















































18 % MISCELLANIES,

Swore he had rifledrocean’s richeft fpoils,

And claim’d a trophy for his martial toils. 160
Yet be his merits with his faules confeft ;

Fair-dealing, as the plaineft, is the beft,

Long lay the eritic’s work with trifles ftor’d,

Admir’d in Latin, but in Greck ador’d.

Men fo well read, who cenfidently wrote, 165 -

'I'heir readersdonld have [worn were men of note.
'T'o pafs upon the crowd for great or rare,

Aim not to make them knowing, make them ftare.
Yor thefe blind votaries good Bentley griev’d,

Writ Englith notes—and mankind ndeceivid; 150
In fuch clear light the ferious folly plac’d,

Lv’n thou, Browne Willis! thoumay'fl fee the jeft.

But what can cure our vanity of mind,

Deaf to repraof, and to difcov’ry blind ?

Let Crooke a brovher-fcholiaft Shakefpeare call, 175
‘T'ibbald to Hefiod-Cooke returns the ball.

o runs the circle &ill : in this wefee

‘The lackies of the great and learn’d agree,
1f Britain’s nobles mix in high debate,

Whence Europc, in [ufpenle, attends her fate, 180
In mimic fefiion their grave footmen meet,
Reduce an army, or equip & ficct,

And, rivalling the critic’s lofty fiyle,

Mere Tom and Dick are Stanhope and Argyle.

Yer thofe whom pride and dulnefs join to blind,

‘T'o.narrow cares in narrow fpace confin’d, 126



ON VERBAL CRITICISM ., : Ig

‘Tho’ with big titles each his feliow greets,

Are but to wits asfcavengers to ftreets;

The humble blackguards of a Pope or Gay,

To brufh off dufk, and wipe their fpots away. 190
Or, if not trivial, harmful is their art 5

Fume to the head, or poifon to the heart.

Where ancient authors hint at things obfcene,

‘The Scholiaft fpeaks out broadly svhac'they mean. |

Difclofing each dark vice, well loft to fame, 195

And adding fuel to redundant flaree,

He, fober pimp to Lechery, explains

What Caprez’sifle or V #’s alcove contains;

Why Paulus, for his fordid temper known,

‘Was lavifh to his father’s wife alone; 200

'\Vhy thofe fond female vifits duly paid

To tuneful Incaba, and what her trades

How modern love has made {o ma..y martyrs,

And which keepsoft’neft, Lady C* or Chartres.
But who their various tollies can explain? = 205

The tale is infinite, the taflke were vain.

*Twere to read new-year odes in fearch of thought,

To fum the libels Pryn or Withers wrote

"Fo guefs, ere one epiftle * faw the light,

How many dpnces met and clubb’d their mite; 210

* See a poem publithed fome time ago under that title, faid
to be ihe pm(_u&&l)n of foveral ingenious and prolific heads,
one contributing 2 fimile, :mmher a charddler, and a certain
gentleman four ‘hrcwd lmcs whelly made: up cf afierifks,
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