


Yy
yw

^U
rV

Vv
^ 





/9 a 5.1.23.40 



/>££V 

% 

hi. i?MC ^ 





POEMS 
ON 

DIFFERENT SUBJECTS. 
BY 

FERDINAND WESTON, Es<± 

Nos .   — nee gravem 
Peleidse ftoraachum, cedere nefcii; 
Nec curfus duplicis per mare Uliffei; 
Net faevam Pelopis domum 

Conamur, tenues grandia : dum pudor, 
Tmbellifque lyrae mufa potens vetat. 

Hor. Ode 6. Lib. i. 

EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR, 

AND FOR 
A. MAGKAY, NO. lO. HIGH STREET. 

I8O3. # 



MUNDEIX & SON, PRINTERS. 

^7o~\ :i '> i?AP°| ^o
o: 



CONTENTS. 

Page 
Dedication to Eton College and Rev. Dr. Goodall, vii 

ODES. 
I. Anfwer to Mrs. Greville’s Prayer,  3 

(II. To Imagination,  7 
III. To Virtue  10 
IV. To Peace,  14 
V. To Falfe Senfibility,  17 

VI. To Confcience,  21 
! VII. The Wi(h   
I VIII. To Health,  25 
! The Adtive Man, in imitation of L'Allegro, . „ 29 

SONNETS. 
L To Mrs. Billington,  

[ 11   36 
ELEGIES. 

I. On the Death of a Turkey,  38 
II. On a Rat, . . . •  

HI. On a Young Lady,  4.x 
Verfes in imitation of Swift, 43 
Beauty, a Portrait,  

a 'J 



iv 
Page 

ON TWELVE WORDS. 
I. Ruftic Happinefs,  48 

II. Againft Peter Pindar,  50 
III. The Milk Maid, a Tale, 53 
IV. Women, a Satire, 55 
V. The Humpback, 57 

VI. The Traveller, a Dream, 59 
Henry and Agnes, a Tale, in Two Cantos, . 61 
Eirft Chapter of Ecclefiafticus Paraphrafed, . 82 

SONGS. 
I. Let other Swains—To Lady F s H—, 86 

II. Air—Seize Life’s glad Moments,  87 
III. Additions to—Away with Melancholy, . . 89 
IV. The Queltion, from the Italian, ...... 90 
V. From the Italian Galatea of Secret!, .... 9* 

VI. Another from ditto, 94 
VII. From Gonzalve de Cordove, par Florian, . 98 

VIII. Another from the French, 100 
CHARADES, RIDDLES, &c. 

I. Small, 104 
II. Nothing, ibid* 

III. Fiddleftick, 105 
IV. Carpet, ibid. 
V. Pinculhion, ibid. 

VI. Noah  106 
To Charles Morfe, Efq. with fome Books, ... 107 



V 
Peg* 

SUR DOUZE MOTS. 
I. Centre Robertfpierre,  

II. Centre les Tyrans, 1 *o 
III. Sur Pitt, "2 

Thoughts on the xft of January 1783, 115 
BOUQJJETS. 

I. A Madame B s,  117 
II. A Mademoifelle P. B s, ........ 118 





HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 
ETON COLLEGE, 

AND TO 
THE REV. DR. GOODALL, 

NOW HEAD MASTER OF ETON COLLEGE, BUCKS. 

Nurse of my youthful years, accept the lay 
Which, Eton, to thy worth 1 grateful pay : 
For whilft the mazes of thy fchool I trod ; 
Whilft ftep by ftep I climb’d fteep Learning’s road. 
Thou to my mind didft claflic tafte infpire, 
And taught’ft me firft to love the tuneful lyre. 
But whilft to thee the tribute due I raife, 
Whilft memory delights to fmg thy praife. 
Let me be mindful to allow his fhare 
To that benignant Guide, whofe watchful care 
Firft taught my infant pen to court the mufe. 
And through thy labyrinths what path to choofe : 
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Yes, Goodall, yes, I own to thee, I owe 
The little knowledge which thefe pages fliow. 
If any honour fprings from thefe, ’tis thine; 
If any lhame, that fhame is furely mine : 
For, urg’d by thee to toil in claffic lore. 
Had I had will, I might have known much more. 
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O N 

DIFFERENT SUBJECTS. 





ODES. 

ODE I. 

ANSWER TO MRS. GREVlLLE’s PRAYER. 

Say, Grf.ville, what exccfs of grief. 
What rending woe beyond relief. 

Could force a heart like thine. 
To figh for frigid apathy. 
To give up love, and fympathy. 

And every joy refign ? 

Would’ft thou attain the ftupid Hate, 
Which the unerring hand of fate 

Hath to the brutes affign’d ? 
Would’ft thou of man, ah ! fay not fo. 
The brighteft privilege forego, 

Forego a feeling mind ? 
Aij 
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True, then thou’dft fliun afflidive care; 
Nor hope deceiv’d, nor keen defpair 

Thy harden’d breaft could move : 
Thou’dft vegetate in liftlefs eafe. 
Without the wifh or power to pleafe, 

Without the means of love. 

By bounteous nature form’d to dry 
The tear that dims affli&ion’s eye, 

Would’ft thou that gift deftroy ? 
Refled, what blifs the thought beftows 
Of having heal’d another’s woes, 

And giv’n him back to joy. 

And would’ft thou fhun true friendfliip’s fweets 
And coldly meet the heart that beats 

In unifon with thine ; 
That wiflies all thy thoughts to know, 
To fliare each pleafure, chafe each woe 

Which in life’s fcenes combine ? 
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Think of the joys of mutual love, 
Ah ! could’ft thou them one moment prove. 

And not annul thy prayer ? 
Man willingly fubmits to pain, 
The heart’s ecftatic blifs to gain, 

A blifs beyond compare 1 

When the ftorm rages with inceffant roar. 
The Iky with clouds is darken’d o’er, 

No cheering fun-beams play : 
But, foon as hufh’d the blaft, again 
Phoebus refumes his foftering reign, 

And (hines with brighter ray. 

Thus, Greville, woe may for a while 
Steal from the pallid face each fmJle, 

And fwell the heaving breaft : 
But trufl. in heaven’s paternal care 
Increafes hope, expels defpair, 

And lulls the Caul to reft. 
A iij 
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Indifference was furely ne’er 
Intended for a .foul fo fair. 

Where fenfe and feeling fhine. 
Let dull and narrow fouls forego 
The thrills which they can never know. 

But let them ftill be thine ! 

And may that airy wanton fprite 
Who lurks among the woods by night 

Reject thy vain demands ! 
May he to us propitious prove, 
And give us back a foul, for love 

Form’d by kind nature’s hand ! 

May’fl thou no more, abforb’d by woe, 
The icy torpor wifh to know 

That tends, on apathy : 
But cheerfully thy harp new-ftring, 
The foft, though powerful joys to'fing; 

That flow from fympathy. 



7 

ODE II. 

TO IMAGINATION. 

Hither, Imagihation, dreft in fmiles, 
Fantaftic nymph, Protean goddefs, hafte. 

And paint the landfcape round 
With tints of richeft hue ! 

Retrace the lively fcenes of former blifs 
As if now prefent to my raptur’d mind, 

Making remembrance prove 
A fource of conllant joy. 

And let thy magic wand, enchantrefs bright! 
Prefent, as paintings of my future life, 

A feries of days 
Unclouded and ferene ! • 

A iiij 
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Let airy vifions, light as goffamer, 
Fleet ’fore my eyes in varied forms of blifs, 

And wing my foul beyond 
This vale of mifery. 

Ah ! be my youthful mind unconfcious long 
That all thy pleafures are illufive dreams ; 

Let me long think this world 
A world of happinefs : 

Long let me think that friendfliip is fincerc, 
That love is faithful, that mankind is juft, 

That truth and equity 
Still rule a golden age. 

Drop not the veil till youth’s gay warmth is paft: 
Till reafon, Coher’d by the frigid touch 

Of age, hath taught my foul 
To bear the light of day. 
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Were bright.Imagination’s pencilloft. 
What would become of man ? Parent of Hope, 

Reftrain’d within due bounds, 
Thou art the fource of blifs ! 

; For without thee, could we the prefent ills 
, Of life endure ? Should we not fink a prey 

To torturing defpair 
And ceafelefs agony ? 

But in the midft of pains, the patient heart 
( Already in imagination'fees 

His virtuous life’s reward. 
The promis’d joys of heaven. 

| But if with thee remembrance fhould be found 
The faithful pidure of affli&ions paft ; 

Imagination, then 
. -I court not thy approach ! 
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The tears of grief once flied, let them remain 
Wrapt in oblivion’s darknefs ever more ; 

Nor raife, to banifh reft, 
Phantoms of future ill-1 

Few are the joys of life; of real grief 
The fources many : Let not fancy then 

Create fiftitious woes, 
To blaft our Ihort-liv’d blifs. 

ODE m. 

TO VIRTUE. 

Confess, unthinking, giddy throng, 
Ye flaves to paffion’s fway, 

Does blifs ay tend your fteps among. ? 
Are ay your bofoms gay ? 
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Or, does fometimes corroding care 
Creep an unwelcome gueft } 

Does keen remorfe, acute defpair, 
Sometimes invade your breaft ? 

Can ye the monitor within 
Expel whene’er ye pleafe 

And daily plunging deep in fin 
Can ye Hill feel at eafe ? 

Or, will not confcience, like a drum,. 
E’en in the feftive day, 

With threat’ning, thund’ring voice Hill come, 
And drown the jocund lay ? 

If fuch the joys from guilt that fpring. 
If fuch be paffion’s reign, 

Ah ! fly, before ye feel the fting, 
Fly from eternal pain ! 
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With virtue dwells content and eafe, 
And rofy health attends ; 

And cheerfulnefs will deign to pleafe 
Thofe who are virtue’s friends. 

The pureft pleafures fpring in hearts 
Free from ambition’s fway, ^ 

Free from the wiihes vice imparts* / 

From vanity’s difplay. 

There meek humility, warm love 
Refides tow’rds all mankind ; 

There piety will furely prove 
A balfam to the mind. 

But if a while the clouds of woe 
Should blacken o’er the feene ; 

If fin prevail, and the dark foe 
Approach with threat’ning mien-— 
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Still will the bofom void of guile 
Securely keep the field ; 

Whilft patience will ferenely fmile, 
And hope rich profpe&s yield. 

Come then, fweet virtue, angel bright, 
To me alMance give ; 

To my foul yield thy heavenly light; 
Deign in my breaft to live. 

So Ihall I as the caftle be, 
Which, built upon a rock, 

When ftorm’d by winds, by rain, and fea, 
Brav’d their united fiiock. 
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ODE IV. 

ON THE PEACE OF l8oi. 

AN IRREGULAR ODE, 

No more dlfcordant tumults rife. 
Nor martial trumpets rend the Ikies, 

Exciting fury in each valorous breaft ; 
No longer carnage ftalks the field ; 
Neglefted lies the fpear and ihield ; 

The earth once more feels univerfal reft. 
No more a flood 
Of purple blood 

Shall inundate the plains : 
The foldier knows 
A calm repofe, 

And peace triumphant reigns. 
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Let now the feftive found 
Of minllrelfy refound; 
Your voices raife on high : 

Let now melodious harps, fweet flutes, 
The tabors gay, and new-ftrung lutes, 

Join in celeftial harmony: 
Let revelry return of peace proclaim. 
And every tongue refound the mirth-infpiring name. 

No more the noify drum alarms, 
No more fifes Ihrilly call to arms. 

See, fee the yet unconquer’d band 
Return to till their native ground. 

Whilft finding plenty crowns again the land. 
Whilft all is joy, fhould there be found 

Some murm’ring wretches, ignorant of good, 
Unfatisfied ? Avaunt, ye men of blood. 
Of a few dirty acres can the gain, 
Won by the blood of many a hero flain, 
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In your inhuman fancies ftand fo high ? 
Would ye for them the murderous war renew ? 
Hence, hence, avaunt! ye hell-infpired crew. 

Who love to hear the groans of agony ; 
To whom ’tis fport to fee a fellow-creature die. 

How like the deity the king appears, 
Who in compaflion to a nation’s tears, 

His glittering conqueft liberally yields 1 
To him now raife 
The fong of praife ; 

Let Briton’s fons rejoice : 
To heaven prepare 
A fervent prayer. 

To pour with humble voice. 
And bow before the throne of the eternal God 

All ye who cities haunt, or dwell in verdant fields ; 
For he has call away the avenging rod. 
And on our ifle propitious deigns to nod. 
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ODE V. 

TO FALSE SENSIBILITY. 

J^ence, hence, thou hypocrite, blaft not the name 
Of Senfibility, it is not thine. 

Thy frigid bofom ne’er 
Felt its ele&ric touch. 

Hence to the ftage, and there difplay thy power; 
Be there thy voice theatrically loud : 

But even there, I ween. 
Thy tones will fail to pleafe :— 

For even there muft nature’s language fpeak. 
No ranter from the audience e’er obtains 

The aftor’s beft applaufe, 
A fympathetic tear. 

B 
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Think’ft thou, by a mere mock of pity’s tones, 
By a mere pageantry of empty words. 

To be eileem’d pofTeft 
Of true humanity ? 

No, whilft from pain and penury thou turn’ft 
Thy eyes averted, with a ftern difguft ; 

Whilft thy obdurate ears 
Shut out affliction’s voice : 

Whilft ne’er in private thy relieving hand 
Seeks out the lonely hut of wretchednefs, 

And pity’s balmy tear 
Ne’er heals the rankling wound :— 

All thy religious pious cant is vain. 
What though fubfcriptions fee thy name infcrib’d 

For many a fplendid gift ? 
’Tis oftentation all. 
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Nor will thy vaunts of feeling more avail: 
No, charity delighteth not in words ; 

Nor does her left hand know 
The gifts her right bellows. 

Tho’ pain’d at fight of human fufferings, 
No wild hylleric Ihrieks her bofom tear : 

Her feelings all are hulh’d, 
Reftrain’d the falling tear. 

Attent Ihe lillens to the tale of woe. 
And weighs each circumftance to yield relief 

Then with an angel’s voice 
Spreads confolation round. 

Tho’ innocent herfelf, (he can forgive 
The erring wretch, and juft allowance make 

For the temptations which 
Stood in the finner’s way. 

Bij 
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No goading bitter taunts, no keen reproach, 
Drops from her mouth, but with perfuafive tongue 

She leads to penitence, 
And peace of mind reftores. 

Such are the mild, unoftentatious deeds 
Of Senfibility : Far otherwife 

Are thine, thou pamper’d child 
Of floth and luxury. 

Thee do the pleafures court: No found of pain 
Isfuffer’d to approach thy tender ear: 

Far from thy gate is driven 
The vi&im of diftrefs.. 
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ODE VI. 

TO CONSCIENCE. 

Bane alone of the unwife, 
Terror of the faulty mind, 

•From thy keenly piercing eyes 
Where (hall guilt a refuge find ? 

If in folitude he roam, 
Alas! he ftill finds thee there :— 

Even in the feftive dome 
Thou appall’ft his foul with fear. 

Though a while full cups of wine 
May drive memory far away, 

And avail thy power divine 
For an inftant to allay : 

B iij 
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Yet, foon as the fumes are pad. 
Thou, a bold obtrufive gueft. 

Wilt, as loud as roars the blaft, 
Speak new horrors to his bread. 

Though to vice and guilt fevere, 
Thou art, confcience, ever mild 

To the man whofe bofom’s clear 
To fair virtue’s artlefs child. 

At thy voice his forrows dy, 
Cheerful thoughts his bread dilate 

Pleafure beams within his eye, 
He defies the frowns of fate. 

Taught by thee, his fancy foars 
Far beyond this vale of woe. 

To thofe bled eternal fhores 
Where unfading flowers grow. 
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ODE VII. 

THE WISH. 

Plutus, to whom bends many a knee, 
I nor require aught of thee, 

Nor yet thy power defpife. 
If uninvited thou doft come, 
Thou fhalt be welcome to my home. 

And I thy gifts will prize. 

Nor will I blindly flint my door, 
To banifh all approach of power, 

Though much I fear her fway : 
Where’er (he can an entrance find, 
She’s apt to tyrannife the mind. 

And drive content away. 
B iiij 
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Nor do I wifh to have my name 
Infcrib’d within the rolls of fame 

For many a warlike deed : 
The din of war delights not me, 
Nor can I with compofure fee 

My fellow-creatures bleed. 

But grant me, heaven, competence, 
Health, cheerfulnefs, and innocence, 

A calm and fnug retreat; 
A cot, a garden, and a grove, 
Where, meditating, I may rove, 

Free from the noon-day’s heat. 

There let me live, unknown to all. 
Save but of friends a circle fmall, 

And thofe my help who need ; 
But chiefly, grant a loving wife, 
A child or two to cheer my life, 

And I am bleft indeed. 
i 
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My books and pen, or pencil, may 
Whilft wife is bufy, children ftray, 

A lonely hour employ. 
With all thefe bleffings, I’ll defy 

- Grief to approach my cottage nigh, 
Or care to damp my joy. 

ODE VIII. 

TO HEALTH. 

Daughter of heaven, Hygeia bright, 
Leave, O ! leave thy kindred Iky, 

Hither downward bend thy flight, 
To th« aid of mortals fly. 

' Come with rofy-dimpled cheek. 
And with lips that fweetly fmile ; 

Lips, that when they move to fpeak, 
Care of all his frowns beguile. 
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Come with eye that, never dim. 
Mocks the luftre of the Ikies, 

And with eafy pliant limb. 
Aptly fram’d for exercife. 

Hither haften, nymph divine, 
Liften to a fuppliant’s prayer :— 

Without thee fee nature pine ; 
Every joy gives place to care. 

Did we but the treafure know. 
Which, poflefling, we defpife, 

We fhould greater pains bellow 
That we might fecure the prire. 

Still we catch at newer joys. 
Which Hill vanilh from our fight; 

Like the vapour that decoys 
Travellers in the gloom of night. 
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Heedlefs of our ruin we fly ; 
Pleafure holds the glittering bait : 

Soon we hold it, and defcry 
That ’tis tinfell’d o’er, too late. 

We have loft thee in our way j 
Ah ! wilt thou no more return ?— 

j Hark ! I hear thee frowning fay, 
“ Ceafe, O man ! thy fate to mourn. 

“ Let thy paffions, tyrants wild, 
“ Reigning with imperious fway. 

Have compalEon on their child, 
“ And the lofs of me repay. 

“ Let ambition, envy, luft, 
“ Anger, jealoufy, and ftrife, 

“ And floth grovelling in the duft, 
“ Fill thy blood with ftreams of life. 
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Let each rarity combine 
“ Thy luxurious board to grace ; 
Let full cups of fparkling wine 
“ Thy enfeebled nerves new-brace. 

When on downy pillow laid, 
“ Let the poppy yield thee reft. 

Which intemperance had made 
“ Of late an unfrequent gueft. 

But from me no longer feek 
“ The bright radiance of thine eyes, 
The bloom which once cloth’d thy cheek, 
“ Or the fmile which care defies. 

With me, vigour, appetite, 
“ Playful cheerfulnefs, are gone ; 
When Hygeia took her flight, 
“ Anguifti, pain and grief came on 
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“ If, O man ! thoud’ft wifh to have 

“ Me with thee for ever live, 
“ Be no more fierce paffion’s flave, 

“ To my laws obedience give.— 

“ If, O man ! abfolv’d from care,, 
“ Thou would’ft with my gifts be bleft,. 

“ Let thy heart each virtue fhare, 
“ And let temperance be thy gueft.” 

THE ACTIVE MAN. 

IN IMITATION OF MILTON’S l’aLIEGR© 

Hence, baneful indolence, 
Of floth and luxury the child forlorn, 

In Turkifti harem born, 
’Mongft pomps and vanities, devoid of fenfe : 
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Seek out fome horrid cell. 

Where pale-fac'd famine, with mad, haggard eyes, 
’Midft toads and ferpents lies ; 

Where want and indigence their vigils keep, 
And time does flowly creep : 

There with thefe monfters miftrably dwell. 
But come, thou goddefs blithe and free. 
Heavenly bom activity ; 
Offspring of wifdom and of fenfe 5 
Sifter of fweet innocence. 
Hafte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Peace and felf-complacency ; 
Health adorn’d with rofy hue, 
Breeding pleafures ever new ; 
Cheerfulnefs with dimpled fmile, 
Ever enemy to guile ; 
And bright learning's awful power. 
Spreading round her precious ftore. 
Here nature may our thoughts engage, 
Whilft flie unfolds her wond’rous page : 
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Here hiftory prefents to view, 
Whatever former ages knew : 
Here ancient authors’ works are found, 
And all around is clafiic ground : 
Here poetry, as thoughts infpire. 
Snatches up the fwelling lyre, 
And utters words that e’en might move 
The Gods to leave the realms above. 
Bring liberty with noble mien, 
Such as is in Britain feen ; 
■Not that enemy of good. 
Who delights in ftreams of blood : 

' Hand in hand be feen with thee 
Virtue’s child, felicity : 

\ And if I bow before your fhrine, 
j Be all your joys and pleafures mine : 
| May I pafs with her and thee, 

Days of bleft utility, 
Which time of all his cares beguile. 
And make the hoary fage to fmile. 



At thy approach, fee jocund mirth 
Flying o’er the gladden’d earth : 
Beneath thy fteps each flower fprings ; 
Plenty to thee her tribute brings; 
By thee the fields with corn are crown’d, 
And orchards with rich fruits abound : 
For thee their fweets the bees prepare, 
And horfe and ox their burdens bear ; 
Whilft the ftrong ploughman gaily plods. 
And turns the yet unfruitful clods ; 
And whilft he whittles, free from care, 
Refponfive birds the concert fhare : 
As near they hop from fpray to fpray, 
They join the mirth-infpiring lay ; 
Or from the ground the larks arife, 
And chaunt, while towering in the Ikies. 
The labourer then, the evening come, 
Turns cheerly to his peaceful home : 
Nor does his wife, whilft he’s away, 
In idlenefs mifpend the day : 
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• Her cottage fwept, her children taught, 
. Forth is the wheel for fpinning brought; 
I And as the flender thread appears, 

A lively fong her labour cheers. 
: Thus paffes each revolving day ; 

! i Thus glide the inftants fwift away. 
Soon as the weftern, fetting fun 
Proclaims the workman’s talk near done, 

i She for her man’s return, with care 
!, Prepares the frugal, wholefome fare : 

II Whilft all the children run to meet 
j Their father, whom with fmiles they greet: 
! Each to outftrip his brother tries, 
I To gain a kifs, the vi&or’s prize : 

! ' Then at their meal with joy they meet, 
I By exercife made doubly fweet; 

j That o’er to their fnug beds they creep, 
; And there enjoy unbroken fleep. 

: At morning’s dawn refrefh’d they rife, 
: Each to his talk again applies : 

C 
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But fir(l to God they grateful raifej 
For bleflings fent, a fong of praife. 
Within their guilelefs minds no room 
Is left wherein dull care might come. 
Their limbs are ftrong, their fpirits free, 
Whilft thou art their gueft, Adlivity  
If fuch the blefiings thou can’ll give. 
With thee, fwset nymph, I mean to live. 
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SONNETS. 

SONNET I. 

TO MRS. BILLINGTON. 

All hail, melodious fyren, whofe fweet llrains 
) Might, Orphean-like, by their rich harmony, 
1 Move even Pluto’s felf, of agony, 
To mitigate the hell-inflifted pains. 

1 Whene’er I feel of care the envenom’d flings, 
May thy enchanting notes “ come o’er my ear 

“ Like the fweet fouth,” as Shakefpeare aptly fings, 
And lull the torments which my bofom. tear. 

C ij 
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Haplefs the man who, void of tafte, can be 
So loft to all the charms of melody, 

As with indifference thy ftrains to hear. 
For me, refponfive to thy varied lays, 
Rofetta’s whimfies now my laughter raife j 

Now o’er Mandane’s griefs I drop a tear. 

SONNET II. 

Parent of every ill, curft Indolence, 
Deftru&ive fyren, whofe enchanting lay 
Draws erring man from the right path aftray, 

And in lethargic flumbers drowns each fenfe : 

Unhappy he, who to thy guileful call 
Hath ever yielded an attentive ear ; 

He like the defert’s noifome weed fliall fall; 
Nor ftiall his tomb be walk’d by friendlhip’s tear. 
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But bleft the man whofe wife activity 
Hath for his wintry feafon, like the bee. 

Laid up within his cell a plenteous ftore. 
In vain the ftorms of life alfault his breaft 
Approving confcience lulls his foul to reft 

And hope points out the ever-peaceful fliore. 

C iij 
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ELEGIES. 

ELEGY I. 

ON THE DEATH OF A TURKEY. 

E legiac mufe, from high Parnaffus hill 
Hither defcend, and guide my mournful quill, 
That I may fing * Dindtmia’s haplefs lot; 
Dindonia, nurtur’d at f Ewartian cot; 
Who by her mailer’s hand was often fed 
With little remnants of the whiteft bread : 
But, ah 1 to feed no more ; for, direful fate. 
Once as fhe ftroll’d, with confcious health elate. 

• From Dindon, French for a Turkey. 
| Ewart Houfe, Colonel St. Paul’s feat in Northumberland. 
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A heavy waggon o’er her body paft, 

! Crufli’d all her bones, and made her breathe her laft. 
Hark, how young turkeys Handing all around, 

1 .Lament her death, and ftrew with teats the ground ! 
See, Peggy cook bewailing her fad lofs, 
And Meg and Bella Hand with hands acrofs. 

' But none can mourn thee with a deeper howl, 
! Than we who were to eat thee, pretty fowl! 
Dindonia’s dead, let yard and rooll refound, 

; And all the kitchen echo back this found. 
Dindonia’s dead, Oh ! deftiny moft hard ! 
'Mourn all mufes of the poultry yard! 

J 
ELEGY II. 

ON A RAT, 
KILLED BY MONKEY, A FAVOURITE CAT, AT EWART. 

Elegiac mufe, who whilom taught my lay 
To fing with mournful voice the haplefs day 

C iiij 
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On which Dindonia, fo the fates had will’d, 
Under a waggon’s heavy wheel was kill’d ; 
Aid me once more, with melancholy tone, 
To draw * Topina’s woe, Topina’s moan ; 
Topina mourning for her mate’s o’erthrow, 
By Monkey, fierceft cat of cats laid low. 
Her little rats fat round her in difmay, 
Whilft from a fink flic pip’d this plaintive lay : 
“ Mourn, O ! my children, mourn your parent’s fate, 
“ And to his foe fwear an eternal hate. 
“ Who erft beheld a happier wife than I; 
“ Who erft than ye a happier family ? 
“ Where is he now that whilom got us bread ? 
“ Alas ! ‘ he’s number’d with the mighty dead.’ 
“ Where are thofe paws that us’d with dexterous fltilf, 
“ To fteal for us fuch dainties ? they are ftill.— 
“ Cold is that heart that erft with fondnefs beat; 
“ Defac’d that phiz, and ftiff thofe pretty feet.— 

* From topo, the Italian for a rat. 
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“ See where his mangled corpfe unburied lies 
“ Let all the fink refound with piercing cries. 
“ And may his fell deftroyer, for this deed, 
“To form a friendftu'p with falfe man fucceed : 
“ When moft he thinks himfelf fecurely bleft, 
“ When by that treacherous race he’s moft careft, 
“ Him for fome trivial fault may they betray, 
“ And may fell hounds his carcafe proftrate lay. 
“ Attend, juft heaven, to my rightful call j 
“ Thus vengeance fall on him for Ratio’s fall.” 

ELEGY. III. 

ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 

Wh y does the heaving figh thy bofom rear ? 
Why fades thy cheek, why drops the fcalding tear ? 
Why lonely thus doft thou delight to roam, 
Where the dark yew o’erlhadows many a tomb ? 
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Heedlefs of all thy friends, to filent woe, 
Why every hour, every thought beftow ? 
Why fliun whate’er thy forrows might allay ? 
Why pine in fohtude thy life away ? 

Eliza’s dead—With her each joy is flown— 
Where (hall I meet with virtues like her own ? 
Where meet again fuch beauty and fuch fenfe, 
Allied to modefty and innocence ? 
Eliza’s dead!—And here I fad remain 
A vidim of defpair, a child of pain. 
No pleafures now this burfting heart receives, 
Save what remembrance of her virtue gives. 
Where’er I ftray, (he’s prefent to my mind ; 
I hear her voice melodious in each wind : 
That voice on which I oft in raptures hung, 
Whilft to the tuneful lute flie fweetly fung : 
That voice, whofe all-perfuafive eloquence 
Oft kindly footh’d the cares of mergence 
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nd whilft her hand was flretch’d from want to fave, 
nhanc’d the worth of what her bounty gave, 
hear her ftill—Could the illufion laft ! 
ut foon imagination’s dreams are paft ; 
nd as they fleetly vanifti from the brain, 
he lofs increafps ftill our load of pain. 

VERSES IN IMITATION OF SWIFT. 

To W*****m G****R, Efq. who deftred the yluthor to 
write a Defcription of a perfectly beautiful IVman's Face. 

l ou bid me, friend, to you rehearfe, 
n all the pomp of lofty verfe, 
iach charm that I Ihould wifli to trace 
Within a perfeft beauty’s face ; 
'rnd likewife draw each grace that nature 
ihould lavifh on her every feature : 



44 
What though the taflc is far from eafy, 
I will this once attempt to pleafe ye. 

Firft, be her locks as carrots red, 
O’er her wan temples thinly fpread, 
Hanging like rat-tails lank with greafe, 
And fmelling rank as mouldy cheefe. 
Next, be her forehead low and fpare, 
All wrinkled o’er, true mark of care ; 
Her brows too, if of thefe pofleft, 
Should like hogs briftles rear their creft. 
Her fmall grey eyes, funk in her head, 
And dim as thofe of filh that’s dead, 
Should, with a lovely fquinting glare, 
Obliquely vacant round them flare : 
Whillt high cheek-bones, of yellow hue, 
Are parted by a nofe, true blue, 
That like a negro’s Ihould be broad, 
And take of fnuff a grimy load, 
Which falling on her livid lips, 
Bemixt with flaver from them drips. 



45 
Her mouth being ftretch’d from ear to ear, 
Like a vaft oven (hould appear ; 
And have of teeth, that yellow (hine, 
A fcatter’d, broken, rotten line ; 
Whilft chin and upper lip are fear’d 
For the rough honours of her beard- 

If this be not a perfect beauty, 
Then fay I’ve not perform’d my duty : 
Take pen and paper from your fhelf, 
.And write a better one yourfelf. 

BEAUTY, A PORTRAIT. 

Her chefnut ringlets fall with natural eafe 
Upon her lofty front, in whofe clear Ikin, 
As fatin foft, and as the lily fair, 
The azure, (lender vein is feen to flow. 
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Her arched eye-brows, like to Cupid’s bow. 

Are ne’er diftorted by difdainful frowns. 
Or fullen lower in an angry mood. 

Her well-form’d eyes of brighteft, darkeft blue, 
That beam intelligence, and fpeak a foul 
Replete with cheerfulnefs, to foftnefs join’d, 
Are guarded by a long and even fence. 
Dark as her chehiut, undulating locks. 

Her lovely cheeks, fuffus’d with nature’s red. 
Lively though faint, though rounded delicate, 
Like to the vernal rofe difclofe the glow 
Of youthful health; and now and then, as fuits 
The inward workings of her feeling mind, 
The expreffive blufh is banifh’d from her cheek, 
Then deeper ftill returns with crimfon dye. 

Her Grecian nofe fpeaks the fame charafter 
Her eyes before declar’d her foul poffeft. 
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Her coral lips, opening with playful fmiles, 

Expofe to view two even rows of teeth, 
Which alabafter’s whitenefs emulate ; 
Whilft round her mouth the cheerful dimple lies.. 

And laft, her oval chin the mafter-ttroke 
Of all-fubduing perfeft beauty gives 
Unto a face, whofe features all difplay 
Of graceful nature th’ unaffefted child. 
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The fix following Pieces were written upon twelve words, 
which were given to the Author to be by him intro- 
duced in the Poems according to the order in which 
they are placed. The twelve words are prefixed to 
the pieces they belong to, and in the courfe of them 
written in italics. 

I. HAPPINESS, 2. FOG, 3. OYSTER, 4. DUMPLING, 
5. STRAW, 6. CARNATION, 7. CUPBOARD, 8. PAN- 

TALOONS, 9. CONCERT, XO. CHURCH, 
II. APPLE, 12. ORGAN. 

O f earthly Happinefs how foon the beams, 
Clouded by care’s thick Fog, like empty dreams, 
Subfide ! And, as a pearl, perfeft and round. 
Within an Ojyfcr-ftiell, is rarely found ; 
Thus, and more rarely, in this varied fcene. 
Of fleeting life a conftant blifs is feen. 
But fince no lafting joys to man are fent, 
Let us each moment catch of gay content; 
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|i Always rememb’ring that the poor and great 
|| Have each their cares affign’d by equal fate, 
*1 Have each their comforts ;—but, by labour gain’d, 
I Thofe of the hardy workman, once obtain’d, 

Give more delight; his Dumplings tafte more fweet 
1 Than all the rich man’s pile of coftly meat: 
S His fleep is founder in his 5/raw-thatch’d cot j 

! His daily cares are in his bed forgot: 
The frefli Carnation, bloom of health, appears 
Upon his manly cheeks ; he feels no fears 

j Lell plund’ring robbers coming in the night 
^Should itrip his Cupboard of its fcanty right. 
j^His ruffet Pantaloons, and fcarlet veil, 
He dons, as foon as Phoebus in the call 
.Proclaims the morn ; the feather’d Concert cheers 
His wonted labours, and falutes his ears; 
.And as he works he joins the tuneful throng, 
'Or fmgs, or whiftles the gay fields among : 
iNext, Sunday come, in beft apparel dreft, 
He the Church repairs with guilelefs bread; : 

9 
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His coat of Apple green, his manly face, 
His chaunts which not the Organ’s notes difgrace, 
His half-check’d glance, as if t’ offend afraid. 
Gain him the heart and hand of his lov’d maid. 

1. PETER. PINDAR, 2. PUDDING, 3. AGAMEMNON, 
4. TALLOW, 5. POISON, 6. FOOL, 7. SAND, 

8. DOCTOR, 9. MULE, IO. GALLIA, 
II. TELL-TALE, 12. REPOSITORY. 

Troll, Peter Pindar, troll no more 
The bold lafcivious fong : 

Thy envenom’d malice now give o’er ; 
Rein in thy rancorous tongue. 

Thy ribald wit, thy oft repeated jeft, 
Will earn no Pudding—they have loft their zeft. 
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Therfites, as old Homer fings, 
Like thee a flanderous knave. 

Mock’d Agamemnon, chief of kings, 
And his reward did have. 

[, Dotard, beware how you your Tallow fpend ; 
r,r; Your light’s near burnt, your life is near its end. 

Thy rhymes like noifome Poi/on fpread 
Their influence around ; 

The wife and good avert their head, 
And ficken at the found : 

’! The Fool, the wicked man, is glad to fee 
j Virtue and genius both attack’d by thee. 

Give o’er before thy Sand is run, 
Give o’er thy wanton lays, 

Whilft dill thou canft behold the fun, 
{Whilft ftill thou feel’ll its rays : 

Whilft ftill thy dying couch no DoQors tend, 
Repent thy life, prepare thee for thy end ! 

Dij 
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But, ftubbom as a Mule, I fear 

Thou wilt no counfel take ; 
Nor on paft fins let fall one tear, 

Nor fair atonement make : 
Thou’lt let th’ irrevocable moments pafs, 
And fliow no fon of Gallia has more brafs. 

Believe me, fool, the hour will come. 
And then thou’lt Ihrink with fear, 

When Tell-Tale confcience, like a drum. 
Shall thunder in thine ear : 

Then (hall thy works appear in thine own eye* 
A fiend-like, damn’d Repofitory of lies. 
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I. PAIL, 2. NAIL, 3. TAIL, 4. SNAIL, 5. FLAIL, 
6. RAIL, 7. TRAIL, 8. SAIL, 9. FAIL, 

10. MAIL, II. HAIL, 12. BAIL. 

Once as a milk-maid, with her Pail, 
Was trudging homeward, labour o’er ; 

“From out the bottom dropt a Nail, 
} And with it dropt the milky ftore. 

iLike the poor dog, who hangs his tail 
When confcious he deferves a blow, 

jShe downcaft walk’d ; or, as a Snail 
{ She flowly o’er the green did go. 

/\s Ihe crept on, the well-known Flail 
With frightful founds aflail’d her ears ; 

jShe thought Ihe heard her father Rail; 
And a cold fweat proclaims her fears. 

D iij 
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Her trembling limbs refus’d to Trail 

Her trembling body to the cot; 
No breeze of hope to fill her Sail; 

No ray was left to cheer her lot. 

“ Alas!” (he cried, “ thus at once Fail 
11 All the bright profpefts of this day 

“ No means are left to pay the Mail 
“ That was to bear me far away. 

“ Our crops too, all deftroy’d by Hail, 
“ How fhall my father pay his rent! 

“ Where can he turn to feek for Bail, 
To keep him from imprifonment !’* 
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—iv— 

I. FEATHERS, 2. GUN-POWDER, 3. METROPOLIS, 
4. FARMER, 5* FIN-CUSHION, 6.PHAETON, 7.WOLF, 

8. SULTANA. 9. PLASTER, IO. FLORA, 
II. HUMILITY, 12. DESPONDENCY. 

Feathers lefs light, lefs fickle are the winds 
Than woman-kind : As quick as Gun-powder 
Is by a fpark blown up ; thus, and more quick 
Their mind from point to point keeps veering round. 
What lately they difdain’d, now moll they prize. 
The gaieties of the Metropol'u 
One while encroach their thoughts: Arriv’d, they figh 
To (hare the pleafures of a rural fcene ; 
To fee the Farmer and his bufy teams 
Tilling the verdant plains : Have they their wilh, 
It is too hot, too cold, too damp to ftir, 
And they mull haften back to town again. 

D iiij 
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Thus each new moment breeds a new caprice. 
Were you to flick in a huge ’Pin-cujhion 
A Angle pin for every change of mind, 
In one fhort day no fpace for pin were left. 
More rafli than Phaeton who trufts the fair: 
Like the keen Wolf in fleecy garb difguis’d. 
Each fair Sultana, with her face bedaub’d 
With Plafer red and white, like Flora deck’d, 
Preys on the heart of poor deluded man. 
Serve with Humility the haughty fex. 
They’ll play upon your love, now fmile, now frown. 
Till cold repulfe, or hopes too oft deceiv’d, 
Have at length drove you to Dcfpondency. 
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—v.— 
1. SOPHA, 2. DIAMOND, 3. HUMPBACK, 4. WIG, 5. Mf- 

SANTHROPE, 6. TAMARINDS, 7. BLOCKHEAD, 8. PE- 
REGRINATIONS, 9. WHIMSICAL, IO. MAGNA- 

NIMOUS, I !• OYSTER, 12. DEVIL. 

When, on my Sopha couch’d, I loll at cafe, 
From all the vanities of life apart, 

Not all the Diamonds India boafts could pleafe. 
Or all the gold of Peru charm my heart. 

What, though no beauties in my form appear : 
Though an Humpback, ftill peace lies in my breaft : 

Though on my hairlefs pate a Wig I wear. 
Still in my bofom dwells eternal reft. 

Though all mankind laugh at my crooked ftiape, 
No Mifanthrope am I, or temper lofe : 

Though I am fcoff’d by many a little ape, 
I ne’er return their mocks by word or blows. 
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As boys love Tamarinds, as women, drefs ; 
As loves the Blockhead nothing elfe but play ; 

Thus, and ftill more I love to cheer diftrefs, 
And guide the lonely wanderer on his way. 

Thus my Peregrinations all do tend 
To find fit objects for my charity : 

Though Whimjical I’m call’d, yet none offend 
Me by that name, fuch my humility. 

I grieve to fee that fcarce one generous mind 
Loves to relieve the opprefs’d, and banifh care 

Few fouls Magnanimous now pleafure find 
In wiping off affliction’s briny tear. 

Many there are, indeed, who loudly fpeak 
Of fenfibility’s refiftlefs power, 

Whofe fouls recoil with dread, who fudden fhriekj 
If barbarous man an Oyfler fhould devour. 
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Such hypocrites as thefe how I deteft ! 

Their heart Hicks not to do the greateft evil: 
Though theirs be beauty’s form, yet in their breaft 

The cunning reigns, and malice of the Devil. 

—VI— 
I. WINTER, 2. SNOW, 3. COTTAGER, 4. HOPELESS, 

5. DREARY, 6. FOREST, 7. BANDITTI, 8. TERROR, 
9. DEATH, IO. ESCAPE, II. RETURN, 

12. HAPPINESS. 

Cold blew the Winter's keen and piercing blaft ; 
j Loud roar’d the angry ftorm, the Snow fell fall; 

Night o’er the earth her darkeft curtain fpread ; 
Whilft Ernest roam’d from the right path aftray ; 
No Cottager was near to guide his way ; 

No friendly hut where he might crave a bed. 

Hopelefs he rode the Dreary Forejl through ; 
At every ftep denfer the darknefs grew, 
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Save when the lightning Ihot a vivid flame. 
Soon of Banditti a fierce horde appear’d ; 
They bid him ftand : The words he fcarcely heard 5 

Unufual Terror ftiook his finking frame. 

Where’er he turns, Death meets his haggart eyes ; 
No profpeft of Efcape before him lies, 

No profpedl of Return : They bind him tight; 
His dreams of Happinefs are done away.— 
See ! they approach—he flarts, he wakes, ’tis day— 

’Twas but a fleeting phantom of the night. 



HENRY y AGNES, 

O R, 

DANGERS OF SUPERSTITION.' 

A TALE IN TWO CANTOS. 

CANTO I. 

ence, Superstition, bane of focial life, 
l Seek out fome rugged defert far from man. 
Where horrid fnakes, and venom’d reptiles creep. 
Where the fell beaft of prey his loath’d abode 
Hath taken up; there ifolated reign 
O’er thefe thy fubje&s fit.—But far from hence j 
Far from this happy country live remote. 
Here mild religion cafts her light around. 
And elevates the mind, as forth ihe holds 
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Her peace-infpired laws, unftain’d by blood, 
Uncramp’d by monkifh arts: Here liberty 
Of confcience, hand in hand with tolerance 
Of divers faith, is found. Here no proud prieft 
Hurls down deftru&ion on the heads of thofe 
Whofe tenets do not with his own agree. 

Where Superftition, haggard witch, refides, 
There hatred, ftrife, and horrid murder Ikulk : 
No ties of blood, no ftrong affections bind ; 
Each link of facial life {he burfts in twain ; 
She cramps all genius, (he all virtue taints ; 
Each loathfome vice is in her company ; 
Affuming ignorance, luxurious floth. 
Cool cruelty, unmanly, dark revenge, 
And fleek hypocrify, her footfleps tend ; 
And while the dagger at the bread. Hie aims, 
She fmiles upon her victim, fyren like. 
E’en love, who o’er the other paflions reigns, 
Defpotic monarch of the human mind, 
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Shrinks back appall’d from fuperftition’s view, 
Like the foft fenfitive from mortal touch, 
And yields fubfervient to her dread commands. 

Where the fam’d Tagus rolls his cryftal ftream 
Through Portugal’s enamell’d flowery banks, 
And runs and mingles with the ocean’s waves, 
Clofe to the impetuous deep a cottage ftood. 
Nature had here her every bleffing fpread : 
The golden orange, and the myrtle fair, 
Spontaneous grew around ; here verdant lawns, 

/Enrich’d with Flora’s varied colour’d gifts, 
t On which rich herds of cattle gaily brows’d, 
Were feen to form the mazy river’s banks, 

\ And reach’d the very fea : Here, beyond thefe. 
Upon an eminence, wide fpreading woods. 
Impervious to the fun’s too potent rays, 

j Nodded their lofty heads. O ! happy fpot, 
Had’d thou ne’er heard, with falfely-foothing voice, 
Dread uiperftition’s call.—Here Agnes dwelt; 
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A beauteous Ample maid, whofe bofom knew 
No guile ; “ * whofe only care to tend her flock,” 
And to her widow’d, aged mother give 
That due attention which a mother craves : 
And thefe, indeed, were joyful, pleafing cares. 
Though frefli and lovely as the opening rofe. 
Her breaft as yet was ignorant of love. 
Though feventeen, (fweet age ! ) no fuitor yet 
Had won the affe&ions of her artlefs mind ; 
All was ferene within. Happy had flie 
Thus evermore remain’d, or had Ihe plac’d 
Her love on one of her own country’s fwains ; 
Or had (he in another land been born, 
Where prieftcraft, and its mifchief are unknown. 
One day as forth (he droll’d upon the beach. 
She heard afar a mighty crafli, and (hiieks 
Of perfons in diftrefs ; (lie look’d around. 
And, (huddering, faw a gallant veffel wreck’d 
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Again ft a rock which rofe amid the deep. 
All the crew perilh’d in the dread abyfs, 
Save but one haplefs youth, whofe nervous arms 
The angry furges beat. She anxious watch’d 
Wbilft he was ftriving ’gainft the oppofmg waves, 
And often faw him fink, and dreaded left 
He fhould no more arife : But joyful foon 
Again (he mark’d his head above the main. 
Thus for a while did her kind bofom heave 
With hopes and fears alternate. Sometimes he 
Had nearly reach’d the ftiore, and then a wave, 
Impetuous rolling, wafti’d him back again. 
Long time the conflict lafted ; but at length. 
Fainting with conftant toil, the youth was thrown 
Upon the fands where Agnes trembling flood. 
She thought him dead a while, and pitying bent 
Her tearful eyes over his manly face, 
Though pale, ftill lovely. As (he earneft gaz’d, 
She heard him breathe, and joyful call’d for aid 
To bear the failor to her friendly cot, 

E 
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Where fhe might tend him with far better care. 
Soon her endeavours did fuccefsful prove 
To call his fleeting fpirit back again. 
He op’d his eyes, and flaring wild around, 
“ Where am I ?” he exclaim’d. “ Have I efcap’d 
“ A watery grave ? Or is this paradife, 
“ And this an angel come to feal my blifs ? 
“ You fhake your heads, and Anile at my conceit. * 
“ For my efcaping from the angry gulph 
“ Be firft my orifons to God addreft, 
“ Whofe guardian power guided me to ftiore, 
“ And to my flnews gave their needful ftrength. 
“ And next do you, kind friends, accept my thanks ; 
“ A fcanty recompence for care like yours; 
“ But all I have to give, a ftranger here. 
“ At home I have fome friends, whofe grateful heart* 
“ Will joyfully return you better thanks 
“ Than merely empty words, though of a foul 
“ Opprefs’d by kindnefs they the language fpeak.”— 
“ Talk not to us of recompence, my fon,” 
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The ag’d Theresa, mother to the maid, 
' In fmiling accents laid. “ To a good mind 

“A pious deed ay brings its own reward. 
[ “ But run, my Agnes, run, my daughter dear, 

“ Our gueft now needs fome little nourhhment.” 
\ Thus fpake the prudent dame ; thus kindly they 
f Receiv’d the (hipwreck’d Henry to their cot: 

I Nor would they hear of his departure thence, 
; Until he had his helplefs ftate made known 
; Unto his friends, and got from them relief. 

Each time he drove to make acknowledgments 
|) They ftopt the effufions of his ardent mind: 
ill They would not let him fpeak ; but much his eyes 
' Confeft the feelings of his honed heart. 
’ Ere long he lov’d, and drove not to redrain 
;• The pleafing fentiment: He blindly thought 
| ’Twas only gratitude indam’d his bread. 

Nor was the gentle Agnes more at eafe. 
r Under foft pity’s name the paffion grew ; 

And innocence of mind it friendftup call’d. 
E ij 
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Thus was young Henry’s love with love repaid ; 
Unconfcious both.—But foon the mother faw. 
And joy’d to fee the mutual flame arife : 
For long experience foon had pointed out 
The youth’s intrinfic value ; and flie wifh’d, 
By giving him her daughter, to fecure 
To both a happy lot. Thus mortals err; 
And whilft they think they journey in the path 
Which leads to happinefs, they hurry down. 
With zeal impetuous, fell deftru&ion’s road. 
Thus did Theresa. On a foltmn fealt, 
Whilft Agnes was at mafs, ftie Henry fought. 
And thus with fmiles benignant him addreft : 
“ You love, my fon—Why need you blufh, young man 
“ She who has gain’d your heart is worthy fure 
“ Of all your beft affections ; and I think 
“ (’Tis fuppofition all) that ftie repays 
“ You with an equal flame : Nor (hall you find 
“ Me carelefs of your welfare.—But, my friend, 
“ Before you urge unto my child your fuit, 
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Hear the conditions on which ibe is your’s ; 
The urgent reafons of them I’ll point out, 
As I unfold to you my hiftory.  
Such then they are :—You muft with care difguife 
That you’re a Proteftant, until you’ve reach’d 
Your country’s blefled fliores, where freedom reigns 
And you muft bear me there, for much I long 
To vifit once again that mueh-lov’d land : 
For I’m (be not furpris’d) a native too 
Of Albion’s ifle, a child of Albion’s church. 
My father was a merchant of fmall note, 
Living in London, mart of all the world ; 
And my poor hufband was a trader from 
This hateful country, fo it is to me : 
He knew my father well, and often came 
To our dwelling : But, to be ihort, we lov’d. 
We both were young, alas ! and little thought 
Of difference of faith. . My parents too, 
Attra&ed by the fplendour of the match, 
(For Lopez was a wealthy merchant’s fon, 

E iij ' 
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“ And had an only brother in the church) 
“ Gave their moft glad confent. Without delay 
“ Our hands were join’d in wedlock’s holy bond. 
“We had not long been married, ere there came 
“ A letter from our brother in thefe words : 
“ Our father, Lopez, has with anger heard 
“ Of your engagement, which he will forgive 
“ But on thefe terms:—You muft both haften home 
“ Your wife muft promife to conceal her faith, 
“ Which flie with eafe may do, as I can pafs 
“ For her confeffor ; and your children muft 
“ Be given to our fire, to be by him 
“ Brought up as beft he wills. On thefe hard terms 
“ (For much I feel them hard) he will forgive. 
“ I faid before we both were very young j 
“ And I muft own that thefe conditions then 
“ Did not unto our thoughtlefs minds appear 
“ So very onerous.—We haften’d here, 
“ And were receiv’d, if not with cordial joy, 
“ At leaft with no refentment for the paft. 
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Oar brother was moft kind ; to him I owe 
The fliare of comfort that I’ve tailed here : 
For though a prieft, he is not bigotted; 
His liberal mind thinks virtue can exift 
In every fe6l. Not fo his father was : 
In him religion caft a gloom around ; 
And I foon felt his hate of me, which fprung 
From fuperllition’s influence alone. 
Agnes was born foon after we came here : 
Nor would my cruel father e’er permit 
That I flrould nurfe my child, which foon as born 
Was fnatch’d from my fond arms, and was confign’d 
To mercenary care, far from my view : 
Nor was I e’er allow’d to fee my girl. 
A year after her birth my hufband died ; 
And I had left this country to return 
Into my native land, had not the tie, 
The facred tie of mother (though debarr’d 
From feeing of my infant) ftill compell’d 
Me to remain within this hateful place. 

£ iiij 
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Two years ago my cruel tyrant died, 
And left his fon the guardian of my child, 
Which on his death-bed he permitted ihould 
Be given to my care, if I would vow 
To hide my lov’d perfuafion from her fight. 
I foon embrac’d my girl, and found fhe far 
Surpafs’d my fondeft hopes: She has no faults. 
Save only one—fhe is, my deareft fon, 
A flave to fuperftition ; and therefore, 
Whilft here the power of crafty priefts furround, 
’Tis better that you hide your faith from her. 
In England you’ll be fafe.—I have difclos’A 
Unto her uncle all that I intend 
And if you have her love, he will perform 
(Though much he wifh’d it otherwife) the rites; 
And will pretend to be your beadfman too. 
Thus have I open’d to you all my heart: 
Do you approve the plan that I have form’d ? 
Or have 1 blindly thought that you did love ?” 
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CANTO SECOND. 

Thus fpake the dame.—Th’ enraptur’d Henry vow’d 
Obedience full; then fought his Agnes fair, 
And fued her love ; nor fued he long in vain. 
They once agreed, there needed no delays 
Of marriage-fettlements : Nor did the maid. 
Through an affecited modefty, protract 
The happy day. The good Rinaldo foon 
Was call’d upon to join in Hymen’s bands 
A pair whofe hearts love had already bound. 
For one (hort month the beauteous Agnes knew 
True happinefs, nor had a Angle wilh 
Ungratified. Her time paft fwiftly on 
Serene and calm, like an autumnal day 
Undarken’d by a cloud—Though happy too, 
Her hulband wifh’d a veflel might be found 
To bear them to his country ; for his foul, 
Too open for deceit, could but ill brook 
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The neceffary cheat.—Theresa join’d 
Her anxious wiih to his. Thus matters flood, 
When, dread event, Rinaldo was one morn, 
Seiz’d by a fudden fit, found dead in bed. 
What pen or tongue can in true colours paint 
Theresa’s, Henry’s confternation, at 
This horrid news, horrid indeed to them.— 
What they fhould do, and whom to truft, engrofs’d 
Their every thought; they flood on flippery ground ; 
Were in a country given up to priefts, 
Who never would forgive an impious fraud 
Committed ’gainfl their church. This they knew well, 
And foon perceiv’d the danger of their Hate ; 
On this whene’er alone they full difcours’d. 
Whilfl they demurr’d, unknowing how to adl, 
Agnes had pitch’d upon another priefl, 
A ft rift Dominican, Anselmo call’d, 
Who darkly plotted to effeft their ruin. 
He was a man who might with truth be faid 
To be in every point the oppofite 
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To good Rinaldo ; for he had a foul 
Well vers’d in cunning, malice and deceit; 
A fenfual hypocrite 5 he would not ftick 
At any crime, if fecret, to enjoy 
His luftful appetites; and add to this, 
He was befides an hidden officer, 
A prowling fpy of that atrocious bar, 
The Holy Brotherhood. He long had lov’d 
(If fuch impure defires e’er as his 
Could with the name of love be dignified) 
Henry’s fair fpotlefs wife ; but knew too well 
’Twere needlefs to reveal his impious flame ; 
So therefore lodg’d it fafely in his bread, 
Till a fit time Ihould come to give it vent. 
In the mean time, under the fpecious garb 
Of piety audere, he drove to gain 
Over her mind a firm afcendancy ; 
And foon flic thought him all he feem’d to be j 
For how fliould nature’s fimple child fee through 
A man, who could deceive the mod profound 
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Obfervers of mankind? To penetrate 
The mazy windings of his callous heart 
Had been a talk beyond the powers of man. 
Even Theresa and her fon once thought 
To truft him with their fecret; but they fear’d 
His zeal too ftrong in his religion’s caufe 
To be their friend. Long he fufpefted them ; 
But whilft Rinaldo liv’d, durft not avow 
The thoughts his bread conceal’d : He met with fmiles* 
And commendations fleek, thofe whom his hate 
And rancorous malice plotted to deftroy ; 
And thus had lull’d them to fecurity. 
One day, when Agnes had confefs’d herfelf, 
He faid, “ No doubt, my daughter, but you can 
“ Banifh the ill reports about your friends. 
« Why have they never lince Rinaldo’s death 
“ Been at confeffion, or attended mafs ?”— 
“ I know not, holy father,” (he replied ; 
“ Nor had I ever mark’d the omiflion, till 
“ You mention’d it.”—“ You know it not, good God,” 
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Me iighing cried, and lifed up his eyes 

! -And hands devout to heaven : “ Much I fear 
“ The fatal rumour then is fully true : 

! “ From Britain they both came, are Britifh bom, 
“ And in that wretched and apoftate land 

\ “ Molt people have thrown off allegiance due 
1 “To mother church, and have moft deep imbib’d 
| “ Notions heretical againfl. her peace, 

“ For which they are without remiffion loft, 
' “ Unlefs they quick recant.” At thefe dread words 

The unhappy Agnes grew moft ghaftly pale. 
) “Be not alarm’d,” the artful prieft exclaim’d : 
^ “ Perhaps my judgment errs ; or if ’tis true, 

“ They may be yet reclaim’d : But, deareft child, 
| “ Compofe yourfelf, and firm confide in me. 

“ You muft go home, and try to folve our doubts. 
; “ Ufc every means, (all means are lawful, fure, 

“ When meant to fave the fouls of them we love) ; 
\ “ Each method try to liften privately 

“ To their difcourfe ; then haften back to me, 
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« And we’ll devife fome way t’ enfranchlfe them 
“ From the deep gnlph upon whofe brink they hand.” 
Thus the infidious monfter fill’d her foul 
With poifonous doubts, which ne’er had entrance found 
But for his wiles, in her once peaceful breaft ; 
Peaceful, alas ! no more. She home return’d, 
Diftrafted at the thought, that thofe (Ire lov’d 
Could be apoftates to the mother church. 
But (he difguis’d her feelings, and too foon 
She found, alas ! an opportunity 
To rid herfelf of her incertitude. 
Frozen with horror at the impious truth, 
She frantic rufh’d to feek the artful pried, 
And with heart-breaking fighs to him difclos’d 
The dreadful tale. He prais’d her pious zeal. 
Conjur’d her to be calm : “ My fuffering child,” 
He added, “ Liden to a friend’s advice ; 
« Calm thofe emotions of your tortur’d bread : 
« If to my guidance you give up yourfelf, 
« All may as yet be well, and they redor’d 
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“ Into the bofom of th’ indulgent church. 
“ Againft a violent evil we muft ufe 
“ A violent remedy : Befides, your foul 
“ Is an accomplice in their heinous crime, 
“ If that you do refufe to give them up 
“ To the humane and charitable hands 
“ Of our mod holy fathers, in whofe love 
“ To all their Chriftian brethren you may truft. 
“ Then let us without lofs of precious time 
“ Depart for Lifbon, where we will make known 
“ Unto the holy brotherhood thefe fails.” 
Agnes had nothing ready to objeil 
Againft this fpecious plan ; for, from her youth 
Brought up in reverential awe towards 
The Inquifition, (he fear’d worfe than death 
Th1 offending them ; and fuperftitious zeal 
Had ta’en fo fail a hold of her young mind, 
That though her gentle nature fhudder’d at the thought, 
And her affeilions ftruggled with her dread, 
Yet, what (he thought her duty, ftrengthen’d by 
The infidious arguments Anselmo us’d. 



At length prevail’d—Th’ infatuated wretch 
Became th’ accufer, murderer of thofe 
She dearly lov’d.—They foon were dragg’d in chains 
Before the bloody court, and on their frank 
Confeffion of their faith, and firm refolve 
Not to abandon it, they both were doom’d 
To be the victims of confuming flames. 
Nor could young Henry, as an Englifliman, 
Efcape his deftiny, feeing he had 
Under the name of Catholic efpous’d 
The wretched Agnes.—She knew not their fate : 
Anselmo fed her with illufive hopes. 
Until the morning came on which they were 
Condemn’d to fuffer at the cruel ftake : 
Then he reveal’d the fatal truth, and tried 
By fuperftition’s aid to fteel her heart. 
But now too late, her eyes at once were op’d 5 
She faw th’ abyfs in which fhe’d plung’d herfelf: 
“ Ah! wretch,” fire cried, “ No longer think t’abufe 
“ My credulous weak mind : Somewhat within, 
“ An energetic monitor, reveals 
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“ That the Almighty Being not delights 
: “ In fuch inhuman, bloody means as yours. 
[ “ He tells me I have done a deed which muft 

“ Bring down perdition on my guilty head.— 
i “ If fuch my lot, what then muft be thy fate 
I “ Who drov’ft me to deftruftion ? Woe to me 1 
“ And, woe to thee, thou bloody monfter! Woe 
“ To all thy brethren !” As fhe raving fpoke 
Thefe incoherent words, the beat of drums 

; Proclaim’d the murderous work begun : She fhriek’d ; 
i And breaking from th’ aftonifti’d father’s hold, 
| She, maddening, haften’d to the fatal fpot, 
■ Where the confuming fire already had 

Seiz’d on the vi&ims of her fanatifm ; 
And there arriv’d, fire rufti’d with rending cries, 

i No one fufpe&ing what fhe meant to do, 
Upon the fcaffold where her Henry died ; 
Then headlong threw herfelf into the flames, 
And there was join’d in death to thofe file kill’d ; 
Leaving a fhocking inftance to the world, 
Of all the ills which Superstition breeds. 

F 
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FIRST CHAPTER OF ECCLESIASTICUS 
PARAPHRASED. 

From thee, Jehovah, mighty Lord of hofts, 
Firfl: wifdom came, and evermore lhall dwell 
Near thy eternal throne. Who can prefume 
The fands to number of the vafty deep, 
Or fcan the drops of rain, or calculate 
Eternity ? Who can find out the height 
Of heaven’s ftarry dome, the breadth of earth, 
The depths of ocean’s waves, of Wifdom, who ? 
She from the firfl:, by the Eternal Word, 
With Prudence was created : Hence arofe 
Her facred origin ; hence all her ways 
Are everlafting laws, and fix’d commands. 
To whom hath Wifdom’s root been (hown, or who 
Hath known her counfels : Who hath underftood 
Her great experience ? Sure there is one, 
And greatly to be fear’d—the living Lord, 
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j Sitting upon his throne. ’Twas he alone 

Created her, and “ * faw that fhe was good 
[ And number’d her, and pour’d her o’er his works, 
j Now with each foul according to his gifts. 

But chief with thofe who love the Lord, fhe dwells. 
* The fear of God is honour, glory, joy, 
I A crown of happinefs : The fear of God 
S Maketh the heart to leap, the lips to fing, 
l And lengtheneth our days. Who feareth God, 
I . Profperity attendeth to the grave. 

And the Lord’s favour fmooths the bed of death, 
ix To fear the Lord is the firft flep that leads 
ji To Wifdom’s courts : She with the faithful was 
| E’en in his mother’s womb ; and fhe has feal’d 
(With man, and with his feed for ever more, 

An everlafling bond of amity. 
; To fear the Lord is Wifdom’s harvefl time ; 
I With her rich fruits are hungry mortals fill’d ; 

* Genefif. 
Fjj 
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And with her ftores their granaries abound. 
Who fear the mighty Lord, they crown their head 
With Wifdom’s brighteft wreath : She maketh peace 
And perfedt health to flourifh in their houfe. 
Wifdom, like rain, fkill, underftanding pours ; 
Exalts to honour thofe who hold her fait. 
The fear of God fprings from her root, her boughs 
Are length of days : She driveth far away 
Iniquity ; wrath from her fight recoils. 
A furious man cannot be juftified : 
On his own head he hurls deftrudtion down : 
His anger unreftrain’d (hall on himfelf 
Heap the full load of ruin. Far otherwife 
Shall Patience be rewarded : For a while 
She bears affiiflion’s gripe ; but afterwards 
Full tides of heavenly joy her bofom warm. 
She for a time in filence bears with grief, 
But many lips her wifdom fpeak aloud. 
The parables of knowledge all are found 
In Wifdom’s treafures: But of godlinefs 
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The fcoffing (inner hates the very name. 
If, man, thy bofom after Wifdom yearns, 
Obey the will of the Omnipotent, 
And he will give her thee : For in his fear 
Is deep inftru&ion found, and virtue learnt. 
In faith and meeknefs is the Lord’s delight. 
Wherefore, when poor, diftruft not thou his name 
Nor, as a hypocrite, in mortals fight 
Approach his altar with a double heart i 
But heed the words thou fpeak’ft. Nor yet exalt 
Thy (elf above thy merit, left thou fall 
Diflronour’d in the eyes of God and man ; 
The fecrets of thy fiinful heart made known. 
And the deceit of thy proud bofom bar’d. 

Fiij 
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SONGS. 

song r. 

TO LADY F S H  

JLet other fwains attune their lay 
To fing, if fuch their will is, 

Their Daphnes, and their rofes gay, 
And eke their Amaryllis : 

Let them on pipe or oaten reed 
Their various charms difplay : 

A nobler theme my mufe decreed, 
That I Ihould fing of Hay. 

One fweet the purple violet yields, 
Another boafts the rofe } 

The fimple lilies of the field 
A different fweet difclofe. 
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The various flowers that we find, 

A various charm difplay ; 
But every beauty is combin’d. 

And every fweet in Hay. 

Ye blafts that would too rudely blow, 
Avoid the hallow’d place 

Wherein this favour’d Hay doth grow, 
And fliine with every grace. 

Thou fcorching fun, approach not nigh, 
With all-confuming ray, 

To fade that bloom which fades the eye 
In this unrivall’d Hay. 

SONG II. 
Air—Seize life''t glad moments. 

Seek not to fee through 
The veil which covers future days; 

Enjoy the prefent, 
Whilft youth around you plays. 

F tnj 



38 

Let hope with fweet illulions glow. 
Expelling eveiy thought of woe, 
During this pilgrimage below. 

Where life is but a dream. 
Seek not, &c. 

From every flower 
* Let’s fip the ne&ar, leave the reft 

And whilft we’ve power. 
Let pleafure be our gueft. 

Of life the moments are but few, 
And fcant the fun-beams in our view. 
But let us ftill their light purfue, 

And revel in their gleam. 
Seek not, &c. 
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SONG III. 

Additions to—Away <with Melancholy. 

Let revelry, let pleasures, 
Beneath our footfteps fpring ; 

Thefe are the only treafures: 
Then merrily, merrily ling, 

Fal-la. 

Let fancy’s dreams furround us, 
And hope with fluttering wing 

Fly gaily Hill around us, 
Whilft we wiH merrily ling, 

Fal-la. 

With youth and health before us, 
Away dull care we’ll fling, 

We’ll join in feftive chorus, 
And merrily, merrily ling, 

Fal-la. 
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SONG IV. 

THE QUESTION. 
FROM THE ITALIAN. 

Lycoris gave to me a wreath. 
Made up of flowers gay ; 

And foon as Nyfis faw the gift, 
She bore it quick away. 

Ye fliepherds tell, which moft of love 
The kindeft proof did (how ; 

The nymph who floje the wreath away, 
Or did the wreath beftow ? 
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CANZONETTA. 

Un ferto di fiori 
Lycori mi die; 

E Nice cortefe 
Lo prefe da me : 

Che piu del fuo cuore 
L’Amore moftro 

Che i fiori mi tolfe 
O me gli donno. 
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SONG V. 

FROM THE ITALIAN GALATEA OF SECRET!• 

Before the fun’s all-powerful light 
Hath chas’d away the lhades of night, 
Whether I roam the woods among. 
Sweet Echo anfwers to my fong ; 
Or by the rivulet, or in the dale, 
She far refounds my plaintive tale : 
But neither meadow, llream, or grove, 
Can give relief, or cure my love. 

The verdant lawn, the fliady tree, 
No peace, alas ! can give to me ; 
The gentle ftream that murmuring flows, 
Seems feelingly to fpeak my woes ; 
And Philomel with plaintive tone 
Mingles my forrows with her own. 
Not all thefe fcenes my heart can move, 
Nor give relief, nor cure my love. 
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CANZONETTA 
DE LA GALATEA DI FLORIAN TRADOTTA I» ITALIANO 

PER SECRETI. 
Pria che i rai del fol nafcente 

Rendan’ chiaro Paer fofco 
Gia nel plan, nel rio nel bofco 

A1 affanno mio dolente 
Piange PEcho per pieta 

Ma il rio, il piano, il bofco 
Niun conforto al fin’ mi do. 

Verde fuol, ombre di piante 
Pace piu non truovo in vuoi; 
Turbo il rio col pianto, e fuoi 

Lai con mici trifle ed errante 
Lufignuol mefcendo va 

Ma il bofco, il piano, il rio 
Niun conforto al fin mi da. 
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SONG VI. 

FROM THE SAME. 

M y fheep they are the only care 
This Ample bofom knows ; 

For them my mind is joy’d to find 
Where a clear fountain flows. 

All night I doze in calm repofe ; 
No dreams my fleep moled ; 

No caufe have I for tear or figh ; 
No cares diflurb my red. 

Soon as the dawn of early morn 
Begins to gild the fkies. 

With fpirits gay I hail the day, 
And from my couch arife. 
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UN ALTRA DA IL MEDESIMO. 

La fola cura, e 1’ unico dlletto 
Di quefto petto-fon le peccorelle— 
Quando per quelle-una fontana rara 
Pura, abbondante e chiara 

A fcoprir vegno 
Parmi acquiftare un regno ; 

E-fon contenta—Sepolta in quiete lenta 
In dolce obblio 

Paffo la notte ; ed il mio 
Sonno e boftante ; poi -quando roflegiantc 

Alfin I’Aurora il del indora 
Lieta forgo, e mai defio ne guai 

Il cor tranquillo ingombra : 
Cofx viver difgombra 

Vo di pene ; fprezzando le catene. 
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I fcorn the pains, and idle chains. 
And eke of love the joy, 

Whom poets ling, though no fuch thing, 
A beauteous little boy. 

In truth you’ll find him old and blind : 
But he’s not now my care : 

My lambkins dear feed without fear ; 
My dog the wolf fhall fcare. 

If perchance Love fhould hither rove, 
And dare to cope with me, 

In fpite of dart, and all his art, 
This crook ftiall make him flee. 
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Ed il van diletto del fanciulletto 
Qual fi pinge amore 
Ma per errore 

Poich’ e vecchio e duro, or io nol curfe 
E voi care agnellette, le verdi erbette 
Contro il lupo fcorte, del raio can' forte 

In ficur’ta pafcete 
Se colla rete 

Il rio fanciul m’afTale 
La paftorale 
Mia Bacchetta a volo 
Con fifchio folo 
Ben fuggir farallo. 

G 
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SONG VII. 

A TRANSLATION FROM THE FRENCH. 

-T ar from thee, my only treafure, 
I lhall foon relign my breath: 

Love of thee was life, was pleafure ; 
Love of thee will caufe my death. 

If by fate for ever parted, 
Still to thee I’ll conftant prove ; 

And when I die broken hearted, 
My laft words (hall fpeak of love. 

In this lonely foreft ftraying, 
I fought reft for my poor heart; 

But far from my pains allaying, 
Solitude increas’d the fmart. 

This fcene ’fore my memory placing 
A fpot to our bofoms dear, 
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ROMANCE TIREE DE GONZALVE DE CORDOVE, 
PAR FLOR1AN. 

Loin de toi, ma Felicie, 
Je fens que je vais mourir ; 

L’ amour foutenoit ma vie, 
L’ amour va me la ravir. 

Mais pour toi toujours le meme, 
Quand je fubirois mon fort, 

Je dirois toujours je t’aime, 
Et puis j’attendrois la mort. 

Au pied de cet ancien chene 
Je crus trouver le repos ; 

Loin de foulager ma peine 
Je n’ai fait qu’aigrir mes maux. 

Cette foret me r’appellc 
Des lieux chers a nos deux caeurs, 

G ij 
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And the dove her woes retracing. 

Forces from my eyes a tear. 

That fair ftream whofe limpid waters 
Murmuring flow fo nigh to me, 

As o’er rocks its fpray it fcatters 
Babbles plaintive tales of thee. 

Every where I, Love, perceive thee, 
Hear thy voice in every wind : 

Nor can reafon undeceive me ; 
Still thou’rt prefent to my mind. 

SONG VIII. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Ye lafies who kind hearts pofleffing, 
And faces call in beauty’s mould, 

Haften to reap of love the bleffing. 
And leave refle&ion to the old. 
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i J’entends une tourterelle, 
Et je fens couler mes pleurs. 

Ce ruiffeau dont 1’onde pure 
S’ecoule tout pres de moi, 

! Quand j’entends fon doux murmure 
Je crois qu’il parle de toi. 

| Partout je vois mon atnie 
i Sans fonger dans ma douleur • 

Que ma chere Felicie, 
N’eft ici que dans mon coeur. 

CHANSON. 

Jeunes beautes aux regards tendres, 
Aux minois fait pour tout charmer, 

Gardez vous bien de vous defendre 
Centre le doux befoin d’aimer. 

G iij 



102 

Leave thofe to difcourfe about reafon 
Whofe temples are whiten’d through time 

And pluck ye, whilft youth is the feafon, 
The blufhing rofe juft in its prime. 

This cup, which now flowing with pleafure 
Kind Cupid prefents to your lips, 

Ah ! feize it! ye know not the treafure 
She finds there frefh beauties who fips. 

Leave thofe, &c. 

Whilft youth and the graces furround you, 
Ah ! do not thus pleafure delay ; 

The loves which now flutter around you, 
When age comes, will vanifti away. 

Leave thofe, &c. 
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Laiffez a I’hyver de la vie 
Murir lea fruits de la raifon ; 

Et ceuillez la rofe jolie, 
Lorfque la rofe eft de faifon. 

Goutez la coupe enchanterefle 
Qui infpire la volupte ; 

Elmire une tendre foiblefle 
Ajoute encore a la beaute. 

Laiflez a, &c. 

Jeune fille a quinze ans fauvage, 
Softpire a trente, il n’eft plus terns; 

Aimer eft le fruit du bel age, 
Le privilege du printems. 

Laiffez a I’hyver, &c. 

G iitj 
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CHARADES, tfc. 

W hat word is there in Englilh found 
Which little fignifies ; 

Yet in great wealth it mufl; abound. 
For all within it lies ? 

—II.— 
My firft, the coy and blufliing maid 

Will often anfwer, though 
She would the contrary have faid. 

But durft not anfwer fo. 
My fecond is a general name 

For whatever we fee : 
To guefs my whole now be your aim. 
And ftill ’twill nothing be. 



—Ill— 

My firft would like my fecond tunelefs be, 
Unlefs my laft call’d forth its melody. 

Oft, from my firft, we read in Homer’s fong, 
That valiant heroes rag’d their foes among, 

And the fwift javelin caft ; 
Whilft far remov’d from bloody fcenes like thefe, 
My fecond dances on his mother’s knees, 

Or rolls upon my laft. 

—V— 

My firft oft fhines on Chloe’s ivory breaft, 
Fattens her zone, or fits her treffes nigh; 

My fecond by the fair is often preft, 
Oft yields her reft, and lulls each anxious figh, 
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My laft, when pierc’d by Chloe’s fnow-white hand, 
Receives without a groan the pointed fteel j 

My firft it keeps fecure, at her command. 
Till drawn from thence her beauties to conceal. 

My firft from his miftrefs no man likes to hear ; 
My fecond denotes furprife, pain, or fear ; 
My laft lov’d the vine, and from thence he gave birth 
To all jolly topers we’ve had fince on earth. 
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TO CHARLES MORSE, ESQ. 
with Nicholson’s chemical dictionary. 

Accept this book, a pledge of friendfliip—true ! 
But poets fay that friendfhip’s but a wind 

That follows fortune’s gay, unthinking crew. 
And leaves the poor and wretched far behind. 

Could this book teach thee by its chemic art 
To folve the inmoft fecrets of my mind. 

To analyfe the feelings of my heart, 
Thoud'ft there the errors of the poets find. 
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Douze Mots en Francois fuivant la Regie 
contenue Page 48. 

I. GRENOUILLE ; 2. JACOBINS ; 3. NERON ; 4. * MATTE- 
FAIMS } 5. LENTILLES ; 6. UNICORNES ; 7. SAUCE ; 

8. PISTOLET ; 9. CHIENDENT ; IO. TOUR- 
BILLON j 11. BOISiRIE ; 12. ASPERGE. 

Sors ! fors de 1* Helicon, O ! mufe favorable ! 
Ou comme une Grenouille on te voyoit dans 1’eau ; 
Viens m’infpirer des vers fur un ton redoutable 
Centre les Jacobins, et ce Neron nouveau ; 
Ce fameux Robertfpierre, un tyran qui tout pille 
Qui de fes enemis faifoit des Mattefaims, 
Et qui les envoyoit fans potage aux Lentilles 
Vifiter de Pluton les filentieux confins 
Un poete autrefois avoit befoin de feindre 

* Mattefaims, a kind of cake.—Old French. 
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1 Pour embellir fes vers des dragons effrayans; 

I Unicornes, gryphons, vous les voyez tous peindre, 
j Et mettre a toute Sauce des monftres difFerens. 

Mais notre fiecle, helas! fans fiftion trop abonde 
En monftres deftrudeurs, en monftres devoraus; 
Songez a Robertfpierre envoyant hors du monde 
Plus prompt qu’un Pijlolet des milliers d’innocent 
A ce fameux tyran pour un terns tout profpere, 
Mais le fort inconftant lui fit malgre fes dents 
Avaler a la fin pilule plus amere 
Que ne font les bouillons de Creflbn, ou ChiendenU 
Tout d’un coup fe changea la fortune enemie, 
Semblable au Tourlillon foufflant avec fureur 
Qui brife d’un palais et murs, et Boiferie 
Elle le fit tomber du haul de fa grandeur 
Comme une Afperge cheoit de deffus fa racin 
Des qu’elle a du couteau fenti 1’acier tranchant 
Ainfi fon chef tomba, tranche par la machine 
Dont il avoit tant fait un ufage fanglant. 
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—II.— 

i.tyran; 2. fauteuil; 3. embuscade; 4. cruchej 
5. ARC-EN-CIEL ; 6. ENFER ; 7. MARMELADE; S. PI- 

ERRE 5 9. ARTICHAUD ; IO. VOYE-LACTEE } 
II. SCIPION ; 12. GLAND. 

Tremblez ! tremblez Tyrans\ ni vos Fauteuils d’etat* 
Entoures tout autour d’un eflaim de foldats ; 
Ni vos fceptres fumans du fang de 1’innocence 
Ne vous mettent a 1’abris d’une prompte vengeance. 
Partout eft Embufcade, et piege en vos chemins. 
Et fur vos pas partout marchent des affaffins: 
En allant trap a 1’eau la Cruche enfin fe caffe, 
Trop de forfaix enfin am£nent la difgrace ; 
Ainfi qu’un Arc-en-c'iel par fes vives couleurs 
Du peuple epouvante r’affure tous les cceurs, 
Votre trepas viendra faire naitre la joye ; 
Et YEnfer s’ouvrira pour avaler fa proye. 
Les grandmeres fetant un jour auffi charmant 



Ill 

Donneront Marme'tade a leur petits enfants 
Sur la Pierre funebre au lieu de la trifteffe 
On entend refonner que des chants d’allegteflc 
Point de pleurs, point de cris, chaq’un va fon chcmins 
Bouillis ies Artichaux, et fait cuite fon pain 
Sans s’informer du tout fi votre renommee 
Vous aura tranfporte jufqu’ a la Voye-laSee 
Et fans s’embarrafler fi jamais votre riom 
Sera joint a celui d’Alexandre, ou Scipion 
Le Gardeur de Cochons fes Glands ceuille barbare, 
.Sans fonger fi vous ites aux bords du noir Tenare. 
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*• CRAPAUD ; 2. PITT ; 3. * VERGOGNE ; 4. SCARA- 
MOUCHE ; 5. AMBROISIE ; 6. CHARBON ; 7. f BIS- 

TOURIS ; 8.CONSTITUTION ; 9. J mephiboset ; 
10. PLANTAIN ; I I. ARQUEBUZE ; 

12. COCHENILLE. 

Commk un afFreux Crapaud au fouffle envenime 
L’cnvie ofe attaquer la vertu la plus pure 

Du grand Pitt les talens par elle decries 
Sont couverts de Vergogne, et de honte, et d’injure. 

Par chaque Scaramouche attaque, dechire, 
Son nom jadis aime devient un mot de halne 

Tel du merite, helas ! eft le fort aflure 
Tels furent les § guerdons d’une vie de peine. 

* Vergogne, fliame. f Biftouris, a furgical inftrument. 
$ Mephibofet, an ill looking fellow. 
§ Guerdons, rewards.—Old French 
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Lui qui fembloit jadis, admis au rang des DIeux, 

Meriter de gouter Ne£lar, et Ambroifte ; 
\ Qui d’un peuple attendris emportoit tous les vceux 
l A prefent tout d’un coup voit fa gloire avilie. 

Comme un Charlon ardent le peuple avec fureur 
Pourfuit de 1’orateur le brillant caraftere 

L’Envie a noirs cheveux lui plante dans le cceur 
Un Bijlouris aigu qui le force a ce taire. 

! “ O ! trop ingrat pays, pour ta Conjlitutfon.” 
\ S’ecria ’til enfin, “ J’ai travaille fans ceffe ; 
“ Tu me delaiffes done, O ! ma chere nation, 

“ Malgre tous mes travaux, mes foins, et ma tendreffe. 

Chaque Mephibofet eleve dans ton fein 
“ Fait agir centre moi une injufte colere : 

“ Ah ! leur reffentiment n’aura ’til point de fin ? 
<l Ne ferois je jamais tranquille en Angleterre ? 

H 



Semfclable a ces oifeaux qui confervent le gram 
“ En delruifant les vers, et puis pour leur falaire 
Iln ceudlant dans les pres quelques brins de Plantain, 
“ D’un bon coup 6.’Arquebuze on les mets vite a terre. 

Ainfi dans mon pays (des mechans preferve 
“ Par mes Coins) je me fens atteint de calomnie 

Comme la Cochenille au chene tient de pres, 
“ A mes pas malheureux s’attache ainfi 1’envie. 



THOUGHTS ON THE 1ST OF JANUARY 

What mean thofe fliouts of mirth ; 
What great occafion gives their utterance birth ? 
What mighty conqueror returns from war, 
Bearing the marks of many an honour’d fear. 
Rich with the fpoils of all the vanquifh’d earth ? 
Alas ! ’tis time, who from mortality 

Hath ftolen another year. 
Then why this joy, whence this hilarity ? 
Why fmiles the eye that ought to drop a tear t 
To drop a tear—not for affli&ions paft— 
Not for the (hortnefs of a life of woe— 
Not that we’re haftening to the heft, the laft. 
The only refuge human care can know— 
Nor that to heaven we approach more near. 

Then wherefore drop a tear ? 
H ij 
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No, whilll the feraph Hope, with fmiling face. 

In lively colours paints our future days, 
We undifmay’d departed ills retrace, 

A.nd hail of blifs to come th’ aufpicious rays ; 
Whilft to our fancy, cloth’d in endlefs light, 
The Chriftian’s heaven appears, and charms th’ enrap- 

tur’d fight. 
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BOUQUETS. 

A MADAME B S. 

Vous ofFrir un bouquet c’eft vous faire un outrage, 
Vous poffedez deja la plus belle des fleurs ; 

Dans Pauline Pon voit de la Rofe I’image, 
Elle en a la beaute, elle en a la fraicheur j 

Et Jofephine auffi, bouton eclos a peine, 
Un peu de terns pafle fe devellopera ; 

Plus d’un amant viendra foupirer fous fes chaines, 
De plus d’un ceeur foumis elle triomphera. 
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A MADEMOISELLE PAULINE B- 

Ces fleurs qui d’un brillant eclat 
Charment les yeux, et 1’odorat 

De votre beaute font 1’image : 
Leur regne ne dure qu’un jour 
Le votre durera toujoura 

De la vertu c'eft 1’apanage. 

MUNDELL & t, PRINTERS. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 5:3. line 5. for tail read Tail in italics. 
60. 5. haggart read haggard. 
93. 7. do read da. 
97. 4. curfe read euro. 
99. title, Gonzalve de Cordove read Bliom- 

b£ris. 
no. 10. epouvante read epouvant<5. 
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