areat; fhe melts each flinty heart IIo
‘With equal genius, * ut fuperior art.

Hail, happy pair! ordain’d by turns to blefs,

And fave 2 finking nation indiftrefs;

By great exampler to reform thecrow,

AwaLe their zeal, and warm their frozen blood. 115
‘When Brutus firikes for liberty and laws,
Nor fparesa father in his country’s caufe, :
Juftice fevere applauds the cruel deed,

A tyrant fuffers; and the world s freed,
But when we fee the godlike Cato bleed, xzc}
"The nation weeps; and from thy fate, oh, Rome !
Learns to prevent heriown impending doom.
Where is the wretch a worthlefs life can prize,
‘When cenates are no-more, and Cato dics?
Indulgent forrow and a plealing pain 125
Heaves in cach breaft, and beats in ev'ry vein.



0 - EPISTLFS:

Bold they demand their ancient rights aloud,

‘The dCar-bought purchafe of the.r fathers-blood.
Tair Liberty her head majeftic rears, = 130
Ten thoufand Sleflings in her boforl bears; >
Serenc fhe fmiles, revealing all her charms, g
And calls her tree-born youth to glorious arms. 3
Fadtion’srepell'd, and grumblingleaves her prey, } >

‘Lh?’ expiring natriot animates the crowd, }

Forlorn flie fits, and dreads the fatal day 135
‘When eaft rn gales fhall fweep her hopes away.
Such ardent zeal your Mufe alone could raife,
Alone reward it with immertal praife.
Ages to ccmﬂ.ﬂmll celebrate your fame,
And refew’d Britain blefs the poet’s name. T46
So when the ¢~caded pow’rs of Sp_rta fuil’d, 2
Fyrt@us and Athenian wit prevail’d. -
‘Too weak the laws by wife Lycurgus made,
And rules fevere without the Mufes  aid : =
He¢ touch’d thefrembling firings, the poet’sfong 145
Reyiv'd the faint, and made'the feeble ftrongy =
Recall’d the living to the dufty plain, A
And to a better life reftor’d the flain. :
The vidter-hoft amaz’d; withthorror view’d
I'h? affembling troops, and all the war renew d 150
T'o more than mortal courage ‘quit the field, e
And te their foes th’ unfinifhi’d trophies yield. 152
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ET"STIES, s

Our hearts relent, the burfting torrents flow; 10

We fcel ber pains, aad propagdte’her woe.

Euch mournful Mufe Jamests the eeping fair,

"I'he Graces all tk Jir comelytrefes tea,

2.0ve drags his wings; and droopshis little hcad,

And Venus mouras, as for Adogis dead. 15
Patience, dear Maid! nor without caufe complaing

Q! lavifh not thaofe precious drops in vainz

Under the fhieldof your prevailing charn.si }

i

in l‘pig'ht of all philofophy cando }

Y our happy brother lives fecure from harms;
Your bright refcmbl_ncc allmy ragﬂ dx..zu'ms. 25

a Sy

Your i unable to
Theconfcious feel drops from my: u‘embimg hand 3
Low at your feet.the guilty weaponli s,

The -oc repents, and the fond lover d.\es.

Eneas thusby men and gods'putfa'd, - belivrs
Fecble with wounds, defil'd with duft and blacd,
Beauty’s bright goddefs interpos'd her charms,

And fay’d r_he hapes of Troy from Grecianarms. 28

TO A YOUNG LADY,
WITH 'rm: !LIAI) ox HOMER TRANSLATED,

Gu, Lappy Volume?! to.the fair impart
The fecret willies of a wounded hearcs
#ind Advocate! exert thy utmoft zeaF
Deferibe my paffion, and my woes reveal,
By



6 ERISTIES.

Oft’ fhalt the 3 kifsthat hand whererofes bloom, ¥
And the white lily breathes its rich perfome;
Op thee her eyes fhall {hige, thy leaves employ
Each faculty, anfooth her foul with joy
Watch the fos¢ hour, when peacef. ] filence reigns,
And Philomel alone like me complains; 10
When envious prudes no longer haunt the fair,
But end a day of calumny in pray’r;
@’er Quarles or Bunyan nod, indreams relent,
Without:\lifguife give all their paflions vent,
And mourn their wither'd charms, and youthful

i prime mifpent. - - I5
Then by the waxen taper’s glimm’ring light
With thee the ftudious maid fhall pafs the nights
Shall feel hex Seart beat quick in_v'ry page,
And tremble at the ftern Pelides’ rage;
With horror view the half-drawn blade appear, 20
And the defponding tyrant pale with fear;
To calm that foul untam’d, fage Neftor fails,
‘And ev'n celeftial wifdom fearce prevails.
Then lead her to the margin of the main,
And let het hear th’ impatient chief complain; 25

Cofs’d with fuperior ftorms, on the bleak fhores .
He lies, and louder than the billows roars. ¥
Next the dread fcene nnfold of war and bloses )
He&oo inarms triumphant, Greece fubdu’d;
"The partial gads who with their foes confpire, = 39
‘The de 1, the dying, and the fleet 6n fire,

2



EY STLES. ¥

But tell, ch! tell the canfe of all this w_e,

"The fatal fource from whence thefe mifchiefs low ;.
Tell her*t'waslovedeny’d the Hero fir’d,

Depriv’d ¢ “her whom moft hishe< t defir’d. 35
Not the dire vengeance of the thund’rmg Jove

€an match the boundlefs rage of injur’d 1ov.e‘.

Stop the fierce torrent, and its billows rife,
Lay wafle the fhores, invade both earth and fkies:
Confine it not, but let it gently flow, 407"
It kindlycheers the fmiling plains below, }
And everlafting {weets uponits borders grow.

* ToTroy’sproud wallsthewond’ring maid convey,
With pointed fpires and golden turrets gay,

The work of gods: thence let the fair behold 1 45
The court of Pria.l, rich in gems and Jolds

His num’rousfons, his queen’s majeftic pride,

Th’ afpiring domes, th' apartments frctching wide,
Where on their looms Sidonian virginswrought,
And weav'd the battles which their lovers fought.
Here let her eyés furvey thofe fatal charms, I
‘The beauteous prize that fetthe world in arms;
Thro' gazing crowds, bright progeny of Jove,

She walks, and ev’ry panting heart beats love:

Ev’n faplefs Agemew blofloms at the fight, = 55
And views the fair deftroyer with delight.
Beauty’svaft pow’rhencetothe nymphmekeknown;
in Helen’s trinmphs Jet her read her~vn;

Biij



a8 EPISTLES.

Nor blane-t_r flaves, but lay the guilt on Fate;
And pardon failings which her charms create. 6o
Rath Bard! forbear, nor let thy flatt’ring Mufe

With pleafing v fions thy fond heart abt e ;
Vain are thymopes prefumptuous,vain thy pray’r,
Bright is her image, and divinely fair;
But, oh! the goddefs in thy armsisfleeting air. 65 }
So dreams th' ambitious man when rich T'okay
Or Burgandy refines his vulgar clay;
"I'he whiverod trembles in his potent band,
And crowds oblequious wait his high commandy

. Upon his breaft he viewsthe radiant fiar, a8
And gives the word around him, peace or war:
In flate hereigns, for one fhort buly night,
But foon cor_inc’d by the next datvning light,
Curfes the fading joys that vanifk from his fight.

7O THE RIGHT HON.
LADY ANNE COVENTRY,
Upon wivuuing ber fie chimneapiccs of feetlorks
Tee. greedy merchant ploughs the fea for gain,
And ridesesulting o'er the wat'ry plain,
‘While howling tempefts, from their rocky bed,
Indigoan* break around his careful head.

The royal Azet the liquid wafte explores, 5
And fjJaks in thunder to the trembling fhoress



ELJSTLES. 19

"'he veice of wrathawak’d the nation. bear,

'The vanquifli’d hope, and the proud vidors fear;
‘Thofe quit their chain, and thefe refign their pa'n,
‘While Bri vin’s awful flag commai dsacalm. 30

"The curious fage nor gainnor fame purfues,

‘With other eyes the boiling deep he views;

Hangs o’er the cliff inquifitive to know

The fecret caufes of its ebb and flow 5

‘Whence breathe the winds that ruffle its fmooth fncc,
Or ranksin cIa‘Ies all the fifly race, o {4
From thofe enormous monfters of the main

Who in their world sike other tyrantsreiga,

‘To the poor cockle tribe that humble band,
“Who cleave to rocks, or loiter on the firand. 20
Yet ev'n their fhieus the forming har.” divine

Hasy with diftinguifh'd luftre, taught to fhine,
‘What bright enamel! and what various dyes!

What lively tints delight our wond'ring eyes!

Th> Almighty Painter glows in ev'ry line. | 25
How mean, alas! is Raphael’s bold defign, }
And Titian’s colouring, if compat’d to thine!*
Juftly Supreme!let us thy pow’r revere;

‘Thon fill'fk all fpaces all-beanteous ev’ry where,
‘Ihy rifing fun with blufhes paints theimorn, 30
“Thy fiining lamps the face of night adorn;

‘Thy flow’rs the meads, thy nodding tree~ the hills,
‘T'he vales thy paftures green, and huFling rills;

.



20 EPISTLES,

Thy coral g1_sves, thy racks, that amber weep,

Deck all the glaomy manfions of the deep; 35
Tty yellow {ands diftin& with gelden ore, .
And thefe thy v.ricgated fhells the fhore

To all thy works fuch grandeur halt thoutent,

And fuch extravagance of ornament, o T
For the falfe traitor man ! this ponip and thow, 40 |
A feene fo gay ! for us poor worms betow ? e

No—for thy glory all thefe beauties rife;

Yet may improve the good, infieué: the wife, g
You, Madam, fprung from Beanfort’s royal line, -

Who, loft to courts, can in your clofet fhine, 45

Beft know to ufe each blefling he béftows, i v |

Belt know éo praife the pow’r from whence it flowss

Shells in you._hand the Parian rock defy, }

Or agat; or Egyptian porphyry—

More gloﬂ'y they, their veins of brighter dye. 50
See! where yout rifing pyramids afpire,

Your gueits furpris’d the fhining pile admire !

In future times; if (ome great Phidias rifc, Ly
Whofe chiffel with his miffrefs Nature-vies, = /1
Who, with fuperior fkill, can lightly trace 55
In the hard marble block the fofteft face ; e
‘Fo crown this piece, fo elegantly neat, z
Your well-wrought bufto fhall the whole compl:te-
O’er ynur own work from age to age prefide,

1ts author ot <, and then its greateft pride. ‘6o
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3% el o REES 23

Your thoughtsin vary’d beautics thaw:

Like flow’ra that on Ler borders grow.

‘While I furyey, with ravifi’dieyes,

His friendly gift, 1y valu’d prize *,

Where fifter arts, with chasms diving, L0

Iy their full bloom and heauty fhine,

Alternately my doul is bleft.

Now I behold my welcome gueft,

‘That graceful, that engaging air,

8o dear to allithe brave and fair. 35

Nor has th” ingenious_tift fhown

His onbward linedmentszlone,

Bat in th’ expreflive draught defign’d

‘The nobler beautice £ his mind, =

Truelsiendfhip, love, benevolence, 22

Usitudy’'d wit, and manly fenfe,

Then, a3 your book I'wander oler,

And feaflt on the delicious ftore,

(Like the laboriods bufy bee,

Pleas'd with the fweet vaviety)

With equal wonder and furprife

1fee refembling portraits ife.

Brave archers march in bright array,

In troop-the vulgar line the way ¢

Here the droll figurcs flily (neer, S 5%
. Or coxcombs at full length appears |

Smooth as ber ftreams your numbers ficy., ot ‘%

* Lord Somery
And 1, Ramfag's 3%

as pleafed to fend e his own pifturs,
Samerilee
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‘There wood~and lawns, a'rural fcene,

And fwains that gambol on the green.

Your'pen can a& the pencil’s purt:

‘With greater genius, fire, and art. i
Believe niz, Bard! no hunted k'nd

‘That pants againft the fouthern wind,

And feeks the ftream thro unknown ways,

No matron in her reeming days

E'er felt fuch longings, fuch defires,

As1 to v_ew thofe lofty fpires, 7

Thofe domes, where fair Edina firouds

Her tow’ring head amid the couds.

But, oh! what dangersinterpofe!

Vales deep with dirt, and hills with fnows;

Proud winte=floods, with rapid-foxce,

Forhid the pleafing intercoutfe.

But fure we bards, whofe purer clay

Nature has mix’d wita lefs allay,

Might foon find out an eafier way.

Do not fage matrons mount on hign,

And fwitch their broomiticks thro? the iky,

Ride poft o’er hills, and woods, and foas,

Erom Thulé to th® Hefperides*?

And yet the men of Grefham own'

‘That this and ftrangen {eats are done

By « warm fancy's pow’r alone.

‘Fhis granted, why can’t you and 1

Stretc’y fort]rxbour wings and cleave the floy,

* The Scilly ilands were {0/ caled hy the Ancients,

35
49
45

5@
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Siiice oug poetic brains; youknow, | T 60
‘Than theirs muft more intenfely glow !
Did not the Thebandiwar take wing,
Sabhme]y foar, and fweetly fing? O
And do nof we oChumbler vein
Sometimes attempt a loftier fhrain, 65
Mouat fheer cut of the redder’s fight,
Obfeurely loft-in clouds and night

iLhen climb your Pegafas wich{peed,
11l meet thee on the banlks of T'weed 3
Not as our fathets did of yore, : 26
To fwell the flood Wwidh crimfon gore;
Like the Cadmean murd’ring brood,
Hach thirlting for his brother’s blood,
For now all hioftile “age fhall ceale;
Lull’Z in the downy arms of Peace, 75
Our honeft hands and hearts fhall join,
O’cr jovial baniquets, fpurkling wine.
Let Pegoy at thy elbow wait, £k
And [ thall bring iy Bonny Kate: -
But hold—oh! take a fpecial care, Xo}

T’ admit no prying Kirkman there;
Idread the Renitential Chair, y
What 2 ftrange figure fhould I make,
4. poor wbandon’d Englifh rake ! :
Afquire well-born, and fix foot hxgh R
Perch’d in that facred gzllcry o -

Polume Z1, 8%




26 EPISTL.S.

Let Spleen ar.d Zeal be banifh’d thence,

And n;_unble[omc lmpertim:ncc,

That tells his {tory o’ex again, s
11l- manners and Zis faucy train, o
And Self-conceit, and ftiff-rump’d Pndc,

That grin atall the world befide;

Foul Scandal, with aload of lics,

Intrigues, rencounters, pradigies ;

Fame’s buly hawleer, light as air, 05
‘That feeas on frailties of the fair: i

Envy, Hypocrify, Deceit,

Fierce Party-rage, and warm pebate ;

And al’ the hell-hounds that are foes

To friendfhip and the world’s repofe; 1cq
But mirth in{__31, and dimpling ‘miles,

And wit, that gloomfr carc beguiles;

And joke, and pun, and merry tale,

And toafts, that round the table fail :

While laughter, burfting thro® the crowd 105
1n vollies, tells our joys aloud.

Harl! the fhrill piper mounts on high,

‘The woods, the fireams, the rocks, reply }
“To his far-founding melody.

Bchold each lab’ring fqueeze prepare 110
Supplies of modulated air. '
Obferve “roudero’s aétive bow,

His head fi* noddling to and fro, }
His eyes, his.checks, with rapturcs glows -
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See, {ee the bafhful nymphs advance, i o
“I'o lead the regulated dance;

Flying flill, the fwains purfuing, ;

Yet with_ackward glances wooing.

"This, this fhall be the joyous feeney

Nor wanton elves that fkim the green 120
Shall be fo blefs’d, fo blithe, {o gay, ::

Or lefs regard what detards fay.

My Rofe thall then your Thiftle greet,

The Union hall be more conplete, |

And in a bottle and a friend

Each national difputé fhall end. 126

TO AFLAN RAMFAY,
Upon bis pucdlifbing
A SECOP"D VOLUME OF FOEMS,

Harx, Caledopian bard! whofe rural ftrains

Delight the lift'ning hills, and cheer the plains!

Already polifh’d by fome hand divics, -

Thy purer ore what furnace can refine

Ca-elefs of cenfure, like the fun, thine forth, 3

In native luftre and intrinfic worth.

To follow Nature is by rules to write;

She led the way, and taught the Stagiritc.-

From her the critic’s tafte, the poe”’s fire,

Both drudge in vain till fhe from heav’n infpire, 10
Cij



28 EPISTLES,

By the famé guide infiructed how to foar,
Allan #s now what Homer was before.

e chofer: Youths! who dare like him afpire,
And touch with Bolder hand the golden Lyte,
Keep Nature 1iill in view ; on her intent, 15
Climb by hel aid the dang’rous fteep alcent
To lafting fame. Perhaps alittle art
Ts needful to plane o'er fome rugged part ¢
But the moft labour’d elegance and care
T arrive at full perfedlion mult defpair 20
Alter, blot out, and write all o’er again, ‘
Alas| fome venial fins will yetreriin.
Indulgence is to human frailty dues
Evin Pope has faults, and t&df_ifon a x'ew"
But thole, likemifts that cloud the mommq’ ray, 25

Are loft, and vanifh'in the blaze of day.

Tho' fome mtrudmg nimple find a place
Amid the glotles of Clarinda’s face,

We ftill love on, swith equal zeal adare, 2
Nor think her lefs a goddefs than before:  * 30
Slight wounds.n no difgraceful fears fall énid,

Hoal'd by the balm of fome good-natur’d fnend.
1 vain fhall canker’d Zmlus affail, !
‘While Spence prefides, and Candour holds the feale,
His gen’rons breaft nor envy fouss nor fpite] 35
‘Taug.it by his fotnder’s motto * how to write,.

_ *'Wiltia of Wykeham, ® Manners maketh man. '
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Good-mannérsguideshispen, Liearn'Cyithout pride,
In dubious points not forward to decide,
If here and there uucommon beauties rife,
From flovw'r to flow’r heroves with glad furprife : 40
In failings no mlignant pléafure takes,
Nor rudely triumphs over fmall miftakes s
No naufeous praife, no biting taunts, offend;
W' exped a\enfor, and we find 2 friend.
Poets, improv’d by his correcting care, 45
Shall face their foes with more undauntes/nir;
Stripp’d of their rags, fhall like Ulyfles fhine,
With more heroic purt and grace divine.
No pomp of learning, and no fund of fenfe,
Can e’er atone for loft benevolence, 58
May Wykeham’s ons, who'in eack _t excel,
Anc rival ancient bards in writing well,
‘While from their bright examples taught they fing,
And emulate their ﬂights\wit‘h bolder wing,
From their own frailties learn the humbler part,” 55
Mildly to judge in gentlenefs of heart |

Such critics, Ramfay ! jealous for our fame,
Will not with malice infolently blame, }
But Iur’d by praife the haggard Mufe reclainy
Retovch each line till allis juft and neat, 6o
A who.¢ of proper parts, a work almofk complete.

So when fome beanteous dame, a reigning taft,
The fow'r of Forth and proud Ediga’e boaft,

Ciij
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Stands at he= silette in her tartan plaid,

In all her richeft head-geer trimly élad; ¢ 65
Th- curious handmaid, with obiervant eye,
Corredts the fweliing hoop that hangsawys

Thro’ ev’ry prait her bufy fingers rive;

And now fhewmlics below, and then aboves

With pleafing tattle entertains the fair, = ' 70
Xach ribbon fmoaths, adjuftseach ramnlmg hair, "
Till the gay nymphin her full luftre fhine;

And Homer’s Juiio was net halffofinc. 73

T THE AUT‘HO‘R‘D‘}."
THE ESSAY ONMAN, .

W as.everw. tofitch perfediin wrought ¢
‘How clegant the didtion ! pure the thoughtl’ -
Not fparingly adorn’d with featter’d vays;:
But one bright beauty,jone collected blaze :
So breaks the day upen the thades of night, 5
Enliv’ning all with one unbounded light.
“To humble mwan’s proud heart thy great defign;

But who can read this wendrous work: dwme,
So juitly plann’d; and fo pelitely writ,
‘And not be proud, and boaft of human wit ? 15

Vet juft to thee, and to thy precepts true,
Tiet wskn_w man, and give to God his due;
Hisimage ., bt mix'd with coarfe allay,
Our happinefs to love, adore, obey;



BPISTLES,

To praife him for each gracions boon b xflow'd,
For this thy werk, for ev’ry leffer good,

With profirate hearts before his throne to fall
And owr the great Creator all in il

g

L0

The Mufe, which fhould inftru®, now entertairs,

On triflingfubjedts, in encrvate frairs s

Be it thy tafl-to fet the wand'rer right,

Point out her'wdy in heragrial flights

Her noble mien, her honours loft, reftore,

And bid het deeply think, and proudly foar.

Thy theme fublime, and eafy verle, will prove

Her high defcent, and miffion from above.
Liet others now tranflates thy ableripen

Shall vindicate the waysof God to meny

In virtue’s caufe . all glosioufly p.eail,

‘When the bench frowns in vainiand pulpits fail.

Made wile'by thee, whofe happy ftyle conveys
‘The pureft morals in the fofteft lays.

As angels once, foinow we mortals bold

Shall climb thé ladder Jacob view’d of old;
Thy kind reforining Mule fhall lezd the way
‘To the bright'regions of cternal day,

20

25

20

36
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TO MR. THOMSON,
ON THE FIR?T !bl'A 210N OF HIS SF.{SONS.

So bright, fo'dark, upori an April aay.

“The fun darss forzh, or hides his various ray;

So high, fo low, the lark afpiring fings,

Or drops to earth again with folded wings;

So fimooth, fo rough, the fea that Javes our fhorcs: 5
Smiles in a calm, or in a tempeft roars.

Believe me, Thomfon, ’tis not thus I werite,
Severely kind; by eavy four’d or fpitc;

Nor we.ld I rob thy brows to grace my own 5

Such arts are to'my honeft foul unknown. 10
1 read thee oves . a friend fhould cead,
Griev'dwhen you fail, o’erjoy’d when you fucceed.
Why fhould thy Mufe, born fo divinely fair,

Want the reforming toilette’s daily care ?

Drefs the gay maid, improve each native grace, I3
And call forth all the glories of her face :

Studioufly plain and elegantly clean,

"Vith unaffe&ed fpeech and cafy mien,

‘Th’ "ccomph{h 'd nymph, in all her hel}. amre,
Courtsthall d,and proft er dmire. 20
Diferestly darmg, with a fliffen’d rein,

Firm 1r thy feat, the flying fteed reftrain.

Tha' few thy faul*s, who can perfe@ion boaft ?
Spots in the fup are in his Tuftre loft;




EPISTLES.

¥et ev'n thofe fpots expu ige with patient care,
Nor fondly the minutefl error fpare;

For kind and wife the parent " vho reproves
‘The fligh.eft blemifh in the child he Javes.
Read Philips much, confider Milton more;
But from their drofs extraé the purer sre.

"To coin newworts, or to reftore the old,

In fouthern Bards is dangcrous and bold,

But rarely, very rarely, will fucceed,

When mint d on the other fide of Tweed.

Let perfpicuity o’er ~ii prefide.
Soon fhalt thou #c the nation’s joy and pride.

"The rhyming, jingling tribe, with beils and 1ong,

Who drive their liniping Pegafus along,

Shall learn from thee in bolder flignestorife,
“To tcorn the beaten road, and range the fkies.
A geniusfo refin’d, fo jull, fc great, i

In Britain’s ifle fhall fix the Mufes’ feat,

And hew Parnaffus fhall at home create:

Raules from thy works each future bard fhall draw,

“Fhy works, aboveithe eritic’s niceraw,

Aud rich in brillfant geme without a flaw. | 46
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ES18TLES: 5

Yet there, cv’n there, her loyal hands v ould raife
Some rural trophy to her monarch’s praife;

Inftruct thofe fountainsand thale groves tofhow 25
What cop*ous bleflings fron his beanty flow;
While flow’rs atd fhrubs blefshis propitious aid,
His urn refrefhing or proteding fhade

Great friend of human-kind ! thy picus hand

Nor wounds to kill, nor conquers to command. = 30
XYt haughty tyrants of falfe glory dream;

Without remorfe purfue the bloody feheme ;

To fame forbidden tread the lawlefs way,

And o'er the ravag’d world extend their fway: 24
*Tis thine, great Georgel to guard thy fav’riteIfle
From apen force and ev'ry fecret wile, }
‘To raife th’ opprefs d, to make the (_cives fmile;
To pwy jult Heav’n what righteous monarchs owe,
And, like that Heav’n; to blefs the world below;
"T'o build new temples, to repair the old, 40
To bring the D.mgglmg {heep into the fold, }
And by wile laws reftore an Age of Gold.

Ye blifsful {eats where Thame and Ifis join'!

Lovely retirement of the facred Nine !

Parent of arts, and once my fweet abode, 45
Cun ye forget the bleflings he beftow’d !

Can fopuifiry prevail againft that prince

Whofe mercy and beneficence convince? -

©Oh! teuch each tuneful ftring, let ¢-'ry-Mufe

From all her ffores her nobleft Pzans chiufc; 50
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PARAPHRASE UP( N A FRENCH SONG.

ekl g

= = ;
Venge moi d’une iny rate maitredle,
Dieu du vin, j.«mplore bon yvrefle.

Kiwo relicf in all my pain,

Jolly Bacchus! hear my pray’r,
Vengeance on th’ ungrateful fair!
In thy {iniling cordial bowl

Drown tue forrows of my foul ;

All thy deity employ,

Gild each gloomy thought with j joy-
Jolly Bacchus! fave, oh! fave
¥rom the deep devouring grave

A poor defpa’ ~~g dying fwain.’
Halte away,

Hafte away,

Lafh thy tigers, do net ﬂay,

¥’m undone if thou delay :

1f [ view thofe cycs once more,

Still fhall love and fill adore,

And be more wrctched than before.
See the glory round her face!

See her move! %

‘With what a grace l—.

Ye God~ above L

1s fhe not'. e of yeur immortal race *——
Fly, ye winged Cupids! fly,

Dart like lightning thro’ the Xy

19

b

20



SuN s.

Would yc in marble temp) s dwell,
‘The dear onc to my arms compel;
Bring her in bands or myrtle ty*1;
Bid her for~et, and bid her hide
All her fcorn and all her pride.
Would ye that your {lave repay

A fmoking hecatomb each day?

O reftore

The beauteous goddefs Ildorcl

O reftore, thh all her charms,
The faithlefs vagnm tomy arms!

SONG FOR THE LUTE.

Gevtey, my Lut_! moveev'ry g,
Soft «s my fighs reveal my pain, .
While I, in plaintive numbers, fing

Of flighted vows and cold difdain.

In vain her airs,in vain her art,

" In vain fhe frowns, when [ appear;
‘Thy notes {hall melt her frozen heart;
She cannot hate if fhe can hear.

And fee; fhe fmiles! thro® all the groves
- Trinmphant [6-Pzans found :
Clap all your wings, ye little Loves!
Ye fportive Graces! dance around.
‘ Dij
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EABLESS

With {earce fix hairs upon-a fide,
His large outlpreading Ings to hide,
She langh-d, fhe feréim’d, and Nan and Befs
1n concert laugh’d, and feream’d no lefs.
Home {kulk’d the fquire, and hid his f.ce,
Sore fmitten wita the foul difgrace :
Softly he knoek'd, but trufty John,
Who knesw hig horr wastwelve or one, |
Rubb’d both his eyes, and yawn’d, and fworc,
And quickly blunder’d to the door; =
But ftarting vack at this Aifafter,
Vow'd that old Nick had hagg’d his maﬂer 3
The landlady in fJre affright
Eell into £35, aud fwoon'd oatright;
The neighbourhood was rais’d and call'd,
The maids mifcarry’d, children bawl’d,
The eur, whom oft’ his bounty fed
With many a ferap andbit of read,
Now own’d him not, but in the throng
Growl'd at hinvas he fnealc’d along.
To bed he went, ’t is true, but not
Or clos’d his eyes or ﬂept one jot;
Not Nifus was in fuch defpair,
Spoil’d of his kingdom and his hair :
Not ev’r Belinda made fuch moan
When her dear fav'rite lock was gone.
He fum’d, he ray’d, he curs’d amain,
All his paft life run o’er again;

Fdume IT, H

A

s

180

385

190

195

%00

205









.

CFABLEL,

“Fogether bre *3 as fam’d their love

As Leda’s brats begot by Jove; -

As various too their tempe.'s weses

‘That brifk and frolic, desonair; 20

'This thore coi.fid’rate and fevere.

While Bob, with diligence would pore

And con by heart his Battle-door, *

Frank play’d at romps with John the sroom,

Or fivitch’d his hobby round the room. 23
"The firiplings now too bulky grown

To make dirt-pies and loun~e at home,

‘With aching hearts to fchool are fent,

Their humours ftill of various bent:

"The filent, ferious, folid, boy, - 38
Camec on apace, was daddy’s jow,

Conftra’d, and pars’d, and faid his part, 1
And got Quz-genus all by heart; 2
‘While Franky, that utducky rogue,

Tell in with ev’ry whim in vogue, 33
Valu’d not Lilly of a ftraw,

Asrook at chuck, a dab.at taw.

His bum was often bruth’d, you ’li fay; ;
°Tis true, now twice, then thrice a day : ; ¢
So leeches at the breech are fed, 48
‘To cure vertigos in the head.
But by y sur leave, good Dodtor Freind,
Tict mec this maxim recommend, %

¢ A genius can’t be forc’d;” nor can 1
You.make an ape an alderman » 45






















Canto I THE FORTUNE:HUNTER, 9%

fHlept not @ wink; he raves, he dies,

Smit with her jointute and her eyess

Reftlefs asin a lion’sden, Jigry

He fprawl’dﬁzn& kick’d abouttill ten 5

But as he dreant’d of future joys,

Hisiear was ftartltd with a noile,

Six trumpets and a kettle-driim; s

VUp in a hurry 85 e gruom, 220 %'

¢ Lord, Sir! get drefs'd, the col'nel ’s come;

 Your hotfe is ready at the door 4

“ You may reach Uxbridpe, Sir, by four.”

Poor Franky muft inhafte remove,

With difappointment vex'd, and loves 225

To dirt abay. v=c'd and defyair,

For lace and feather won the fair,
Now for the Fown he jogs apacé,

With leaky boots and funburnt face,

And leaving Adton in his rear, 436

Began to breathe fulphureons air.

Arrivid at length, the table fpread,

Three bottles drank, he reels trbed,

Next morn his bufy thoughts begun 5

To rife and travel with the fun; “las

‘Whims heap’d on whims bis head turn’d round,

But how Dame Fortune might be found

Wias the momentous grand affair,

His fecret with, his only cass,















foo : BABLE .0 °

¢ Get early 1 p, late clofe your eyes, 98
¢ And leave no ftone unturn’dto rife; 5
<4 Then each good day at alters’ Hall
¢ Pray for a blefling upun all,**
Lowly the ravith’d Eranky bows,
‘While joy fat fmiling on his brows; 86
And withoue fcruple, infa trice,
He took her money.and adyice. U
Not an extravagant young heir,
Befet with duns, and in defpair,
When joyful tidings reach his ear, 85
And dad retires, by Heav'n’s commands,
T'o leave his chink to better hands;
Not wand'ring failors almoft loft, ~——
‘When they behold the wifh’d-for coaft; {
Not culprit when the knot is plac’d, 99
And kind reprievearrives in hafte,
Eler felt a joy in fuchexcefs,
As Frank veliev’d from this diftrefs.
A thoufand anticitricks he play’d,
The purfe he kifs'd, frore, cursd and pray’ds: t g5
Counted the pieces o’er and o’er, iy
. Andhugg’d his unexpedted ftore;
Built ftately caftlesin the air,
Supp'd with the great, enjoy’d the fair;
Pick’d _ut his title and his place, 6 {olo]
‘Was {carce contented with Your Grace. L






b el r FABLEY,

©Old Chaos he_& his throne regains,

And here in odd confufion reigns; | T30
Al order, all diftin@ion, ILft, o 8 ¥

Now high, now low, the fools are toft, <+

Here lucky coxcombs vainly redr: 4

Their giddy heads, there in defpair'.

Sits humbled Pride; with downcaft look; 135

Bankrupts reflor’d; and mifers brultell &

Strange figurces here our eyesinvade, !

And the ~yhole world in‘mafquerades

A carman ip'a hat and feater, | J

A lord in frieze, his breeches leather; T48

Tom Whiplafh in his coach of Rate,’ ; ;

Drawn by the tits he droverof late =

A col’nel of the hold trainbands ' - o

Selling his equipagé and lands; - 2

Hard by a cobbler bidding fair S Sy

For the gold chain and‘nest lord mayor; e

A butcher bluft’sing in the crowd, £

Of his late purchas’d *feutcheon proud;

Retains his cleaverifor s creft, 3

T 50'}

His motto too beneath the reft,

¢¢ Virtue and merit is a jeft :*>

‘Thvo toafts, with all their twinkets gone,

Padding the fireets for half-a-crown's

A daggled countefs and her maid,

Her houfe-rent and her flves unpaid I55 }
A tailor’s wife in rich brocade,.



Canto IL; THE PORLUNEHUNTER,

Allfeéts, all parties, high and low,

At Fortune’s thrine devoutly how s !
Nought can their ardent <ealréftrain,
Whete eash nian’s godlinefs is gain’
From taverns, meeting-houfies, fevrs,
Atheifts and Quakers, bawdsand Jebvs,
Statefmen and fiddlers, bmus and porters,
Blue aprons htre, and theere blue garters,
Ashuman race of old began

From flones and clods transforn’d to man; .

Sa from each dunghill, # ange furprife!
. In troops the recent gentry rife s
Of mufliroom growth, thcy wildly (lafe,
And ape thegreat with atvloward air:’
So Pinkethman upon the ftage, ;|
" Mrunting his afs in watlike rage,
With fimp’ring Dicley for his page,
In Lee'smad rant, with mongkey face,
Burlefques the prince of Ammon’s race,
Indufirious Frank, among therefty

Bought, fold; and cavill’d, Kwi’d, and prefs'd;

180}

Lodg’d in a garret on the fpot,
Follow’d inftruions to a jot,

The praying part alone Frgot;
Licarn’d cv'ry dealing term of art,
And all th’ ingenioys cant by heart s
Nor doubted but he foon Siould find.
Dame Fortune complaifant and kind.
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CANTO1V. »

Beuoro the yeodth juft now fet free

On land, immur’d again atfea

Stow’d with his eargo in “he hold,

In queft of ather worlds for gold.

He who fo late regal’d at eafe, =

On olios, foups, and fricaffces,

Drapk with the witty and the gay,
Sparkling Champaign ana-rich Tokay,:
Now breales his faft with Suffolle cheefe,
And burfts at noon with pork and peafe
Inftead of wine, content to fip,

‘With noify tars, t{ eir nanfeous flips
‘Their breath with chew’d mundungus fiveet
‘Their jefts more fulfome than'their meat.
_ While thunder rolls and florms arife,

Te {noring in his hammoe lies;

In golden dreams enjoys the night,

Aund counts his bags v/ith vaft delight ;
Mountains of gold ereé his throre,
Each precious gem is now his own s
Kind Jove defeends in golden fleet,
Padtol s murmurs at his feet 3

The fea gives up its hoarded ftore,

~sfling all, he covets'more.

3
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Canto IV'.  THE FORTUNE-BUNTER.

O Cold Y attradtive Gold ! in vain

Honour rnd confcience would reftrain

Thy boundlefs univerfal eien.

To thee ench flubborn virtue bendes

The man oblig’d betrays his friends;

‘The patriot quits his country’s caufe,

And fells her liberty and Jaws

The pious pritde *sno longer nice, -

And ev’n lawn {leeves can flatter vice.

At thy teo abfolute conimand:

Thy zealots ranfack fea r..d land :
Where'er thy beams theie pow'r difplay,

The fwarming infeédts hafie away,

To bafk in thy refulgent ray.

Now the bold crew, with profo’rous wind,

Le3ve the retreating land behind;
Fearlefs they quit their native thore,
And Albion’s cliffs are {ecn no more;
Then on the wide Atlautic borne,
Their rigging and their tackle torn,
Danger in varjous fhapesapprats,
Sudden alarms, and thiv'ring fears. .
Eere might fome copious bard dilate,
And fhow fierce Neptune deawn in fate,
While guards of Tritons cleat his way,
And Nereids round his chariat play;
Then bid the fforiny Bore. s rife, ;
Abd forky lightning cleave the flies,
. ) K i
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1wF % FABLES,

For all men hold it meet tofly . . ¢ i
Th’ inf ¢tous breath of Poverty. )

Poor Frank, deferted and fi.rlorn,

Curfes the day tk 2t he was born ; (S

Each treach’rous crony hides his face,

Or ftarts wheue’er he haunts the place. 10
His wealth thus loft, withthat his friends,

On Fortune ftill the youth depends: i
One fmile, faid he, can foon reftore

A bankrt pt wretch, and give him more;

Shc will not, fure, refufe hos aid. i 15
Fallacious hope! for the falfe jade

That very day took wing, was flown,

And on her wonted journey gorne

(Intent her coflly gnods to fell)

From FPanamia to Portobel ‘20
Five hundred mules her baggage bear,

And groan beneath the precious ware, £
The goddefs rides fublime in air;

And hence conveys a'freih fupply
Forpride, debate, and Tuxury. e
Frank, when he heard th unwelcome news, s
Like a ftanch hound the chafe purfucs,
‘Takes the fame rout, doubls his fpyccd,
Nor donbts her help in tinie of need.
O’er the wide wafle, thro? pathlefs ways, 30

‘Tt-=folitary pilgrim ftray.;

* This is the road the King of &_ain’s treafure is catried
over the ifthmus of Daricrs
























70

Around he gaz’d, his greedy fight
Devour ;s eachobject with delights (
Thro’ each known hawnt tuinfported roves,
Gay (miling fields and thady groves, 230 p
Once confcious of his youthful loves. :
Ahout the hefpirable gate
Crowds of dqeued wretches wait
Fach day kind Bobls diffufive har.d
Cheer’d and refref’d the tatter'd band, 255
Proud tls moft godlike joy to fhare,
Ic fed the hungry, cloatn:d the bate.
Trank amongft thefe his ftation chofe,
With Tools revealing inward woess

Wheu, lo! with wonder and furprife, - ¢ 240,
He faw Dame Fortune in difguifes
" He faw, but fearee believ'd hiseyes.
Her fawning fmiles, her ericking air
‘Th* egregious hypocrite declare;
A giply’s mantle round her fpready 245
Of various dye, white, yellow, red; ©
Strange feats fhe promis’d, clamour’d Toud,
And with her eant amus’duans <nowd ¢
T'here ev'ry day impatient ply’d,
Puflh’d to get in, but fill d~ny’d; 3 250
e Rab, who knew the fubtle whore,
Thruft the falle vagrant from his doors
B-twhen the firanger’s fice he view’d,
"With no deceitful tcars bedew’d,
6
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230 TALES.

It came into {.is head to try

The fovee of wit and raillery.

‘The good man was by nat \re gay,

Could gibe and joke as well as pray; .
Not like fome hide-bound folk, who chafe
Bach merry fmile from their dull face,
And think pride zeal, ill-nature grace.
At chrift’nings and cach jovzal feaft -
He fingled out the finful beaft;

Let all Mis pointed arrows iy,

Told this and that, loolk:.. very fly,

And left my mafters to apply.

His tales were hum’rous, often true,

And now and then fet off vo view

With lucky fictions and fheer wit,

T'hat piere’d where truth could never hit.
"The laugh was always on his fide,

While paflive fools by turns deride

And, giggling thus at one another,

Each jeering lout reform’d his brother,
Tl the whole parith was with eafe
Sham’d into virtue by'degno~=

Then be advis’'d, and try a Tale, -

When Chryfoftom and Auftin fail.
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‘THE OFFICIOUS MESSTMNGER,

Still his t nerring nofe would wind it,
1f above (round was fure tofind it
Whimp'ring for joy his mafter greet,
And humbly lay it at his fect.
But hold—it cannot be deny’d -

That ufeful talents mifapply’d
May malke wild work, It happ’d one day
Squire Lobb, Lis maftet, took hisway,
New thav’d; and fmuy, and very tight,
“f'o compliment a.neighb’ring kenighty
| Tn hisbeft trowlersheapp .5,

(A comely perfon for his years)

And clean white draw’rs, that manya'day

In lavendcr and roftcaizes ) . Jay.

Acrofs his brawny fhioulders firung,

Ou his left fide, his dagger hung ;)

Deed-doing blade ! a dreadful guett,:

Or in the ficld or at the feaft. -

No Franklin * carving of a chine

At Chriftide ever look’dfo fine.

With him obfequions Rovertrudg’d,

Nor from his heels one~_ment budg’d:

A while they travell’d, when within

Poor Lobb perceiv’d a rumbling ding °

Then warring winds, for want of vent,

Shook all his earthly tenement.

* A fubftantial country geatles man in days of yore.

Folume I1. LI At



T34 TALES. |

So in the bods, ) politic

(¥or ftates fometimes, like men, are ﬁck)
Dark Fe&ion miutters thro’ the crowd,
Ere bare-fac’d Treafon raars alond.
‘Whether crude liumours undigefted
His lab’ring entrails had infefted,

Or lait night's load of bottied ale,
Grown mutinens, was brealng il O
The caufe of this hisawleward pain
Let Johnfton or let H—th explain,
Whofe learned nofes ma,_diftover
Why Nature’s flinkpot thus ran over:
My province is th’ effect to trace, -
And give each point its pruper grace.
Tl effed, O lamentable cafe!

Tong had he firugg.ed, butin vain,
I'he fa&ious tumult to reftrain ¢

What {hould he do? Ta’® unruly rout
Prefs’d en, and it was time, no doubt,
17 unbutton, and to let all out.

‘The Trowfersfoon his will obeys

Wot fo his ftubborn draw’sfar they,
Beneath his hanging paunch cloféity’d,
Hisutinoft art and painsdefy’di:
Headrew hisdagger on'the fpot,
Refoled to cut the Gordian knot,

In the fame road juflt then vafs'd by
was the il of L)...mv) 4
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THE 0] PICIOUS MESSENGER. I35

"The cour*eous currte of the place,
Good-nat ire fhone o’erall his faces
Surpris’d the flaming blade to view, 110
And deeming {laughter mufllenfue,
Off from his hack himfelf he threw;
‘Then without cevemony feiz'd ;
The {quire, impatient to be eas’d. 114
¢ Lord! Mafte. Lakb, who would have thought
¢ The fiend had e’er fo firongly wrought?
¢ Is fuicide fo flight a fault? }
“¢Rip up thy guts, man! ¥V _at—go qmck
< To hell? Outrageous lunatic!.
¢ But, by the blefng, 1’1l prevent 120
¢ With this right hand thy foul intent :”
Then gripp’d the dagger faft. The {quire,
Like Peleus’ fon, look’d pale witi<ire,
While the good man like Pallas fiood,
And check’d his eager thirft for blood. 125
At laft, when both a-while had firain’d,
Strength, join’d with zeal, the conqueft gain’d s
'The curate in all points obey’d,
Into the fheath returns ¥ laae;
But firft th’ unhappy fquire he fwore 130
T’ attempt upon his life no more.
With fage advice his{peech he clos’d,
And left him (as he thought) compos’d,
But was it fo, Friend Lobb? [ own
| Misfortune fcldom comes alone ; y =0 135
M iij









138 % TALES,

Lord Plaufibie, at ‘Tom’sand Wi I's,
Whefc pois'nous breath in whifpers kills,
Still buzzes in my ear, nor knows
What fatal fecrets he bedows:
Let him: defiroy cach day a fcore,
Tis mere chance-medley, and no more,
In fine, felf-love bribes ev'ry fenfe,
And all at home is excellences

"The fquire arriv’d in decent plight,
With rerence due falutes the knight.
Compliments paft, the anmer-bell
Rung quick and loud, harmonious kacil
To greedy Lobb! Th’ Orphéan lyse
Did ne'er fuch rapt'rous juy infpire;
"Fho’ this the favage throng obey,
That hunger tames-more fierce than they.
In comely order now appear
The footmen loaded with good cheer,
Her ladythip breught up the rear.
Simp'ring fhe lifps, ** Your fervant; S'r—
< The ways are bad, one cann’t well ftir
¢ Abroad——or ’t wer@ inac.  <nkind
“¢To leave good Mirs, Liobb behind—
¢¢ She’s well, I Hope—Ma'ke, they fay,

<5 on apace—How 's Mifs, I pray !

195
20
203
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Lobb bow'd and cring’d; and, mutt’ring low,

Made for his chair, would fain fall to.
‘Thefe weighty points adjufted, foon
My lady brandifhes her fpoon.

249



THE ¢ TFICIOUS MESSENGER, T30

fTnhapp Lobb, p eas’d with his treat,
And min ling nothing but his meat,
Too near the fire had chofe his {eaty
When, oh! th’ eflluvia of hia bum
Begin amain to {cent the room, 275
Ambrofial fwee*s, and rich perfume!
The fick’ring footman ftupp’d his nofe;;
The chaplain/.oo, nnde.the rofe,
Made awkward mouths; the knight took fnuff;
Her ladyfhip began to huff; 230
¢ Indeed, Sir John—pray, good my dear—
«>Tis wrong to make your kennel here—
¢ Dogs in their p.ace are good, Town—
$¢But in the parlour—fol.l-—be gone.”
Now Rockwood leaves th’ unfinith’d bone, 235
Banifh’d for failings not his own
No grace ev’n Fiddler could obtain,
And fav’rite Virgin fawn’d in-vain.
“The fervants, to the franger kind,
Leave trufty Rover ftill behind 5 240
But Lobb, who would not facm to be
Defeive in civiliby. ~—

And, for removingof all doubt,

Knitting his brows, bids him getout s

By figns exprefles his command, Sl
And to the door points with his hand.

‘The dog, or thro’ miftake or fpight,

{Grave authors have not fet us right)
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fil. TiE INQ JISITIVE BRIDEGROOM.
A TALE.

Fravk rrome, a fpark abcut the Town,
Now weary of intriguing grown, = g 3
Thought it advifable to wed, J
And chufe 2 partner of hicbed,

Virtuous and Cafte—A ye, right—but where 5 }

Ts there a nymph that ’s chafte as fair

A Dlefling to be priz’d, but rare:

For continence penurious H_«'n

With a too-fparing hand has giv'n;

A plant but feldora to be found, 10
And thrives but ill on Brit'th ground.

Should our advent’rer hafte on board,

And fee what foreign foils afford,

‘Where watchful dragons guard the prize,

And jealous Dons have Argus” eyes, I3
‘Where the rich cafket, clofe immur’d,

Tsunder Tock and key fecur’d ?

No—Frank, by long experience wife, *

Had known thefe forts ¢~ oy furprife s

Nature in fpite of art prevail’d, 28
And all their vigilance had fail'd.

Theyouth was puzzled—Should he go

And fcale a convent ? would that do #

Is nun’s flefh always good and fweet

Ely-blown fometimes, not fit to ¢at. 25
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s¢ Tell me, 7 lexorable fair!

<« How could you, thusattack’d, forbear i
& Swear to forgive what ’spaft,” the ery’d;
¢ The naked truth fhar’t be deny’d.”

He did; the baggage thus reply’ds

< Deceiv’d fo many times before

¢ By your falfe [ex, I rafldy fivore

€ To truft deceitful man i more.”

:
-

IV. BACCHUS TRIUMPHANT.

A TALE.

« Bor fhame,” faid Ebony, ¢ foo thame,
“Tym Ruby! troth you 're much to blame.
¢ To drink at this confounded rate,
To guzzle thus Carly and late!”

Poor Tom, who juft had took hiswhet,
And at the door his kncle met,
Surpris’d and thunderfiruck, would fain
Male his efcape, but, oh! invain.
Each bluih, that glow’d with an ill grace,
Lighted the flambeisasm, e face;
No loophole left, no flight pretence,
T'o palliate the foul offence. -

-4 Lown,” faid he, “ 1 ’m very bad—

“A ibt—incdnigihl}vmad— )
¢ But, Sir—I thanl yor-for your love,
# And by your leGtures would improye :

0

1









BAC"HUS TRIUVMPHANT, 147

Clefe by the wind w fide; from whence

He heard thiswei¢ hty conference,

Joy kindling in his ruddy cheels, j
‘T'hus the indulgent godheac fpeaks » 75
¢ Frail Mortals! know, reafon in vain

$¢Rebels, and would difturb my reign.

¢ See there the fophifter oferthrown,

¢ With fronger arsuments knock’d down

¢ Than e’er in wrangling fchools were known!

¢ The wine that fparkles in this glafs = 8x
€€ Smooths ev’ry brow, gilds év'ry face; 3
€ As vapours when the fun appears,

¢ Far hente anxiedes and fears :

¢ Grave ermine fmiles, lawn-flecves grow gay,; J
¢ Bach haughty monarch owns my fvay, 86
¢ And cardinels and popes obey 3

¢ Taught the brave patriot how to die
¢ For injur'd Romie and liberty :
¢2Twas T whe with immortal lays
<“Infpir’d the bard that ﬁmg hxs praxfe.
¢ Let dall unfociable f—.<
¢ Loll in their cells and live by rules;
¢ My votaries in gay dslicht 95
¢ And mirth fhall revelall the night; .
¢t Ak well their partson life’s dull frage,
4 And make each moment worth an age.” (513

¢ Ev'n Cato drank his glafs; 't was 1
90

Nij
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V. THE NIGHT-WALKER RECLA™MED. '

A TALE

When pious Charlesfet England free

¥rom cantiry and hypocrify,

Moft gracioufly to all reftoring

Their ancient privilege of whortag, 3

There liv'd, but t is no matter where,

"he for of an old cavalier;

Of ancient lineage wasithe fquire,

A man of mettle and of fire;

‘Clean-fhap'd, well-limb’d, black-cy'd, and tall }
11

T thofe blefs'd days of jubilee, }

Made z good figure at aLally

And only wanted wherewithal,
His penfion was ill-paid and ftrait,
‘Tull many a loyal hero’s fate s

QOften half-ftarv’d, and oftenout 15
Atelbows, an hard cafe, no doubt, ;
Sometimes perhaps alucky main )
Prudently manag’d in Liong-Lane

Repair’d the threadbarebec= aoaing

And now and then fome fecret favours, 20
"The kind returns of pious Jabaurs,
Y-~ich’d the ftrong and vig'rous lover,
His honour liv’d a whilein clover
For (to fay truth) itis bujuft,

Where all things are-decay'd but luft, 23









THE NIAUT-WALKER RECLAIMED, 153

€ And that oneo! { and ugly oo : 8o

¢ Frail mortals! ¢ (Il mie what to do”
<t For that,” faid Johr| « truft me ; my treat

¢ Shan’t he oneill-drefs'd aifh of meats

¢ Let but your Honour be my gueft,

¢¢ Variety thall rown the'feaft.” g 85
“*Tis done,” reply’d Fom Wild, * t is done,

¢¢ The flag hargs cit, ‘tne fort is won;

€ Ne’er doubt my vigorous attacks,

¢ Come to my arms, my Sycorax * 5

¢ Bold in thy right we mount our throne, 90

¢ And all the ifland is our own.”
Well—forth thiey rode, bath fquire and John;

Here might a florid bard niake known

His horfe’s virtues and his own;

Althoufand prodigics advance, 95

Retailing ev’ry ciicumftance;

But I, who am not over-nice, =

And always love to be concife,

 Shall let the churteous reader guefs

The fyuire’s accoutrements and drefs. 0o
Suppole we then th geutle youth

Laid ather feet, all love, all truth;

Haranguing it in'verfe and profe,

A mount her forehead white with fows,

Her cheeks the Jily and the rofe; RSO

# Sg¢ Dryden’s Tempelt, é]tcrcd from Shakcfpearc,

0
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Fler iv'ry tests, her coral lips,

Her we'l-turn’d ears, whafe ruby, ips
Afford a thoufand complim~nts,
Which he, fond youth, p.ofufely vents;
The pretty dimple in her chin,

“The den of I ave, who lurls within ¢
But, ol! the Inftre of hereyes

Nor ftars, nor moon, ot fun; fufFees
He vows, protefts, raves, finles, and dies.
Much of her breaits hefpoke, and hair,
1n terms moft elegant snd vave 5

Call’d her the goddefs he'ador’d,

And in heroic fuftain foar’d s

Tor tho’ the youth couldy.ell explain
His niind in a more humble firain,

Yet Qvid and the wats agree,

That a true lover’s fpeech fhould be

In rapture and in fimite.

Imagine now all points put right,

The fiddles and the swedding-night;
Tach noify fteeple rock’d with gleey
And ev'ry bard fungamerty;

Gay Pleafure wanton’d unconfin’d,
‘The men all drunk, the wome= kind';
“lodhall did ne’er fo fine apiaenr,
Floating in poffet and firong beer.

Come, Mufe! thou flatt>rn honfewife, tell,
Where ’s our friend John # T hope he *s well;

110
1.15'
320
o

130
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Ga!

Well! aye, as any 1pan can be,
With Sufan in the | “aller}n 135
Suie was alafs buxom and tight,
‘The chamhermaid and favo.rite;
Juicy and young, juft fit for man,
“I'hus the fyweet dialogue began.
¢ Latd, Sir,” quozh Sue, ““ how brifk, how 22y,
¢ How {pruce; our pafter lool’d to-day! I4X
¢ ’m fure no king was e’er {o fine,
¢ No fun more gloriouily can {hine.”
¢ Alas! my dear, all is notgold
¢t That glifters, as I ’ave read of old ; 345
¢ And all the wifu and learned fay
¢ The beft is not without a.lay.*
¢¢ Well, Mafter John, name if you can
¢ A more accomplifh’d gentlemisn:
¢ Befide (elfe may I never thrive) 150
#'The beft good-natur’d fquirealive.””
(John thrugg’d and fhook his head.) ¢ Nay, fure,
¢ You by you~ looking fo demure
“ Have learn’d fome {ecret fault; if fo,
Tell me,.good John nuyspriythee do, I55 }
¢ Tell me, I fay, I long to know..
¢ Safe as thy gold in thy {trong box,
IThis bréaft the dark depofit locks,
¢“Thefe lips no {ecrets fhall reveal
€ Well—let me firft affix my feal;™ 160
“Chen kifs'd the foft obliging fair.
£ But hold-—now I muft hear you fvear,
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¢ By all you. virgin charmsbelo v,
¢ No mortal ’er this tale fhall'k low.”
She fwore, then thus the cimn.ng knave, 165
With look moft politic.nd grave,
Proceeds: < Wiy-—faith and iroth, dear Sue,
< This jewel has a flasw, *c is true;
¢ My mafter ’s gen’rous,and all thac,
¢ Not faulty, but unfortunste.” | - 170
¢« Why will you keep one in fufpenfe?
¢ Why: teeze one thus #/—¢¢ Have patience.
¢“The youth has failings, there s no doubt,
¢ And who, my Suky,is without ? |
< But ficuld you tell=—mnay that Ldread”— 175
¢ Ry-Heav'n, and by my maidenhead—
¢ Now fpeals, {pealk quick,”’~—*¢¢ He who denies.
¢ Thofe pouting liys, thole roguith eyes,
< Muft fure be more than man—then know,
¢ My dearet, fince you ’ll have it fo, 180
¢ My malter Wild not only talks
¢ Much inbis fleep; but alfo walles;
“Walks many a winter-night alone,
¢““This way and that;upn.att-and'down :
““Now, if difiurb’d, if by furprife 185
““Fle’s rous’d, and flumbers euit his eyes,
¢ Lord, how I tremble!'how I dread
T fpeak it! Thrice beneath the bed,
$¢Alas| to fave my life I £ sd;
¢ And twice bebind tlic door Terept, 100
“ And oncg out of the windowieap'd.
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The wort is to hxmfe]f when cold
Aund fhiv’ring he 1 eturns, then {old
“T'he vagrant in ye v afms; he llreft
With pleafure on your gloviing breatt. 256
Madam approv’d of this advice,
Iffued her orders in a trice,
€6 That none heneeforth yrefume to ﬂu‘,
£ Or thwart ¢ unhdp}.y wanderer.”
John, when his mafter’sknock he heard, 255
Soon in the drefling-room appear'd ; ;
Archly he look’d, and {lily leer’d.
“What game ! fays Wild, “ Oh! never more,
‘¢ Pheafants and partridge in great flore;
I wifh yous ammunition Jaft 12 260
And then reveal’d how all had paft:
Next thought it proper to explai.i
His plot, and how he laid his train
¢ The coaft is clear, Sir, go in-peace, i
£ No dragon guards the Golden Fleece.” 265
Here, Mufelletfable Night advancc,
Deferibe her ftate with elegance;
Around her dark pavilic.. .preid
‘The clouds; with poppies crown her head;
Note well her owls, and bats obfcene; | 276
Call heran ﬂzthiopinh queen;
. Or if you think *t will mendimy tale;
Call her a widow with a vl
Polutze 77, (e}
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Of fpecires ai.d hobgablins tell;

Or fay °t was midnight, 't isaswi il
‘Well then—'t was midnight,as  vas faid,
When Wild ftarts npright in his bed,
Leaps out, and, without more ado,
Takes in his room a turn ortwe;
Op’ning the door, foon onc he ftalks,
And to the nextapartment Wwallss;
Where on her back there lay poor Sue,
Alas! Friend John, fhe dream’d of you.
Wak'd with the noife; her mafter known
By moonlight and his brocade gown,
Trighted fhe dares not feream; in Sed
She finks, and down the yopsher heads
‘The curtains gently drawn, he fprings
Between the theets, then clofely clings.
Now, Mufe! relate what there he did;
Hold, impudence !—<it muft be hid—
He did—asany man syould do

In fuch a cafe~—did he naot, Sue®

‘Then up into the garret flies,

‘Where Joan, and Dol. anc-34ity, lies;
A leafh of lafles alltopether, 4
And in the dog-days—in ho# weather ;
Why, faith, ’t was hard—he did his beft,
And left to Providence the refti.
Content the paflive creatrres lie,

For who in duty could deny ?

%73
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Was nonrefiftence eyer thought
By modern cafuifis afoultd

- Were not her orde s firiét and plain?
All ftrugeling dangerous ai.d vain?
Well, down our younker tripsagain,
Much withing, 4s hereePd along,
For fome rich cordial warm and ftrong.
1In bed he quickly tymbied then,
Nor wak’d next morn till after ten.

Thus night by night he led hislife, °

Blefling all females but his wife;
Much werk upon hishands there lay,
More bills swere Crawn thanhe could pay;
No Jawyer drudg’d fo harCashe,
in Eafter Term or Hillarys
But lawyers labour for their fee;
Here no felf-intereft or gain,
‘The pleafure balances the pain:
B0 the great Sultan walks among
His troop of Jaffes fair and young
‘§o the town-bull in opentide,
His lowing lovers by Nisade,
Revels at large in Nature'sright,
Curb’d by no law bur appetita ;
Frifiing his tail, he rovesat pleafore,
And knows no flint, and kespsno meafure.
~ Bat now the ninth rev)lving moon
{Alas! it came an age too foon;
Oii

3
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Curfe on each-hafty flecting night!) 340

Some ¢ 1d difcov’ries brought to light.

Strange tympanies the womenfeize,

An epidemical difeafe;

Madam herfelf with thefe might pafs

Yor a clean-fbap’d and taper lafs. 335

*Twas vain to hide th’ apparent load,

For hoops were not then aslomiods;

Sue, being queftion’d, and hard prefs'd,

Blubb’r*ag, the naked truth confefs’d «

¢¢ Were not your orders mofk fevere, 340

< That none fhould ftop his night-career ?

¢ And who durft wake him? troth.net I;

4T was not then prepar’d to die.””

““Well, Sue,” faid fhe, * thou fhalt have grace,

¢ But then thisnighc I take thy place, 345,

“¢Thou mine, my night-clothes on thy head,

<¢ Soon fhallhe leave tnee fafe in bed;

-¢ Ljie ftill,'and fiir not on thy life,”

€¢But do the pennance of a wife;

¢¢ Much pleafure haft thow had at laft 350

“¢*Tis proper for thy 1ins toza.}? ;
This point agreed, tobed the went,

And Sue crept in, but ill content.

——oon as th” accuftom’d hour was come, e
Theyounker fally’d from his room, * 355
ToSuc’s apartment whipp’ 1 away, :
And like a lion feiz’d his prey.g i
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iShe clafp’d him in her longing arms,
‘Sharp-fet, The feaft~d on his chasms,
‘He did whate’er he:could | but more
Was yet to.do, encore, encore !
Tain would henow elope, fhe c]a[pt
Him fill, no bun e’er ftuck fofaft,
At leng h the morn with.¢nvious light
_Difcover'd all: in waat fad plight,
Poor man ! helay abath’d s for thame
He could not fpeak, not ev’n o~ lame
Excufe was left. ‘She, witha grace -
“That gave new beauties to hier face,

163

i3
o
=

And with a kind obliging air 370'?

(Always ficcefsful in the fair)
‘Thus foon reliev’d him from defpair. -
¢ Ah! gen’rous youth! pardon afault
< No foelifh jealoufy hastaught 5
<*Tis your own'crime, open as day,
“¢To your conviétion paves the ways
¢ Oh! might . his fratagem regain
“ Your love! let me not plead in vaing
<¢ Something to gratitade is due,
< Have I niot given all to you

Tom far’d, look’d palz, then in great hafte
Slipp’d on hisgown ; yet thus at laft
Spoke faintly, as amaz’d he ftood,
€ Twill, my dear, be very gaod.”

=y
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VI. THE HAP)Y DISAPPOINTMENRTE
A TALE.

Iy days of yore, when belles and beans

Left mafquczades and puppetthows;

Deferted ombre and baflet,

At Jonathan’s to Iqueeze and fv, eat 5 45
Wkien fprightly rakes forfook Champaign, i
‘The playhoufe; and “Yie merry main, il
Good Mother Weyburn and the flews,

To fmoke with brokers, fhink with Jews;

1n fine, when all the world run mad,

(A flory not lefs true than fad) 10
Ned Smart, a virtuous youth, well known

T'o all this chafte and fober Town, i C
Cot ev’ry penny he could rally,

Fo try his fortune in Change-Alley 3

In hafte to Iollin coackand fix, b i
Bought bullsand bears, play’d twenty. tricks }
Amongft his brother lunatics. :
‘Tranfported at his firf fisccely, g
£ thoufand whims his fancy blefs s
With feenes of future happ nids. 20
ITow frail are alk our joys below!

Mere dazzling meteors, flafh and fhow !

Ok, Fortune! falfe deceitful whore!

Caught inthy trap with thoufands more,



THE HAZPY DISAPFDINTMENT.

He found his rhine/funk and gone,
Himfelf a bankrunt, and undoxe.

Ned could not wel dige'® thisichange,
Forc'd in che world at large to ranre,
With Babel’s monarch turn’d to grafs,
Would it not byeak an heart of brafs
"Tis v.in to fob and hang the lip;

One penny left, he buys a flip,

At once hislife and caresto lofes
Under his ear he fits the noofr”

An hook in an old wall he fpies,

‘o that the fatal rope he ties:

Like Curtius now, at ane bold leap,
He plung’d into the gaping deep,

Nor did he doubt in hell to find
Dcalings more juit, and fricndsimosc kind.
As he began to twift and fprawl,

Fhe loofen’d ftones break from the wall ;
Down drops the rake upon the fpot,
And after him an earthen potz
Recling he rofe, and gaz’d around,
And faw the crock Iic on the ground;
Sarpris’d, amas’d, at this odd fight,
Trembling, he brokvit ina fright;
‘When, lo! at once came pouring forth
Ingots, and pearls, and gems of worth.
O’erjoy’d with Fortune's kind bequet,
He toolk the birds, hut left the nefts
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And then, to {py what might enfue,
Into a neighb’ring woud withdrew;
Nor waited long; forfoon I ¢ fees 55
A tall black man 4leulle thre? the trees X
e knew him by his fhuﬂiing pace,
His threadbare coat and hatchet face's
And who the devil thould it he
But fan&ify'd Sir Timothy! 5 60
His vacle by his mother’s fide,
His gua.dian and his =ithful guide.
This driv’ling knight with pockets full, *
And proud as any Great Mogul,
For his wife condu&t had been made
Direéor of the jobbing trade,
And had moft pioudly drawn in
Poor Ned and all hisneareft kin.
The greedy fools laid eut their gold,
And bought the very ffock he fold;
Thus the kind knave convey’d their pelf,
By Boeus pocus, to himielf;
And tofecure the fpoils he got
Form’d this contrivance of the y.ot.
Here ev'ry night and ev’ry morn,
Devoutas any monk new fhcrmn, .
xhie proftrate hypocrite implores
Juft Heav’a to blefs his hidden ftores;
But when he faw dear Mammon flown,

- The plunder’d hive, the honey pone,

b
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No jilted bully, no bilk’d hack,
| No thief when beadles flay his byck,
3 Nolofing rook, no ¢ wrted whore,
No lilor when the billows rUar,
Wxth fuch a grdce e’er curs'd and fwore :
\xThen as he por’d upon the ground,
[ And firn’d his haggard eyesaround,
he halter at Ius feer he spy’d,
Aud is this all that ’s left 77 he cry’d;
“ Am | thus paid for all nvy cares,

My leétures, repetitions, pray’rs?
€ Tis well—there ’s fomething fav’d at leaft,
e Welcomc, thou Zaithful, friendly, gueft;
o If I muft hang, now all isCoft,
€255 cheaper at'another’s coft 5
i Lo do it at my own expenfe
“,Wu uld be downright extravagance.’”
- Thus comforted, without a tear
He fix’d the noofe vencath his car,
{ o the next beugh the rope he ty’d,
' And moft heroically dy'd.
Ned, who behind a {prsading tree
Beheld this tragi-comedy,
With hearty curfes rurg his knell,
And bid him thus his Jaft farewell.
*“Was it not, Uncle, very kind
' “4ln me to leave the rope ehind §

W
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¢ A legacy L well beftow’d

<¢ For all the gratitrde Low’d.

%8 Adieu, Sir Tim.; by Heav-n’ decree II0
# Soon may thy brethr nJollow thee,

¢ In the fame glozious manner fwing,

s« Without one friend to cut the flir'pg;
¢ ‘That hence rapacious koaves may know % 1
4 Juftice is always fure, tho’ fow.” ?

V1. A PADI OCK FOR THE MOUTH.

4 TALE. ok P

" JAck prmeun was a merry blide, i
Young, am’rous, witty, and well made; ¥
Difereet '—Hold, Six,—nay, as [ live,

My friend, you 're coo inquifitives .
Difcretion, all men muft agree, 5
Is 2 moft fhining guaiity,

Which, like lea~gold, makes a great fhiow,
And thinly fpread fets off a beau:

But, Sir, to put you out of pain,

Our younker had not hai a;g~ain,

A Jeaky blab, rafh, faithlefs, vain.

The viGorieshis eyes had won
As foon as ere obtain’d were known;

For trophies rear’d the deed proclaim, i

Bpoils hung on high expof  the dame, :

And love is facrific’d to fame.
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Such infolence the fex alarms,

“The female world is up 18 armss
‘Th outrageous Bac-ha.als combine,
And brandifl’d toni ues in concert join..
Unbappy youth! where wilt thou go
T efcape fo terrible a foe?

Seek fhelter on the Eybiar fliore,

\ Where tigersa;d where “[ons roar !
Sleep on the bordersiof the Nile,

And truft the wily crocodile;

Tis vain to fhun a woman’s have;
Heavy the blow, and fure as Fate.
Phyllis appear’d among the crowd,

| But not {o talkative and lond,

‘With filence and with care fuppreft
‘The glowing vengeance in her braft,
Refolv’'d by ftratagem and art

“T'o make the faucy villain fmar>.

The cunning baggage had prepar’d
Pomatum of the fineft lard,

With firong aftringents mix'd the mefs,
Alum, and vitriol, g /2

Azfenic, and bole. Bit I want time

To turn all Quincy into thyme
*Twould make my diétion too fublime.
Her grandame this receipt had raught,
Which Beado from Grand Cairo brought,
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An able ftyptic (as ’t isfaid)
To foder a crack’d maidenhead. as
This ointment being duly m_de :
Fhe jilt upon her toilefre aid s ; ihd
The faunt’ring cully foon appears,
As ufual, vows, protells, and fwears ;
Carelefs an opera tune hr homs, S
Plunders her patchbox, br "2ks her c~mbs.
As up and down the monkey piay’d,
18 b =4 npon.the box he laid;,
The fatal bo\ Pleavd with her wiles,
The treacherous Pandora fmiles. 35
¢ What ’s this " cries Jack. ¢ That box!” faid fhes
#¢ Pematum ; what elfefhould it be?”
But here ’t is fit my reader knows ;
*T'was March, whan bluft’ring Boreas blows, }
Stern enemy to belles and beaus, (S
His lips were fore; ~ough, pointed; torn,
Phe coral briftled like 2 thorn.
Pleas’d with a cure fo a-pragus,
Nor jealous cf fo fair a foe,
‘The healing ointm-n&thic- he fpread, 63
And ev'ry gaping cranny fed:
His chops begin to glow and fhoot ;

. He ftrove to fpeak, but, oh ! was mute,
Mute as a fifli; all he could {train, X
Were fome hoarfe gutt'rals forc’d with pain.

2

3



A PADLOCK FOR THE MOUTH. 369

e ftamps, he raves, he fobs, he fighs,
The tearsran trickling from hiseyes;
He thought but could not fpeak a eurfe,
His lips were drawminto a prfe,
| Ju like—Tike what?—-why, like mime a3
Faith’t was an eptertaining farce.
Madam no longer-could coatain, 75
Trivmphant jo, burfts on¢ amain;
She laughs, fhe {fcreams, the houfe is rais’d,
Thro’ all the ftreet th? affairig bla>>1.
In {hoals now all the neighbours come,
Laugh out, and prefsinto the room. 3
Sir Haryy Tawdry and his bride,
Mifs Tulip deck’d in all her oride;
‘Wife Madam Froth, and Widow Babble,
. Coqucttes and prudes, 2 mightyr.bble:

$o great 4 concourfe ne’er was knowa 23
At Smithfield, when 2 monfter ‘s fhown :

‘When beats dance j:gs with comely r.icn,

When witty Pnnch adorns the fcene, - }
Or frolic Pug plays Harlequin.

I vain he firives to hid% wisnéads 9o
In vain he creeps behind the bed,
| Ferreted thence, expos’d to view,
"The crowd their clam’rous fhouts renevs 2
A thoufand taunts, 2 thoufand jeers,
Stark dumb, the paffive creiture hears.
Pokume 17, i
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No perjur’d villain nail’d on high,

And nelted in the pillory,

His face befmear’d, his eyes; hi- chops,
With rotten eggs and tarnip-tops,

‘Was e’er fo maul’d. Phyllis, atlaft,

‘To pay him for offences paft,

With fneering malice in «er face

Thaus {poke, and gave the-doup de gruce:

¢ Lard! how demure and how precife

¢¢ Heswooms=-a.cmcg becomes the wife.

¢ Vile tongue! its mafter to betray,

¢ But now the pris’ner mulft obey,

¢ I’ave lock’d the door, and kee) the key.
¢ Learn hence, what angry women can,

¢ When wrong’d by that falfe traitor man;
¢ Who boafts our favours, foon or late
¢'The treach’rous blab fhall feel our hate.”

VIIL. T”HE WISE BUILDER.

A TALE.

T 1se Socrates had bult farm,
Little, convenient, fnug, and warm, *
Secur’d from rain and wind =

A gallant whifper’d in his ear,

¢¢ Shall the great Socrateslive here,
#To this mean cell conf1'd?*

00

105

110

112



THE *00KING-GLASS.

¢ The furniture ’s my chiefeft care,” !
Reply’d the fage;  hese ’sroon to-fpare,
Sweet Sir! for I ar d you;

< When thi- with faithful fricnds is fllI'd
# An ampler palace T fhall build; Z
“OTill then this et muft do.™ -

1X. THE TRUE USE OF
THE LOOKING-# Zosds:
A TALE.

Tom canerinhala fon and heir,
Exaét his fthape, genteel hisa'r,
Adonis was not half fo fair :

- But then, alas! his daughter Jane
Was but fo-fo; alittle plain.
In mam’s apartment, as one day
"The little romp and-hoyden play,
Their faces in the glafs they view'd,
‘Which then upon her toilette ftood; *
‘Where, as Narciflus ve 1; the boy
Beheld each rifing charm with joy;
With partial cyes furvey’d himfelf,
But for his fifter, poor brown €lf!
On her the felf-enamour’d chit
Was very lavith of his wit.

; Pij
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She bore, alus! whate’er fhe could,
But _ was too mucl for flefh and blood '
‘What female ever had the grace
“To pardon fcandal on f.er face ?
Difconfolate, away fhe fiies,
" And at her daddy's feet the lies,
Sighs, fobs, and groans, calls to her aid,
And tears, that readily obey'd,
“Chen aggravates the vile offence,
Exert Yigallfiev. quence:
The caufe th’ indulgent father heard,
And culprit fummon’d foon appear’d;
Some tokens of remotfehe (how'd,”
Aud promis’d largely tu be good.
As both the tender father preft
With equal ardour to hisbreaft,
And [miling kifs'd, ¢ Let there be peace,*
Said he; * let broilsand difcord ceafe:
¢ Tach day, my children, thus employ
¢¢ The faithful mirror : you, my boy,
¢ Remember that no vice difgrace
#The gift of Heav'n, that'b. auteous face :
¢ And you, my girl, take fpecial care’
¢ Your want of beauty to ~cj air
#¢ By virtue, whichalone 1 fair.”
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X. MAHOMET ALIBEG ;

OR, THE FAIT} FUL “UINISTER OF STATE.

A ronc defcent and noble blood

Js but a vain fantaftic good,

Unlefs with inbred virtues join’d,

An honeft, bra e, and gea’rous minds
All that our anceftors have done,
Nations reliev’d and battles won. -
The trophies of each bloudy fieid,
Can only then true honour yield,
When, like Argyls; we fcorn to owe;
And pay that lufire they beflow;
But if, a mean degen’rate race,
Slothful we faint, and flack our | ce,
Tjag in the glorions courfe of fame,
Their great achievements we d.fclaim.
Somebold plebeiai foon thall rife,

Stretch to'the goal, and win the prize; ,

For fince the forming Hand of old
Cafl all mankind in the ane moulds
Since no diftinguifi’d clan is bleft
With finer porcelain than thereft;
And fince in all the ruling mind

Is of the fame celeftial kind;

*Tis education fhews the *yay

Each latent beauty to difplay;

Pijj
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Tach happy _enius brings to light,
Conceal’d before in fhades of night:

So diamonds from the gloomy nrine,
Taught by the workmen’shandito ﬂ'une
On Cloe’s iv'ry-bofom blaze,  *

Or grace the ergwn with brilliant rys.
Merit obfcure thall raife i kead,

Tho' dark obfiruding clouus o’erfpread s
Heroes as yet unfung, fhall fight

LT — T L BV
And able ftate{men prop the throne,

To Battle-Abbey Roll * unknown.

Sha Abbas, with fupreme comriand,
InPefia reign’d, and bl=fs'd the Jand §
A mighty prince; valiant and wile,
Expert, with {herp lifcerning eyes,

To find true vireue in difguife. -
Haunting (it feems) wvas his delight;
is joy by day, s dream by nights
The fport of all the brave and bold
From Nimrod, who, in days of old,
Made men as well as bearts Ld= prey,
'T'o mightier George; whofe milder fway
Glad happy erowds with pride obey.

“In queft of his fierce favage foes
Before the fun the monarch rofe,
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The Perfian monarch, who fo late
Liord of the world, rul’d all in ftatey
On cloth of gold and tiffue troc,
‘Whole nationstrembling at nisnod,
With diamonds =nd rubies crown’d,
And girt with fawning {laves around, -
Behold him now! his cano; y

'Th’ impending rock, each fh.cub, each iree,

"That grew upon its {hagey brow;
Toithen g, - ~cc obiervant bow ;
Yield, as in duty bound, their aid,

And blefs him with a friendly thade,
On the bare flint he fits alone,

And, ch! would kings this truth but own,
The fafer and the nobler throne!

But where do I digr{s? ’t is time

"T'o check this arrogance of rhyme.

As the judiciousmon..reh view’d

"“he firipling’s a™, nor bold ner rrde,
With native modefty fubdu’d,

The blufh that glow’d in all its pride,
Then trembledon his che ks, and dy’d,
He grew inquifitive to trace

What foul dwelt in that lovelyicafe :
Toev’ry queition, ferious, gay,

The youth reply’d witheut delay,

His anfwers for the moft patt right,
And taking, if not appofite;,
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MAHOMET ALT BEG,

Unftudy’d unaffeded fenfe
Mix’d with his native diffidencs.
‘The king was chary'd with fuch a prize,
And ftood with wonder in }is eyes;
Commits his treafure to the care’
Of the young lo~d; bids him not fpare
For caft, or pains, t’ entica bis breafk
With zll the Iearning ofsthe Eaft.
He bow’d, obey’d; well cloth’d, well fed,
And with his patron’s children 5~ . G
Still ev’ry day the youth improv'd,
By all admi®d, by all beloy’d.

Now the fieft carling down began
‘To give the promife of a min;
To court he *s call’d; employ’d, and train'd,
In lower pofts; yet ftill he gain’d
By candour, courtefy, and {kill,
The fubjedts’ love, the king’s pood-will.
Employ’d in greaver matters now,
No flatteries ‘no bribes, could bow:
His ftubborn foul; true to his truft,
Firm, and inexorabl> juft,
in judgment ripe, he foon became
A Walpole, or a Walinghan;
And wakeful for the public peace,
No dragon guards the Golden Flesce
"Wlth half that vigilance and care;
Hig buly eyes kenn'd eviry wheres
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In each dark Zheme knew how to dive,
Tho’ canning derviirs contrive
Their plots,difguis’d with fhanis and lies,
And cloak’d with real p rjuries.

Now high in rank the peeris plac’d,
And Ali Beg with titles grac’d; -
No bounds his mafter’s bounties know,
His fwelling coffers overflow,
And he is puzzled tobeflow =
Perpler aauu . *us to contrive
‘To whom, and how, not what to give,
His pious frauds conceal the name, L
And fkreen the modeft man from fiame,
Whoe'er would heav’nly treafures raife,
Mutft grant the boon, efeape the praife.
But hisimmenfe anC endlefs gain
No private charities could drain z
On public works he fix’d his mind,
The zealous frier. 1 of human-kind:
Convenient inns on each great road
At his own proper cofts endow’d,
To weary caravans arford
Refrefhment both at bed and board.
From Thames, the Tiber, and the Rhine,
Nations remote with Ali dine;
In various tongnes his bounty ’s bleft, .
While with furprife the ftra—ger gueft
Does here on unbought daintics featt,
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MAHOMET ALI BEG, 79

See ftately palaces arife,
#And gilded domes invade the fkies.
Say, Mufe! what lords inhabit here ?
Nor fav’ritc eunucn, prince  nor peer; 165
"The poor, the lame, the blind, the uck,
. The idiot and the lunatic.
He curb'd each river’s{w Jlling pride ;
Q’er the relud.ant murn.ring tide }
From bank to bankhis bridges firide. 170
A thoufand gracious deeds were d~
Bury’d in filence and unknown,
At length, worn out with yearsand care,
Sha Abbasdy’d; "eft his young heir
Sha Scfi, unexperienc’d, raw, oih it
By his ftern father kept inawe,
To the feraglio’s walls confin’d; -
Barr'd from the converfe of mankind.
Strange jealouly ! a certain rul.
"T'o breed a tyrantand a fool. £k o
Still Ali was prime minifter,
But had not much his mafter’sears
Walk'd on unfaithful Cipp'ry ground,
Till an occafion could be found
‘To pick a quarrel; then, no doubt, 128
As is the mode at courts—turn.out.
_ Sha Sefi, among eunuchs bred,
With them convers'd, by themiwas led ;'
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Beardlefs, ha’~men! in swhofe falfe bréafls

Nor jov, nor love; not friendfhip, refts. 199
There fpite and pining énvy Giwell, :

And rage as in their natiye.nell ;-

For, confcious oz their own difgrace,”

Each excellence they would debafe,

Andvent their fpleen on I iman race.. 195
‘This Ali found. Strange fe. felefs tiat

And inconfiftent calumnies

“FReyoten . _“Bemonarchlsears, ,

And he believesall that he hears. - 4o
 Great Prince;’ ? faid they, “Ah, your ﬂa‘ze-—- 280
<« Whom we acknowledg wife ard brave
“ Yet pardon us—we can’t but fee )

« His boundlefs pride and-vanity &
¢ Hisbridges tritn jhia’er eachitide, * 3
¢ In their 6wn channels taught to glide.. - 205
¢ Each beggar and éw¢h Jazydeong f
=< His fubjeét m-re ‘than your’s is grown,
“ And fora palace’leaves his cell;
¢ Where Xerxesmightbe prond to dwell
¢ His inns for traveders prov.de, 210
¢ Strangers are lifted onvhistfide = :
¢ In his own houfe how grand the frene!
- # Tiffues and velyetsare too mean;  +
¢ Gold, jewels, pearls, unheard expenfe!
¢ Sufpected, bold, magnifence! - 235




MAHOMET AL BEG.

¢ Whence can this ﬁo;d ofriches flow >
« Examine his accounts, yous'll know :
 Your eye-on your exchequer cafk,
#¢ The fecret will éome out 7t laft 2!
Ali next morn (for *t-was his wayr
‘Torife before the dawn of day)
- Went early to the council hoard,
Proftrate on exth;his kuag ador’d. -
The king, with countenance{evere;
‘Lool’d fternly on his minifterz) =~
¢ Ali,” {aid he, ¢ [ have heen told.
¢ Great treafures; hoth in gems and gold
¢ Were left, and t=ufied to your care;
£ ’Mong thefe efiegem exceeding rare ' ©
“ 1 long to-view, which was (they faid)
< A prefent from the Sultan'mac, -
¢ ‘vhe fineft that thewworld ¢’er fave,

% White, large, and fair, wuhnutaﬁsw.”v

Th’ unblemifh’d Ali thus feply d;
« Great Sir | it cannot be deny'd
¢ T'js brilliant, beautiful, and clear,
3 ‘Ehe great Mogul hag.10t its peer.
| Pleafe it Four maJeﬂ:'y togo
¢ Into the treafury below,
- % You 'll wonder at its pietcing ray;
¢ The fun givés nat a nabler day.”?
= Together now theysu defcend;
- Poor Ali had no other frisnd
Folume IT, 5 Q.
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o

But a foul failaful toits truft,

“I'he fv-e afylum of the juft.

Tn proper clafles now: are feen

The diamonds bright, the em’ralds greep;

‘Pedrls, rubies, fapphires, next appear,

Difpos'd in rows with niceft care,

"Fhe king views all with c.rious eyes,

Applauds with wonder and furprife

Their order and peculiar grace;.

Faeh thingee, > to itsplace;

"T'he reft with envious leer behold,

And ftumble upon bars of gold.

Next, in'an amber box, is fhown:

“The uobleft jewel of the crown 3

& This, Sir,"* faid he, ¢ believe your flave,

¢ Ig the fine gem tk > Sultan gave;

<t Around it darts its beams of light,

<< No comet e’er wayhalf {o bright.”

—he king with | 3y the gem admiles,

Well-pleas’d, and half-convinc'd, retires.

¢ Ali,” faid he, ¢ with youI dine;

¢ Your furniture, I'm teld, s fine.’?

Wife Ali, for this favour ﬂww’,d,t

Humbly with loweft rev’rence how’d.
At Ali’s houly now ev’ry hand

s bufy at their lord’s command,

‘Where at th’ appointed hrurzefort

The king and all his pleadid court.
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MAHOMET ALI BEG,

Ali came forth his prince to meet,
And, 1uw1y bowing, kifs’d his faet,
On all his compliments beftoys,
Civil alike o friends andfors.
The king, impatient to behold
His furnitare of gems and gold,
From room to yeom the eaafeputiu’d,
With curious tcs cach corner view’d,
Ranfaclk’d th’ apartiments o’er andioler,
Each clofet fearch’d, unlocl’d eack loors
But all he found was plain and coarfe,
The meaneft Perfian fearce had worfe:
Thefe Al for con-enience bought,
Nor for cxpenfive trifles fousht.
One door a prying cunuch fipy’dy
With bars and locks well fortify’ 1,
And now, {ecure to find the prize,
Shew’d it the king with joyful cyes. «
¢ Ali,” {aid he ¢¢ that citadel
¢ Ts firong, and barricadoed well;
¢ What have you there > Ali reply’d,
¢ Oh! Sir, there ’s lodg-d iy greateft prides
¢ There arc the gems T value mofl,
¢ And all the treafures I can boaft.””

All now convine’d of hisdifgrace,
Trinmph appear’d in ev’ry face.
The monarch doubted figv no more;
The keys arc brought, unlock’d the door,
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122 : TALES,

When, lo! ut.on the wail appear

His th-pherd’s weed~hung up with care
Nor crook nor fcrip was wanting there;
WNor pipe that tun'd his humble lays, ¢
Sweet folace of his better days!

‘Then, bowing low, hetouch’d his breaft,
And thus the wond’ring king-addreft :

“ Great Prince! your Ali isyour flave,
£¢'T'q you belong whate’er I have;

1360/

308

¢ Goo-ls; hipufe,. “~ your’s, nay your’s this head,

< For fpeak the word and T am dead s
¢ Thefi moveables, and thefe alovie;
1 may with juflice’ call my own
£“Yourroyalfire, Abba~the Great,
% Whom nations proftrate at his feer
¢ On carth ador’d, vhofe foul at reft,
¢ In Paradife g welcome pucft,
¢ Enjoys its full in fragrant bow’rs ¥,
~-0r wantons u).on beds of flow'rs,

© % While the purc fiream,in living vills,
 From rocks of adamant diftils,

-« Andblackeey’dnymphs atvewd his nod,
¢ Fair daughters of thatble®d abode;
By his command T left the plain,
¢ An humble but contented fwain g
€€ Nor fought I wealth; nor pow’s nor place;
¢ All thefe were owing to %is gracey

# such & the Paradife the Turka expedt .
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MAUOMET ALI BEEG.

¢ T'was his mere bountysmade me gre t,

¢ And fix’d me here in this high feat,

¢t The mark of envy: much He gave,

< But yet ¢“ nonght depriv’c his flave:

€ He touch’d not thefe. Alas! whote {pite,
¢ Whofe ayarice; would thefe excite ?

¢ My old hereditary righs!

¢ Grant me bue thefe, great Prince! once more,

¢ Grant me the pleafure to be poor,
¢ This ferip, thefe homely weeds. ™ 2l wear,
¢“'The bleating flocks {hall be my care;
$Th’ employ that did myyouth engage.
£¢Shall be the comfort of myagh.””

‘The king, amaz’d at fucha fcorn
Of riches in a fhepherd borny
¢ How foars that foul,” faid he, *¢above
¢¢The courticr’s hate or menarch’s love:!
$No pow’r fuch virtue can effuce,
¢ No jealous malive fhall difgrace.

¢ Wealth, grandeur, pomp, are a mere cheat,

¢ But this is to be truly great.’

‘While tears ran tricklixg down nis face;
He clafp’d him in a clofe embrace,
Then caus’d himfelf tohe undreft,

And cloath’d him in hisroyal veit,

‘The greateit honour he could give,

Or Petfian fubjedts can riceive.
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188
XT1. THE BUSY INDOLENT,
A TALL.
Jscx carerzss wasa man of parts,
Well {kill'd in tne politerarts,
With judgment read, with humour writ,
Amotg his friends pafs'd zor a.wit,
But lov'd his eafe more than his meat,
And wonder’d knaves could toil and cheat,
T’ expnfe them{:ves by being great,
At no levees the (uppliant bow’d;
Nor courted for their votes the crowd;
Nor riches nor preférment fought,
Did v, hat he pleas'd, fpeke what he thought;
Conteat within due hounds to live,
And what he could 1ot fpend to give;
Would whiff his pipe o’ernappy ale,
And joke, and pun, =nd tell his tale;
T sform the flatc, lay down the law,
And talk of fordshe never faw’;
Fight Marlb’rough’s battles o'er again,
And pufh the Fréncn on Blenaeim's plain;
Difcourfe of Paris, Naples, Rome,
“Tho’ he had never firr’d from home 3
*['is true he travell’d with great care
The tcur of Europe—in his chair;
‘Was loath to part without?tis lead,
Qr move till morning peep’d abroad.
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TR BUSY.INDOLENT, 187

One day this honeft idle rake,
Nor quite aflecp nor well awale,
Was lolling in hi§ e\bow-chair,
And build_ag caftles in theluir,
His nipperkin (the port was good) a8
Half empty at s eibow {tood, : 1
When 2 ftrange noife offends his ear,
The din increas’d a4 it came near,
And in his yard at Jaft he view’d
Of farmers a great multitude,: 35
Who that day, walking of their rounds,
Had difagreed about their bounds ;
‘And fure the diff rence muft be wide,
Where each does for himfel S decide.
Vollies of oaths in vain they fwear, 40
‘Which burft like guiltlefs bombs in air;
And, ““Thou’rta knave!” and, “Thou’rt an oaf I’*
15 banded round with truth enotgh.
At length they murnally agree’ -
His Worthip thould be referee, 45 ¢
‘Which courteous Jack confents to be s
Tho’ for him{elfhe vould not budge,
et for his friends an arrant drudge;
A confcience of this psirt he made,
With pleafure readily obey’d, 50
And fhot like lightning to their aid. ;
The farmers, fummon’d w0 his room,
Bowing with awkward rev'rence come,
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In his great chuir his Worfhip fate,

A gray. and able magiftrate :

Silence proclaim’d, each clack was laid,

And flippant tonoues wi.h pain obey’d.

¥ a fhort fpeech, he firft computes

The vaft expenfe of law-difputes,

And everlafting Chanc’ry-tuits.

‘With zeal and warmth herajly’d themn

Pack'd juries, fheriffs, talefmen,

Andre_ommended in the clofe

Good neighbourhood, peace, and'repofe.

Next weigh’d-with care each man’s pretence;

Perus'd records; heard evidence;

Qblery’d, reply’d, hit év'ry blot,
Yaravell'd ev’ry Gordian knot;

With great activity «nd parts

Tnform’d their Judgments won their hearts,

And withont fees or time m;fpcnt,

lay firength of aluand argument,!

Difpatch’d them home, friends and coptent.
i Trufty, who at his elbow fate;

And with furprife heard the dehate,

Aftonifh’d, could rot but admire

Fiis frrange dexterity and fics,

His wife difcernment and good fenfe,

Hh quicknefs, eafe, and eloquence.

“Lord! Sir,” faid he, ““Tian’t but chide;

£ What ufefyl talents do you hide!
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‘THE BUSY INDOLENT.

4 1n half an hour you have done more
B Tl;anquzzle canin half afcore,
< With all the praéticeof thcvcom‘t 9,
$¢ His cafcs; precedents, reposits.”
Jack with a fmile reply’d, ¢ *Tis true,
% This may feem odd, my friend, toyou;
#¢ But give me not more ti.an my due.
¥ No hungry judge nods.a’er the laws,
< But haltens to decide the caufe s
$¢Who hands the oar, and drags the:chain,
¢ Will ftruggle to be free again.
¢ So lazy mien and indolent,
< iWith cares opprfsid, and bus'oefs fpent,
¢« Exert their utmoft pow’rs and fkill,
€ Work hard; for what ? why, to fit ftill.
¢ They toil, they fiveat, theyw{ ntno fee,
¢¢ For ev’'n {loth prompts to indufiry :
“Therefore, my friend, 1 freely.own
_ ¢ All this addrefs Pnow have fhowr
¢ Is mere impatience, and no more,
“To lounge and loiter as before.
¢ Life is a fpan, the wold aninu—
“Hcre, Sirrah, t"other nipperkin.”
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XIL T:iE YEOMAN OF KENT,

A TALE.

A vromax bold (fuppafeof Kent)
Liv’d on his ow4, and paid no rent;
Manur’d his own paterual land,

Tlad always money, at con. mand

To purchafe bargains, or to lend,

T improve his ftock, or help atriend:
At Crefly and Pnictiers of old

His anceftors were bowmen bold,
Whofe good yew bows, and finews firong,
Drew arrows of a cloth-yard fong 5
For Fagland’s glory ftrew’d the plain
With barons, counts, and princes {lain.
Belov’d by all the r-ighbourhood,

For his delight wasdoing good ;

At ev’ry mart his w.rd a law, ¢

Xept all the fhufling knavesin ayse.
How juft is Heayen, and how true,
To give to fuch defert its due!

*Tis in anthentic legends faid, .

‘Fwo twins at once had blefs'd his bed;
Frank was the eldeft, but the other
‘Was honeft Numps, his younger brother,
‘That with a face effeminate,

And fhape too fine and delicate,

"Fook after his fond mother Kate,

10
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THE YEOMAN OF RENT,

A Eranklin’s daughter.  Numps wasroagh,

No heart of oak was half fo tourh,

#And trueas freel, to cuffor kick,

Or play a baut at doubleftick,

Who but friend Numps ? while Frank’s dd.wht

Was more, fuy they, to/dance than fight;

At Whit{onales king of the May,

Among the madds brifl, rrolic, gay,

He tripp’d it on each holiday.

Their genius diff 'rent, Frank would roam

To town ; but Numps he fiaid at home.

The youth was forward, apt tolearn,

Could foon an hon'ift living earn ;

Good company would alwayskeep,

‘Was known to Falftaff in Eaft-Cheaps

Threw nlaﬁy a merry main, cou’ 1 bully,

And put the doctor on his cully;

Ply’d hard his work, had learn’athe way

To watch all night and {leep all day

Flufh’d with fuccefs; new rige’d, and clean,
» Polite hisair, gentecl his mien;

Accomplith’d thus in ev’ry part,

He won a buxom widow’s heart.

Her fortune narrow; and too wide,

Alas! lay her concerns, her pride:

Great as a duchefs, fhe would fcorn

Meen fare, a gentlewoman born

1g%
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a9a TALES:

Poor and ex snfivelonmy life

*Twa~ but the devil of a wife.

Yet Frank, with what he won by night,
A while liv’d tolerably tignt,

And fpoufe, who fometimes fat till morn
At cribbidge, made a good return.

While thus they livid fror hand to mouth,

She laid a bantling to the youth,

But whether ’t was his own orno
My anthors don’t pretend to kuow.
His charge enhane’d, 't isalfo true
A lying-in ’s expenfive too,

1n cradles, whittles, fpice bowls, fick,
‘Wha.e’er the wanton gaflips lacle
Whihe fcandal thick as hailfhot fiies,
'Till peaceful bumy srs feal their eyes:
Frank deem’d it prudent to retire,
And vifit the good wan his fire.

I3 the ftagecoacy he feats himfelf;
Loaded with Madam and herelf;

In her right hand the coral plac’d, -
Her lap a China orange gracd;

Pap for the babe was not forgot,
And lollaby’s melodious note,-

That warbled in his ears all day,
Shorten’d the rugged tedious way.

Frank, to the manfionh-tfe now come,

Rejoic’d to find himiclf at hoimce;
X
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THE YEOMAN @F KENT.

Neighbours around, and coufins, went.
By {cores, to pay their compliment.

The good old man was kind, ’t istrue,
But yet a little fhock’d tovirw

A {quire{o fine, afight fo new s x
But, above all, the lady fair

Was pink'd, and deck’d boyond compare;
Scarce afhriev,’s wife at-an aflize. -« -
Was drefs’d fo fine, 10 roll’d her eyes; '
And mafter too in all his pride, .«

His filver rattle by his fide,

‘Would thalke it oft’, then fhrilly fereana,
More noify than the yeoman’s team,
With taffels and with plumes made proud,
‘While jingling bells ring out aloud.
“The good old dame, ravifl’d out-ght,
Ev n doted on fo gay a fight 5

Her Frank, as gloriousas the mo-n,
. Poor Numps was Icol’d upon with f>orn.
 With other eyes the Yeoman fage

Beheld each youth; nought could engage

Ilis wary and difcerning heart

Bat fterling worth and trne defert.

At laft he could no longer hear

Such ftrange fophifticated ware;

He cries, (enrag’d at thisiodd fcene)

€& What can this faolifli corcomb mean,
Flume IT. R
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boile s TALES,

¢ Who, like .spedler with Ids pack,
<t (lar-ies his riches nn hisback
¢ Soon thall this blockhead fink my rents, Y¥o
¢ And alienate my tenrments,
< Which long hiave fiootin good repaiz,
¢ Nor {unk nos rofe from heir to hejr;
ce still the fame rent withvut advance
¢ Since the Black Prince firft conquer’d France s
< But now, alaslall muft be loft, 116
¢ An " all my prudent projedts croft.
¢ Brave honeft race! is it thus then
¢ We dwindle into gentlemen ?
¢¢ But 1’1 prevert this foul difgrece; 20
¢ 'T'his butterfly from Fenee T’Il chafe.,””
‘He faddles Ball without delay,
To London townitireéts his way';
There at the Heralds’ office ke ?
"Toolk out hisicoat, and paid his fee, 125
znd had it chet.p, as wits agree: 4 ):
A lion rampant, ftout and able,
Argent the field, the harder fahle
The gay efcutcheon look’d asfine
As any new-daub'd country fign. T30
Thus having dene what he deereed,
Elome hereturns with all his fpeed s
<< Here, fon,” faid he, *“fince you will be
¥ A gentloman inipight fate s



“DIE MAPPY LUNATIC, 95

“ Here, Sir, this gorgeous bauble take, Tz
¢ How well it will become 2 1ake!

¢ Be what you feem 2vhis is your fhare;
¢ But honeft Numps fbaly brinuy heir;
¢ T'e him I’ll leave my whole eftate,

¢ Left my brave race degenerate.” T40

a

XITT, THEHARPY T UNATIC,

TO DR M

A TALE.

W iiew fints were ch:ap in good Nol’s rcxgu,

As finners now in Drury-Lane;

Wrapp'd up in myfteries profound,

A faint perceiv’d his head turnt_ond:

Whether the fweet and faviry wind, s

That fhould have been difcharg’d behind,

For want of vent had upward fled,

And feiz’d the fortrefs of his head, i

e fage Philofophers! debate; -

1 {olve no problemsintrcates 0

That he was mad to sue'is clear, .

Elfc why fhould he; whafe nicer ear: ¢

Qould never bear churchi niufichere,

Dream that he heard theiblefs!d above

banting in hymans ofijoy and love? 35
g R B4




196 TALES.

@rgans themudlves, which were of yore'

The n afic of the fearlet whore;

Arenow with tranfport heard. In fine,

Ravifh’d witltharmony divine,

All earthly bleflings kre'defics,

‘The guelt and fav’rite of the Skies. -

At laft his too officious friends

The dogtor call, and he attends;

The patient cur’d demands his fee.

¢ Cur": on thy farting pills and thee,”

Reply’d the faint : ¢“ ah! to my coft

“1’m cur’d; but where s the heav'n T loft?

€ Go, vile deceiver, get thee hencz,

€ Who d barter Paradi% for fenfe
Evn fo bemus’d; (that is, poffefs’d)

With rapturesfir'd, and more than blefs'd,

¥p pompous epic, tow’ring odds,

I firut-with heroes, teaft with gods ;

Zatioy by turns (e tuneful quire,

For me they touchieach goldenTyre.

Happy delafion ! kind deceit!

"Fill you, my friend, reveal'tne cheat;

Your eye fevere traces each fault;

'F—.;rh fwellmq wozd, each tinf~Ithonght.
“0v'd of my frenzy, T'defpife

Such trifles, ftripp’d of their difguife,

Convine’d, and miferably yife.

4%
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XIV. THS SWEET-SCENTEL MISER.

T'err me, my noble yzn’rous friend,
With what defign, andt, whet end,

Do greedy fools heap up witl care

That pelf which they want heact to {liare ?
What other pleafure can ey know

But to enjoy o. to befton.?

A&s of benevolenceaad Iove

Giveus a tafte'of heav’n abovesy,

‘We imitate th” immortal pow’rs, |
Whofe funfhine and whofe kindly fhow’rs
Refrefh the poor aud barren ground,
And plant a'paradife around;

But this mean fneaking avarice

Is a collection of all wice.

Were this foul weed but taints the place,
Nor virtue grows, nor worth; ncrgraces
The foul a defert wafte remains,,
And ghaftly defolationreignss

But where will thefe grave morals tend ?
Pgérdcn my zeal, dear courteous iciend!
The province of my humbler vein

Isnot to preach; but eptertain.

‘Gripe, from: the cradle toithie grave,
Was good for nothing hut to faves .
Mammon his god, to him-alone..

He bow’d, and his fhort creed was known's
R iij

10

Is

23



98 TALES,

On his thum! -nail it might be wrote,:
A prony fav’d ’s apenny got.”
‘This rich poor man was joggiag dowa,
Once on 2 time, from Fonaon tows 3
‘With him his fon, a handy lad,
"T'o drefs his daddy~—or his pad;
Among his dealers he had been,
_And all their ready cafh fwept cleart.
Gripe, to fave charges on the road,
At earh good houfe cramm’d ia load,
With boil’d and roaft his belly fill’'d,
And greedily each tankard fwill’d » !
How favoury, how fiveet, the ment,
How zood the drink, when others treat!
New on the road Gripe trots behind,

For weighty reafor 5, as you ll find;
The boy foon long’d to take a whet,
His horfe at each fiyyn made a fet,
2'nd he fpurr’d ~n with great regrett

' Fhis the old man obferv’d with pain,

¢ Ah! fon,” faid he, < the way to gam

o< Wealth (ous chief good) it to abftain s
¢¢ Checlk each expenfive appetite,

€t And make the moft of ev’ry mite:.

¢¢ Confider well, my child!oh, think

¢ What numbersare undone by drink!

““Hopetul young men; wio might be great,

¢ Die well, and leave a large eftate,
4

50
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THE SWEET~SCENTED MISER. 199

4 But by lewd comrades led aftray, 55
<« Guzzling, pifs all their means away.

Fom Dafh, of partsacute and rare,

< Can fplir a fraction toabair;

# Knows Wingate better than his creed,

< Can draw ftrong ale or a weak deed;: i)
¢ By precedents a bond Lan write,

¢20r an indencure tripartites

¢ Can meafurc land, pafture, or wood,

¢ Yetnever purchas'd half a rood.:

< Whom all thefe lib’ral arte adorn, b 65
«¢ Is he not rich as fheep new fhorn?

¢The reafon need not far be fought,

¢ For threepence gain’d he fpends a groat.

¢¢ There 's Billy Blowfe, that merry fellowy

¢ So wondrous witfy when he *s mellow 5 70
¢ Ale and mundungus, in defpite

¢¢ Of Nature, make the clown yolite.

¢ When thofe rica fteams chafe hi~ dullhead;

¢ What flow’rs {fhoot up in that hot-bed! ,

< His jefts, when fogs his temples fhrowd, = 75

¢¢ Like the fun burfting thro’ a cloud,

' =Blaze out, and dazzle all the crowd :

¢ They laugh, each wag ’s exceeding gay,

¢ While he, poor ninny! jokes avvay:

< By night whate’er he gets by day. 8o

¢ Ta thefe examples Tright add

£ fquire or two, troth full asbad, R



200 TAEESS

< Who doom™ by Feaven for their {ins,
<t Mind nothing but their nipperkins;
< But thefe at this timedhall fffice:
¢ Be faving, boy, that is. bewile?”
Nowy, Mufe!'come hold thy nofe, and tell
What doleful accident befels |
His horfe fet hard, anianeicat hack,
‘That twice ten years carry’c.a pack,
But fuch a cargone’er befores 3
He had him cheap, end kept him poor;
His bowels fuff’d with toa muehimeat,
He {ut uneafy in his feat,
And riggled often to and fro,
With mainful gripings ghaw’d below.
His diance yet in hopeito gain,
For the nextinn he *urs amaing
In hafte alights, and fcuds away,
But time and tide fo no man ftay ¢
Ne means canfave whom Heav’n has curft,
Tor out th’ impetuous torcent busft,
Struck dumb, aghaft at firft he {tood,
And feratch’d his heed in penZve mood;
But wifely judging *t was in vain
Lo make an outery and complain, |
Of a bad bargain made the beft,
And lull’d his troubled!foulto reft.
Back he return’d with ruefrl face,
~And thuiled thro the houfe apaces

s
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PHE SWET-SCENTED MISER, 291

My landlady fereams out in hafte,
< 01d gentleman, hol—whesc {o faft ?
¢ Before you go, praypay your fhot,
“This you: g man here higs Irunk a pot:’
< A pot!” faid Gripe; “oh! the young Aogae‘
¢ Ah! ruinous evpenfive dog 1 216
And mutt’ring curfesin his ear, R L
TLook’d like 2 witch with hellifh leers
But finding 't was in-vain to fret,
Pull’d out his catfkin, paid the debt. ‘T20
‘This point adjufted, on they farc,
Ambrofial fweets perfume the air :
The younker, by Lhe fragrant fcent,
Perceiving now how mattess went,
Langh’d inwardly, could fearce contain, 28
And kept his countenance with pain.
¢¢ At lalt he cries, ““ Now, Sir, an 't pleafe,”
¢¢1 hope you’reBetter and at eate.’
¢ Better, you Baopy '—it'is all out?—
€6 What s out 2> faid he, *“ ¥ou drunken lout! 130
¢ Allin my trovfers—Well—no matter—
¢ Not great—th’ expenfe of foapand wator.
% This charge- times ave not too hard,
¢ By management m-y herepair’d; PR
<€ But, oh ! that damn’d confounded pot! 135
| ¢ Bxtravagant audacious fot's :
¢ This, this indeed, my foul dees grieves
*“There ’s twopence loft without retrieye IRerag B
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XV. THE INCIRIOUS BENCHER.

Ar Jenny Mann’s, where fierees meet,

And lay their lagrels at her feet;

‘The modern Pallas, at whofe fhirine

They bow, and by whofe'a.d they dive,

Col'nel Brocade among therelt

Was ev’ry day a welcome gueft. =

One nisht as carclefsly he ftood,

Cheering his reins before the fire,

(So ev'ry true-born Briton fhould) ~

Like that he chaf’d and fum’d with ire.
< Junny,” faid he, it 'sweryhard

£ Fhat no man’s honour can be fpard;

€€ If 1 but fup with "iady Duchefs,

¢ Or play a game'at ombre, fuchis

£¢'The malice of the:sworld, 7t isfaid, .

¢ Altho his Graselay drunk in bed,

¢’Twas1 that caus'd his aching head,

¢ If Madam Doodle wouldbe witty,

¢ And Iam fummon’d to the City,

¢ To play at blind-man’s-buff; or fo,

¢ What won't fuch hellifh malice do?

S1f T but catch her iniaicornety

ig

r;g

20

¢¢ Humph—it is, Your fervant Col’nel Florner

“¢ But rot the meering fopc ! if e’er
& I proveit, it fhall coft them dear;



THE INCURTOUS BENCHER, 203

51 fwear by this deed-doing blade
¢ Dreadful examplesfhall bemades
¢ What——can’t they Jrink bohea and creanr,
¢ But (d—n them )il mwft he their theme ?
¢ Other men’s bus’nefs let alone, 30
¢¢ Why fliould not coxcombs mind their own '
As thus he rav’dwith' Il his might,
{How infecur. from Foxtune’s fpight,
Alas! is ev’ry mortal swight ?)
‘T'o fhew his ancient fpleen to Mars, 55
Pierce Vulcan caug.h£ him by the a~—;
Stuck to his fkirts, infatiate varlet |
And fed with plerfure onithe fcarles,
Hard by, and in the corner, fate -
A Bencher grave, with look{edate, 40
8moking his pipe; warm as a to {t,
And reading over laft weeld’s Poft;
He faw the foe the fort invade,
And foon finell’d ut the breach he made ;‘
But not aword——alittle fly 45
He look’d, 't is true, and from each cye
A fidelong glance fomctimes hedent,
To bring him news, and watch th? eyent.
At length, upon that tender part
Where honour lodges (s of old 50
Authentic Hudibras has told) i
The bluftring Colnsl £’y a fmarss



04 TALES.

Sore griev'd for his affronted bum,
Frifk'd, fkipp’d, and bounc’d about the room +
‘Then turning fhort, ¥ Zoundy, Sir !’ he cries—
<f Pox on him, had the fool o eyes?
£ What! let a tdan be burnt alive !>
¢ Tam not, Sir, inquifitive’’
(Reply’d Bir Gravity) ‘“ tc know
¢ Whate’er your Honour’s pleas’d to do;
 If you will burn your tail to tiader,
¢ Pray what have I to do to hinder !
¢ Other men’s bustnels let alone,
¢ Why fhould not coxcombs mind their own 1>
Then knocking out his pipe with care,
Laid down his penny at the bar,
Aad Urapping round his frieze furtout,
Tookup his crabtre and walk’d outs

35
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TR ANSLATIONS, to.

IMITAT. OF AGR. LIB.IV.ODE IX.
Inferibed to the Right Hon]
JAMES STANHOPE, ESQ.
Ohe o bis Majefly's principal Secretaries of Stafe,
afterwards kvl Stanbope.
!
B xx near Avona’s windigg fiream,
T touch the trembling lyres
No vnlgar thoughts, no vulgar theme,
Shall the bold Mufe infpire.
*Tis iminortality’s her aim ;- 5
Sublime the mounts the fkies,
Shie climbs the fteep afcent to fame,
Nor ever thall want force to rife,
While fhe fupportoher flight with Stanhope’s nara.
What tho® majellic Milton fands alone 1@
Inimitably great!
Bow low, ye Bards! at-his exalted throne,
ZAnd lay your labours at his feet.
Capacious foul! whofe boundlefs thoughts furvey
Heav’n, hell, earth, fea; 35
Lo! where th’ embattled gods appear,
The moumnrainsfrom the v {eats they tear,
£nd fhake th’ cmpyreal heav’ng with impious war
Folume 11, e S
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Yet nor fhall Milton’s ghoft repine

At 2ll the honours we beftow

On Addifon’s deferving brov.,,

By whom convinc’d we ov.nhis work divine,
Whofe fkilful .en has done his merit right,
And fet the jewel in a fairer light.
Enliven’d by his bright E"ay,

Each flow'ry fcene appears more gay,
New beauties {pring in Eden’s icrtile groves,
And by his culture Paradife improves,
Garth by Apolle doubly blefs'd,

Is by the god entire poffefs’d :

Age, unwilling to depart,

Begs life from his prevailing fkill ;

Youth, reviving from nis art,

Borrows its charms and pow’r to kill :

But when the patriot’s injur’d fame,

His conntry’s honecr, or his friends,

A more extenfive bounty claim,

With joy the ready Mufe attenas,
Immortal honours {he beftows,

A gilt the Mufe alune can gies

Shie crowns the glorious vidtor.s hrows,
And bids expiring virtue live. §

25

35

40

Nymphs yet unborn fhall melt with am’rous flames:

That Congreve’s lays infpire,
And Philips warm the geptle fivains

“Te¢ lovz and foft defire, .

45
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Ah! fhun, ye Fair ! the dang’rous founds,

Alas! each moving accent wounds,

The {parks conceal’d revive again,

The god reflor’d refumes hisreign 50

In killing joys and pleafing pain. :

Thus does each tard in diff rent garb appear,

Each Mnfe hasher pecl}]?%\r air,

And in propriety of Arefs becomes more fair:

To each impartial Providence 55

‘Well-chofen gifts befiows; .

He varies his munificence,

And in divided fireams the heav’lily blefling Alows.

2 g 11 :

If we looleback on ages paft rnd gone,

When infant Time his race begun, 6o

The diftant view ftill leffens to our fight,

Obfcur’d in clouds, and veil’d in fhades of night,

The Mufe alone can the dark fcenes difplay,

Enlarge the profpeé and difclofe the day.

*Tis fhe the recordsiof times paft explores, .« 6§

And the dead hero'to new life reftores;

To the brave man wb» for his country dy'd

Ere&s a lafting pyramid,

Supports his dignity and ame,

‘When mould’ring pillars drop hisname; 70

In full proportion leads her warrior forth,

Difcovers his neglected worth, s
| s
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Brightens his deeds, by envious tult o’ercaft;

°T* im}.zove the prefcatage, and vindicate the paft.

Did not the Mufe our erying wrongs repeaty
Ages to come po mote fionld know

Of Lewis by oppreflion great

Than we of Nimrod now ¢

"T'he meteor fhould but blaze and die,
Depriv'd of the reward of endlefs infamy.
Ev'n that brave chief who fet the nations free,
The g.cateft name the world can boaft,
‘Without the Mule’s aid fhall be

Sunk in the tide of time, and in oblivion loft.
The feulptor’s hand may make the marbe live,
Or the bold pencil trace .
“¥'he wonders of that lovely face,

‘Where ev’ry charm.and ev’'ry grace

That man can wifh or Feay’n can give,

In happy union join’d; confefs

2 hero born ty conquer and tn blefs,

et vain, alas! isev’ry art,

Till the great work the Mufe complete,

And everlafting fame impart,

‘That foars aloft above the reach of fate.

Hail, happy bard! on whor te gods beftow
A genius equal tothe vaft defign, '

Whofe thoughts fublime in eafy numbers flow,
While Marlb'rough’s virtues animate each line.

78
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ICO

How fhell our trembling fouls furvey:
The horrors of each bloody daz,
‘The wreaking carnage of the plain
Incumber’d with the might flain;
The frange variety of death,
And the fad mu~murs of departing breath? Tok
Scamander’s ftreams fhalk yield to Danube’s flood, )
To the dark bofom of the deep purfu’d
By fiercer flames; and ftain’d with nabler bload.
The gods thall arm on either fide,
"Th’ important quarrel'to decide ; 110
The grand event embroil th’ realms above,
And Faétion reve. in the court of Joves
‘While heav’n and earth, anA féa and air,
Shall feel the mighty fhock and labour of the war.
Virtue conceal’d obfeurely dics, a4
Loft in the mean difgnife g
Of abje&t floth, deprefs’d, unknow...
Rough in its nativebed the unwrought dnamond lics,
Till chance or art reveal its worth,
And call its latent glories forth; * 11120
But when its radiant charms arc view’d,
Becomes the idol of thesrowd,
And adds new lifkre to the monarch’s crown.
What Britiftvharp can lic unftrong,
)thn Stanhope’s fame wemiardsa iong ! 25
S iij



210 TRANSLATIONS, I,
Upward, ye I.Jufes! take your wanton flight,
"Tune ¢ 7’1y lyre to Stanhope’spraife,

Exert your moft triumphant lays,

Nor fuffer fuch heroic dredsito fink in crilefs night.

The golden Tagus fhall forget to flow,
And Ebro leaye its:channel dry,

Ere Stanhopé’s name to time fhall bow,
And loft in dark oblivion lie.

Where thall the Mufe begin her airy flight ?
‘Wher( firft dire& her dubiousway,

Loft in varicty of light,

And dazzled in excefs of day?

‘Wifdom and valour, probity and tuth,

At onve npon the Jab’ring fancy thtong,
The conduck of old age, the five of youth, .
United in one breafl perplex the poet’s fong.
Thofe virtues which difpers’d andrare
The gods tao thriftiry beftow’d,
A.Afcatter’d to ¢ mufe the crowdy

‘When former heroes were their gare;

T* exert at once their pow’r divine,

In thee, brave Chiefl colleéted thines

So from each lovely blooming face
Th’ambitious artifk flole agrars,

‘When in one finifh’d piece he ftrove

To paint th’ all-glorious Queen of Lave,
‘Thy provident unbiaf ?d m.nd,

Knoywing in arts of peace and war,

4iTE0
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With indefatigable care ;

Labours the good of human-k'nd z 5K

Ereét in dangers, modeft in {uccefs,

Corruptior’s everlafting baze,

Where injur’d merit findsgedrefs, 7

And worthlefs villains wait in vain.

Tho’ fawning knaves betiege thy gate, T6o

And court the honeft man they hate,

Thy feady virtue charges through,

Alike unerring to fubdue,

As when on Almanzara’s plain the featter’d fqua-
drons flew. j

Vain arc th’ attaks of force or art L xbs

Where Crzfar’s arm defends a Cate’s heart.

Oh! could thy gen’rous foul difpenfe

Thro’ this unrighteous age its Licred influence

Could the bafe crowd from thy example learn

To trample on theirimpions gitts with fcorn, = 170

With fhame confounded to behold

A nation for = trifle fold,

Dejeéted fenates thould nomore

Their champion’s abfence mourn;

Contending boroughs fhould'thy name return; 175

"Thy bold Philippics fruld reflore

Britannia’s wealth, and pow’r, and fame,

Nor liberty be deem’d an empty name,

While tyrants tiembled un a {reign (hore.
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No fwelling ticles, pomp, and flate, 180

“The trz ppings of a m-giftrate,
Can dignify aflave, or make a traitor great;
For, carelefs of external fiow,
Sage Naturc diftates whom t’ obey,
And we the ready homage pay,
‘Which to fuperior gifts we owe.
Merit like thine repuls’d an empire gains,
And virtuc, though neglecied, reigns.
‘The w: stch isindigent and poor
Who broading fits o’er his ill-gotten ftore;
Trembling with guilt, and haunted by his fin,
Hefecls the rigid judge within :

| But thuy alone are blefs’d who wifely know
T’ enjoy the little which the gods beftow;
Proud of their gloric is wants, difdain
To barter honetty for gaing
Noother ill but fhame they fear,
A fcorn to purchafe life too dear:
Profufely lavith of their blood,
For their dear fricndsior country’sgood,
If Britain conquer can rejoice in death,
‘And in‘triumphant fhouts refign theirbreath.

185

190
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20%
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THE PERJURED MISTRECS.
KROM HORACK, EL1DD, XV. AD NEAERAM.

*T'was night, and heav’nintent, with all its eyes
(3a7d on the dear deceitful maid;

A thoufand pretty things fhe faid,

A thoufand artful tricksihe play'd,

From me, deluded'me, her falfehood to difguife. g

She clafp’d me in her foft encircling arms,

She prefs’d her glowing cheek to minc ;

The clinging ivy.or the curling vine
" Did never yet fo clofely twines

Who could be man and bear the luftre:of her cnarms #

And thus fhe/Gvore: ¢¢ By all the pow'rs above, 1%
¢¢ When winter ftorms fhall ceafe to roar,

¢ When {fummer funs fhall fhiner o more;

¢ When wolves their cruclty give o’er,

“¢ Nezra then, and not till then; fhall ccafe to love.”

Ah! falfe Nezra! perjur’d fair ! but know, 16
1 have a foul too great “o bear

A rival’s proud infulting ai
Another may be found as fair, [iyou.
As fair, ungrateful Nyph!l and far more juft than
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Shouldit thou :epent, and at my feet be laid, a2t
Dejectcd, penitent, fezlorn,

And all thy former follies mourr,

“Thy proffer’d pafiion T w >uld fcorn :

The gods thall deme right on that devoted head. 25

And you, fpruce Sir! who iilolently gay,

Exulting laugh at my difgrace,

Boaft with vain airs, and ftiff grimace,

Your le_ge eftate, your handfome face,

Proud of a flecting blifs, the pageantof aday: 30

You too fhall foon repent this haugaty feorn,
‘When, fickle as the fea or wind,

The proftitute fhall change her mind,

To fuch another coxc.mib kind ;

Then fhall I clapmy wings,and triumphinmyturn,3§

TO A'GENTLEMAN,
| WHO MARRIED HIS CAST MISTRESS,

YROWJ HOR. LIB, IIl. DDE IX.

D. Wuxu ! was your’s, and ycur’s alone,
Prond, and tran{ported with your charms,
Tenvy’d not the Perfian throne,

But reign’d more glurious in your arms., _
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B. While you were tru¢, nor Suky fa’s
Had chas'd poos Bruny from your breaft,
Not Hia could witi. me compare,
So fam’d, or fo divin.ly bleft.

D. In Suky’sarms entranc’d I lie,
So [weetly fings the y. arbling fair! 1o
For whom noft willagly 1°d die,
‘Would Fate the gentle Siren fpare.

B. Me Billy burns with mutual fire,
For whom I’d die, in whom I live,
For whom each moment 1 °d expire, Jeas I
Might he, my better}:an, {urvive.

D. Should I once more my hear* refign,
Would yon the penitent receive !
‘Would Suky fcorn’d atone m 7 crime?
And would my Bruny own her flave? 20

B. Tho’ brighter he than blazing ftar,
More fickle thou than wind ur fea,
With thee, my k.ad returning de;r,
1°d live, contented die with thee, > 24
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A TPANSLAT.OF HOR. EPIST. X, -

Horace recommends & country (*fe, «nd diffuades bis friend

from ambition ~nd avarsce.

H:zarra to my friend, loft in the fmoky.town,
From him who breathes in country air alone;
In all things elfe thy foul and mine arc one 3 g
And iike two aggd long-acquainted doves, .
Thefa1c our mutualhate, the fameour. mu:\nUOves
Clofe and fecure-you keep yanx lazy neft, 6
My wand ring thoughts won'tlec my pinions reft:
Oer rocks, foas, sveods, I take my wanton ﬁight,
And ech newohjeét charmaavith new delight. -
To fay no more; myfncnd' 1 live, and relgn, 10
Lord of myfqu 1 ’a~='broke the fervile chain,
Shook off with feorn the trifles you defire,
All the vain empty siothings fops admire.
Tt s the lean fla~c of fome fat paiaper’d prieft
With greedy eyesat firft views each luxurious feaft,
But, quickly cloy'd, now he no more can cat 16
Their godly viands and their soly meat; - 3
‘Wifely ambitious to be frec andpoor, -
Longs for the homely feraps he loath™d before: *
Secle’ft thona place where natare is obferv’d; - ‘ae
And cooler reafon may be mildly heard ; :
To rural fhades let thcalc: foul retreat, ;
Thefe are th” Elyfian Fields, thisisthe bappy feat, g
Proof againit winter's cold and [ummer’s hcat.
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Here no invidious care thy peace annt,gs, '\ 2¢
Sleep undifturb’d, uninterrupt-d joys;
Your marble pavements with difgrace muft yield
To each fmnoth plain and gy enamell’d field;
Your muddy aquedudisican ne'cr compare
With country ftreams; miore pure than city air; 30
Ouryewand bays inclos'd in pots ye'prize,
And mimic litde beautics we defpife.
The rofe and woodbine marble wails fupport,
‘Holly and ivy deck the gandy court;
But yet in vain ail fhifts the artift tries, 35
‘The difcontented twig but pines away and dies.
The houfe ye prat’e that a large profpe& yields,
And view withlonging eyesthe pleafure of theﬁclds 5
*Tis thus ye own, thus tacitly confefs, %
‘Th' inimitable charms the peacul country blefs. 40
T vain' from Nature's vules we blindly-firay,
And puth th’ unéaly monitrix away;
Bl {ire returns, norlets our confei_vcereft,
But nightand day inculcates what is beft,
Our trueft friend, tho' an unwelcomegueft. 35
As foon th' unfkilful fool that *sblind enongh
" To call rich Indian ddmaflk Norwich tuff, =
Sball become rich by‘&'fdﬁ, as he be wife,
Whofe partial foul and 'Jndifccrning eyes
Can’t at ficft ight, and at each tranfient view,” 5o
Diftinguifh good from b'xu, or Olfefromtrue.
I/" m’nﬂxe I, . S
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He that too h.gh exalts hisgiddy head

When Sortune fmile, if thejilt frowns is dead s

'TIy afpiring feol, big-with hishaughty boaft,

Ts the moft abje@ swwretch when all his hapes are loft.

Sit loofe to all the world, nor anght admire, 56

Thefe worthlefs toys too fondly we defire;

Since when the darling ’s ravifh’d from our heart,

The pleafure 's overhalanc’d by the fmart.

Confine thy thoughts, and bound thy loofe defires,

For th ifty Nature no great coft requires; 61
' A healthful body, and thy miftrefs kind,

An hunible cot, and a more humble mind :

Thefe once enjoy’d, the worldiis 21t thy own,

Frontdby poor cell defpife the tott'ring throne, 65

And wakeful monarchs in a bed of down.

The ftag well arm’C_ and with unegual force,

From fruitful meadows chas’d the conquer’d horfes:

The haughty beaft chat ffomach'd the difgrace,

In. weangr Pafhxr“s not content to graze, 7c

Receives the bit, and man’s affiftance prays.

The conqueft gain’d, and many trophies won,

His falfe confed’rate ftillrode-holdly on;

n vain the beaft curs’d his perfidious aid, 74

He plung’d, he rear'd, but nothing conld perfuade

‘The rider from his back, or bridle from his head. ).

3uft fo the wretch that greedily afpires, ¥

Udable to content hic wild, d:ﬁrcs, %
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Lofes a prize worth all'his golten ore,

The happy freedom "i¢ enjoy’d before;

About him 2ill th* uneafy Icad he bears,

Spurr’don withfruitlefshopesand curb’dwith anxious
The man whofe fortunes fit not to his mind  [fears.
The wav to true content fhall neverfind ; 85
If the fhoe pinch, or if it prove too wide,

In'that he wallks in pain, in this he treads'afide.

But you, my friend! in calm contentment live;
Always well pleas’d with what the gods fhall gives
Let not bafe thiting pelf thy mind deprave, 90
Tyrant of fools, the wife man’s drudge and flave;
And me reprove if I fhall crave for more, :

Or feem the leaft uneafy to be poor.

Thus much I write, merry, and .ree from care,

And nothing covet but thy prefence here. 95

Dreading the fatal thought of being poor, g
8o

THE MISER’S SPEECH.
FROM BORACE, EROD. II.

H arry the man whe, fee from care,

Manures his own paternal fields,

Content, as his forefathers were,

T’ enjoy the crop his labour yi.lds.
Tij
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‘Nor ufury torments his breaft,
‘That burters happines for gain,
Wor war’s alarms difturd his ref,
Nor hazards of the faithlsfs main e

Wor at the loud tumultuons har, *
With coftly noife, and dircdebate,
Proclaims an everlafting war;

Nor fawns on villains bafcly great:

But for the vine feleéts a fpoufe,
Chafte emblem of the marriage-bed,
Or prunes the too luxuriant boughs,
And grafts more happy in theivflcad

Ot heats the lowing herds from far,
‘That fatten on the fruitful plains,
And ponders with celightful care
"The profpedt of his future gains s

Or theers his fheep that ronnd him graze,
And droop bensath their earding loads 3
Or plundcrs his labdrious bees

Of balmy nedar, drink of gods!

His cheerful head when Autumn rears,
And bending boughs reward his pains,
Joyous he plucks theufciots prars;
“The purple grape his fingers ftains.

19

29

35,



TRINSLATIONS, £

Each honeft heart ’s 2 welcome gueft;
With tempting fruit his tables low;
The gods arg biddep to the feaft,

To fhare th- bleflings théy Fefow.

Under an oak’s prote&ing fhade,
In flow’ry meads profufeiy gay,
Supine ne leans his peaceful head,
And gently loitersiife away.

The vocal frreams that murm’zing flow,
Or from their fprings complaining creep,
"The birds that chirp oney’ry bough
Invite his yielding eyes to flecp.

Buc when bleak ftorms and low’ring Jove
Mow fadden the declining year;

Thro' ev’ry thicket, ev’ry grove,

Swiit he purfues the ﬂyinQ deer.

With deep-h'ing hounds he fveeps the plains;
The hills, the vallies, fmoke arcund :

The woods repeat bis pleafing pains,

And Echo propagates the found.

Or, pufh’d by his vi&orious fpear,
The grifly boar before him fiies;
Betray’d by hisprevailing fez 3
Inco the teils, the monfter.dics.

Tiij
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His tow’ring .alcon mounts the fkies,
And cts thro® cloude his liguid way';
Or clfe with fly deceit he tries

‘To make the lefier game his prey.

‘Who, thus poflefs’d of folid joy,
‘Would Love, that idle imp- adore?
€loe’s coquette, Myztilla ’sicoy,
And Phyllis is 2 perjuc’d whore.

Adieu, fantaftic idle flame!
Give me a profitable wife,
A careful but obliging dame,
‘To fofrenal] the toils of life;

Who fhall with tender care provide
Againft her weary fpoule returs,
\Vith.plenty Tec his hoard [upply’d,
And make the crackling billetsiburn =

And while his men aud meids repair. <
"I'o fold his fheep,tormilk hiskine,:
With unhought dainties fealt her dear,
And teeat him with domeflic wine.

=1 view with pity and difdain
‘The coftly trifies coxcombs beatt,
“Their Bourdeaux, Buz jandy, Chamipaiga,
Tho’ fparkling with the brighteft toalt. -

3.0 :

G
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Pleas'd with fuund manufatiure mos &
‘Than all the ftum the knaves *mpofe,

‘When the vain cully treats his whore |

At Braun’~, The Mitré, or 'The Rofe.

Let fops their fickly palates pleafle
With luxury’s expeniive ftore,

And feaft cach virulent difeafe
With dainties from a foreign fhores

1, whom my little farm fupplies,
Richly on Nature’s bounty live 2
"The only happy are the wife;

Content is all the gods can give.

While thus on wholefome cates I feaft,
Dh! wich what rapturesT behold

My flocks in comely order hafte

1" enrich with foil the barren fold}

‘The languid ox apjroaches flow

“To fhare the food hislabours er v
Puinful he tugsth! inverted plough,
Nor hunger quickens'hjs retarn.

My wanton fwains, uncouthly gay,
About m‘y fmiling heasth delight,
To fweeten the laborions day

By many a merey tale at night.

223

Ico
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Thus fpoke old Sripe; when bottles thres
Of Burt_n ale and fea=~oal fire

Unlock’d his breaft, refolv’d to b~

A gen’rous, honeit, countyy fquire.

"That very night hismoney leot 10§
Ou bond or mortgage he cali'd inj

With lawful ufc of fixiper cent.

Next morn he put it out at ten, 108

FROM MARTIAL. EPIG. XLVII.

Wourn you, my fricnd ! find out the truc Téceipt
To live at eafe, and em the tide of Fate,
‘The grind elixir thus yo muft infufe,
And thefe ingredients to be happy chufe.
Firlt an eftdte, not got'with'toil and fiveat, 5
ncamber’d left; and free from debt;
For let that be your dull TorefatBer’s care,
'I'o puach and drudge for his deferving heir ;
Fruitful and rich, in land that ’s {ound a.d goad,
“Thatiillsyourbarnisv ith corn,ysur hearthwithwood;
That cold nor hunger may your toufe infeft, I
‘While flames invade the fkies, and pudding crowns
A quict mind, ferene, and fre. from care, [the feaft.
“Nor puzzling on the bench, nor noify at the bar;
A body found, that phyfic cannot mend; 15
And the beft phyfic of the mind, a fricnd, )
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Tqual in birth, in huthour, and in pla.e,

‘T'hy other {elf, diftinguif’d brt by face;

Whofe fympathetic foul takes equal fhare

Ofall thy peafure 2nd of all thy care. 29

A modeft board, adorn’d with men of fenfe,

Wo French rageuts, not French impertinence.

A merry bottle to engender th,

Not over-dos’d, but guantum fiffict:

F.qual the error is in eachiexcefs, gl

Nor dulnefs lefs a fin than deunkennefs-

A tender wife diffolving by thy fide,

Faly and chafte, fre¢ from debate and pride,

Each' day & mufir fs, and each night a bride.

Sleep undifturb’d, and at the dawnof day 01 30

“The merry horn, that chides thy tedioue ftay s

A horfe that ’s clean, fure-foot_d, fwift, and found,

And dogs that make the cchoing cliffs refound ;

‘That fweep the dewy plaius, outfly the wind,

And leaye domeltic forrows fat hchind 38

Pleas’d syith thy prefent lot, norgrudging at the patt,

Not fearing when thy time {hell:come, nor hoping
for thy laft. 1137
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