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PREFACE. 

THese fatires have been favour- 

ably received at home and a- 

broad. I am not confcious of the leaft 

malevolence to any particular perfon 

through all the characters; though 

fome perfons may be fo felfifli, as to 

engrofs a general application to them- 

felves. a writer in polite letters fhould 

be content with reputation, the pri- 

vate amufement he finds in his com- 

pofitions,thegoodinfluencetheyhave 

j on his feverer ftudies, that admiffion 

they give him to his fuperiors, and 

the poflible good effect they may have 

on the public; or elfe he fhould join 

to his politenefs fome more lucrative 

qualification. 

But it is poflible that fatire may not 

do much good, men may rife in their 
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iv PREFACE. 

affe&ions to their follies, as they do to 

their friends, when they are abufed 

by others, it is much to be feared that 

mifcondu<5l will never be chaced out 

of the world by fatire; all therefore 

that is to be faid for it, is, that mifeon- 

duft will certainly be never chaced 

out of the world by fatire, if no fatires 

are written: which is applicable, like-^ 

wife, to graver compofitions. Ethics, 

heathen and chriftian, and the fetip- 

tures themfelves are, in a great mea- 

fure, a fatire on the weaknefs and ini- 

quity of men; and fome part of that 

fatire is in verfe too. nay, in the firfl: 

ages, philofophy and poetry were the 

fame thing; wifdom wore no other 

drefs. fo that, I hope, thefe fatires will 

be the more eafily pardoned that mis- 

fortune by the fevere. if they like not: 
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! the fafhion, let them take them by 

the weight; for Tome weight they 

have, or the author has failed of his 

aim. nay, hillorians themfelves may 

be confidered as fatirifts, and fatirifts 

moftfevcre; fince fuch are moft hu- 

man a&ions, that to relate, is to ex- 

pofe them. 

No man can converfe much in the 

world, but, at what he meets with, he 

muft either be infenlible, or grieve, 

or be angry, or fmile. fome paffion (if 

we are not impafTive) muft be moved ; 

i for the general conduct of mankind 

is, by no means, a thing indifferent, 

to a reafonable and virtuous man, 

now to fmile at it, and turn it into ridi- 

cule, I think moft eligible; as it hurts 

ourfelves leaft, and gives vice and folly 

the greateft offence: and that for this 
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reafbn; becaufe what men aim at by 

them, is, generally, public opinion 

and efteem. which truth is the fubjeft 

of the following fatires; and joins 

them together, as feveral branches 

from the fame root, an unity of dc- 

fign, which has not, I think, in a fetof 

fatires, been attempted before. 

Laughing at the mifconduft of 

the world, will, in a great meafure, 

eafeus of anymore difagreeable paf- 

fion about it. one paflion is more ef- 

fectually driven out by another, than 

by reafon; whatever fomemay teach, 

for to reafon we owe our paffions: 

had we not reafon, we fhould not be 

offended at what we find amifs. and 

the caufe feems not to be the natural 

cure of any effeCt. 

Moreover, laughing fatire bids the 
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fairefi: for fuccefs. the world is too 

proud to be fond of a ferious tutor: 

and when an author is in a patfion, 

they laugh, generally, as in converfa- 

tion, turns againft him. this kind of 

facire only has any delicacy in it. of 

this delicacy Horace is the beft maf- 

ter: he appears in good humour while 

he cenfures; and therefore his cen- 

fure has the more weight, as fuppofed 

to proceed from judgment, not from 

paffion. Juvenal is ever in a paflion; 

he has but little valuable but his elo- 

Iquence and morality: the laft of 

which I have had in my eye, butra- 

ther for emulation, than imitation, 

| through my whole work. 

!But though I, comparatively, con- 

demn Juvenal, in part of the lixth fa- 

tire (where the occafion mod requi- 
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red it) I endeavoured to touch on his 

manner; but was forced to quit it foon, 

as difagreeable to the writer, and rea- 

der too. Boileau has joined both the 

Roman fatirifts with great fuccefs; 

but has too much of Juvenal in his 

very ferious fatire on woman, which 

fhould have been the gayeft of all. an 

excellent critic of our own commends 

Boileau’s clofenefs, or, as he calls it, 

prelfnefs, particularly: whereasitap- 

pears to me, that repetition is his 

fault; if any fault fhould be imputed 

to him. 

There are fome profe-fatirifts of 

the greateli delicacy and wit; the laft 

of which can never, or fhould never 

fucceed, without the former, an au- 

thor without it, betrays too great a 

contempt for mankind, and opinion 
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of himfelf; which are bad advocates 

for reputation and fuccefs. what a dif- 

ference is there between the merit, if 

not the wit of Cervantes and Rabelais ? 

the laft has a particular art of throwing 

a great deal of genius and learning into 

frolic and jeft; but the genius and the 

fcholar is all you can admire; you want 

the gentleman to converfe with in him. 

he is like a criminal who receives his 

life for fome fervices; you commend, 

but you pardon too. indecency of- 

fends our pride, as men; and our un- 

affected tafte, as judges of compofi- 

tion. nature has wifely formed us with- 

an averfion to it: and he that fucceeds 

in fpight of it, is, 

* ‘ aliena venia, quam fua providentia 

1 tutior.’ 

Such wits, like falfe oracles of old, 

* Val. Max. 
b 
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and diftin&ian. from his mother he In- 

herits his indigence, which makes him 

a conftant beggar of favours; that im- 

portunity, with which he begs; his 

flattery; his fervility; his fear of being 

defpifed, which isinfeparable fromhim. 

this addition may be made, viz. that 

poetry, like love, is a little fubjefl: to 

blindnefs, which makes her miftake 

her way to preferments and honours; 

that fhe has her fatirical quiver; and 

laftly, thatflie retains a dutiful admira- 

tion of her father’s family; but divides 

her favours, and generally lives with 

her mother’s relations. 

However, this is not neceflity but 

choice: were wifdom her governefs, 

fhemHht have much more of the fa- O 

ther than the mother; efpecially in fuch 

an age as this, which fliews a due paf- 

flon for her charms. 



SATIRE I 

TO HIS GRACE THE 

DUKE of DORSET. 

•Tanto major famae fitis eft, quam 
Virtutis. Juv. Sat. 10. 

MY verfe is fatire; Dorfet, lend your ear, 
And patronize a mufe you cannot fear. 

To poets facred is a Dorfet’s name, 
Their wonted paftport thro’ the gates of fame; 
It bribes the partial reader into praife, 
And throws a glory round the flielter’d lays; 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 
And gives applaufe to B e, or to me. 
But you decline the miftrds we purfue; 
Others are fond of fame, but fame of you. 

Inftructive fatire, true to virtue’s caufe! 

Thou (hining fupplement of public laws ! 
When flatter’d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our fdence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas’d follies, from each diftant land. 
Like arts improve in Britain’s fkilful hand; 
When the law fhews her teeth, but dares not bite. 
And South.Sea treafures are not brought to light; 
When churchmen fcripture for the claflics quit, 
Polite apoftates from God’s grace to wit; 

A 



2 SAT. I. LOVE OF FAME, 

When men grow great from their revenue fpent, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament; 
When dying finners, to blot out their fcore, 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore; 
To chafe our fpleen when themes like thefe increafe, 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenfure ceafe? 

Shall poefy, like law, turn wrong to right. 
And dedications wafh an Aethiop white, 
Set up each fcnfelefs wretch for nature’s boaft, 
On whom praile fhines, as trophies on a poft? 
Shall fun’ral eloquence her colours fpread, 
And fcatter rofes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors fmile on luch illuftrious days. 
And fatirile with nothing—but their praife ? 

Why flumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train. 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorfet, Dryden, Rochefter are dead, 
And guilt’s chief foe in Addilbn is fled; 
Congreve, who crown’d with laurels fairly won. 
Sits finiling at the goal while others run, 
He will not write; and (more provoking ftill!) 
Ye gods! he will not write, and Maevius will. 

Doubly d iff reft, what author lhall we find 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind, 
The courtly # Roman’s fhining path to tread, 
And sharply fmile prevailing folly dead ? 
Will no fuperior genius fnatch the quill, 
And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 

* Horace. 
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Tho’ vain the ftrife, I’ll drive my voice to raife. 
"What will not men attempt for facred praile ? 

The love of praile, howe’er conceal’d by art. 
Reigns, more or lefs, and glows in ev’ry heart: 
The proud to gain it toils on toils endure; 
The model!: shun it, but to make it lure. 
O’er globes, and fceptres, now, on thrones it fwells 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college-cells. 
’Tistory, whig; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in fenates, Iqueaks in mafquerades. 
.Here to S e’s humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder aims at P__..y’s eloquence. 
It aids the dancer’s heel, the writer’s head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor ends with life; but nods in fable plumes. 
Adorns our hearfe, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud ? the pimp is proud to lee 
So many like himfelfin high degree: 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peevish virtue, and the marriage-bed; 
And the brib’d cuckold, like crown’d viftims born 
Toflaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went; 
One way they look, another way they fleer, 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their fins they let fincerely down, 
They’ll find that their religion has been one, 

A 2 



4 LOVE OF FAME, SAT. I. 

Others with wishful eyes on glory look. 
When they have got their pidture tow’rds a book, 
Or pompous title, like a gawdy fign 
Meant to betray dullfots to wretched wine. 
If at his title T— had dropt his quill, 
T— might have part for a great genius dill; 
But T— alas! (excufe him, if you can) 
Is now a fcribbler, who was once a man. 

Imperious fome a clalfic fame demand, 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon.load of meanings for one word, 
While A’s depos’d, and B with pomp reftor’d. 

Some for renown on fcraps of learning doat. 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patch-work learn’d quotations are ally’d, 
Both drive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glafs how witty is a noble peer i 
Did ever diamond cod a man fo dear ? 

Polite difeales make fome ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, difeafe, men proud we fee; 
And (dranger dill!) of blockheads’ flattery, 
Whofe praife defames; as if a fool fliould mean 
By fpitting on your face to make it clean. 

Nor is’t enough all hearts are fwoln with pride, 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
W hat can fhe not perform ? the love of dime 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame, 
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Empedocles hurl’d down the burning deep. 
And (ftronger [till !)made Alexander weep. 
Nay it holds Delia from a fecond bed, 
Tho’ her lov’d lord has four half months been dead. 
This paflion with a pimple have I feen 
Retard a caufe, and give a judge the fpleen. 
By this infpir’d (O ne’er to be forgot) 
Some lords have learnt to fpell) and fome to knot. 
It makes Globofe a fpeaker in the houfe; 
He hems, and is deliver’d of his moufe. 
It makes dear felf on well-bred tongues prevail. 
And I the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the love of fame what throngs pour in. 
Unpeople court, and leave the fenate thin ? 
My growing fubjeftfeems but juft begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules 
To take a catalogue of Britifh fools. 
Satire! had I thy Dorfet’s force divine, 
A knave, or fool ftiould perifh in each line; 
Tho’ for the firft all Weftminfter fhould plead, 
And for the laft all Grefham intercede. 

Begin. Who firft the catalogue (hall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheft place. 
My lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril give him room : 
He (lands for fame on his forefathers’ feet, 
By heraldry prov’d valiant or difcreet. 
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With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three defcents lefe wife ? 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave. 
You bid him raife his fathers from the grave. 
Men Ihould prefs forward in fame’s glorious chace, 
Nobles look backward, and fo lofe the race. 

Let high birth triumph ! what can be more great ? 
Nothing—but merit in a low eftate. 

To virtue’s humbleft fbn let none prefer 
Vice, tho’ defcended from the conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, pafe for high, orbafe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honed: men, and wife; 
The fool, or knave that wears a title, lyes. 

They that on glorious anceftors enlarge, 
Produce their debt, indead of their difeharge. 
Dorfet, let thofe who proudly bead their line. 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, (bine. 

Vain as falfe greatnefsis, the mule mud own 

We want not fools to buy that Bridol done. 
Mean fons of earth, who on a South.Sea tide 

Of full fuccefs fwam into wealth, and pride, 
Knock with a purfe of gold at Andis’ gate, 
And beg to be defcended from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur fbar. 
They light a torch to (hew their fhame the more. 
Thofe governments which curb not evils, caufe; 
And a rich knave’s a libel on our laws. 
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Belus with (olid glory will be crown’d; 
He buys no phantome, no vain empty found. 
But builds himfelf a name; and to be great. 
Sinks in a quarry an immenfe eltate; 
In coft, and grandeur, C dos he’ll out-do, 
And, B 1 ton, thy tafte is not fo true. 
The pile is finilh’d, ev’ry toil is part, 
And full perfection is arriv’d at laft; 
When lo! my lord to fome fmall corner runs, 
And leaves ftate-rooms to ftrangers, and to duns. 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
[n Britain what is many a lordly feat. 
But a difcharge in full for an eftate ? 

In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion’s fame; 
Not domes, but antique ftatues are his flame; 
NotF—t—n’s felf more Parian charms has known ; 
STor is good P—b—ke more in love with ftone. 
The bailiff’s come (rude men, prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
: No, firs, he cries, I’ll fooner rotin jail. 
: Shall Grecian arts be truck’d for Englifli bail?’ 
iuch heads might make their very bufto’s laugh, 
dis daughter ftarves, but # Cleopatra’s fafe. 

Men overloaded with a large eftate 
May fpill their treafure in a nice conceit; 
The rich may be polite, but oh ! ’tis fad 

To fay you’re curious, when we fwear you’re mad. 

* A famous ftatue. 
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By your revenue meafnre your expenee, 
And to your funds and acres join your fenfe. 
No man is bled by accident or guefs. 
True wifdom is the price of happinefs; 
Yet few without long difeipline are fage, 
And our youth only lays up fighs for age. 

But how, my mufe, canfl thou redd fo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy mod inviting theme ? the court affords 
Much food for fatire, it abounds in lords. 
< What lords are thofe diluting with a grin?’ 
One is jud out, and one as lately in. 
< How comes it then to pads we fee prefide 
< On both their brows an equal fhare of pride ?’ 
Pride, that impartial paffion, reigns thro’ all. 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall. 

As in its home, it triumphs in high-place, 
And frowns a haughty exile in difgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands lb white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron’s, to their ravidi’d fight; 
Some lords it bids refign, and turn their wands, 
Like Mofes, into lerpents in their hands. 
Thefe fink, as divers, for renown; and boad 
With pride inverted of their honours lod. 
But againll reafon fure ’tis equal fin 
To boad of merely being out, .or in. 

What numbers, here, thro’odd ambition drive 

To feem the mod tranfported things alive ? 
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As if by joy, defert was underftood. 
And all the fortunate were wife and good. 
Hence aching bofoms wear a vifage gay. 
And ftifled groans frequent the ball, and play. 
Compleatly dreft by # Monteuil, and grimace. 
They take their birth-day fuit, and publick face: 
Their fmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with lady B s hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 

What numbers, here, would into fame advance, 
Confcious of merit in the coxcomb’s dance ? 
The tavern! park! alfembly! mafic! and play ! 
Thofe dear deftroyers of the tedious day! 
That wheel of fops ! that faunter of the town ! 
Call it diverfion, and the pill goes down; 
Fools grin on fools, and ftoic-like, fupport. 
Without one figh, the pleafures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the wife, and good, 
But fcorn of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High ftations tumult, but not blefs create; 
None think the great unhappy, but the great; 
Fools gaze, and envy; envy darts a fting, 
Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry, and (how, 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent gods ! with mind ferene, 
And guiltlefs heart to range the fylvan fcene. 

I 
; A famous taylor. 
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No fplendid poverty, do fmiling care. 
No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur there; 
There pleafing objedts ufeful thoughts fugged, 
The fenfe is ravilh’d, and the foul is bled; 
On every thorn delightful wifdom grows. 
In every rill a fweet indruftion flows. 
But fome, untaught, o’erhear the whifp’ring rill. 
In fpight of facred leifure blockheads dill; 
Nor (hoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the drawing-room. 

The fquire is proud to fee his courfer drain. 
Or well-breath’d beagles fweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hippolitus, (whofe drink is ale. 
Whole erudition is a chridmafs.tale, 
Whole midrels is laluted with a fmack. 
And friend receiv’d with thumps upon the back) 
When thy deck gelding nimbly leaps the mound. 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 
Is that thy praife ? let Ringwood’s fame alone; 
Jufl Ringwood leaves each animal his own. 
Nor envies when a gypfy you commit, 
And lhake the clumfy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulled of dull things have faid, 
And then alk pardon forthejed you made. 

Here breathe my mufe! and then thy talk renew. 
Ten thoufand fools unfung are dill in view. 
Fewer lay-atheids made by church-debates; 

Fewer great beggars fam’d for large edates: 
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Ladies, whofe love is conftant as the wind; 

Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Fewer grave lords toScr pedifcreetly bend: 

And fewer fliocks a ftatefman gives his friend. 
Is there a man of an eternal vein, 

Who lulls the town in winter with his ftrain* 
At Bath in fummer chants the reigning lafs> 

And fweetly whiffles, as the waters pafs ? 
Is there a tongue, like Delia’s o’er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and fuch only might exhaufl; my theme; 
Nor would thefe heroes of the talk be glad; 
For who can write fo fall as men run mad ? 

B a 
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MY mufe, proceed, and reach thy defin’d end ; 
Tho’ toil, and danger the bold talk attend. 

Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 
Plain fatire calls for fenfe in every line: 
Then, to what fwarms thy faults I dare expofe ? 
All friends to vice, and folly are thy foes. 
When fuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 
’Tis moft ill-nature to reprefs thy rage; 
And if thefe (trains fome nobler mufe excite. 
I’ll glory in the verle I did not write. 

So weak are humankind by nature made. 
Or to fuch weaknefs by their vice betray’d, 
Almighty vanity! to thee they owe 
Their zed of pleafure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, all colours doll contain, 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
For every foul finds reafons to be proud, 
Tho’ hifs’d, and hooted, by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in purfuit of foxes, and renown, 
* Hippolitus demands the Sylvan crown ; 
But Florio’s fame, the produ<ft of a Ihower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuflrious flower! 
Why teems the earth ? why melt the vernal Ikies ? 
Why Ihines the fun ? to make * Paul Diackrile. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing flood. 
And wonder’d how the gods could be fo good. 

* This refers to the firft fatire. * The name of a tulip. 
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What fhape ? what hue ? was ever nymph fo fair ? 
He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 
O folid blifs ! which nothing can deftroy, 
Except a cat, bird, fnail, or idle boy. 
In fame’s full bloom lies Florio down at night. 
And wakes next day a moft inglorious wight; 
The tulip’s dead! fee thy fair filler’s fate, ^ 
O C-   ! and be kind ere ’tis too late. 

Nor are thofe enemies I mention’d all; 
Beware, O Florid, thy ambition’s fall. 
A friend of mine indulg’d this noble flame; 
A quaker ferv’d him, Adam was his name. 
To one lov’d tulip oft’ the mailer went, 
Hung o’er it, and whole days in rapture fpent; 
IBut came, and mid it one ill-fated hour. 
(He rag’d ! he roar’d! < what daemon crept my 

flow’r ?’ 
Serene quoth Adam, < lo! ’twas cruflit by me; 

t< Fall’n is the Baal to which thou bow’dd thy 
knee.’ 

< Butall men want amufement, and what crime 
c In fuch a paradife to fool their time ? ’ 
None; but why proud of this ? to fame they foar; 
We grant they’re idle, if they’ll alk no more. 

We finile at Florids, we defpife their joy, 
i^nd think their hearts enamour’d of a toy: 
But are thofe wifer whom we mod admire, 

Survey with envy, and purfue with fire ? 
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What’s he, who fighs for wealth, or fame, or power 
Another Florio doating on a flower; 
A ftiort-liv’d flower, and which has often Iprung 
From fordid arts, as Florio’s out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy fmit ? 
The flow’r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gawdy (helves with crimfon bindings glow, 
And Epidtetus is a perfedt beau. 
How fit for thee bound up in crimfon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ? 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks’tis hard 
That fcience (hould be purchas’d by the yard, 
And T_n turn’d upholfterer, fend home 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to lome peculiar end aflign’d, 
Study’s the fpecious trifling of the mind; 
Or is at bed a fccondary aim, 
A chace for fport alone, and not for game: 
If fo, fure they who the meer volume prize. 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it rednc’d his rent; 
His farms were flown; when lo! a fale comes on, 
A choice colledtion! what is to be done ?' 
He fells his laft ; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev’n his honfe, nay wants whereon to lie: 
So high the generous ardor of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 

When terms were drawn, and brought him by the 
clerk, 

.orenzo fign’d the bargain with his mark. 
Jnlearned men of books a (fume the care, 
is eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors’ liveries alone 

H Codrus’erudite ambition fliown ? 
ditions various, at high prices bought, 

nform the world what Codrus would be thought; 
und, to this coft, another muft fucceed, 
fo pay a fage, who fays that he can read, 

o titles knows, and indexes has feen; 
it leaves to——what lies between, 
f pompous books who fliuns the proud expence, 
id humbly is contented with their fenfe. 

O—, whofe accompli Ihmcnts make good 
e promife of a long-illuftrious blood, 
arts, and manners eminently grac’d, 
e ft rifted honour! and the fineft tafte ! 

:cept this verfe; if fatire can agree 
ith fo confummate an humanity. 
By your example would Hilario mend, 
w would it grace the talents of my friend, 
o with the charms of his own genius fmit, 

nceives all virtues are compriz’d in wit ? 
it time his fervent petulance may cool; 

tho’ he is a wit. he is no fool. 
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In time he’ll learn to ufe, not wafte his fenle, 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
His bride attack on blockheads we fhould prize. 
Were not his jeftas dippant with the wife. 
Hefpares nor friend, nor foe; but calls to mind. 
Like doom’s-day, all the faults of all mankind. 

What tho’ wit tickles ? tickling is unfafe, 
If dill ’tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being fmart, 
Would leave a (ling within a brother’s heart ? 

Parts may be prais’d, good-nature is ador’d; 
Then draw your wit as feldom as your fword. 
And never on the weak; or you’ll appear 
As there no hcroe, no great genius here. 
As in fmooth oil the razor bed is whet, 
So wit is by politenefs (harped fet: 
Their want of age from their offence is feen; 
Both pain us lead when exquifitely keen. 
The fame men give is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the jeder, when the joke’s unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtlefs, thinks himfelf a wit. 
To pay my compliment what place fo fit? 
His mod facetious # letters came to hand. 
Which my fird fatire fweetly reprimand. 
If that a jud offence to Marcus gave, 
Say, Marcus, which art thou, a fool, or knave ? 
For all but fuch with caution I forbore; 
That thou wad either, I ne'er knew before: 

* Letters Pent to the author, figned Marcus, 
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I know thee now, both what thou art, and who; 
Mo tnafk fb good, but Marcus mull (hine through; 
Falfe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thy beft concealment had been writing well: 
But thou a brave negleft of fame haft ftiown. 
Of others’ fame, great genius! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know, 
The man who pardons, difappoints his foe. 

In malice to proud wits, fome proudly lull 
Their peevifh reafon, vain of being dull; 
When fome home joke has ftung their folemn fouls, 
In vengeance they determine to be fools; 

I Thro’ fpleen, that little nature gave, make lefs, 
' Quite zealous in the ways of heavinefs; 

I To lumps inanimate a fondnefs take, 
I And difinherit fonsthat are awake, 
i Thefe, when their utmoft venom they would fpit, 
iMoft barbaroufly tell you— < he’s a wit.’ 
Poor negroes, thus, to (hew their burning fpite 
To cacodaemons, fay, they’re dev’fifh white. 

Lampridius from the bottom of his bread 
Sighs o’er one child, but triumphs in the reft. 
How juft his grief? one carries in his head 
A lefs proportion of the father’s lead; 
And is in danger, without fpecial grace. 
To rife above a juftice of the peace. 
The dunghill-breed of men a diamond fcoro, 
And feel a paffion for a grain of corn, 

C 
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some ftupkl, plodding, money-loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white. 
Who with much pains exerting all his fenfe, 
Can range aright his (hillings, pounds, and pence. 
The booby-father craves abooby-fon. 
And by heav’n’s blefling thinks himfelf undone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea; 
One learns to li(p, another not to fee; 
Mifs D tottering catches at your hand. 
Was ever thing fo pretty born to (land ? 
Wliilft thefe what nature gave, difown thro’ pride, 
Others affedt what nature has deny’d; 
What nature has deny’d fools will purfue. 
As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Cra(Tus, a grateful fage, our awe and fport! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the fage fupport. 
He hems, and cries, with an important air, 
<f If yonder clouds withdraw, if will be fair:” 
Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true, 
And adds, u the learn’d delight in fomething new.” 
Is’t not enough the blockhead Icarce can read. 
But mud he wifely look and gravely plead ? 
As far a formalift from wifdom fits, 
In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

Ye fubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men,- 
Tho’ fatire couch them with her keened pen) 
For ever will hang out a folemn face, 
To put off nonfenfe with the better grace: 
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As pedlars with fome hero’s head make bold, 

Uluftrious mark ! where pins are to be fold. 
What’s the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin’d ? 

The body’s wifdom to conceal the mind. 
A man of fenfe can artifice difdain, 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this truth eternal ne’er forgot, 
Solemnity’s a cover for a fot. 

I I find the fool, when I behold the Ikreen ; 
For ’tis the wife man’s intereft to be feen. 

Hence, , that opennefs of heart, 
I And juft difdain for that poor mimic art; 

Hence (manly praife !) that manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee. 

With generous (corn how oft haft thou furvey’d 
Of court, and town the noon-tide mafquerade, 

(Where fwarms of knaves the vizor quite difgrace, 
And hide fecure behind a naked face ? 
Where nature’s end of language is declin’d. 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where generous hearts the greateft hazard run. 
And he who trufts a brother is undone ? 

Thefe all their care expend on outward (hew 
For wealth, and fame ; for fame alone, the beau. 
Of late at White’s was young Florello feen. 
How blank his look ? how difcompos’d his mien ? 
So hard it proves in grief fincere to feign ! 
Sunk were his fpirits; for his coat was plain. ^ _ 

C 2 
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Next day his bread regain’d its wonted peace. 

His health was mended with a filver lace. 
A curious artift long inur’d to toils 
Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 
Whether by chance, or by fome God infpir’d, 

So touch’d his curls, his mighty foul was fir’d. 
The well-fwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either fhoulder has its (hare of fame; 
His fumptupus watch-cafe, tho’ conceal’d it lies, 
Like a good confidence, folid joy fupplies. 
He only thinks himfelf (fo far from vain !) 
St pe in wit, in breeding D—1—ne. 
Whene’er by feeming chance be throws his eye 
On mirrors flulhing with the Tyrian dye, 

With how fob lime a tran(port leaps his heart ? 
But fate ordains that cleared friends mud part. 

In aflive meafures brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs conjcious of his learned heels. 

So have I feen, on fome bright fummer’s day, 

A calf of genius debonnair, and gay, 
Dance on the bank, as if inlpir’d by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the dream. 

Morofe is funk v. ith (liame, whene’er furpriz'd 
In lipr.en clean, or peruke undifguis’d. 
Ko fublunary chance his vedments fear, 

Valifd, like leopards, as their fpots appear. 
A fam’d fur-tout he wears, which once was blue. 
And his foot fwims in a capacious (hoe. 
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One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Levell’d her barbarous needle at his fame; 
But open force was vain; by night (he went, 
And, while he xlept, furpriz’d the darling rent; 
Where yawn’d the frize is now become a doubt,, 
<e And glory at one entrance quite (hut out. #” 

He fcorns Florello, and Florelk) him ; 

This hates the filthy creature, that the prim : 
Thus in each other both thefe fools defpife 
Their own dear felves, with undifcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim : 
The floven, and the fopling are the fame. 

Ye whigs and lories! thus it fares with you, 

IWhen party-rage too warmly you piwfue; 
Then both club nonfenfe, and impetuous pride, 
;And folly joins whom fentiments divide. 
iYou vent your fpleen, as monkeys, when they pafs, 
(Scratch at the mimick-monkey in the glafs, 
■While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Ifools of both fides (hall ftand as fools alone. 

u But who art thou ?” methinks Florello cries. 
L< Of all thy fpecies art thou only wife?” 

Since fmalleft things can give our fins a twitch, 
Ks eroding ftraws retard a puffing witch, 
Florello , thou my monitor (halt be ; 
i ’ll conjure thus fome profit out of thee. 
} thou my felf! abroad our counfels roam, 
\nd, like ill husbands, take no care at home. 

* Milton. 
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Thou too art wounded with the common dart. 
And love of fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wife means to gain it haft thou chofe ? 
Know, fame and fortune both are made of profe. 
Is thy ambition fweating for a ryhme, 
Thou unambitious fool, at this late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment’s paft; 
I’m nearer death in this verfe than the laft: 
What then is to be done ? be wife with fpeed : 

A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 
And what fo foolifh as the chace of fame ? 

How vain the prize ? how impotent our aim ? 
For what are men who grafp at praifc fublime. 
But bubbles on the rapid ftream of time, 
That rife, and fall, that fwell, and are no more. 
Born, and forgot, ten thoufand in an hour ? 



SATIRE III 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

Mr. DODINGTON. 

LONG, Dodington, in debt, I long have fought 
To eafe the burthen of my grateful thought; 

And now a poet’s gratitude you fee, 
iGrant him two favours, and he’ll a lie for three: 
i for whole the prefent glory, or the gain ? 
ifou give protection, I aworthlefs (train. 
3Tou love, and feel the poet’s facred flame, 
And know the balls of a folid fame; 
Tho’ prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
«fou read with all the malice of a friend; 
•for favour my attempts that way alone, 

I Sut, more to raife my verfe, conceal your own. 
An ill-tim’d modefty ! turn ages o’er, 

Vhcn wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
ler learning, and her genius too decays, 
.nd dark, and cold are her declining days ; 

I .s if men now were of another call, 
' 'hey meanly live on alms of ages palt. 
len Hill are men, and they who boldly dare, 
hall triumph o’er the fons of cold defpair; 

I'r, if they fail, they julUy Hill take place 

j 'f fuch, who run in debt for their dilgrace. 
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Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damnjt with improvements of their own. 
We bring fome new materials, and what’s old 
New.caft with care, and in no borrow’d mold; 
Late times the Verfe may read,ifthde tefufe, 
And from four critics vindicate the mufe. 

« Your work is long, ” the critics cry. ’Tis tru 

And lengthens Ml, to take in fools like you : 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 
For, grow but wife, you rob me of my game ; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purfue, 
Renounce their four legs, and flart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Mile# 

That picks the teeth of the dear crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaft !)the critic’s rage. 
And with the fell deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thofe, who thunder in the critic’s name ? 
Good authors damn’d, have their revenge in this, 
To fee what wretches gain the praife they mifs. 
Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 

Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens.folemn, and as boading, cries, 
Ten thoufand worlds for the three unities ! 
Ye doctors fage, who thro’ ParnafFus teach. 
Or quit the tube, or pracftife what you preach. 

One judges, as the weather dictates, right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
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Another judges by a furer gage, 
An author’s principles, or parentage; 
Since his great anceftors in Flanders fell, 
The poem, doubtlefs, mull: be written well. 
Another judges by the writer’s look ; 
Another judges, for he bought the book ; 

f Some judge, their knack of judgihg-wrong to keep ; 
Some judge, becaufe it is too (bon to deep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one Gngleaim, 
To gain themfelves, not give the writer fame. 

|The very bell ambitioufly advife, 
;Half to ferve you, and half to pafs for wile: 
None are at leifure others to reward; 
They fcarce will damn, but outof felf-regard. 

Critics on verfe, as fquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the (late; 
Hot, envious, noify, proud, the fcribbling fry 
Burn, hifs, and bounce, wafte paper, (link and die. 
Rail on, my friends ? what more my verfecan crown 
Than Compton’s fmile, and your obliging frown ? 

Not all on books their criticifin wafte; 
The genius of a diih fbme juftly tafte, 
And eat their way to fame ; with anxious thought 
The (almon is refus’d, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the fun’s delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May; 
Their various cares in one great point combine, 
The bufinefs of their lives, that is ■ to dine, 

D 
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Half of their precious day they give the feaft. 
And, to a kind digettion, fpare the reft. 
Apicius, here, the tafter of the town, 
Feeds twice a week, to fettle their renown. 

Thefe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The facred annals of their bills of fare; 
In thofe choice books their panegyrics read, 
And fcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great, 
Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 

To glory fome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame ; 
Their front fupplies what their ambition lacks, 
They know a thoufand lords, < behind their backs.* 
Cottilis apt to wink upon a peer, 
(i When turn’d away,” with a familiar leer j 
AndH y’s eyes, unmercifully keen, 
Have murder’d fops, by whom (he ne’er was feen. 
Is’iger adopts ftray libels, wifely prone 
To covet fhame, ftill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threefcore, 
Belyes his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abfenceof mind Brabantio turns to fame, 
Learns tomiftake,nor knows his brother’s name; 
Has words, and thoughts in nice diforder fet, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or blots, 
Men < forge the patents,’ that create them fots. 
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As love of pleafure into pain betrays. 

So mo ft grow infamous thro’ love of praifc. 
But whence for praife can fuch an ardor rile, 
When thole, who bring that incenle, we delpile ? 
For fuch the vanity of great, and fmall. 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor, can ev’n fatire blame them, for ’tis true 
They molt have ample caule for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain ! doubtlefs thou was meant 
A nurfe of fools to (lock the continent, 

ho’ Phoebus and the nine forever mow, 
ank folly underneath the fey the will grow, 
he plenteous harveft calls me forward Hill, 
ill I furpafs in length my lawyer’s bill, 

jA Welch defeent, which well-paid heralds damn, 
lOr, longer dill, a Dutchman’s epigram. 
iWhen cloy’d, in fury I throw down my pen. 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write agen. 

See Tityrus with merriment polTefl:, 
Is bui-ft with laughter, ’ere he hears the jell; 

What need he day ? for when the joke is o’er, 
Hhs teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of thefe, ye fair! fo great a dearth, 
rhat you need purchafe monkeys for your mirth ? 

Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire, 
Df houfes fome, nay houfes that they hire; 
;ome (perfedt wifdom !) of a beauteous wife, 

^.nd boad, like cordeliers, a fcourge for life, 
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Sometimes, thro’ pride, the fexes change their airs, 

My lord has vapours, and my lady fwears; 
Then, Granger Hill! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady’s kind. 

To fliew the ftrength, and infamy of pride, 
By all ’tis followed and by all deny’d. 
What numbers are there, which at once purfue 
Praile, and the glory to contemn it,too? 
Vincenna knows felf-praife betrays to fhame. 
And therefore lays a (tratagem for fame; 
Makes his approach in modelly’s difguile 
To win applaufe, and takes it by furprife. 
( To err, fays he, in fmall things is my fate.’ 
You know your anfwer, « he’s exaft in great.” 
t My file, fays he, is rude, and full of faults.’ 
££ But O ! what fenfe ! what energy of thoughts !” 
That he wants algebra he mull confefs. 
<£ But not a foul to give our arms fuccefs. ” 
< Ah ! that’s a hit indeed, Vincenna cries; 
£ But who in heat of blood was ever wife ? 
£ I own ’twas wrong, when thoufands call’d me back, 
£ To make that hopelefs, ill.advis’d attack; 
£ All fay ’twas madnefs, nor dare I deny; 
£ Sure never fool fo well deferv’d to die.’ 
Could this deceive in others, to be free,. 
It ne’er, Vincenna, cou’d deceive in thee, 
Whofeconduft is a comment to thy tongue 
So clear, the dullefl cannot take thee wrong. 
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Thou on one fleeve wilt thy revenue wear, 
And haunt the court without a profped there. 
Are there expedients for renown? confefs 
Thy little-felf, that I may fcorn thee lefs. 

Be wife, Vincenna, and the court forfake. 
Our fortunes there, nor thou, nor 1 (hall make. 
Ev’n men of merit, ere their point they gain. 
In hardy fervice make a long campaign, 
Moft manfully befiege their patron’s gate. 
And oft’ repuls’d, as oft’ attack the great 
With painful art, and application warm, 
And take at lad fome little place by ftorm; 

j Enough to keep two (hoes oc funday clean, 
1 And (tarve upon difcreetly in bheer Lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 

I Then ftarve without the favour of my lord. 
’Tis true, great fortunes fome great men confer; 
But often, ev’n in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toil to know to whom: 
The man that’s neared, yawning they advance. 
’Tis inhumanity to blefs by chance. 
If merit dies, and greatnefs is fo loth 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant at court, Philander, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm, and virtue (he’s poded. 
Philander! thou art exquidtely bled, 
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The public envy! now then, ’tis allow’d, 
The man is found, who may be juftly proud : 
But, fee! how fickly is ambition’s tafte ? 
Ambition feeds on trafh, and loaths a feaft; 
For lo ! Philander, of reproach afraid, 
In fecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs fell reputation, others buy, 
And love a market, where the rates run high. 
Italian mufic’s fweet, becaufe ’tis dear; 
Their vanity is tickled, not their ear; 
Their taftes would Icifen, if the prices fell, 
And Shakefpear’s wretched fluff do quite as well; 
Away the difenchanted fair would throng, 
And own, that Englifh is their mother tongue. 

To fliew how much our northern taftes refine. 
Imported nymphs our peereffes out-fhine; 
While tradefmen ftarve, thefe philomels are gay; 
For generous lords had rather give, than pay. 
O lavifh land! for found at fuch expence ? 
But then file faves it in her bills forfenfe. 

Muflc I paflionately love, ’tis plain. 
Since for its fake fuch dramas Ifuftain. 
An opera, like a pillory, may be faid 
To nail our cars down, but expofe our head. 
Behold the mafquerade’s fantaftic fcene! 
The legiflature join’d with Drury-lane! 
When Britain calls, th’ embroider’d patriots run. 
And ferve their country—.-if the dance is done. 
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Are we not then allow’d to be polite ?’ 
Yes, doubtlefs, but firft fet your notions right. 
Worth of politenefs is the needful ground, 
Where that is wanting, this can ne’er be found. 
Triflers not even in trifles can excell; 
Tis folid bodies only polifh well. 

Great, chofen prophet! for thefe later days, 
: To turn a willing world from righteous ways, 
Well, H— r, doft thou thy matter ferve; 
tWell has he feen his fervant fhou’d not ttarve, 
IThou to his name haft fplendid temples rais’d, 

n various forms of worfhip feen him prais’d, 
jawdy devotion, like a Roman, fhown, 
Ind fung fweet anthems in a tongue unknown, 
nferior off’rings to thy god of vice, 
Lnd duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; 

t; fhy facrifice fupreme, an hundred maids! 
'hat fblemn rite of midnight mafquerades! 
f maids the quite-exhaufted town denies, 
in hundred heads of cuckolds fuffice. 
'hou fmil’ft, well pleas’d with the converted land, 
'o fee the fifty churches at a (land. 
LAnd that thy miniftry may never fail, 

t what thy hand has planted ftill prevail, 
f minor prophets a fucceffion fure 
'he propagation of thy zeal fecure. 

rj, See commons, peers, and minifters of (late 
v i folcmn council met, and deep debate! 
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What godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 
What wonder opens on th’ expe&ing earth ? 
’Tis done ! with loud applaufe the council rings! 
Fix’d is the fate of whores, and fiddle-firings! 

Tho’ bold thefe truths, thou, mufe, with truths like 
Wilt none offend, whom ’tis a praife to pleafe: (thefe, 
Let others flatter to be flatter’d, thou, 
Like juft tribunals, bend an awful brow. 

How terrible it were to common fenfe, 
To write afatire, which gave none offence ? 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you lee, 
If men diflike them, do they cenfure me ? 
On then, my mule! and fools, and knaves expofe, 
And fince thou canft not make a friend, make foes: 
The fool, and knave ’tis glorious to offend. 

And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 
Knaves know the game, and honeft men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price ? 
A man (hall make his fortune in a trice, 
Ifbleft with pliant, tho’but {lender fenfe, 
Feign’dmodefty, and real impudence. 
A fupple knee, finooth tongue, an eafy grace, 
A curfe within, a finite upon his face, 
A beauteous fifter, or convenient wife. 
Are prizes in the lottery of life; 
Genius and virtue they will foon defeat. 
And lodge you in the bofom of the great. 
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To merit, is but to provide a pain 
From men’s refufmg what you ought to gain. 

May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you. 
Whom my prefaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole’s condudl fir’d, and friendfliip grac’d, 
Still higher in your prince’s favour plac’d; 
And lending, here, thofe awful councils aid. 
Which you, abroad, with fuch fuccefs obey’d: 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendfhip dear; 
What moll: we wifii, witheafe we fancy near. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 

ROUND fome fair tree th’ ambitious woodbine 
grows, 

And breathes herfweets on the fupporting boughs : 
So fweet the verfe, th’ ambitious verle, ftiould be, 
(O ! pardon mine) that hopes fupport from thee; 

Thee, Compton, born o’er fenates to prefide, 
Their dignity to raife, their councils guide; 
Deep to difcern, and widely to furvey, 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh j 

Of diftant virtues nice extreams to blend, 
The crown’s afferter, and the people’s friend: 
Nor doll: thou fcorn, amid fublimer views. 
To liften to the labours of the mule; 
Thy fmiles protedt her, while thy talents fire. 
And ’tis but half thy glory to infpire. 

Vex’d at a public fame fojuftly won, 
Thejealous Chremes is with fpleen undone. 
Chretnes,for airypenfions of renown. 
Devotes his fervice to the (late, and crown; 
All fchemes he knows, and knowing, all improves, 
Tho’ Britain’s thanklefs, {till this patriot loves: 



I sat. iv. L O V L O F F A M E, &c. 3 $ 

But patriots differ; fome may (lied their blood. 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Confults the facred dream, and there forefees 
What dorms, or fun-fhine providence decrees; 
Knows for each day the -weather of our fate: 

A Quid-nunc is an almanac of date. 
You fmile, and think this datefman void of ufe. 

Why may not time his fecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can road the choice Cadanian nut. 
Since deeds of genius are expert at put, 
Since half the fenate < not content' can fay, 
Geefe nations fave, and puppies plots betray. 

I What makes him model realms, and couniel kings ? 
An incapacity for fmaller things. 
Poor Chremes can’t conduct his own edate, 
And thence has undertaken Europe’s fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes’ fkill, 
And boldly claims a province higher dill. 
To raife a name, th’ambitious boy has got 
At once abible, and a fhoulder.knot; 
Deep in the fecret, he looks thro’ the whole. 
And pities the dull rogue that faves his foul; 
To talk with rev’rence you mud take good heed. 
Nor fhock his tender reafbn with the creed. 
Howe’er well-bred, in public he complies, 
Obliging friends alone with blafphemies. 

Peerage is poifon, good edates are bad 

r’orthis difcafe; poor rogues runfeldom mad , 
E 2 
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Have not attainders brought unhop’d relief, 
And falling ftocks quite cur’d an unbelief? 
Whilethe fun (bines, Blunttalks with wond’rou: force; 
But thunder mars fmall beer, and weak difcourfe. 
Suchufeful in(lruments the weather (how. 
Juft as their mercury is high or low. 

Health chiefly keeps an atheift in the dark j 
A fever argues better than a Clarke: 
Let but the logic in his pulfe decay, 
The Grecian he’ll renounce, and learn to pray; 
While C mourns with an unfeigned zeal 
Th’ apoftate youth, who reafon’d once fo well. 

,C , who makes fo merry with the creed. 
He almoft thinks he dilbelieves indeed; 
But only thinks fo; to give both their due, 
Satan, and he, believe, and tremble too. 

Of fome for glory fuch the boundlefs rage, 
That they’re the blackeft fcandal of their age. 

Narciflus the Tartarian Club difclaims, 
Kay, a free-mafon with fome terror names, 
Omits no duty, nor can envy fay 
He mifs’d thele many years the church, or play: 
He makes no nolle in parliament, ’tis due; 
But pays his debts, and vifit, when ’tis true; 
His charafter and gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can out-bow the bowing dean; 
A fmile eternal on his lip he wears, 
Which equally the wife, and worthlefs fliares. ‘ 
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In gay fatigues this moft undaunted chief, 
Patient of idlenefs beyond belief, 
Moft charitably lends the town his face, 
For ornament, in ev’ry public place; 

As fure as cards, he to the aficmbly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing-rooms. 

hen ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, 
nd, join’d to two, he fails not—to make three, 
arciifus is the glory of his race: 
or who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my lift, by nature were defign’d 
uch (hining expletives of human kind, 

ho want, v/hile thro’ blank life they dream along, 
enfe to be right, and paffion to be wrong. 

To counterpoife this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are Angular and odd; 

/hat other men diflike, is fure to pleafc 
f all mankind thefe dear antipodes; 
hro’ pride, not malice, they run counter ftill, 
nd birth-days are their days of dreffing ill. 
rb 1 is a fool, and  a fage, 

—ly will fright you,E engage, 
>y nature ftreams .run backward, flame defcends, 
tones mount, and S x is the worft of friends. 

They take their reft by day, and wake by night, 
.nd blufh, if you furprize them in the right, 

they by chance blurt out, ’ere well aware, 

fwan is white, or Q~—y is fair. 
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Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in falhion, but a fool that’s out; 
His pafllon for abfurdity’s fo ftrong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 
Tho’ wrong the mode, comply; more fenfe is {hewn 
In wearing others’ follies, than your own. 
If what is out of fafhion moft you prize, 
Methinks you (hould endeavour to be wile. 
But what in oddnefs can be more fublime 
Than S , the foremoft toyman of his time ? 

His nice ambition lies in curious fancies. 
His daughter’s portion a rich (hell inhances. 
And Afhmole’s baby-houfe, is, in his view, 
Britannia’s golden mine, a rich Peru ! 

How his eyes languilh ? how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat which Jofeph never wore ? 
He (hews on holidays afacred pin, 
That touch’d the ruff, that touch’d Queen Befs’s chin. 

< Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 

t Since the great plague that fwept as many more, 
< Was ever year unbleft as this ?’ he’ll cry, 
< It has not brought us one new butterfly!’ 
In times that fuffer fuch learn’d men as thete, 
Unhappy I. y ! how came you to pleafe ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico’s game; 
But, in effedt, his chace is much the lame. j 
Warm in purfuit, he levees all the great, ] 
Stanch to the foot of title, and eltate. j 
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Wherc-c’er their lordfliips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, or their fhadows lag behind ; 
Te fets them Cure, where-e’er their lord (hips run, 

. Hole at their elbows, as a morning-dun; 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
i \nd fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 
'.ut after feven years dance from place to place, 

j The # Dane is more familiar with his grace. 
Who’d be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 

r living pendant, dangling at his ear, 
or ever whifp’ring fecrets, which were blown 
or months before, by trumpets, thro’ the town ? 

ho’d be a glafs, with flattering grimace, 
ill to reflect the temper of his face; 
r happy pin to flick upon his fleeve, 

en my lord’s gracious, and vouchfafes it leave; 
cufhion, when his heavinefs (hall pleafe 
loll, or thump it for his better eafe; 

a vile butt, for noon, or night befpoke, 
hen the peer raflrly fwears he’ll club his joke? 

o’d (hake with laughter, tho’ he cou’d not find 
s lordflrip’s jeft; or, if his nofe broke wind, 
r bleflings to the Gods profoundly bow, 
rat can cry chimney-fweep, or drive a plough ? 
ith terms like thefe how mean the tribe that clofe ? 
.rce meaner they, who terms, like thele, impofe. 
But what’s the tribe mod likely to comply ? 
e men of ink, or antient authors lye ; 

* A Danith Dos. 



The writing tribe, who (hamelefs audlions hold 

Of praife, by inch of candle to be fold. 
All men they flatter, but themfelves the mod 
With deathlefs fame, their everlafting boafl:: 
For fame no cully makes lb much her jeft, 
As her old conflant fpark, the bard profeft. 
< B—le (hines in council, M _tin the fight, 
t P—1—m’s magnificent; but Icon write, 
t And what to my great foul like glory dear ?’ 
’Till fomegod whifpers in his tingling ear, 
That fame’s unwholfome taken without meat. 
And life is beft fuftain’d by what is eat: 
Grown lean, and wife, he curfes what he writ; 
And wiflies all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner’s loft, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poft ? 
Or that his fliining page, (provoking fate!) 
Defends firloins, which fons of dulnefs eat ? 

What foe to verle without compaflion hears? 
What cruel profe-man can refrain from tears ? 
When the poor mule, for lefs than half a crown, 
A proftitute on every bulk in town, 
With other whores undone, tho’ not in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the mint? 

Ye bards ! why will you ling, tho’ uninlpir’d ? 
Ye bards ! why will you ftarve, to be admir’d ? 
Defunft by Phoebus’ laws, beyond redrefs, 
Why will your fpedtres haunt the frighted prefs ? 
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IBad metre, that excrefcence of the head, 
|Like hair, will fprout, altho’ the poet’s dead. 

All other trades demand, verfe-makers beg; 

A dedication is a wooden leg; 
A barren Labeo, the true mumper’s fafliion, 
Expofes borrow’d brats to move compafllon. 

ho’ fuch my felf, vile bards I difcommend, 
ay more, tho’ gentle Damon is my friend. 
Is’t then a crime to write ?’ if talents rare 
oclaim thegod, the crime is to forbear: 

brfome, tho’ few, there are large-minded men, 
ho watch unfeen the labours of the pen, 
ho know the mufe’s worth, and therefore court, 

heir deeds her theme, their bounty her fupport, 
o ferve, unalk’d, the lead pretence to wit; 

y foie excufe, alas! for having writ. 
ill H 1 pardon, if I dare commend 
 1, with zeal a patron, and a friend ? 

. .le true wit is ftudious toreftore! 
nd D 1 fmiles, if Phoebus fmil’d before, 
 ke in years the long-lov’d arts admires 

tnd Henrietta like a mufeinfpires. 
But ah ! not infpiration can obtain 

'hat fame, which poets languilh for'in vain, 
(low mad their aim ? who third for glory, drive 
'ografp, what no man can poflefs alive. 
•ame's a reverfion in which men take place 
jO late reverfion!) at their own deceafe. 

F 
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This truth fagacious Lintot knows fo well, 
He ftarves his authors, that their works may fell. 

That fame is wealth, fantaftic poets cry; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
Who know no guilt, no fcandal but in rags; 
And fwell in jufl proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform’d, and old 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 
The fir ft young lord, which in the Mall you meet. 
Shall match the verieft huncks in Lombard-ftreet, 
From refcu’d candle’s ends w'ho rais’d a fum, 
And ftarves to join a penny to a plumb. 
A beardlefs mifer ? ’tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a fcandal all our own. 

Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caftalio dies ; 
Name but the fair, love fwells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail, but half a crown. 

He glories to late times to be convey’d. 
Not for the poor he has reliev’d, but made. 
Not fucli ambition his great fathers fir’d, 
When Harry conquer’d, and half France expir’d. 
He’d be a flave, a pimp, a dog for gain, 
Nay, a dull fheriff for his golden chain. 

< Who’d be <t flave ?’ the gallant colonel cries, 
While love of glory fparkles from his eyes. 
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To deathlefs fame he loudly pleads his right,  
Juft is his title, for I will not fight: 
All foldiers valour, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty,—by their place. 
But, when indulging on the laft campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o’er the hills of flain, 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word, 
A fweet revenge, and half abfolves his fword. 

Of boafting more than of a bomb afraid, 
i! A foldier (hould be modeft as a maid : 
iilFame is a bubble the referv’d enjoy; 
tfWho ftrive to grafp it, as they touch, deftroy: 
1’Tis the world’s debt to deeds of high degree; 
uBut if you pay yourfelf, the world is free. 

Were there no tongue to fpeak them but his own, 
Auguftus’ deeds in arms had ne’er been known, 

uAuguftus’ deeds; if that ambiguous name 
IjConfounds my reader, and mifguides his aim, 
it>uch is the prince’s worth, of whom I fpeak, 
The Roman would not blufti at the miftake. 

F 2 i 



SATIRE V. 

ON WOMEN. 

O faircft of creation ! laft and beft 
Of all God’s works! creature, in whom excell’d 
Whatever can to light, or thought be form’d 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or fweet! 
How art thou loft.  Milton. 

\ 

NOR reigns ambition in bold man alone; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 

But, there indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings. 
Attend, and you dilcern itin the fair; 
Condudt a finger, or reclaim a hair; 
Or rovvl the lucid orbit of an eye; 
Or in full joy elaborate a figh. 

The fex we honour, tho’ their faults we blame; 
Kay thank their faults lorfuch a fruitful theme. 
A theme, fair ! doubly kind to me. 
Since fatyrizing thofe, is praifing thee ; 
Who would’ft not bear, too modeftly refin’d, 
A panegyric of a grolfer kind. 

Britannia’s daughters, much more fair than nice, 
Too fond of admiration, lofe their price; 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 

To throngs, and tarnilh to the fated fight. 

: 
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As unreferv’d, and beauteous, as the fun. 
Thro’ every fign of vanity they run ; 
Alfemblies, parks, coarfe feafts in city-halls, 
Leisures, and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, bedlams, executions, Smithfield-fcenes, 
\nd fortune-tellers caves, and lions dens, 
Taverns, exchanges, bridewells, drawing-rooms, 
[nftallments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 

fTumblers, and funerals, puppet-lhows, reviews, 
ales, races, rabbets, (and dill ftranger!) pews. 

Clarinda’s bofom burns, but burns for fame; 
nd love lies vanquilh’d in a nobler flame: 
arm gleams of hope {he, now, difpenfes; then, 

ike April funs, dives into clouds agen. 
ith all her luftre, now, her lover warms; 

hen, out of oftentation, hides her charms, 
is, next, her pleafure fweetly to complain, 

nd to be taken with a fudden pain ; 
Then, flteftarts up, all cxtafy and blifs, 
nd is, fweetfoul! juft as fincere in this, 
how (he rolls her charming eyes in fpight! 

nd looks delightfully with all her might! 
, at, like our heroes, much more brave than wife, 
i ie conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
4Zara refembles Aetna crown’d with fnows; 

ithout (he freezes, and within (he glows: 
>1 wice ere the fun defcends, with zeal infpir’d, 
dom the vain converfe of the world retir’d, 

Af 
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She reads the pfalms, and chapters for the day 
In———Cleopatra, or the laft new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara with a folemn grace 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 

Nor far beneath her in renown is fhe, 

Who, thro’ good-breeding, is ill company; 
Whofe manners will not let her larum ceale. 
Who thinks you are unhappy, when at peace; 
To find you news, who racks her fubtle head, 
And vows— n that her great grandfather is dead.” 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear, 
But ’tis a talk indeed to learn— to hear. 
In that the (kill of canverfation lies, 
That (hews, or makes you both polite, and wile. 

Zantippe cries, t let nymphs who nought can lay 

c Be loft in filence, and refign the day: 
< And let the guilty wife her guilt confefs 
< By tame behaviour, and a foft addrefs.’ 
Thro’virtue, (he refufes to comply 

With all the diftates of humanity; 
Thro’ wifdom, (he refufes to fubmit 
To wifdom’s rules, and raves to prove her wit: 
Then, her unblemilh’d honour to maintain, 
Rejedts her hufband’s kindnefs with difdain. 
But if by chance an ill-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord. 
Her darling china in a whirlwind fent 
Juft intimates the lady’s dilcontent. 
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Wine may indeed excite the meekeft dame; 
iutkeen Zantippe, fcorning borrow’d flame, 
lan vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
>’er cooling gruel, and compofing tea. 
’or refls by night, but more fincere than nice, 
re (hakes the curtains with her kind advice. 

•oubly, like echo, found is her delight, 
nd the laft word is her eternal right. 
’t not enough plagues, wars, and famines rife 

to la(h our crimes, but mud our wives be wife ? 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber’d 

throng 
|f guilt-avenging ills, to man belong: 
(That black, what ceafelefs care befiege our date ? 
( hat droaks we feel from fancy, and from fate ? 
tj fate forbears us, fancy flrikes the blow; 
je make misfortune, filicides in woe. 
Iperfluous aid ! unneceflary (kill! 
i nature backward to torment, or kill ? 

>w oft’ the noon, how oft’ the midnight bell, 
hat iron tongue of death!) with folemn knell, 
folly’s errands, as we vainly roam, 

Iocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 
home ? 

n drop (b fad, ere life’s mid dage we tread, 
vknow fo many friends alive, as dead. 

as immortal, in our up.hill chace 
: prefs coy fortune with unflacken’d pace; 
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Our ardent labours for the toys we feek, 
Join night to day, and funday to the week. 
Our very joys are anxious, andexpire 
Between fatiety and fierce defire. 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one; a female friend’s endearingfmile; 
A tender fmile, our forrows’only balm, 
And, in life’s temped, the fad failor’s calm. 

How have Ifeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye; 
Victorious tenderncfs! it all o’ercame, 
Hulbands look’d mild, and favages grew tame. 

The fylvan race our active nymphs purfue; 
Man is not all the game they have in view: 
In woods and fields their glory they compleat; 
There maftcr Betty leaps a five-barr’d gate; 
While fair mifs Charles to toilets is confin’d, 
Nor rafldy tempts the barbarous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag’d deed; 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. 

More than one deed mud Delia’s empire feel. 
Who fits triumphant o’er the flying wheel; 
And as fhe guides it thro’ the admiring throng, 
With what air fhe fmacks the filken thong ? 
Graceful as John, fhe moderates the reins. 
And whidles fweet her diuretic drains. 
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Sefbflris-like, fuch cliarioteers as thefc 
May drive fix harnefs’clj-nonarchs if they pleafe. 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory finit. 
Leap, fwim, fhoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 

O’er the Belle-Lettre lovely Daphne reigns; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains. 
IVith legs tofs’d high on her Sophee Ihe fits, 
Vouchlafing audience to contending wits: 

Of each performance flic’s the final teft; 
One adt read o’er, flie prophefies the reft; 
And then pronouncing with decifive air, 
Fully convinces all the town—(lie’s fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecatefia’s face, 
How would her elegance of tafte decreafe ? 
Some ladies judgment in their features lies, 
And all their genius (parities from their eyes. 

But hold, (he cries, lampooner 1 have a care: 
luft I want common fen(e, becaufe I’m fair? 

no : fee Stella, her eyes ftiine as bright, 
s if her tongue was never in the right, 
nd yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
he feems infpir’d, and can herfelfinfpire: 
ow then, (if malice rul’d not all the fair) 
ould Daphne publifti, and could (he forbear ? 

.Ve grant that beauty is no bar to fenfe, 
sTor is’t a fanction for impertinence. 

Sempronia lilt’d her man, and well (lie might; 
The youth in perfon, and in parts was bright; 

G 
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PofTefs’d of ev’ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juft empire o’er the female heart. 
He met her paftion, all her fighs return’d, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn’d. 
Large his poftcllions, and beyond her own : 
Their blifs the theme, and envy of the town. 
The day was fix’d; when with one acre more 
In ftepp’d deform’d, debauch’d, difeas’d Threefcore. 
The fatal fequel I thro’ fliame forbear. 
Of pride, and av’rice who can cure the fair ? 

Man’s rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 
Thole few wants anfwer’d bring fincere delights. 
But fools create themfelves new appetites. 
Fancy, and pride leek things at vaft expence. 
Which relilh nor to realbn, nor to fenfe. 
When furfeit, or unthankfulnefs deftroys. 
In nature’s narrow fphere, our folidjoys. 
In fancy’s airy land of noife and (how, 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleafures grow, 
Like cats in air-pumps, to fubfift we ftrive 
On joys too thin to keep the foul alive. 

Lemira’s Tick, make hafte, the dodtor call: 
He comes: but where’s his patient ? at the ball. 
The dodtor ftares, her woman curt’fies low, 
And cries, i My lady, fir, is always fo. 
< Diverfions put her maladies to flight; 
< True, fhe can’t Hand, but (lie can dance all night. | 
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t I’ve known my lady {for fheloves a tune) 
t For fevers take an opera in June. 

< And tho’ perhaps you’ll think the practice bold, 
i A midnight park is fov’reign for a cold. 

t With cholics, breakfalls of green fruit agree; 
< With indigeftions, fupper juft at three.’ 

A ftrange alternative, replies fir H  ,.s, 
! Muft women have a doftor, or a dance ? 

Tho’ lick to death, abroad they fafely roam, 
jButdrop and die, in perfect health, at home,. 
ijpor want but not of health, are ladies ill, 

nd tickets cure beyond the doctor’s bill. 
Alas! my heart, how languilhingly fair 

on lady lolls ? with what a tender air ? 
ale as a young dramatic author, when 

’er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 
sher lord angry, or has # Venychid ? 
lead is her father, or the malic forbid ? 
Late fitting up has turn’d her rofes white.’ 

Vhy went (lie not to bed ? c Becaufe ’twas night.’ 
>id Ihcthen dance, or play? < nor this, nor that.’ 
yell, night foon fteals away in pleaftngchat. 
No, all alone, her pray’rs (he rather chole, 
Than be that wretch to fleep till morning rofe.’ 
hen lady Cynthia, miftrefs of the lhade, 

s, with the falhionable owls, to bed. 
is her pride covets, this her health denies; 
r foul is filly, but her body’s wife. 

* Lap-Dog. 
G 2 



;2 LOVE OF FAME, sat. v 

Others with curious arts dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty-five. 
You in the morning a fair nymph invite, 
To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Kextday flie shines in gloiTy black, and then, 
Revolves into her native red agen. 
Like a dove’s neck, she shifts her tranfient charms 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But one admirer has the painted lafs, 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glafs. 
Yet Laura’s beautiful to fuch excefs, 
That all her art fcarce makes her pleafe the lefs. 
To deck the female cheek he only knows, 
"Who paints lefs fair the lilly, and the rofe. 

How gay they fmile ? fuch bleffings nature pours 

O’cr-ftock’d mankind enjoy but half her (tores: 
In diftant wilds, by human eyes unfeen, 
She rears her flow’rs, and fpreads her velvet green. 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely delart trace, 
And wade their mufic on the favagc race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her blifs ? 
Repine we guiltlefs in a world like this ? 
But our lewd tades her lawful charms refufe. 
And painted arts deprav’d allurement chufe. 
Such 1 ulvia’s paffion for the town; fresh air 
(An odd efFe<5t 1) gives vapours to the fair: 
Green fields, and shady groves, and chryOal fpringSj 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
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But fmoke, and duft, and noife, and crowds delight; 
And to be prefs’d to death tranfports her quite. 
Where filver riv’lets play thro’ flow’ry meads, 
And woodbines give their fweets, and limes their fhades, 
Black kennels abfent odours fhe regrets, 
And Hops her nofe at beds of violets. 

Is ftormy life preferr’d to the ferene ? 
Or is the public to the private Icene ? 
Retir’d, we tread a fmooth, and open way ; 

hro’ briars, and brambles in the world we dray, 
tiff oppofition, and perplex’d debate, 
nd thorny care, and rank and flinging hate, 
hich choak our pafTage, our career controul, 

nd wound the firmed temper of our foul, 
facred folitude! divine retreat! 

Ihoice of the prudent! envy of the great! 
y thy pure dream, or in thy waving fhade, 
Ve court fair wifdom, thatceledial maid : 
he genuine offspring of her lov’d embrace, 

strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace, 
here, from the ways of men laid fafe afhore, 
e fmile to hear the didant temped roar; 

here, blefs’d with health, with bufinefs unperplex’d, 
his lifi; we relifh, and enfure the next; 
here too the mufes (port; thefe numbers free, 
erian Eadbury ! I owe to thee. 
There fport the mufes ; but not there alone : 

heir facred force Amelia feels in town. 
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Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 

A wit herfelf, Amelia weds a wit. 
Both wits ! tho’ miracles are faid to ceafe, 
Threedays, threewoncf’rousdays! theyliv’dinpeace; 
With the fourth fun a warm dilpute arofe, 
On Durfey’s poefy, and Bunyan’s prole. 
The learned war both wage with equal force. 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe, tho’ Ihe poflelTcs nothing lefs. 

Is proud of being rich in happinels. 
Laborioufly purfues delufive toys, 
Content with pains, fince they’re reputed joys. 
With what well-adted tranfport will Ihe lay, 
( Well fure, we were lb happy yefterday! 
t And then that charming party for to-morrow!’ 
Tho’ well Ihe knows, ’twill languilh into lorrow. 
But Ihe dares never boall: the prefent hour; 
So grofs that cheat, it is beyond her power. 
For fuch is or our weaknefs, or our curie. 
Or rather fuch our crime, which Hill is worle. 
The prefent moment like a wife we shun, 
And ne’er enjoy, becaufe it is our own. 

Pleafures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleafure, like quickfilver, is bright, and coy; 
We flrive to grafp it with our utmoll; Ikill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters Hill: 
Iffeiz’d atlaft, compute your mighty gains, 
What is it, but rank poifon in your veins ? 
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As Flavia in her glafs an angel fpies, 
Pride whifpers in her ear pernicious lyes; 
Tells her, while fhe furveys a face fo fine, 
iThere’s no fatiety of charms divine : 
]Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang’d appears 
Ter temper, and fhe melts (fweet foul!) in tears, 
he, fond and young, lad week, her wifh enjoy’d, 
n foft amufement all the night employ’d ; 
he morning came, when Strephon waking found 

rifing fight!) his bride in forrow drown’d. 
What miracle, fays Strephon, makes thee weep ? 

1 Ah barbarous man, fhe cries, how cou’d you deep ? 
1 Men love a mifirefs, as they love a feaft; 

■iSow grateful one to touch, and one to tafte ? 
let fure there is a certain time of day, 
t/e wifh our mifirefs, and our meat away: 
ijat foon the fated appetites return, 
ijgain our flomachs crave, our bofoms burn, 
ternal love let man, then, never fwear; 

:t woman never triumph, nor defpair; 
'ar praife, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill j 
finger and love are foreign to the will. 
.1 There is indeed a paffion more refin’d, 
jjr thofe few nymphs whofe charms are of the mind. 
nt not of that unfafhionable fet 
fiPhillis: Phillis and her Damon met. 
Jpnal love exaftly hits her tafte; 
itllis demands eternal love at lead. 
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Embracing Phillis with foft fmiling eyes. 
Eternal love I vow, the Twain replies: 
But lay, my all, my miftrefs, and my friend! 
What day next week th’ eternity lhall end ? 

Some nymphs prefer aftronomy to love; 
Elope from mortal men, and range above. 
The fair philofopher to Rowley flies, 
Wherein a box the whole creation lies. 
She lees the planets in their turns advance; 
And fcorns, Poitier, thy fublunary dance. 
Of Defagulier Ihe befpeaks frelh air, 
And Whifton has engagements with the fair. 

What vain experimentsSophronia tries! 
’Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
But tho’ to-day this rage of fcience reigns, 
(O fickle fex!) foon end her learned pains. 
Lo ! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the liars, and Newton is a fot. 

To   turn, Ihe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 
She llrikeseach pointwith nativeforce of mind, 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquilh’d, and the wife are taught. 
Her breeding finifli’d, and her temper fweet, 
When ferious, eafy; and when gay, dilcreet; 
Inglitt’ring feenes, o’er her own heart, fevere; 
In crowds, colle&ed; and in courts, fincere; 
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Sincere, and warm, with zeal well-underftood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good; 
Yet, not fuperior to her fex’s cares, 
The mode fhe fixes by the gown (he wears; 
Of filks, and china (he’s the lad: appeal; 
In thefe great points (he leads the common wealj 
And ifdifputes of empire rife between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 
’Tis doubt! ’tis darknefs! till fufpended fate 
Afibmes her nod toclofethe grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 
Their emulation only in their drefs ? 

But oh ! the nymph that mounts above the (kies, 
And, gratis, clears religious myfteries! 
Refolv’d the church’s welfare to enfure, 
And make her family a fine-cure: 
The theme divine at cards (he’ll not forget. 
But takes in texts of feripture at piquet; 
In thofe licentious meetings ads the prude. 
And thanks her maker that her cards are good. 
What angels wou’d thefe be, who thus excell 
In theologies, cou’d they few as well! 
Yet why (hou’d not the fair her text purfue ? 
Can (lie more decently the dodor woo ? 
’Tis hard too, (he who makes no ufe but chat 
Of her religion, (hou’d be barr’d in that. 

Ifaac, a brother of the canting drain, 
When he has knock’d at his own (kull in vain, 

H 
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To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 
O how his pious foul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in womankind ? 
Charm’d with her learning, with what rapture, he 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induftrious bee; 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
Ext rads fweet wifdom from fo fair a flower ? 

The young and gay declining, Abra flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wife: 

By nature more an eagle than a dove, 
She impioufly prefers the world to love. 

Can wealth give happinefs ? look round, and fee 
What gay diflrels ! what fplendid mifery 1 
Whatever fortune laviflily can pour, 
The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is & cheat, believe not what it fays. 
Like any lord that promifes and pays. 
How will the mifer ftartle to be told 
Of fuch a wonder, as infolvent gold ? 
What nature wants has an intrinfic weight; 
All more, is but the falhion of the plate. 
Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view, 
It charms us now, anon weeaft anew; 
To fotnefreih birth of fancy more inclin’d; 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Miftaken lovers, who make worth their care. 
And .think acconipiiflwnents will win the fair: 
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The fair, ’tis true, by genius (hou’d be won, 
As flow’rs unfold their beauties to the fun; 
And yet in female fcales a fop out-weighs, 
And wit mud wear the willow, with the bays, 

ft Nought fliines fo bright in vain Liberia’s eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy; 

i |The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play’d; 
And kill’d his man, and triumph’d o’er his maid; 
For him, as yet unhang’d, (he fpreads her charms, 

dSnatches the dear deftroyer to her arms; 
raAnd amply gives, (tho’treated long amifs) 
(The man of merit his revenge in this. 

If you refent, and wifh a woman ill, 
iBut turn her o’er one moment to her will. 

The languid lady next appears in date, 
o was not born to carry her own weight; 

he lolls, reels, daggers, till fome foreign aid 
b her own dature lifts the feeble maid, 
hen, if ordain’d tofo fevere a doom, 

he by juft dages, journeys round the room: 
■ut knowing her own weaknefs, (he defpairs 

To fcale the Alps that is, afcend the dairs. 
; My fan ! let others fay who laugh at toil; 
?an ! hood ! glove! fcarff! is her Laconic dile. 

: \nd that is fpoke with fuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather fees, than hears the call; 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 
Piece out the idea her faint words deny. 

H 2 
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O liften with attention mofl: profound! 
Her voice is but the (hadow of a found. 
And help ! O help ! herfpirits are fo dead, 
One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ftubborn pin it triumphs o’er, 
She pants! (he finks away ! and is no more. 
Let the robuft, and the gygantic carve, 
Life is not worth fo much, (he’d rather ftarve; 
But chew (he muft herfelf, ah cruel fate! 
That Rofalinda can’t by proxy eat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind heav’n!) againft the poifon of their eyes. 

Thaleftris triumphs in a manly mien, 
Loud is her accent, and her phrafe obfcene. 
In fair and open dealing where’s thefliame? 
What nature dares to give, she dares to name. 
This honeft fellow is fincere, and plain, 
And juftly gives the jealous hulbandpain. 
(Vain is the talk to petticoats afiign’d, 
If wanton language (hews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath fupplies the vacancies of fenfe. 
Hark! the shrill notes tranfpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb’ring echoes how to fwear. 
By Jove, is faint, and for the fimple Twain, 
She, on the chriftian fyftem, is prophane. 
But tho’ the volly rattles in your ear. 
Believe her drefs, she’s not a granadier. 
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if thunder’s awful, how much more our dread, 
Vhen Jove deputes a lady in his ftead ? 
i lady ! pardon my miftaken pen, 
(Ilhamelefs woman is the word: of men. 

Few to good.breeding make a juft pretence, 
i ood.breeding is the bloffbm of good fenfe; 
(The laft refult of an accomplilh’d mind, 
{[’Vith outward grace, the body’s virtue, join’d, 

violated decency, now reigns; 
nd nymphs for failings take peculiar pains, 
fith Indian painters modern toafts agree, 
he point they aim at is deformity: 
hey throw their perfons with a hoydon air 

icrpfs the room, and tofs into the chair, 

o far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
I hey, for our manners, have exchang’d their own. 
'he modeftlook, the caftigated grace, 
’he gentle movement, and flow.mealur’d pace, 
or which her lovers dy’d, her parents pray’d, 
re indecorums with the modern maid. 
:iffforms are bad, but let not worfe intrude, 

i'or conquer art, and nature, to be rude, 
i lodern good-breeding carry to its height, 
nd lady D lelf will be polite. 

! Ye rifing fair! ye bloom of Britain’s ifle! 
Men high-born Anna with a foftcn’d fmile 
leads on your train, and fparkles at your head, 

Mat feejns moft hard, is not to be well-bred. 
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Her bright example with fuccefs purfue, 

And all, but adoration, is your due. 
But adoration ? give me fomething more. 

Cries Lyce, on .the borders of threefcore; 
^Nought treads fo filent as the foot of time: 

Hence we millake our autumn for our prime; 
’Tis greatly wife to know, before we’re told. 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 

O how your beating bread a miltrefs warms, 
Who looks thro’ fpedlacles to fee your charms! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 
And with his fpade the fexton marks the ground. 
Intent not on her own, but others doom. 
She plans new conquelts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has fummon’d fprites away, 
See walks at noon, and blafts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of Lyce but herfelf is old. 
Her grizzled locks aflume afmirking grace. 
And art has levell’d her deep-furrow’d face. 
Her ftrange demand no mortal can approve, 
We’ll alk her blelTing, but can’t alk her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline: 
(All ladies but herfelf) at ninety.nine. 

O how unlike her was the facred age 

Of prudent Portia ? her gray hairs engage; 
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Vhofe thoughts arc fuited to her life’s decline. 
Virtue’s the paint that can make wrinkles fhine. 
That, and that only can old age fuftain; 

I Vhich yet all with, nor know they with for pain. 
Jot numerous are our joys, when life is new, 
nd yearly fome are falling of the few; 
ut when we conquer life’s meridian ftage, 
nc: downward tend into the vale of age, 
hey drop apace; by nature tome decay, 
nd tome the bl ids of ‘fortune fweep away; 
ill naked quite ofhappinefs, aloud 
e call for death, and thelterin a throud. 
Where’s Portia now' ?— but Portia left behind 

wo lovely copies of her form and mind, 
hat heart untouch’d their early grief can view, 
ke bluthing rofe-buds dipp’d in morning dew? 
ho into thelter takes their tender bloom, 
d forms their minds to fly from ills to come ? 
e mind when turn’d adrift, no rules to guide, 

ives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 
ncy, and palEon tolled to and fro; 
while torment, and then quite fink in woe- 
beauteous orphans! fince in filent duft 
nr beft example lies, my precepts tnrft. 
e fwarms with ills, the bolded are afraid ; 

' here then is fafety for a tender maid ? 
fit for conflidt, round befet with woes, 

. d man, whom leaft Ihe fears, her worft of foes! 
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When kind, mod cruel; when oblig’d the mod. 
The lead obliging ; and by favours lod. 
Cruel by nature, they for kindnefs hate, 
And fcorn you for thofe ills themfelves create. 
If on your fame our fex a blot has thrown, 
’Twill ever dick, thro’ malice of your own. 
Mod hard! in pleafing your chief glory lies ; 
And yet from pleafing your chief dangers rife: 
Then pleafe the bed; and know, for men of fenla 
Your dronged charms are native innocence. 
Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him, that’s worth your love, from your embrai 

In Ample manners all the fecret lies, 
Be kind and virtuous, you’ll be bled and wile. 
Vain fhew, and noife, intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddinefs, and end in pain. 
Afled not empty fame, and idle praife, 
Which, all thofe wretches I defcribe, betrays. 
Your fex’s glory ’tis to (bine unknown; 
Of all applaufe, be fonded of your own, 
Beware the fever of the mind! that third 
With which this age is eminently curd. 
To drink of pleafure but inflames defire, 
And abdinence alone can quench the fire; 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb, 
Give peace in hand, and promife blifs to come. 



SATIRE VI. 

ON WOMEN. 

inscrib’d to the right honourable the 

LADY ELIZABETH GERMAIN. 

Interdum tamen ettollit Comoedia vocem. Hor. 

SOUGHT a patronefs, but fought in vain. 
Apollo whifper’d in my ear Germain.— 

know her not—< your reafon’s fomewhat odd; 
Who knows his patron, now ? reply’d the god. 
Men write, to me, and to the world, unknown ; 
Then fteal great names, to fliield them from the town. 
Detedled worth, like beauty difarray’d, 
To covert flies, of praife itfelf afraid : 
Should flie refufe to patronize your lays, 
In vengeance write a volume in her praife. 
Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 
When fuch the theme, ’twill eafily be done. 

Ye fair! to draw your excellence at length, 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ftrength; 
ifou, here, in miniature your pidures fee; 
'•for hope from Zincksmore juftice, than from me. 
My portraits grace your mind, as his your fie ; 
lis portraits will inflame, mine quench your pride : 

I 
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He’s dear, you frugal; chufe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all my pay. 

Lavinia is polite, but notprophane; 

To church as conftant, as to Drury-Lane. I 
She decently, in form, pays heav’n its due; 
And makes a civil vifit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a folemn air, 
Conceals her face, which paffes for a prayer : 
Curt’fies to curt’fres, then, with grace fucceed, 
Not one the fair omits, but at the creed. 
Or iffhe joins the lervice, ’tis to fpeak; 
Thro' dreadful filence the pent heart might break: 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 
To God himfelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But fweet their accent, and their air refin’d; 
For they’re before their maker, and mankind! 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himfelf will toll the parifiibell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-breo 
Drufa receives her vifitants in bed ; 
But chafte as ice, this Vella to defy 
The very blacked tongue of calumny, 
When from her (beets her lovely form (he lifts, 
She begs you juft would turn you, while (he (hifts. 

Thofe charms are greateft which decline the figh 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
There is no woman, where there’s no referve; 
And ’tis on plenty your poor lover ftarves. 
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But with the modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing, they call a t nymph of fpirit.’ 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 

iAnd tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
I: Or if you take a lion by the beard, # 
; Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
1 Or arm’d rhynolceros, or rough Ruffian bear,' 

’’irfl: make your will; and then converfe with her. 
ijrhis lady glories in profufe expence, 
And thinks diftraftion is magnificence, 

fo beggar her gallant is fome delight, 
ffio be more fatal ftill, is exquifite. 
dad ever nymph fuch reafon to be glad ? 
n duel fell two lovers, one run mad. 
ler foes their honeft execrations pour; 
Jer lovers only ffiould deleft her more, 
fhrice happy they! who think I boldly feign, 
Ind ftartle at a miftrefs of my brain. 

Flavia is conftant to her old gallant, 
nd generoufly fupports him in his want, 
ut marriage is a fetter, is a fnare, 
hell, no lady fo polite can bear, 

te’s faithful, fhe’s obfervant, and with pains 
er angel-brood of baftards (he maintains, 

f or lead advantage has the fair to plead, 
at that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 

Amafia hates a prude, andfcorns reftraint; 
ffiate’er ftie is, (he’ll not appear a faint s 

* Shakefpeare. 
I 2 
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Her foul fuperior flies formality; 
So gay her air, her conduit is fo free, 
Some might fufpeit the nymph not over-good—— 
Nor wou’d they be miftaken, if they fhou’d. 

Unmarried Abraputs on formal airs; 
Her cufhion’s thread-bare with her conftant prayer 
Her only griefis, that (he cannot be 
At once engag’d in prayer and charity. 
And this, to do her juftice, muft be laid, 
<< Who wou’d not think that Abra was a maid ?” 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed. 
For where’s the man that’s worthy of their bed ? 
If no difeafe reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be ravifh’d at threefcore. 
Then flie fubmits to venture in the dark; 
And nothing now is wanting—but her fpark. 

Lucia thinks happinefs confifts in (late; 
She weds an ideot; but (he eats in plate. 

The goods of fortune, which her foul poflefs, 
Are but the ground of unmade happinefs; 
The rude material; wifdom add to this, 
Wifdom, the foie artificer of blifs. 

She from herfelf, if fo compell’d by need, 
Of thin content can draw the fubtle thread; 
But (no detraction to her facred fldll) 
if (he can work in gold, ’tis better (till. 

if Tullia had been blefs’d with half her fenfc, 
None cou’d too much admire her excellence. 
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But fince (he can make error fhine fo bright, 
(6he thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
Withunderftanding (he is quit o’er-run ; 
l^nd by too great accomplishments undone : 
(With (kill she vibrates her eternal tongue, 

■( 'or ever mod divinely in the wrong. 
Naked in nothing should a woman be, 

i5ut veil her very wit with modefty: 
; .et man difeover, let not her difplay, 
iSut yield her charms of mind with fweet delay. 

For pleafure form’d, perverfely fbme believe, 
;jjTo make themfelves important, men mult grieve. 
ijLelbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
fretends, the fop she laughs at, is ador’d, 
n vain she’s proud of fecret innocence; 

[The fadtshe feigns werefcarce a worle offence. 
Mira, endow’d with every charm to blefs, 

las no defign but on her hulband’s peace: 
le lov’d her much, and greatly was he mov’d 
it fmall inquietudes in her he lov’d. 
: How charming this ?—The plealure lalted long; 
low every day the fits come thick, and ffrong: 
.t lad he found the charmer only feign’d, 
nd was diverted, when he should be pain’d. 
Vhat greater vengeance have the Gods in ftore ? 
low tedious life, now she can plague no more ? 
he tries a thoufand arts, but none fucceed: 
he’s forc’d a fever to procure indeed: 
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Thus ftriftly prov’d this virtuous, loving wife. 
Her huiband’s pain was dearer than her life. 

Anxious Melania rifes to my view, 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 
Vifit, prefent, treat, flatter, and adore; 
Her majefty, to morrow, calls for more. 
His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 
As unoil’d hinges, queriloufly shrill. 
i You went laft night with Celia to the ball.’ 
You prove it falfe. i not go ? that’s word of all.’ 
Isothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame; 
And arrant contradictions are the fame. 
Her lover mud be fad, to pleafe her fpleen, 
His mirth is an inexpiable fin: 
For of all rivals that can pain her bread, 
There’s one, that wounds far deeper than the red; 
To wreck her quiet, the mod dreadful shelf 
Is, if her lover dares enjoy himfelf. 

And this, becaufe she’s exquifitely fair, 
Should I difpute her beauty, how she’d dare ? 
How would Melania be furpriz’d to hear 
She’s quite deform’d ? and yet the cafe is clear. 

What’s female beauty, but an air divine, 
Thro’ which the mind’s all-gentle graces shine ? 
They, like the fun, irradiate all between; 
The body charms, becaufe the foul is feen. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face, 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 
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iome forms, tho’ bright, no mortal man can bear; 

lome, none reGft, tho’ not exceeding fair. 
Afpafia’s highly born, and nicely bred, 

f tafle refin’d, in life and manners read; 
et reaps no fruit from her fuperior fenfe, 
ut to be teaz’d by her own excellence. 
Folks are fo aukward ! things fo impolite!’ 
ic’s elegantly pain’d from morn till night, 
er delicacy’s shock’d where-e’er she goes; 

lach creature’s imperfeftions, are her woes, 
eav’n by its favour has the fair diftrefl, 

iud pour’d fuch blelfings—that she can’t be bleft. 
Ah ! why fo vain, tho’ blooming in thy fpring, 

hou shining, frail, ador’d and wretched thing! 
Id age will come, difeafe may come before, 
fteen is full as mortal as threefcore. * - 
hy fortune, and thy charms may foon decay: 
t grant thefe fugitives prolong their flay, 
heir bafis totters, their foundation shakes, 
ife, that fupports them, in a moment breaks; 
hen wrought into the foul let virtues shine, 
he ground eternal, as the work divine. 

Julia’s a manager, she’s born for rule, 
nd knows her wiler hulband is a fool; 

! Ifemblies holds,and fpines the fubtle thread 
hat guides the lover to his fair-one’s bed; 
Dr difficult amours can fmooth the way, 

1 nd tender letters didate or convey. 
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But if depriv’d of fuch important cares, 
Her wifdom condefcends to leis affairs. 
For her own bre ikfaft (he’ll project a fcheme, 
Nor take her tea without a (tratagem; 
Prelides o’er trifles with a ferious face, 
Important by the virtue of grimace. 

Ladies fupreme among amufements reign, 

By nature born to footh, and entertain j 
Their prudence in a (hare of folly lies, 
Why will they be fo weak, as to be wife ? 

Syrena is for ever in cxtreams, 

And with a vengeance lire commends, or blames. 
Confcious ofherdifcernment, which is good, 
She (trains too much to make it underftood. 
Her judgment juft, her fentence is tooftrong; 
Bccaufe (he’s right, (he’s ever in the wrong. 

Brunctta’s wife inadions great, and rare; 

But fcorns on trifles to beftow her care. 
Thus ev’ry hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becaufe th’ occafion is beneath her aim. 
Think nought a trifle, tho’it (mall appear; 
Small fands the mountain, moments make the year: 
And trifles life, your cares to trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 

Go breakfaft with Alicea, there you’ll fee 
Simplex munditiis, to the laft degree. 
Unlac’d her (lays, her night-gown is unty’d, 
And what (he has of hcad-drels is afide. 
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she drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwalh’d her hands, and much befnuff’d her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb’d (he loves; 
And would draw on jack-boots, as foon as gloves, 
jloves by queen Befs’s maidens might be mift, 
ler blefled eyes ne’er (aw a female fid. 
overs beware! to wound how can (he fail 
/'ith fcarlet finger, and long jetty nail? 
or H, y the firft wit (he cannot be, 
s’or cruel K.. d the firlt toad for thee; 
nee full each other dation of renown, 
Vho would not be the greated trapes in town ? 
Vomen were made to give our eyes delight; 

female (loven is an odious fight. 
Fair Ifabella is fo fond of fame, 

hat her dear felf is her eternal theme; 
hro’ hopes of con tradition oft’ (he’ll fay, 
Methinks I look fo wretchedly to-day!’ 
/hen mod the world applauds you, mod beware; 
is often lefs a blelfing than a fnare. 
idrud mankind; with your own heart confer; 
ad dread even there to find a flatterer, 
lie breath of others raifes our renown; 
ir own as furely blows the pageant down: 
ike up no more than you by worth can claim, 
d foon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
But own I mud, in this perverted age, 
bo mod deferve, can’t always mod engage. 

K 

If 
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So far is worth from making glory fare, 
It often hinders what it fliould procure. 
Whom praife we moft ? the virtuous, brave, and wife 
Ko; wretches, whom in fecret we defpife. 
And who fo blind, as not to fee the caufe ? 
Ko rival’s rais’d by fuch difereet applaufe; 
And yet, of credit it lays in a (lore, 
By which our fpleen may wound true worth the mor 

Ladies there are who think one crime is all; 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall ? 
So fweet is that one crime they don’t purfue, 
To pay its lofs they think all others few. 
Who hold that crime fo dear, mufl: never claim 
Of injur’d moddly the facred name. 
But Clio thus. < what railing without end ? 
( Mean talk! how much more generous to commend 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind indrndor, and example too. 

< Daphnis, fays Clio, has a charming eye: 
i What pity ’tis her fhoulder is awry ! 
< Afpafia’s fhape indeed but then her air-— 
< The man has parts who finds deflrudion there. 
< Almeria’s wit has fomething that’s divine; 
< And wit’s enough—how few in all things fhine? 
< Selina ferves her friends, relieves the poor—■ 
< Who was it faid Selina’s near threefcore? 
t At Lucia’s match I from my foul rejoice, 
< The world congratulates fo wife a choice; 
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His lordfhip’s rent-roll is exceeding great—. 
But mortgages will fap the bell; ellate. 

t In Sherley’s form might cherubims appear, 
But then—_(he has a freckle on her ear.’ 

'Without abut, Hortenha flie commends. 
The firft of women, and the bed: of friends; 

'Owns her own perlbn, wit, fame, virtue bright; 
it But how comes this to pafs ?—(he dy’d lad night, 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at fatire rail 
'ndeed that’s needlefs, if fuch praife prevail; 
nd whence fuch praife? our virulence is thrown 
n others fame, thro’ fondnefs for our own. 

Of rank, and riches proud, Cleora frowns; 
i’’or are not coronets akin to crowns ? 

er greedy eye, and her fublime addrefs 
,(l‘he height of avarice and pride confefs. 

ou feek perfedlions worthy of her rank; 
o, feek for her perfections at the bank. 

!y wealth unquench’d, by reafon uncontroul’d, 
'or ever burns her facred third of gold, 
s fond of five-pence, as the veried cit, 
nd quite as much deteded, as a wit. 

Can gold calm palfion, or make realbn Urine ? 
Ian we dig peace, or wifdom from the mine ? 
Vifdom to gold prefer; for ’tis muchlefs 
6 make our fortune, than our happinefs. 

at happinefs which great ones often fee, 
ith rage and wonder, in a low degree, 

K 2 
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Themfelves unbleft: the poor are only poor; 
But what are they who drop amid their (lore i 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of (late; 
The happy only are the truly great. 
Peafants enjoy like appetites with kings, 
And thofebeft fatisfied with eheapeft things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new fenfe. 
Our envy wou’d be due to large expence. 
Since not, thofe pomps which to the great belong, 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
See, how they beg an alms of flattery ? 
They languirti! oh fupport them with a lye! 
A decent competence we fully tafte; 
It (trikes our fenfe, and gives a conftant feaft: 
More, we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
The rich mud labour to poflefs their own. 
To feel their great abundance; and requeft 
Their humble friends to lielp them to be bled; 
To fee their treafures, hear their glory told, 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. [divin 

But fome, great fouls! and touch’d with waraii 
Give gold a price, and teach its beams to (hine. 
All hoarded trea(ures they repute a load, 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well beftow’dJ 
Grand refervoirs of public happinefs, 
Thro’ fecret dreams diffufively they blefs; j 
And while their bounties glide conceal’d from view 
Relieve our wants, and (pare our bluflies too. ! 
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:Sut fatirc is my talk, and thefe deftroy 
Ter gloomv province, and malignant joy. 
lelp me, ye mifers! help me to complain, 

And blal1 our common enemy, G— ..n: 
iput our inveftives mu ft defpair liiccefs; 
l or next to praile, ftie values nothing lefs. 

What p:£ture’s yonder loofen’d from its frame ? 
)r is’t Afturia ? that affedted dame ? 

: "he brighteft forms, thro’ afFedtation, fade 
:7o ftrange new things, which nature never made, 

rown not, ye fair! fo much your fex we prize, 
Vehatethofe arts that take you from our eyes: 
a Albucinda’s native grace is feen 
Vhat you, who labour at perfedfion, mean, 
lort is the rule, and to be learnt with eafe, 
etain your gentle felves, and you mull pleafe. 
ere might I fing of Memmia’s mincing mien, 
nd all the movements of the foft machine: 
ow two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 

i ts 'o cool the bohea, and inflame the beau; 
/hile one white finger, and a thumb, confpire 
o lift the cup, and make the world admire. 
Tea! how I tremble at thy fatal dream ? 

i s Lethe, dreadful to the Love of Fame. # 
-rhat devaluations on thy banks are feen ? 
Tiat fhades of mighty names which once have been ? 

ua hecatomb of characters fupplies 

| by painted altars daily facrifice. 
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H- ■. P B — , afpers’d by thee, dec;| 
As grains of fined fugars melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal tafte: 
Scandal’s the fweetner of a female feaft. 

But this inhuman triumph lhall decline, 
And thy revolting naiads call for wine; 
Spirits no longer lhall ferve under thee; 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea! 
Citronia’s nofe declares thy ruin nigh; 
And who dares give Citronia’s nofe the lye ? * 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim’d, 
And what impair’d both health, and virtue, blam‘ 
At length to relc«e man, the generous lafs 
Stole from her conlbrt the pernicious glafs. 
As glorious as the Britilh queen renown’d, 
Who fuck’d the poifon from her hulband’s wound 

Is’or to the glafs alone are nymphs inclin’d, 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. 

O Juvenal ! for thy feverer rage! 
To lalh the ranker follies of our age. 

Are there among the females of our ille 
Such faults, at which it is a fault to fmile ? 
There are. Vice, once by modeft nature chain’d, 
And legal ties, expatiates unreftrain’d, 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked fhe ftalks o’er law, and gofpel too. 
Our matrons lead fuch exemplary lives, 
Men figh in vain, for none, but for their wives; 

* Virgil. 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 7* 

:ho marry to be free, to range the more, 
id wed one man, to wanton with a fcore. 
>road too kind, at home ’tis ftedfaft hate, 
id one eternal temped of debate, 
hat foul eruptions from a look mod meek ? 
hat thunders burding from a dimpled cheek ? 
leir paffions bear it with a lofty hand ? 
t then, their reafon is at due command, 
there whom you deted, and feek his life ? 
•ud no foul with the fecret—but his wife. 
Iives wonder that their conduft I condemn, 

id alk, what kindred is a fpoufe to them ? 
What fwarms of am’rous grandmothers I fee ? 

id mides, antient in iniquity ? 
hat bladin,g whifpers, and what loud declaiming ? 
hat lying, drinking, bawding, fwearing, gaming ? 
ienddiip fo cold, fuch warm incontinence, 
ch griping av’rice, fuch profufe expence, 

i ch dead devotion, fuch a zeal for crimes, 
I ch licens’d ill, fuch mafquerading times, 
ich venal faith, fuchmifapply’d applaufe, 
i ch flatter’d guilt, and fuch inverted laws, 
ch diflblution thro’ the whole I find, 
is not a world, but chaos of mankind. 
Since Sundays have no balls, the well-drefs’d Belle 

ines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of hell; 
' ad cafts an eye of fweet difdain on all, 
'ho liftens lefs to C — ■ ns, than St. Paul. 
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Atheifts have been but rare, fince nature’s birth; 
’Till now, (he-atheifts ne’er appear'd on earth. 
Ye men of deep refearches, fay, whence fprings 
This daring charafter in timorous things ? 
Who Hart at feathers, from an inleft fly, 
A match for nothing—-but the Deity. 

But, not to wrong the fair, the mufe mud: own 
In this purfuit they court not fame alone; 
But join to that a more fubflantial view, 
< From thinking free, to be free-agents too.’ 

They ftrive with their own hearts, and keep thei 
down, 

In complaifance to all the fools in town. 
O how they tremble at the name of prude ? 
And die with lhame at thought of being good ? 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay. 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay ? 
They heav’n defy, to earth’s vile dregs a Have, 
Thro’ cowardice, mod execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durd we to comply, 
In virtue Ihould we live, in glory die. 
Rife then, my mufe, in honed fury rife; 
They dread a fatire who defy the Ikies. 

Atheids are few; mod nymphs a Godheai 
own, 

And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 
From atheids far, they dedfadly believe 
God is, and is almighty-  . ,to forgive. 
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His other excellence they’ll not difpute; 
But mercy, fure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleafurcs of a (hort duration chain 
A lady’s foul in everlalting pain ? 
Will the great author us poor worms deflroy, 
For now and then a fip oftraniient joy ? 
No-, he’s for-ever in a fmiiing mood; 
He’s like themfelves; or howcou’d he be good? 
And they blafpheme who blacker fchemes fuppofe.—. 
GDevoutly, thus, Jehovah they depofe 
’’The pure! the juft! and fet up in his ftead 
A deity, that’s perfedily well-bred. 

< Dear T—1—n ! be fure thebeftof men; 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Origen. 
Tho’ once upon a time he mifbehav’d; 
Poor Satan! doubtlefs he’ll at length be fav’d. 
Let priefts do fomething for their one in ten; 
It is their trade; fo far they’re honeft men. 
Let them cant on, fince they have got the knack. 
And drefs their notions, like themfelves, in black; 
Fright us with terrors of a world unknown. 
From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
Of earth’s fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
But then they leave our untith’d virtue free. 
Virtue’s a pretty thing to make a (how 

Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucaut ? 
hus pleads the devil’s fair apologift, 
nd pleading, fafely enters on his lift. 



22 LOVE OF FAME, sat. v; 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and prophane. 
For what’s true beauty, but fair virtue’s face ? 
Virtue made vifiblc in outward grace ? 
She, then, that’s haunted with an impious mind, 
The more Ihe charms, the more Are (hocks mankind 

But charms decline; the fair long vigils keep: 
They deep no more! * Quadrille has murder’d deep 
/ Poor K p ! cries Livia; I have not been there 
< Thcfe two nights; the poor creature will defpair. 
( I hate a crowd—but to do good, you know— 
< And people of condition drou’d bellow. 
Convinc’d, o’ercome, to K---p’s grave matrons run 
Now fet a daughter, and now Hake a fon; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, dy; 
And beggar half their race thro’ charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfe mortal quite, 
I lefs diou’d blame this criminal delight; 
But lince the gay adembly’s gayell room 
Is but an upper dory to fome tomb, 
Methinks we need not our Ihort beings dmn. 
And, thought to dy, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 
And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the word of ills; 
With ceafelefs dorms the blacken’d foul it dlls; 
Inveighs at heav’n, negledls the ties of blood, 
Dedroys the pow’r, and will of doing good; 

* Shakefpeare. 
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Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in difgrace. 
And, what is dill more dreadful—fpoils your face. 
/ See yonder fet of thieves that live on Ipoil, 

The fcandal, a'ad the ruin of our ifle! 
And fee, (ftran'ge fight!) amid that ruffian band, 
A form div" high wave her fnowy hand ; 

rat ratt. ad a fmall enchanted box, 
hich louu as thunder on the board ffie knocks. 

id as fierce dorms, which earth’s foundation 

’rom this fmall cavern a mik’d temped flies, 
‘ear, rage, convulfion, tears, oaths, blafphemies? 
or men, I mean,—the fair difcharges none; 
ae (guiltlefs creature!) fwears toheav’n alone, 

j See her eyes dart! cheeks glow ! and mufcles 

ike the mad maid in the Cumean cell, 
hus that divine-one her foft nights employs ! 
hus tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys! 
nd when the cruel morning calls to bed, 

I id on her pillow lays her aking head, 
ith the dear images her dreams are crown’d, 
ic die fpins lovely, or the cards go round; 

S aginary ruin charms her dill, 
II r happy lord is cuckol’d by Spadil: 
id if flic’s brought to bed, ’tis ten to one, 

marks the forehead of her darling fon. 

| ffiook, 
:'rom ALolus’s cave impetuous broke; 

fwell! 

L 2 
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O feeae of horror, and of wild defpair! 
Why is the rich Atrides’ fpkndid heir 
Conftrain’d to quit his antient lordly feat, 
And hide his glories in a mean retree.:? 
Why that drawn fword ? and whence that diimal cry 
Why pale diftraftion thro’ the family ? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady wee 
And trembling fervants from the tempdt creep. 
Why that gay fon to diftant regions fent ? 
What fiends that daughter’s deftin’d match prevent 
Why the whole houfe in Hidden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but laft night-r-my lady play’d. 

But wanders not my fatire from her theme ? 
Is this too owing to the Love of Fame? 
Though, now, your hearts on lucre are bellow’d; 
’Twas, firll, a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceafe we here, fince ’tis a vice fo ftrong; 
The torrent fweeps all womankind along. 
This may be faid in honour of our times, 
That, none, now (land diftinguilh’d by their crimes 

If fin you mull, take nature for your guide. 
Love hasfome loft excule, to footh your pride j 
Ye fair apollates from love’s antient pow’r i 
Can nothing ravifh but a golden fliow’r ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ? 
Mull Cupid learn to punt, ere he can pleafe ? 
When you’re enamour’d of a lift or call, 
What can the preacher more, to make us chaile? 
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, an fame, like a repique, the foul entrance ? 
nd what is virtue to the lucky chance ? 
Vhy muft ftrong youths unmarry’d pine away ? 
hey find no woman difengag’d from play. 

fHiy pine the marry’d ?—O fevercr fate 1 
I hey find from play no difengag,d---eftate. 

avia, at lovers falfe untouch’d, and hard, 
urns pale, and trembles at a cruel card, 

ior Arria’s biblecanfecureher age; 
>er tlireelcore years are (huffling with her page. 

I bile death Hands by, but till the game is done, 
a Iweep that ftake, in juftice, long his own; 
ke old cards ting’d with fulphur, (he takes fire; 
', like fnuffs liink in fockets, blazes higher. 
: gods! with new delights inlpire the fair; 
■ give us fons, and fave us from delpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, hulbands, tradelmen clofe 
my complaint, and brand your fins in profe: 

11 1 believe, as firmly as my creed, 
1 fpite of all our wifdom, you’ll proceed. 
r pride fo great, our paifion is fo ftrong, 
vice to right confirms us in the wrong, 
ear you cry, < This fellow’s very odd.’ 
hen you chaftife, who would not kifs the rod ? 
t I’ve a charm your anger (hall controul, 

i d turn your eyes with coldnefs on the vole. 
The charm begins! to yonder flood of light 

, .i at burfts o’er gloomy Britain, turn your fight. 
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What guardian pow’ro’erwhelms your fouls with a% 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law. 
’Midft empire’s charms, how Carolina’s heart 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art ? 
Her favour is diffus’d to that degree, 
Excel's of goodnefs! it has dawn’d on me: 
When in my page, to ballance numerous faults, 
Or godlike deeds were fliown, or generous though 
She fmil’d, indullrious to be pleas’d, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrow’d luftre drew. 

* Thus the majeftic mother of mankind, 
To her own charms moft amiably blind, 
On the green margin innocently flood. 
And gaz’d indulgent on the chryflal flood; 
Survey’d the ftranger in the painted wave, 
And fmiling, prais’d the beauties which fhe gave. 

In more than civil war, while patriots florm; 
Wh>le genius is but cold, their pafiion warm ; 
While public good aloft, in pomp, they wield; 
And private interefl Ikulks behind the fhield; 
While M—t, and W—ns rife in weekly might, 
Make prelfes groan, lead fenators to fight, 
Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 
The pamper’d mob with miniflers of flate; 
( J While Ate hot from hell makes heroes flirink, 
< Cries havock, and lets loofe the dogs of ink ; 
N°r rank, nor fex efcapes the general frown, 
But ladies are ripp’d up, and cits knock’d down; 

* Milton. f Lucan. J Shakefpeare. 
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"remendous farce ! where ev’n the vi&or bleeds, 
.nd he deferves our pity, that fucceeds; 
-nmortal Juvenal! and thou of France! 
'i your fam’d field my fatire dares advance; 

| But cuts herfelf a track to you unknown,” 
or crops your laurel, but wou’d raife her own; 

1 bold adventure! but a fafe one too ! 

or, though furpafs’d, I am furpafs’d by you. 



SATIRE VII 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

Si r ROBERT WALPOLE. 

Carmina turn melius, cum venerit Ipse, canemus. Vi 

N this laft labour, this my doling flrain 
Smile, Walpole, or the nine infpire in vs 

To thee ’tis due ; that verle how juftly thine, 
Where Brunfwick’s glory crowns the whole delij 
That glory, which thy counfels make lb bright; 
That glory, which on thee refleds a light. 
Illullrious commerce, and but rarely known ! 
To give, and take a lultre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the flream. 
How all mankind will be furpriz’d, to fee 
This flood of Britilh folly charg’d on thee ! 
Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy Ions, 
Which thro’ their various ranks with fury runs ? 
The caule is plain, a caufe which we mull blefs; 
For caprice is the daughter of fuccefs, 
(A bad effed, but from a pleafing caufe!) 

And gives our rulers undefign’d applaufe; 
Tells how their condud bids our wealth increafe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 3<> 

While I furvcy the blefTings of our ifle, 
er arts triumphant in the royal fmile, 
:r public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
:r commerce fpreading fails in every fky, 
ae pleafing fcene recals my theme agen, 
'd lliews the madnefs of ambitious men, 
ho, fond of bloodfhed, draw the murd’ring fword, 
id burn to give mankind a Angle lord. 
The follies pad are of a private kind, 
eir fphere is fmall, their mifchief is confin’d; 
daring men there are (awake, my mufe, 

id raife thy verfe) who bolder frenzy chufe; 
0 flung by glory, rave, and bound away; 

e world their field, and human kind their prey. 
The Grecian chief, th’ enthufiafl ofhis pride, 
th rage and terror {talking by his fide, 
es round the globe; he foars into a god! 
d fad, Olympus! and fudain his nod. 
ped divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
thrives on mankind’s miferies, and pains, 

at flaughter’d hods ! what cities in a blaze! 
at waded countries! and what crimfbn feas! 
at orphans tears his impious bowl o’erflows, 
1 cries of kingdoms lull him to repofe. 
\nd cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraife 
• boid’rous boy, and blad his guilty bays ? 
y want we then encomiums on the dorm, 
ramine, or volcano ? they perform 

M 
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Their mighty deeds; they hero-like can flay. 
And fpread their ample deferts in a day. 
O great alliance! O divine renown ! 
With dearth, and peftilencc to fhare the crown. 
When men extol a wild deflroyer’s name, 
Earth’s builder and preferver they blafpheme. 

One to deflroy is murder by the law, 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
To murder thoufands takes afpecious name, 
War’s glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 

When after battle I the field have feen 
Spread o’er with ghaftly fliapes, which once were mei 
A nation crufh’d! a nation of the brave! 
A realm of death ! and on this fide the grave ! 
Are there, faid I, who from this fad furvey, 
This human chaos, carry finiles away! 
How did my heart with indignation rife! 
How honefi nature fwell’d into my eyes 1 
How was I {hock’d to think the hero’s trade 
Of fuch materials, fame and triumph made! 

How guilty thefe ? yet not lefs guilty they. 
Who reach falfe glory by a fmoother way; 
Who wrap deftruftion up in gentle words, 
And bows, and finiles, more fatal than their Iwords; 
Who ftifle nature, and fubfifl: on art; 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
All real kindnefs for the (hew difcard. 
As marble polifh’d, and as marble hard: 
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' Who do for gold what Chriftians do thro’ grace, 
( With open arms their enemies embrace:’ 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 
f The thinned food on which a wretch can dine:' 

Or, if theyferve you, ferveyou difinclin’d, 
!And, in their height of kindnefs, are unkind. 
; inch courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
IkValpole, when men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceafe my mufe! the catalogue is writ, 
}or one more candidate for fame admit, 
fho’ difappointed thoufands juftly blame 

ittiy partial pen, andboaftan equal claim. 
>e this their comfort, fools omitted here 
lay furnilh laughter for another year, 
hen let Crifpino, who was ne’er refus’d 

'he juftice yet of being well-abus’d, 
Vith patience wait; and be content to reign 
he pink of puppies in fome future drain. 

Some future drain, in which the mufe fnall tell 
ow fcience dwindles, and how volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark padage fhun, 
nd hold thfeir farthing candle to the fun. 

How tortur’d texts to fpeak our fenfe are made, 
1 nd every vice is to the fcripture laid. 

How mifers fqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
is fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 
How Verres is lefs qualify’d to deal 
ith fword and pidol, than with wax and feal. 

M 2 
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How lawyers’ fees to fuch excefs are run, 
That clients are redrefs’d till they’re undone. 

How one man’s anguifh is another’s fport, 
And ev’n denials coft us dear at court. 

How man eternally falfe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and forrowsare miftakes. 

This fwarm of themes that fettles on my pen. 
Which I, like fummer-flies, fliake of agen, 
Let others fing; to whom my weak eifay 
But founds a prelude, and points out their prey: 
That duty done, I haften to complete 
My own defign; for Tonfon’s at the gate. 

The Love of Fame in its effedls furvey’d 
The mufe has fung; be now the caufe difplay’d: 
Since fo diffufive, and lb wide its fway, 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey ! 

Shot from above, by heav’n’s indulgence came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer’d flame, 
To warm, to raife, to deify mankind, 
Still burning brighteftin the nobleft mind. 
By large-foul'd men, for third of fame renown’d, 
Wife laws were fram’d, and facred arts were found; 
Defire of praife firfl: broke the patriot’s reft. 
And made a bulwark of the warrior’s bread; 
It bids Argyll infields, andfenates fhine. 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 

But oh! this paflion planted in the foul, 
On eagle’s wings to mount her to the pole. 
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flaming minifter of Virtue meant, 
up falfe gods, and wrong’d her high defcent. 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
blots, and beauties an alternate fburce; 
nee Gildon rails, that raven of the pit, 

iho thrives upon the carcaflesof wit; 
id in art-loving Scarborough is feen 
>w kind a patron Pollio might have been, 
rfuit of fame with pedants fills our fchools, 
id into coxcombsburnifties our fools; 

rfuit of fame makes folid learning bright, 
id Newton lifts above a mortal height; 
at key of nature, by whofe wit fhe clears 

:r long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
'by, and in what degrees, pride fways the foul ? 
or tho’ in all, not equally, (he reigns) 

wake to knowledge, and attend my drains. 
Ye dodtors! hear the dodtrine I difclofe, 
true, as if ’twere writ in dulled profe; 
if a letter’d dunce had faid, < ’Tis right,’ 

id imprimatur ufher’d it to light. 
To glorious deeds this paffion fires the mind, 

id clofer draws the ties of humankind; 

i infirms fociety ; fince what we prize 
our chief blefling, mud from others rile. 
Ambition in the truly noble mind 

fith fider-virtue is for ever join’d; 

*! 
•v; 
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As in fam’d Lucrece, who with equal dread 
From guilt, and (hame, by her laft condudt fled: 
Her virtue long rebell’d in firm difdain. 
And the fword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the flave was threaten’d to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her Love of Fame obey’d. 

In meaner minds ambition works alone; 
But with fuch art puts virtue’s afpedt on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mien, 
* The god and mortal in the comic fcene. 
Falfe Julius, ambufli’d in this fair dilguife, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No mafic in baled minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her afs’s ears; 
All I have fung are indances of this, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amifs. 

Ye vain! defid from your erroneous firife; 
Be wife, and quit the falfe fublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone refides, 
Where judice vindicates, and wifdom guides; 
Where inward dignity joins outward date, 
Our pnrpofe good, as our atchievement great; 
Where public bleflings public praile attend, 
Where glory is our motive, notour end. 
Would’d thou be fam’d ? havetholehigh deeds in view 
Brave men would aft, tho’ fcandal Ihould enfue. ii 

Behold a prince! whom nofwoln thoughts inflame; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 

* Amphitryon, 
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Jut when the welfare of mankind infpires, 
\nd death in view to dear-bought glory fires; 
’roud conqueft then, then regal pomps delight; 

i Then crowns, then triumphs fparkle in his fight; 
Tumult and noife are dear, which with them bring 

i lls people’s bleffings to their ardent king: 
[ ut, when thofe great heroic motives ceafe, 
Us fwelling foul fubfides to native peace; 

i rom tedious grandeur’s faded charms withdraws, 
u fudden foe to fplendor, and applaufe; 

reatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
ill men, and angels jointly fhout his name, 
pride celeftial! which can pride difdain; 
bleft ambition! which can ne’er be vain. 
From one fam’d Alpine hill, which props the Iky, 

n whofe deep womb unfathom’d waters lie, 
j ere burft the Rhone and founding Po, there (hine 

infant rills the Danube and the Rhine; 
•om the rich ftore one fruitful urn fupplies, 
Uiole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvefts rile. 
In Brunfwick fuch afburce the mufe adores, 

Tiich public blelfings thro’ half Europe pours. 
rhen his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim, 
rgels and George are rivals for the fame; 
borge, who in foes can foft affedtions raife, 
id charms envenom’d fatire into praile. 
# Nor human rage alone his power perceives, 

j.t the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 

* The king in danger by fea. 
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Ev’n ftorms (death’s fierceh tninifters i) forbear. 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to fpare. 
Thus, nature’s felf, fupporting man’ltlecree, 
Stiles Britain’s fovereign, fovereign ofitjie fea. 

While fea and air, great Brunfwic, (hook our ftats 

And fported with a king’s, and kingdom’s fate. 
Depriv’d of what (he lov’d, and prefs’d with fear. 

Of ever lofing what Are held moftdear, 
How did Britannia, like * Achilles, weep, 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep ? 
Hang o’er the floods, and in devotion warm, 
Strive, for thee, with the furge, arid figlit the florm 

What felt thy Walpole^ pilot df the realm J . 
Our Palinurus .j, ,flept not &t thh helm • 
His eye near clos’d; lohg fince inur’d to wake. 
And out-watch every Aar for Brunfwick’s fake. 
By ihwaiting paflions tofs’d, by cares oppreft. 

He found the tefnpeft piclur'd in hisbfeafl. 
But, now, what joys that gloom of heart difpel. 
No pow’ra of langtiage—^>ut his own, can tell;. 
His owp, which nature and the graces form, 
At will, to raife, or hulh the civil ftorm. 

* Horn. Ik Lib. I. 

f Ecce DeUs ramutn Lethaeo rore madentem, &c ' 
.. • Vi*G-. Lib. V os: 
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