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VERSES 

TO THE 

AUTHOR. 

O W let the atheifl: tremble; thou alone 
Can bid his confcious heart the Godhead own. 

Whom ihalt thou not reform ? O thou haft feen, 

■How God defcends to judge the fouls of men. 

Thou heard’ft the fentence how the guilty mourn, 

Driv’n out from God, and never to return.' 

Yet more, behold tea thoufand thunders fall. 

And fudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball: 

When nature funk, when every boit was hurl’d, 

Thou faw’ft the boundiefs ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain. 

And fulphur fell on the devoted plain; 

. The patriarch thus, the fiery tempeft part. 
With pious horror view’d the defart wafte; 

h The reftlefs fmoke ftil! wav’d its curls around, 
, For ever rifing from the glowing ground, 

ii But tell me, oh! what heav’nly pleafiire tell, 

To think, fo greatly, and defcribe fo well! 

: How waft thou pleas’d the wond’rous theme to try. 

And find the thought of man could rife fo high? 

Beyond this world the labour to purfue, 

And open all eternity to view ? 

But thou art beft delighted to rehearfe 

Heav’ns holy diftates in exalted verfe: 



VERSES TO THE AUTHOR* 

O thou haft power the .harden’d heart to warm, 

To grieve, to raife, t<*. terrify, to charm; 

To fix the foul on God; to teach the mind 

To know, the dignity of human kind; 

By ftrifter rules well-governed life to fcan. 

And pradtife o’er the angel in the man. 

IVlagd. Goll. Oxon. T. WART ON. 

To a- L A D Y, with the L A S T D A Y„ 

MAD A M, 

O' ERE facred tnrths, in lofty numbers told,, 
The profpect of a future ftate unfold: 

The realms of night to mortal view difplay, 

And the glad regions of eternal day. 

This daring author fcorns, by vulgar ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthiefs praife. 

Bull of her glorious theme, his towiring mufe. 

With gen’rous zeal, a nobler flame purities: 

Religion’s caufe her ravifh’d heart inipires. 

And with a thou land bright ideas fires; 
Tranfports,her quick, impatient, piercing eye,. 

O’er the ftrait limits of mortality, 

To boundlefs orbs, and bids her fearlefs foar,. 
Where only MILTON, gain’d renown .before; 

Where various Irenes alternately excite 

Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 

Thus did the Mufes fmg in early times, 

Ere (kill’d to flatter vice, and varnifli crimes:. 



To A LADY, WITH THE LAST DAY. J; 

Their lyres were tun’d to virtuous fons alone. 

And the chafte poet, and the pried, were one. 

But now, forgetful of their infant date, 

They loothe the wanton pleafures of the great: 

And from the prefs, and the licentious ftage, 

With lufcious poilbn taint the thoughtlefs age; 

Deceitful charms attract our wond’ring eyes, 

And fpecious ruin unfufpefted lies. 

So the rich foil of India’s blooming fhores. 
Adorn’d'with lavilh nature’s ehoiceft (teres, 

■ Where ferpents lurk, by flow’rs conceal’d from light. 

Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 

Thefe purer thoughts from grofs alloys refin’d. 

With heavenly raptures elevate the mind : 

Not: fram’d to raife a giddy fhort-liv’d.joy, 

Whofe falfe allurements, while they pleale, dertroy; 

But blifs refembling that of faints above. 

Sprung from the vifion of tK’ almighty love: 

Firm, folid blifs, for ever great and new, 

, The more ’tis known, the more admir’d, like you; 
Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing fweetnefs, unaffefted wit, 

And all the glories of your fparkling race, 

I,While inward virtues Heighten every grace. 

: By thefe fecur’d, you will with pleafure read 

Of future judgment, and the rifing dead; 

“ Of time’s grand period, heav’n and earth o’er-. 

“ thrown ; 

And gafping nature’s laft tremendous groan.” 

Theft, when the liars and liui finll be no more 

Shall beauty to your ravag’d form reltore: 

A 4 



it To A LADY, WITH THE LAST DAY. 

Then Ihall you fhine with an immortal ray, 

Improv’d by death, and brighten’d by decay. 

Pemb, Coll. Oxon. T. TRISTRAM. 

TO THE AUTHOR, 

ON HIS 

LAST DAY AND UNIVERSAL PASSION. 

AND mull it be as thou haft iimg, 
Celeftial bard, feraphic YOUNG ? 

Will there no trace, no point be found 

•Of all this fpacious glorious round ? 

Yon lamps of light, muft they decay ? 

On nature’s felf, deftruftion prey ? 
Then fame, the moft immortal thing 

Ev’n thou canft hope, is on the wing. 

Shall NEWTON’S fyftem be admir’d, 
When time and motion are expir’d ? 

Shall fouls be curious to explore 
Who rul’d an orb that is no more ? 

Or Ihall they quote the pictur’d age, 

From POPE’S and thy correftive page. 

When vice and virtue lofe their name 

In deathlefs joy, or endlefs Ihame? 



TO THE AUTHOR. 

While wears away the grand machine, 

The works of genius (hall be (een : 

Beyond, what laurels can there be, 

For HOMER, HORACE, POPE, or THEE? 

Thro’ life we chafe, with fond purfuit, 

What mocks our hope, like Sodom’s fruit 

And hire, thy plan was well defign’d, 

To cure this madnefs of the mind; 

Firft, beyond time our thoughts to rai(e; 

Then lafh our love of tranfient praife. 

In both, we own thy doctrine juft; 

And fame’s a breath, and men are dull. 

I73<5. J- 

A 3 
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THE 

:L AST DA Y. 

B O G K I. 

Ipfe pater, media riimbarum in nofte, comfea 
Fulmina molitur dextra. Quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit: fugere fern;; et mortaiia corda 
Per gentes humilis flravit jravor.  Virg. 

r HIL E others fing tlie fortune of the great; 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of ftate; 

With Britain’s hero * fet their fouls on fire, 
And grow immortal as his deeds infpire, 
I draw a deeper fcene : a fcene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 
The world alarm’d, both earth, and heav’n o’erthrowu. 
And gclping nature’s laft tremendous groan; 
Death’s ancient feeptre broke, the teeming tomb, 
The righteous judge, and man’s eternal doom. 

’Twixt joy and.pam I view the bold defign, 
And alk my anxious heart, if .it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious liars or fun, 
Is far beneath my daring : I.look down 
On all the fplendors of the Britijh erown. 
This globe is for my verle a narrow bound,; 
Attend me, all the.glorious worlds around ! 

A 4 

The Duke of Marlborough, 



3 THF LAST DAY. Boo k L 

O! all ye angels, howfoe’er disjoin’d, 
Of every various order, place and kind. 
Hear, and affift a feeble mortal’s lays; 
'Tis your eternal King I drive to praife. 

But chiefly thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whole throne archangels proftrate fall; 
If, at thy nod, from dil'cord, and from night. 
Sprang beauty, and yon fparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt e’en me; all inward tumults quell; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind difpel; 
To my great fubjeft thou my bread infpire, 
And raife my lab’ring foul with equal fire. 

Man, bear thy brow aloft, view ev’ry grace 
In God’s great offspring, beauteous nature’s face: 
See fpring’s gay bloom; fee golden autumn’s dore 
See how earth fmiles, an'd hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cumbrous mail, 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies fail. 
Here forefls rife, the mountains awful pride; 
Here, rivers meafure climes, and worlds divide; 
There, vallies fraught with gold’s refplendent feeds. 
Hold kings, and kingdom’s fortunes, in their beds : 
There, to the Ikies, afpiring hills afcend. 
And into didant lands their fhades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleets; of fleets the pride, < 
See Europe’s law, in Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole earth’s vad landfkip unconfin’d, . 
Or view in Britain all her glories join’d. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raife; 
’Twill raife thy wonder, but tranfcend thy praife. 
How far from ead to wed ? the labouring eye 
Can fcarce the didant azure bounds defery : 



Book I. THE LAST DAY. 9* 
Wide theatre! where tempefts play at large, 
And God’s right hand can all its wrath difcharge. 
Mark how thofe radiant lamps inflame the pole. 
Call forth the fealbns, and the year control': 
They fhine thro’ time, with an unalter’d ray: 
See this grand period rife, and that decay : 
So vaft, this world’s a grain; yet myriads grace,, 
With golden pomp, the throng’d ethereal fpace; 
So bright, with fuch a wealth of glory ffor’d, 
’Twere fin in heathens not to have ador’d. 

How great, how firm, how facred, all appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years! 
Yet all muft drop, as autumn’s ficklieft grain, 
And earth and firmament be fought in vain: 
The tract forgot where confteliations (hone, 
Or where the Stewarts fill’d an awful throne: 
Time (hall be flain, all nature be deftroy’d, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner, or later, in fome future date, 
(A dreadful ftcret in the book of fate!) 
This hour, for aught all human wifdom knows. 
Or when ten thoufand harvefts more have roft; 
When feenes are chang’d on this revolving earth, 

1 Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands. 
And (if man’s fin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the ftill bufy world is treading o’er 
The paths they trod five thoufand years before, 
Thoughtlefs as thofe who now life’s mazes- run, 
Of earth diflblv’d, or an extinguifh’d fun; 
(Ye fublunary worlds, awake, awake! 
Ye rulers of the nations, hear and Ihake!} 



IP THE LAST DAY. Boo'S I 

Thick clouds of darknefs Ihatl arife on day; 
In fuddcn niglit all earth’s dominion’s lay; 
Impetuous winds the Scatter’d forefls rend ; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted Ihore; 
A fanguiue fiain tire idver moon o’erfprcad; 
-Darkneis the eircie of -the fun invade; 
From inmoft heav’n'incelTant thunders roll, 
And the ftrong echo bound from pole to pole. . 

When, lo, a mighty trump, one half conceal’d 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal’d, 
Shall pour a dreadful note; tlie piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 
Th’ extended circuit of creation (hake. 
The living:die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh pow’rfnl blaft ! to which no equal found 
‘Did e’er the frighted ear of nature wound, 
Tho’ rival clarions have been drain’d on high. 
And kindled wars immortal thro’ the (ky, 
Tho’ God’s whole enginery difeharg’d, and all 
The rebel angels bellow’d in their fall. 

Have angels finn’d? and fhail not man beware? 
How lhall a fon of earth decline the fnare ? 
Not folded arms, and flacknefs of the mind, 
Can promife for the fafety of mankind: 
None are fupinely good: thro’ care and pain. 
And various arts, the deep afeeut we gain. 
This is the feene of combat, not of red, 
Man’s is laborious happinefs at bed; 
On this fide death his dangers never ceafe, 
His joys are joys of conqued, not of peace. 



Book ‘I. T'H E LAST DAT. II 

If then, obfequious to the will of fate, 
And bending to the terms of human ftate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
•When beauty fmiles, or grandeur Ipreads her charms, 
The confcious foul would this great fcene difplay, 
-Call down th’ immortal holls in dread array. 
The trumpet found, the Ghrilfian banner fpread, 
And raife from filent graves the trembling dead-; 
Such deep impreflion would the picture make. 
No powh on earth her firm refolve could fha'ke-; 
Engag’d with angels (he would greatly Hand, 
And look regardlefs down on fea and land-; 
Not proffer’d worlds her ardour could reftrain, 
And death might (hake his threat’ning lance in vain! 
Lier certain conqucft would endear the fight, 
And danger ferve but to exalt delight. 

Inftrufted thus to fliun the fatal fpring, 
Whence flow' the terrors of.that day I fing; 
More boldly we our labours may purfue. 
And all the dreadful image let to view. 

The fparkling eye, the lleek and painted breaft. 
The burnifh’d fcale, curl’d train, and riling ere ft, 
All'that is lovely in the noxious fnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake : 
'The fting once drawn, his guiltlefs beauties rife 
In pleafmg luftre, and detain our eyes; 
We view with joy, what once did horror move, 
And ftrong averfion loftens into love. 

Say .then, my mufe, -whom difmal feenes delight^ 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to.dare 
The laft extremes of terror and defpair; 



THE LAST DAY. Book I. IZ 

Oh fay, what change on earth, what heart in man, 
This blacked moment fince the world began. 

Ah mournful turn ! the blifsful earth, who late 
At leifure on her axle roll’d in date; 
While thoufand golden planets knew no red, 
Still onward in their circling journey pred; 
A grateful change of feaf'ons fome to bring, 
And fweet viciffitudc of fall and fpring : 
Some thro’ vad oceans to conduct the keel, 
And fome thofe watiy worlds to fink, or fwell: . 
Around her feme their fplendors to difplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 
This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav’n’s darling child, and fav’rite of her God, 
Now looks an exile from her father’s care, 
Deliver’d o’er to darknefs and defpair. 
No fun in radiant glory dunes on high; 
No light, but from the terrors of the iky : 
Fall’n are her mountains, her fam’d rivers lod. 
And all into a fecond chaos tod : 
One univerfal ruin fpreads abroad; 
Nothing is fafe beneath the throne of God. 

Such, earth, thy fate : what then cand thou afford 
To comfort and fupport thy guilty lord ? 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How mud he bend his foul’s ambition down ? 
Prodrate, the reptile own, and difavow 
His beaded datum, and affuming brow ? 
Claim kindred with the clay, and curie his form,. 
That fpeaks didinftion from his dder worm ? 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 
.Lord, why dod thou forfake, whom thou had made ? 



Book I. THE LAST BAY. 

Who can fuftain thy anger ? who can (land 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 
It flies the reach of thought; oh fave me, Pow’r 
Of pow’rs fupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
Thou, who beneath the frown of fate haft flood, 
And in thy dreadful agony fweat blood; 
Thou, who for me, thro’ every throbbing vein, 
Haft felt the keeneft edge of mortal pain ; 
Whom death led captive through the realms below, 
And taught thofe horrid myfteries of woe; 
Defend me, O my God! oh fave me, Pow’r 
Of pow’rs fupreme, in that tremendous hour! 

From eaft to weft they fly, from pole to line. 
Imploring (belter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming feas to fweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaflionate 1 y deep : 
Seas caft the monfter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but prifon up for wrath to come. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown ; 
While death fits threat’ning in his prince’s frown. 
His'heart’s difmay’d ; and now his fears command. 
To change his native for a diftant land: 
Swift orders fly, the king’s fevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the lea; 
The port he feeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted fword. 

But why this idle toil to paint that day ? 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the diftrefs. 
The height of eloquence would make it lefs; 
Heavens! how the good man trembles!— 



THE EAST DAY. Bios I. 14 

And is there a I.aft Day? and muft there come 
A fure, a fix’d, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition fwell; and-, thy proud fails to fhow, 
Take all the winds that vanity can blow; 
Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ftand, 
And reach an India forth in either hand; 
Spread all thy purple citifters, tempting vine. 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright beauty, thine; 
Shins all; in all your charms together rile; 
That all, in all your charms, I may defpife, 
While I mount upward on a ftrong defire. 
Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glOry to be quite involv’d f 
To fmile at death ! to long to be diftolv’d! 
From our decays a pleafure to receive! 
And kindle into tranfport at a grave!' 
What equals this ? And ihall the viftor now 
Boaft the proud laurels on his loaded brow? 
Religion! Oh thou cherub, heav’nly bright 1 
Oh joys unmix’d, and fathomlefs delight! 
Thou; thou art all; nor find Tin the whole 
Creation aught, but God and my own foul.. 

For ever then, my fold, thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praife him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduft blame, 
And flulh my confcious cheek with fpreading fhame ? 
They all for-him purfue, or quit, their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow’r fufpend ; 
la folid heaps th’ unfrozen billows ftand. 
To reft and filence aw’d by his command: 
Nay, the dire monfters that infeft the flood. 
By nature dreadful, qnd athirft for blood. 



Rods I. TH.E LAST D A.Y. r-5 

His will can calm, their favage tempers bind,- 
And turn to mild proteftors of mankind. 
Hid not the prophet this great truth maintain. 
In the deep chambers of. the gloomy main ; 
When darknefs round him all her. horrors fpread; 
And the loud ocean bellow’d o’er, his head ? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies. 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riie; 
When now the foaming furges, toft on high, 
Diftjiefe the lands beneath, and touch the iky;' 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaft,. 
Look back with terror on their aflions part;: 
Their courage fickens into-deep diftnay. 
Their hearts,., thro’ fear and anguiili melt away; 
Nor tears, nor pray’rs, the tempeft can appeaie;. 
Now they devote their treafiire to the leas;. 
Unload their lhatter’d.barque, tha’. richly fraught,. 
And think, the. hopes of life, are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold;, but oh, the ftorm fohigh! 
Nor gems nor gold the. hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling prophet then, themfelves to fave,. 
They headlong plunge into the briny, wave.;. 
Down he defcends, and,. booming, o’er his head. 
The billows clofe; he’s number’d with the dead.., 
(Hear, O ye juft! attend, ye virtuous few.!, 
And the bright paths of.piety puriue) 
Lo! the great Ruler, of the world,. from high, , 
Looks fmiling down with a.propitious eye,. 
Covers his fervant with his gracious hand. 
And bids .tempeftnous nature filent ftandy 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place. 
Or kindly, fold him in a foft embrace: 



THE LAST DAT. Book I. 16 

He bridles in the monitors of the deep : 
The bridled monfters awful diltance keep : 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey ; 
And gniltlefs gaze, and round the ftranger play. 

But itill arife new wonders; nature’s Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his powerful word, 
And calls the great leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his ftate; 
Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound, 
Makes the fea fliake, and heav’n and earth refound; 
Blackens the waters with the rifing fand, 
And drives vaft billows to the diftant land. 

As yawns an earthquake, when imprifon’d air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his jaws enormous fize; 
The prophet views the cavern with furprife ; 
Meafures his monflrous teeth, 'afar defcry’d. 
And rolls his wond’ring eyes from fide to fide: 
Then takes pofleffion of the fpacious feat, 
And fails tecure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleas’d the northern blaft to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; 
Or falls immers’d into the depths below, 
Where the dead filent waters never flow; 
To the foundations of the hills convey’d, 
Dwells in the fhelving mountaia’s dreadful flnade : 
Where plummet never reach’d, he draws his breath, 
And glides ferenely thro’ the paths of death. 

Two wond’rous days and nights thro’ coral groves, 
Thro’ labyrinths of rocks and fands, he roves: 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 



Book I. T H E LAST D A Y. V* 

It fees the king of waters rife and pour 
JHis facred gueft uninjur’d on the there : 
. A type of that great bleffing, which the.mufc 
fTn .bsr .next labour ardently puriues. 

-f, 

; 

u 



T H 

L A ST DA Y. 

BOOK II. 

  ’E* yatti: i\7r!ZofiH t( fccoc tX05» 
KTroixo/iivuv' «V/crw it Stsl TtXiStvrca. 

Phocyl. 

i. e. 

  We hope, that the departed will rife again from 
the drift: after which, like the gods, they will be 
immortal. 

N O W man awakes, and from his filent bed, Where he has flept for ages, lifts his head; 
Shakes off the flumber of ten thoufand years, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whate’er the bold, the ralh, adventure coft, 
kl wide eternity I dare be loft. 
The mufe is wont in narrow bounds to fing. 
To teach the fwain, or celebrate the king. 
I grafp the whole, no more to parts confin’d,, 
I lift my voice, and fing to human kind : 
I fing to men and angels ; angels join, 
While fuch the theme, their facred fongs with mine. 

Again the trumpet’s intermitted found 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 



I 

Book II. THE LAST DAY. 19. 

An univerlal concourfe to prepare 
i Of all that ever breath’d- the vital air : 
In fome wide field, which active whirlwinds fweep3. 
Drive cities, fore'lls, mountains, to the deep, 
'To finooth and lengthen out til’ unbounded fpace, 

! And fpread an area for all human race. 
Now monuments prove faithful to their trull. 

And render back their long committed dull. 
Now charnels rattle; fcatter’d limbs, and all 
The various bones, obfequious to the call, 
Self-mov’d, advance; the neck perhaps to meet 
The diftant head ; the dillant legs the feet. 

1 Dreadful to view, fee thro’ the dufky (ky 
fragments of bodies in confufion fly,- 

’To dillant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deferted members, and complete the frame. 

When the world bow’d to Rome’s almighty fword^ 
Rome bow’d to Pompey, and confefs’d her lord. 
Yet one day loth this deity below 
Became the fcorn-and pity of his foe. 
His blood a- traitor’s facrifice was made, 
And fmok’d indignant on a ruffian’s blade. 
No trumpet’s found, no gafping army’s yell, 
,J3id, with due horror, his great foul farewel. 
■Obfcure his fall! all welt’ring in his gore. 
His trunk was calf to perilh on the fhore! 
While Julius frown’d the bloody monller dead, 
'Who brought the world in his great rival’s head. 
This fever’d head and trunk lhall join once more, 
Tho’ realms now rife between, and oceans roar. 
The trumpet’s found each vagrant mote fhall hear, 
!0r fix’d in earth, or if afloat in air, 

b a 



*0 THE LAST DAY. Book il. 

Obey the fignal wafted in the wind, 
And not one deeping atom lag behind. 

So {warming bees, that on a {'ummer’s day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 
Charm’d with the brazen {bund, their wand'rings eijfJj 
And, gently circling, on ,a bough ddeend- 

The body thus renew’d, the conlcious foul, 
Which has perhaps been flutt’ring near the pole. 
Or midft the burning planets wond'ring Bray'd, 
Or hover’d o’er where her pale corpie w as laid; 
Or rather coafted on her final Bate, 
And fear’d or wifli’d for, her appointed fate : 
This foul, returning with, a conftant flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 
Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound* 
The fprings maintain an ever La (ring round. 

Thus a frail model cf the work defign’d 
EuB takes a copy of the builder’s mind. 
Before the Biutrure firm with laBing oak, 
And marble bowels of .the folid rock, 
Turns the Brong arch, and bids the columns rite. 
And bear the lofty palace to the Ikies ; 
The wrongs, of time enabled to furpafs, 
With bars, of adamant, and ribs of brals. 

That ancient, facred, and illuBrious * dome, 
Where Icon or late fair Albion’s heroes come, 
f rom camps, and courts, tho’great, or wife, or jufi, 
To feed the worm, and moulder into dull; 
That folemn manfion of the royal dead, 
Where palling Haves o’er Beeping monarchs tread, 

* WeBminBer-Abbey,. 
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' Now populous o’erflows: a numerous race 
1 Of riling, kings fill all th’ extended Ipace: 
A life well-fpent, not the viftorious fword, 
Avrards the crown, and Ililes the greater lord. ■ 

Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth, 
I Labours with man to this his iecond birth; 
1 But where gay palaces in pomp arife, 
i And gilded theatres invade the Ikies, 

Nations. Ihall wake, whole unreTpected bones' 
Support the pride of their luxurious foils. 
The mod magnificent and coftly dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No fpot on- earth, but has lupply’d a grave, 

i And human Ikulls the fpacious ocean pave. 
] All’s full of man ; and at this dreadful turn, 

The fwarm Ihall iffue, and the hive (liall burn; 
Not all at once, nor in like manner, rift: 

: Some lift with pain their ilow unwilling eyes : 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light. 
And bids the grave, and call for lading night. 
Others, whole long-attempted virtue flood 
Fix’d as a rock, and broke the ruibing flood, 
Whofe firm refolve, nor beauty could melt down, 

»■ Nor raging tyrants from their poftiire frown ; 
^ Such, in this day of horrors, Ihall be feen 

To face the thunders with a godlike mien; 
.The planets drop, their thoughts are fix’d above; 

* The centre flakes, their hearts difdain to move ;: 

i An earth diliblving, and a heav’n thrown wide,, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide, 
Serene they view, impatient of delay, 
And blefs the dawn of everlafting day, 
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Here, greatnefs profh'ate falls; there, ftrength gives 
place; 

Here, lazars fmile; there, beauty hides her face. 
Chriftians, .and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans Hand, 
A blended throng, one undiftinguilh’d band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir’d. 
With zeal for their diftinft perfuafions fir’d, 
In mutual friendlhip their long dumber break. 
And hand in hand their Saviour’s love partake. 

But none are flufh’d with brighter joy, or, warm 
With jufter confidence, enjoy the florin, 
Than thofe, whole pious bounties, unconfin’d, 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 
In that illullrious rank, what fhining light 
With fuch diftinguiih’d glory fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful mufe, that homage fhow, 
Which to fuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham! Fox! Chichley! hail, illuftrious * names, 
Who to far diftant times dilpenfe your beams; 
Beneath your (hades, and near your cryftal fprings, 
I firfl prefum’d to touch the trembling firings. 
All-hail, thrice honour’d! ’Twas your great renown 
To bids a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you rife, eternally to fifine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God! Oh how (hall mortal raife 
.His foul to due returns of grateful praife, 

* Founders of New College, Corpus-Chrifti, and 
All-fouls, in Oxford; of all which the author was a 
member. 
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For bounty lb profufe to human kind. 
Thy wondrous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who, fome few years ago, was left 
Than worm, or mite, or lhadow can expreft, 
Was Nothing; (hall 1 live, when ev’ry fire 
And ev’ry flar (hall languiih and expire ? 
When earth’s no more, ihall I furvive above. 
And thro’ the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I (land, 
See new worlds rolling from his fpacious hand, 
Where our adventurers (hall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how Michael fung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join, 
And celebrate the depths of Love Divine! 

But oh 1 before this biiftful (late, before 
ITh’ afpiring foul this wondrous height can (bar, 

The judge, defcendjng, thunders from afar, 
And all mankind is fummon’d to the bar. 

This mighty feene I next prefume to draw : 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe. 
Expect not here the known fucceftful arts 

I; To win attention, and command our hearts ; 
Fiction, be far away; let no machine 

1 Defcending here, no fabled god, be feen ; 
Behold the God of gods indeed defeend, 
And worlds unnumber’d his approach attend ! 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whofe ample fpace 
Muft entertain the whole of human race. 
At heav’n’s all-pow’rful editt is prepar’d. 
And fenc’d around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o’erflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below ; 
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And ev’ry age, and nation, pours along ; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam falates his youngeft fon ; no lign 
Of all thole ages, which their births disjoin. 

How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ? 
"What volumes have been fwell’d, what time been fpenir,, 
To fix a hero’s birth-day, or deicent ?. 
What joy muft.it now yield, what rapture raife. 
To fee the glorious rate of ancient days ? 
To greet thofe worthies, who perhaps have ftood 
llluftrious on record before the flood ? 
Alas ! a nearer care your i«ul demands,. 
CaTar unnoted in yam: prefenee ftands. 

How vaft the concourfe! not in number more 
The waves that break on the reibunding fnore, 
The leaves that tremble in the fhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the fbangled vaults above : : 
Thofe overwhelming armies, whole command 
Said to one empire, Fall; another, Stand 
Whofe rear lay wrap'd in night, while breaking dawn.- 
Rouz'd the broad front, and call’d the battle on : 
fheat Xerxes’ world in arms, proud Cantne’s field, 
Where Carthage taught viftorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree. 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam’d Ramillia’s hbft, 
They all are here, and here they all are loft : 
Their millions fw.ell to be difeem’d in vain. 
Loft as a billow in th’ unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air. 
For judgment, judgment, fons of men, prepare! 
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Earth (hakes anew ; I hear her groans profound;- 
And hell through all her trembling realms refound. 

Whoe’er thou art, thou greateft pow’r of earth, 
Bled with mod equal planets at thy birth ; 
Whofe valour drew the moikfuccefsful fword, 
Mod realms united in one common lord ; 
Who, on the day of triumph, faidd, Be thine 
The fleies, Jehovah, all this world is mine : 
Dare not to lift.thine eye Alas ! my muie, 
How art thou lod ? what numbers canft thou chufc ? 

A hidden blulh inflames the waving Iky, 
And now the crimfon curtains open fly ; 
Lo ! far within, and far above all height, 
Where heav’n’s great lovereign reigns in worlds of light, 
Whence nature he informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works furvey, 
Creates, fupports, confounds! where time, and place, 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, 
Wait humbly at the footdool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod; 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl. 
At random on this aif-fufpended ball 
(Speck of creation :) if he pour one breath,. 
The bubble breaks, and ’tis eternal death. 

Thence iflliing I behold (but mortal fight 
Suftains not inch a milling fea of light!) 
I fee, on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublimely rais’d, heav’n’s everlafting Son ; 
Crown’d with that majefty, which form’d the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl’d. 
Virtue, dominion, prabe, omnipotence. 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
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A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiack, winds its light. 
Night fhades the folemn arches of his brows. 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where-e’er ferene, he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expeft, or find, a paradife : 
But if refentment reddens their mild beams. 
The Eden kindles, and the world’s in flames. 
On one hand, knowledge (bines in pureft light ; 
On one, the fword of juftice, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in fport, prelent the reed ; 
Now tell the fcourg’d impoftor he (hall bleed ! 

Thus glorious thro’ the courts of heav’n, the lource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courfe ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 
Th’ angelic hod is rang’d in bright array : 
Some touch the firing, fome ftrike the founding (hell. 
And mingling voices in rich concerts fwell; 
Voices feraphic; blefs’d with fuch a drain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant king of glory ! foul of blifs ! 
What a dupendous turn of fate is this ? 
O ! whither art thou rais’d above the fcorn 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born ; 
A needlefs, helplefs, unaccounted gued. 
And but a fccond to the fodder’d bead ? 
How chang’d from him, who meekly prodrate laid, 
Vouchfaf’d to walk the feet himfelf had made ? 
From him who was betray’d, forfook, deny’d, (dy’d; 
Wept, languifli’d, pray’d, bled, thirded, groan’d, and 
Hung pierc’d and bare, infulted by the foe. 
Ail heaven in tears above, earth unconcern’d below ' 
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And was’t enough to bid the fun retire ? 
Why did not nature at thy groan expire ? 
I fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 
The world is vanilh’d- —I am wholly thine. 

Midaken Caiaphas! Ah ! which blalphem’d; 
Thou, or thy pris’ner ? which lhall be condemn’d ? 
Well might’ll thou rend thy garments, well exclaim ; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 
But God is good ! ’tis wondrous all! ev’n he 
Thou gav’lt to death, fhame, torture, dy’d for thee. 

Now the defcending triumph (lops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condens’d, two columns raife 
Diflin£l with orient veins, and golden blaze. 
One fix’d on earth, and one in lea, and round 
Its ample foot the f,velling billows found. 
Thele an immeafureable arch fupport, 
The grand tribunal of this awful court. 
Sheets of bright azure, from the purelt Iky, 
Stream from the cryftal arch, and round the columns fly. 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the bafis lies, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here, high-enthron’d, th’ eternal Judge is plac’d. 
With all the grandeur of his godhead grac’d; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
And the fun burns beneath his awful feet. 

Now an archangel eminently bright, 
From off his filver Half of wondrous height, 
Unfurls the Chriftian flag, which waving flies. 
And Hurts and opens more than half the (kies: 
The crofs fo llrong a red, it Iheds a (lain, 
Where-e’er it floats, on earth, and air, and main; 
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Flulhes the hill, and fets on fire the wood. 
And turns the d-eep-dy’d ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable glory ! dreadful bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty fight. 
Ah turn, unwary mule,, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the fim Ihrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wifii it ah a dream ; 
With, or thrir foals'may with their lithbs decay,. 
Or God be fpo'il’d of his eternal fway. 
But rather, if thou know’ll the means, unfold 
How they with tramport might the fcene behold. 

Ah how ! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and fevere its own offence to find ? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceafing care, 
And all the pious violence of pray’r ? 
Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
I call my heart before th’ eternal throne, 
In this great temple-, which the Ikies furround, 
For homage to its lord, a narrow bound. 

£ O thou-! whole balance does the mountains weigh,'. 
‘ Whole will the wild tumultuous feas obey, 
‘ Whofe breath can turn thole wat’ry worlds to flame, 
1 That flame to temped:, and that temped tame ; 
‘ Earth’s mejned fon, all trembling, prodrate falls, 

And on the boundlefs of thy goodnels calls. 
‘ Oh ! give the winds all pad offence to Iweep, 

£ To fcatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
‘ Thy pow’r, my weaknefs, may I ever Ice, 
‘ And wholly dedicate my foul to thee : 
‘ Reign o’er my will; my paflions ebb and flow 
4 At thy. command, nor human motive know; - 
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‘ If anger boil, let anger be my praife, 
‘ And fin the.graceful indignation raife. 
‘ My loye be warm ta fiiccour. the diftrefs'd, 
‘ And.lift the.burden from the ibid opprefs’d. 
1 Oh may my tinderfhuiding .ever read » 

This glorious yolume, which thy swifdom made! 
Wlio decks the maiden fpring with flow’ry pride.r 

‘ Who calls forth ihrnmer, dike a fparkling'bride ? 
Who joys, the mother autumn’s bed to crown? 
And bids old winter lay her honours down ? 

‘ Not the great. .Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
‘ Not Europe’s arbjtrefs of .peace and war. 
‘ I\Iay fea and land, and earth and heaven be join’d, 
* To bring th’ Eternal Author to my.mind? 
‘ When oceans roar,, or awful .thunders roll, 
‘ May thoughts of thy dread vengeance fiiake my foul ? 
‘ When, earth’s, in bloom, or planets proudly Ihine 
* Adore, my heart, the Majefly divine! 

‘ d’hro’ cv’ry foene of Jifo, or peace, or war, 
‘ Plenty, of want, thy glory be my care! 
c Shine we in arms, or ling beneath our vine, 
‘ Thine is the vintage, and the conqneft thine: 
‘ Thy plealure points the Ihaft, and bends the bow 
‘ The duller blafts, or bids it brightly glow: 
‘ ’Tis thou that leadll our powerlul armies forth 
‘ And giv’ft great Anne thy feeptre o’er the north. 

‘ Grant I may ever, at the morning-ray, 
£ Open with pray’r the confecrated day.; £ Tune.thy great praife, and ,bid my foul arife, 
‘ And with the mounting fun afeend the Ikies : 
‘ As that advances, let my zeal improve. 

And glow with ardpr of coufummate love.; 
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‘ Nor ceafe at eve, but with the letting lun 
‘ My endlefs worfhip (hall be Hill begun. 

‘ And, oh! permit the gloom of folemn night 
‘ To (acred thought may forcibly invite. 1 When this world’s (hut, and awful planets rile, 
‘ Call on our minds, and raife them to the (kies; 
‘ Compole our fouls with a lefs dazzling fight, 
‘ And (hew all nature in a milder light; 
‘ How every boifb’rous thought in calms fubfides! 
‘ How the fmooth’d fpirit into goodnefs glides! 
‘ O how divine! to tread the milky way, 
‘To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 
‘ His court admire, or for his favour fue, 
* Or leagues of friendlhip with his faints renew;- 
‘ Pleas’d to look down, and lee the world alleep, . 

While I long vigils to its founder keep! 
‘ Can’ll thou not (hake the centre ? Oh control, 

‘ Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul: 
‘ Thou, who can’ll (till the raging of the flood, 
‘ Rellrain the various tumults of my blood; 
‘ Teach me, with equal firmnefs, to fudain 
‘ Alluring pleafure, and allaulting pain. 
‘ O' may I pant for thee in each delire! 
‘ And with flrong faith foment the holy fire! 
‘ Stretch out my foul in hope, and grafp the prize, 
‘ Which in eternity’s deep bofom lies! 
‘ At the great day of recompenee behold, 
‘ Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold! 
‘ Then wafted upward, to the blifsful feat, 
‘ From age to age, my grateful fong repeat; 
‘ My light, my life, my God, my Saviour fee, 
‘ And rival angels in the praife of Thee.’ 
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. Effe quoque in fatis reminifcitur, affore tempus. 
Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia coeli 
Ardeat; et mundi moles operofa laboret. 

Ovid. Met. 

rjT,HE book unfolding; the refplendent feat 
Of faints and angels; the tremendous fate 

Of guilty fouls; the gloomy realms of woe; 
And all the horrors of the world below; 
I next prefume to fmg: what yet remains 
Demands my laft, but molt exalted {trains. 
And let the Mufe or now affeft the Iky, 
Or in inglorious (hades for ever ly. 

I She kindles, (he’s inflam’d fo near the goal;. 
. She mounts, (he gains upon the (tarry pole; 

:i The world grows lefs as (he purfues her flight,. 
And the fun darkens to her diftant fight. 
Heav’n op’ning, all its facred pomp difplays, 
And overwhelms her with the rufhing blaze! 

; The triumph rings ! archangels (hout around! 
And echoing nature lengthens out the found! 

Ten thoufand trumpets now at once advance ; 
Now deepeft filence lulls the vaft expanfe: 
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So deep the (lienee, and fo firong the blaf!:, 
As nature dy'd, when'(he had groan’d her lad. 
Nor man, nor angel, moves; the Judge on high 
.Looks round, and with his glory fills the fky : 
Then on the .fatal book his hand he lays. 
Which high to view fupporting ferapbs raife; 
In folemn form the rituals are prepar’d, 
The leal is broken, and a groan is beard. 
And thou, my foul, (oh fail to fuddcn prny’r, 
And 1st the thought (ink deep:) (halt thou be there? 

See-on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand;) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obfeene. 
What more than death in ev’ry face and mien ? 
With what diftrefs, and glarings of affright, 
They (hock the heart, and turn away the fight? 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roil. 
And tell the horrid fecrets of the foul. 
Each gefture mourns, each look is black with care. 
And ev’ry groan is Ipaden with defpair. 
Reader, if guilty, fpare the mufe, and find 
A truer image pifhir'd in thy mind. 

Should’ft thou behold thy brother, father, wife. 
And all the foft companions of thy life, 
Wbofe blended int’refts levell’d at one aim, 
Whofe mix’d defires Cent up one common flame, 
Divided far; thy wretched felf alone 
Caft on the left, of all whom thou haft known; 
How would it wound ? .what millions would ft thou give 
For one more trial, one more day to live? 
plung back in time an hour, a moment’s fpare, 
To grafp with cagernds the means of grace; 
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i 'Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an age ? 

I Drive back.the tide, fufpend a ftorm in air, 
; Arreft the fon ; hut ftiil of this deipair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace! 
Their maker’s image frelh in cv’ry face ! 
What purple bloom my ravh'h’d foul admires. 
And their eyes fparkling with immortal fires! 

'Triumphant beauty! charms that rife above 
; This world, and in bleft ritgels kindle-love! 

To the great Judge with holy pride they turn. 
And dare behold th’ Almighty’s anger burn; 
its flafh fuftain, againft its terror rife, 

I; And on the dread tribunal fir: their eyes. 
. Are theie the forms that moulder’d in the duft? 
Oh the tranfeendent glory of the juft! 
Yet (till (bme thin remains of fear and doubt, 

, 'Th’ infected brightnefs of their joy pollute. [nigh. 
Thus the chafte bridegroom, when the prieft draws 

■Beholds his bleffing with a trembling eye, 
Feels doubtful paffions throb in ev’ry vein, 

; And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, 
. Left ftill fome intervening chance fhouid rife, 

i ‘Leap forth at once, and fnatch the golden prize; 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it To late. 
And ftab him in the crifis of his fate. 

Since Adam’s family, from firft to laft, 
Now into one diftintt iiirvey is caft; 

; Look round, vain-glorious mufe, and you■ whoe’er 
Devote yourfclves to fame, and think her fair; 
Look round, and feek the lights of human race, 
Whofe fcining aefts time’s brighteft annals grace; 

C 
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Who founded fefls; crowns conquer'd, or refign’d; 
Gave names to nations; or fam’d empires join’d; 
Who rais’d the vale, and laid the mountain low; 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vaft fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madnefs of the roaring main : 
.All loft? all undiftinguifh’d? no-where found? 
How will this truth in Bourbon’s palace found? 

That hour, on which th’ Almighty King on high, 
From all eternity, has fix’d his eye, 
Whether his right hand favour’d, or annoy’d, 
Continu’d, alter’d, threaten’d or deftroy’d; 
Southern or eaftern foeptre downward hurl’d, 
Gave north or weft dominion o’er the world; 
The point of time, for which the world was built. 
For which the blood of God himftlf was fpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv’d. 

Aloft, the feats of Mils their pomp difplay 
Brighter than brightnefs, this diftinguilh’d day; 
Lefs glorious, when of old th’ eternal Son 
From realms of night return’d with trophies won: 
Thro’ heav’n’s high gates, when he triumphant rode. 
And ftsouting angels hail’d the vi£tor God. 
Horrors, beneath, darknefs in darknefs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O’er-boiling with a mad fulphureous tide, 
F.xpands its jaws, moft dreadful to furvey, 
And roars outrageous for the deftin’d prey. 
The fons of light fcarce unappall’d look down 
And nearer prefs heav’n’s everiafting throne. 
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Such is the fcene; and one fhort moment’s fpace 
. Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 

Proceed who dares! 1 tremble as I write; 
The whole creation fwims before my fight: 
I fee, I fee, the Judge’s frowning brow; 
Say not, ’tis diftant; I behold it now; 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow. 
My foul recoils at the ftupendous woe; 
That woe, thofe pangs, which from the guilty breaft, 
In theft, or words like theft, fhall be expreft : 

‘ Who burft the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 
* Ah! cruel death, that would no longer fave, 
‘ But grudg’d me e’en that narrow dark abode, 
‘ And cad me out into the wrath of God; 
‘ Where Ihrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
‘ And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
‘ Our only fong; black fire’s malignant light, 
‘ The foie refrelhment of the blafled fight. 
‘ Muft all thoft pow’rs, heav’n gave me to fupply 
‘ My foul with pleafure, and bring in my joy, 
‘ Rife up in arms again!! me, join the foe, 

: 1 Senfe, reafon, memory, increafe my woe ? 
‘ And lhall my voice, ordain’d on hymns to dwell, 

f ‘ Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ? 
‘ Oh! muft 1 look with terrpr on my gain, 

f ‘ And with exiftence only meafure pain ? 
‘ What! no reprieve, no leal! indulgence giv’n, 
‘ No beam of hope, from any point of heav’n ? 
‘ Ah mercy! mercy ! Art thou dead above ? 

:: ‘ Is love extinguilh’d in the fource of love? 
‘ Bold that 1 am, did heav’n Hoop down to hell? 

‘ Th’ expiring Lord of life my ranfom ftal ? 
C 2 
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‘ Have I not been induftrious to provoke ? 
‘ From his embraces obiHnately broke? 
c Purfu’d, and panted for his mortal hate, 
‘ Earn’d my deftrudtion, labour’d out my fate ? 

And dare I on extinguilh’d love exclaim? 
Take, take full vengeance, rouze the-llack’ning flame; 

‘ Juft is my lot—but oh! muft it tranfcend 
! The reach of time, defpair a diftant end ? 
‘ With dreadful growth, flioot forward, and arife, 
‘ Where thought can’t follow, and bold fancy dies! 

‘ Never! where falls the foul at that dread found? 
‘ Down an abyfs how dark, and how profound ? 
‘ Down, down, (I frill am falling, horrid pain!) 
‘ Ten thoufand thoufand fathoms ftill remain ; 
‘ My plunge but ftill begun and this for fin? 
* Could I offend, if I had never been, 
* But ftill increas’d the fenfelefs happy maft, 
‘ Flow’d in the ftream, or Ihiver’d in the graft? 

‘ Father of mercies! why from filent earth 
•* Didft thou awake, and curie me into birth ? 

‘ Tear me from quiet, ravifti me from night, 
‘ And make a thanklefs prefent of thy light ? 
! Pulh into being a reverie of thee, 
4 And animate a clod with mifery ? 
4 The beafts are happy; they come forth and keep 

Short watch on earth, and then lie down to deep. 
4 Pain is for man; and oh ! how vaft a pain 

•4 For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain? 
4 Annul’d his groans, as far as in them lay, 
4 And flung his agonies, and death, away? 
4 As our dire punilhment for ever ftrong, 
‘ Our conftitution too for ever young. 

» 
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; ‘ Curs’d with returns of vigour, ftill the fame, 
’ ‘' Pow’rful to bear,, and fatisfy the flame: 

‘ Still to be caught, and flill to be purfu’d! 
4 To perilh Hill, and ftill to be renew’d! 

‘ And this, my help! my God! at thy decree ? 
‘ Nature is chang’d, and hell Ihould fuccour me. 
4 And can ft thou then look down from perfeft bliis,. 
‘ And fee me plunging in the dark abyfs ? 
4 Calling thee father, in a fea of fire ? 

, 4 Or pouring blafphemies at thy defire ? 
4 With mortals anguifh wilt thou raife thy name, 
4 And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ? 

4 Thou, who can’ll tofs the planets to and fro, 
4 Contrail not thy great vengeance to my woe; 
4 Cruih worlds; in hotter flames fali’n angels lay;'. 
4 On me almighty wrath is caft away. 
4 Call back thy thunders. Lord, hold in thy rage,. 
4'Nor with a fpeck of wretchednefs engage: 
4 Forget me quite, nor (loop a worm to blame; 

t 5 But lofe me in the greatnefs of thy name. 
4' Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 
4 And (hall I make thofe glories ceafe to fhine ? 

( 
4 Shall finful man grow great by his offence, 

" 4 And from its courfe turn back omnipotence ? 
I 4 Forbid it! and oh ! grant, great God, at leaft' 

^ This one, this {lender, almoft no requeft; 
4 When I have wept a thouiand lives away, 
4 When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
4 When I have rav’d ten thoufand years in fire, 
4 Ten thoufand thoufand, let me then expire.’ 

Deep anguilh! but too late; the hopelefs foul1 

Bound to the bottom of the burning.pool,; 
c 3 
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Though .loath, and ever loud hlafpheming, owns 
He’s jufily doom’d to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos’d with horrors, and transfix’d with pain. 
Rolling in vengeance, ftruggling with his chain: 
To talk to fiery tempefts; to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o’er; 
To'toft, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favour’d of their judge, in triumph move 
To take pofleflion of their thrones above; 
Satan’s accurs’d defertion to fupply. 
And fill the vacant flat ions of the Iky; 
Again to kindle long extinguilh’d rays, 
And with new lights dilate the heav’nly-blaze; 
To crop the rofes of immortal youth, 
And drink the fountain head of facred truth; 
To iwim in feas of blift, to frrikc the ftring. 
And lift the voice to their Almighty King; 
To lofe eternity in grateful lays, 
And fill heav’n’s wide circumference with praife. 

But I attempt the wondrous height in vain. 
And leave unfinifli’d the too lofty ftrain: 
What boldly I begin, let others end; 
My ftrength exhaufted, fainting I defcend. 
And chufe a left, but no ignoble, theme, 
Diflblving elements, and worlds, in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come. 
And nature Ihrinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and all 
Heav’n’s terrors in array furround the ball; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conlpire, 
And, darted downward, fet the world on fire; 
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Black riling clouds the thicken’d ether choke. 
And fpiry flames dart through the rolling imoke. 
With keen vibrations cut the liillen night. 
And ftrike the darken’d Iky with dreadful light; 
From heav’n’s four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the wind’s impetuous courfe, 
T’ enrage the flame: it fpreads, it Ibars on high. 
Swells in the. ftorm, and billows through the Iky: 
Here winding pyramids of fire afcend^ 
Cities and deferts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 
The fpacious face of a far diftant realm; 
There, undermin’d, down rulh eternal hills, 
The neighb’ring vales the vaft deftrudtion fiils. [broke 

Hear’ft thou that dreadful crack ? that found which. 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre Ihook ? 
What wonders muft that groan of nature tell ? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell; 
Which feem’d above the reach of fate to ftand, 
A tow’ring monument of God’s right hand; 
Now duft and fmoke, whole brow, lb lately, Ipread 
O’er ihelter’d countries its diffufive ftiade. 

Shew me that celebrated fpot, where all 
' The various rulers of the fever’d ball 

^ Have humbly fought wealth, honour, and redrefs. 
That land which heav’n feem’d diligent to blefs. 
Once call’d Britannia: can her glories end ? 
And can’t furrounding feas her realms defend ? 
Alas! in flames behold furrounding feas! 
Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel fay. Where ran proud Afia’s bound ? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown’d ’ 

C 4 
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Where ftreteh’d wafte Lybia ? where did India’s flore 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 
Each loft.in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diflblv’d, one fiery deluge flow.: 
Thus earth’s contending monarchies are join’d, 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now. whate’Cr or fwims, or walks, or flics. 
Inhabitants of fea, or earth,, or fkies; 
All on whom Adam’s whilom fix’d a name, 
All plunge, and perifn in the conqu’ring flame. 

This globe alone, would but defraud the. fire. 
Starve its devouring rage : the flakes afpire, 
And catch the clouds, and make the heav’ns their prey; 
The fun, the moon, the ftars, all melt away; 
All, all is loft; no monument, no fign, 
Where once fo proudly blaz’d the gay machine. 
So hubbies on the foaming ftream expire, 
So fparks that fcatter from the kindling fire; 
The devaftations of one dreadful hour. 
The great Creator’s fix days work.devour. 
A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one foul 
Has more to. boaft, and far outweighs the whole; 
Exalted in fitperior excellence, 
Calls down to nothing, fuch a vaft expence. 
Have you not fecn th’ eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diflolvlng, a defeending God? 
What ftrange furprifes through all nature ran ? 
Eor whom-thefe revolutions,, but for man ? 
For him, Omnipotence new meafiures takes, 
For him, through all eternity, awakes; 
Pours on him gifts fufficient to fuppl y 
Heav’n’s lofs, and with frfft glories fill the ik>.> 
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Think deeply then, O man, how great thou art; 
Pay thyfelf homage with a trembiing heart; 

[What angels guard, no longer dare neglcft, 
Slighting thyfelf, affront not God’s refpeft. 
Enter the facred temple- of thy bread. 
And gaze, and wander there, a ravilh’d gueftp 
Gaze on thofe hidden treafures thou flialt find, 
Wander thro’ all.the glories of thy mind.. 
Of perfect knowledge, fee, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon mod exquifitcly bright ! 
Here, fprings of endlefs joy are breaking forth! 
There, buds the promife of celedial worth ! 
Worth, which mud ripen in a happier clime, 
And brighter fun, beyond the bounds of time.. 
1'iiou, minor, cand not guefs thy ved edate, 
What dares, on foreign coads, thy landing wait: 
liofe not thy claim, let virtue’s path, be trod; 
Thus glad all heav’n, and pleafe that bounteous God,: , 
Who, to light thee to pleafures, hung on high 
Y on radiant orb, proud regent of the Iky : 
That fervice done, its beams fhall fade away,. 
And God fliinc .forth in one.eternal day. 
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  Ad calum -ardentia iumina tollens, 
Lumina; nam tcaeras arcebaat \ inchla palmas. 

V J r o. 

'C' ROM lofty themes, from thoughts'that fear’d oa 
^ high, 
And open’d wondrous fcenes above the fey, 

• My mule defcend : indulge my fond defire ; 
With fofter thoughts my melting foul infpire, 
.And fmooth my numbers to a female’s praife : 
.A partial world will liften to my lays. 
While Anna reigns, and lets a female name 
'Unrivall’cl in the glorious lifts of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, 
Whole radiant eyes the vanquifh’d World command, 
■Virtue is Beauty a but when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join’d ; 
When youth makes fuch bright objefts (till more bright. 
And fortune fets them in the ftrongeft light; 
’ l‘is all of heav’n that we below may view, 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 
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Fam’d female virtue did this ille adorn, 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born : 
When now Maria’s pow’rful arms prevail’d, 
And haughty Dudley’s bold ambition fail’d, 
The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race. 
In blooming youth adorn’d with ev’ry.grace ; 
Who gain’d a crown by treafon not her own,. 
And innocently fill’d another’s throne ; 
Hurl’d from the fummit Of imperial flate, 
With equal mind fuftain’d the ftroke of fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part. 
With manly reafon fortify his heart ? 
At once fhe longs, and is afraid, to know : 
Now fwift fhe moves, and now advances flow'-. 
To find her lord; and, finding, pa.ffcs by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares fhe meet his eye; 
Left that, unafk’d, in fpeechlefs grief, difclofe 
The mournful fiecret of his inward woes. 
Thus, after ficknefs, doubtful of her face. 
The melancholy virgin fhuns the glafs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look fere 
And forrow foften’d by her heav’nly mien, 
She clafps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue ; 
Gentle, and fiweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rofe. 

‘ Grieve not, my lord ; a crown indeed is loft; 
‘ What far outfhines a crown, w!e ftill may boaft • 
‘ A mind compos’d; a mind that can difdain 
c A fruitlefs forrow for a lofs fo vain. 
* Nothing is lofs that virtue can improve 
‘ To wealth eternal; and return above; 
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* Above, where no diftin£tion fhall be known 
e ’Twixt him whom ftorms have fhaken from a throne,' 
‘ And him, who, balking in the fmiles of fate, 
‘ .Shone forth in all the fplendor of the great : 
‘ Nor can I find the difF’rence here below; 
‘ I lately was a queen ; I Hill am lb 
‘ While Guilford’s wife : thee rather I obey, 
‘ Than o’er mankind extend imperial fway. 
* When we lie down in fbme obfcure retreat, 
‘ Incens’d Maria may her rage forget; 

' ‘ And I to death my duty will improve, 
‘ And what you mils in empire, add in love 
‘ Your godlike foul is open’d in your look, 
‘ And I have faintly your great meaning fpoke. 

' c For this alone I’m pleas’d I wore the crown, 
‘ To find with what content we lay it down. 
c Heroes may win, but ’tis a heav’nly race 
* Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.’ 

Thus fpoke the faired: of her fex, and cheer’d 
Her drooping lord; whole boding bofom fear’d 
A darker cloud of ills would burd, and died 

: Severer vengeance on her guiltlels head : 
Too jud, alas, the terrors which he feit! 

:) For, lo ! a guard ! Forgive him, if he melt —- 
■t How fiiarp her pangs, when fever’d from his fide, 
'1 The mod fincerely lov’d, and loving bride, 

In fpace confin'd, the mufe forbears to teil; 
1 Deep was her anguilh, but die bore it well. 
j His pain was equal, but his virtue lefs; 
if He thought in grief there could be no excefs. 

' Penfive he fat, o’ercad with gloomy care. 
And often fondly clafp’d his abfent fair; 
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Now,-filent, wander’d through his rooms of flute, 
And ficken’d at the pomp, ahd tax’d.his fate ; 
Which, thus adorn’d, in all her (hilling ftore, 
A fplendid wretch, magnificently poor.- 
Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were caft, 
And anguilh fed on his enjoyments paft; 
Each recollefted pleafure made him fmart. 
And ev’ry tranfport flabb’d him to thejieart. 

That happy moon, which fhmmon'd to delight, 
’That moon which fhone on his dear nuptial night. 
Which faw him fold her yet un tailed-charms 
(Deny-’d to princes) in his longing arms; 
Now fees the tranfient blefiing fleet away, 
.Empire and love ! the vifion of a day. 

Thus, in the Britilh dime, a nimmer-florrn 
Will oft the fmiltng face of heav’n deform ; 
Tire winds with violence at once defcend, 
Sweep flow’rs and fruits, and make the forell bend; 
A fudder. winter, while the fun is near, 
O’ercomes the feafon, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away, 
"The beauteous captive, from the- chearful day ? 
The feene is chang’d indeed; before her eyes 
Hl-boding looks and unknown horrors rife : 
For pomp and fplendor, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper’s frown : 
Black thoughts, each morn invade the lover’s hreafl. 
Each night, a ruffian locks the queen to reft. 

Ah mournful change," if judg’d by vulgar minds"! 
But Suffolk’s daughter its advantage finds. 
Religion’s force divine is beft difplay’d 
In deep defertion of all lumian aid : 
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To lliccour in extremes, is her delight, 
' And chear the heart, when terror ftrikes the fight. 
We, difbelieving our own fenfes, gaze, 
And wonder what a mortal’s heart can raife 
To triumph o’er misfortunes, finile in grief. 
And comfort thote who come to bring relief : !We gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay. 
And all the world’s vain glories fade away. 

Againfl her cares fhe rais’d a dauntlefs mind, 
And with an ardent heart, but mod: refign’d, 
.Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat, 
Amid the filenee of her dark retreat, 
Addrefs’d her God ‘ Almighty Pow’r divine! 

: ‘ ’Tis thine to raife, and to deprefs is thine ; 
‘ With honour to light up the name unknown, 
I Or to put out the luftre of a throne. 
“ In my ihort fpan both fortunes I have prov’d, 
‘ And though with ill frail nature will be mov’d, 

II I’ll bear it well: (O ftrengthen me to bear !) 
‘ And if my piety may claim thy care; 
‘ If I remember’d, in youth’s giddy heat, 
‘ And tumult of a court, a future date; 
1 O favour, when thy mercy I implore 
‘ For one who never guilty feeptre bore! 
^ ’Twas I receiv’d the crown; my lord is free; 
‘‘ If it mud fall, let vengeance fall on me. 
‘ Let him furvive, his country’s name to raid, 

!‘ And in a guilty land to fpeak thy praile ! 
‘ O may th’ indulgence of a father’s love, 

Pour’d forth on me, be doubled from above ! 
‘ If thefe are fafe, I’ll think my pray’rs fucceed, 
? And blcfs thy tender mercies whild I bleed.' 

D 
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’Twas now the mournful eve before that day 
In which the.queen to her full wrath gave way ; 
Thro’ rigid jullke, rufh’d.into offence, 
And drank, in zeal,, the blood of innocence. 
The fun went down in clouds, and feem’d to mourn 
The fad neceffky of his return : 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain,. 
Or did, or was imagin’d, to.complain : 
The tapers cart an inauipicious light;. 
Stars there were.none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet innocence in chains can take her reft: 
Soft flumber gently creeping thro’ her breaft. 
She finks; and in her fteep. is re'-enthron’d. 
Mock’d by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown’d. 
She views her fleets and armies, feas and land. 
And ftretches .wide her lhadow of command : 
With royal purple is her vifion hung ; 
.By phantom hofts are fhputs of conqueft rung; . 
Low at her feet the fuppliaot rival lies; 
Our prifoner mourns her fate, and bills her rile. 

Now level beams upon tha waters play’d, 
Glanc’d on the hills', and weftward caft the lhade ; 
‘The bufy trades in city had began 
To found, and fpeak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants breafts the thoughts of vengeance rotife, 
.And the fond bridegroom tarns him to his fpouie. 
At this firft birth' of light, while morning breaks. 
Our fpoufelefs bride, our widow’d wife, awakes; 
Awakes, and fmilcs; nor night’s impofture blames 3 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 
A (liort-liv’d blaze, a lightning quickly o’er. 
That died in birth, that (hone, and were no more; 
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She turns her fide, and foon refumes a date 
Of mind, well fuited to her alter’d fate. 
Serene, though ferious; when dread tidings come 
;(Ah wretched Guilford !) of her inftant doom. 
-Sun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night 
ifhy face involve ; be guiltlefs of the fight; 
)r hafle more fwiftly to the weftern main ; 

Nor let her blood the confcious day-light (tain! 
Oh ! how fevere ! to fall fo new a bride, 

'?et blufhing from the pried, in youthful pride;; 
,vVhen time had jud matur’d each perfect grace, 
And open’d all the wonders of her face! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 
Send of his woe, and obdinate in grief. 

■i Jnhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 
Vain promis’d bleffings) vanilh from her view; 
•fo train of chearful days, endearing nights,- 
do fweet domedic joys, and chade delights;' 
‘’leafures that blodom e’en from doubts and fears; 
and blifs and rapture rifing out of cares : 

ido little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
.till’d on her knee, or fmiiing in her face ; 
v ho, when her deared father (hall return, 
(rom pouring tears on her untimely urn, 
•light comfort to his diver hairs impart, 
^nd fill her place in his indulgent heart: 
vs where fruits fall, quick-riling blodbms fmile, 
ind the blefs’d Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain thefe various reafons jointly prefs,. 
"o blacken death, and heighten her didrefs ; 
he, through th’ encircling terrors, darts her fight 
o the blefs’d regions of eternal light, 

I* D 
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And fills her foul with peace : to weeping friends 
Her father, and her lord, (he recommends ; 
Unmov’d herfelf : her foes her air furvey, 
And rage to fee their malice thrown away. 
She foars; now nought on earth detains her care  
Eut Guilford; who Hill ftrugglcs for his fhare. 
Still will his form importunately rile, 
Clog and retard her tranlport to the Ikies. 
As trembling dames now take a feeble flight. 
Now catch the brand with a returning light; 
Thus her foul onward from the feats above. 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love. 
At length (he conquers in the doubtful field; 
That heaven file feeks will be her Guilford’s Ihield. 
Now death is welcome ; his approach is flow ; 
’Tis tedious longer to expeft the blow. 

Oh ! mortals, fhort of fight, who think the pall 
O’erblown misfortune Hill (hall prove the laid: 
Alas !. misfortunes travel in a train, 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain ; 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
’Till life and forrow meet one common end. 

She thinks that (he has nought but death to fear. 
And death is conquer’d. Worfe than death is near.; 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete; 
The news arrives of her great father’s fate. 
She fees his hoary head, all white with age, 
A viftim to th’ oft'ended monarch’s rage. 
Flow' great the mercy, had Ihe breath’d her laid, 
Ere the dire fentence on her father paid! 

A fonder parent nature never knew ; 
And as his age increas’d, his fondnefs grew. 
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t A parent’s love ne’er better was bellow’d; 
The pious daughter in her heart o’erflow’d. 
And can the from all weaknefs ftitl refrain ?' 

-. And Hill the firmnefs of her foul maintain ? 
Impolfible ! a ligh will force its way ; 

: One patient tear her mortal birth betray; 
: She fighs and weeps ! but fo (he weeps and lighs, 

As filent dews defend, and vapours rile. 
Celellial patience ! how dofl thou defeat 

, The foe’s proud menace, and elude his hate ? 
Whilepaflion takes his part, betrays our peace; 
To death and torture fwells each (light difgrace ! 

: By not oppofing, thou doll ills dellroy, 
i And wear thy conquer’d fbrrows into joy. 

Now (lie revolves within her anxious mind, 
What woe dill lingers in referve behind. 
Griefs rife on griefs, and (lie can fee no bound, 
While nature lads, and can receive a wound. 
The fword is drawn ; the queen to rage inclin’d. 
By mercy, nor by piety, confin’d. 
What mercy can the zealot’s heart afluage, 
Whole piety itfelf converts to rage ? 

ji She thought, and figh’d. And now the blood'began 
" To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 

New forrow dimm’d the ludre of her eye. 
And on her cheek the fading rofes die. 

i Alas! ihould Guilford too When now. (he’s brought 
, To that dire view, that precipice of thought; 

While there (he trembling dands, nor dares lock down, 
' Nor can recede, till heav’n’s decrees are known ; 

Cure of all ills, till now, her lord appears  
But not to chear her heart, and dry her tears t 

B 3' 
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Not now, as nfual, like the rifing day, 
To chafe the lhadows, and the damps away.; 
But, like a gloomy ftorm, at once to fweep 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was.his air. 
His voice was frozen by his cold defpair; 
Slow, like a ghoft, he mov’d with folcmn pace:; 
A dying palenefs fat upon his face. 

•Back (he recoil’d; (he fmote her lovely bread, 
.Her eyes the. anguilh of her heart confefs’d ; 
Struck to the foul, (he dagger’d with, the wound. 
And funk, a breathlefs image, to the ground. 

Thus the fair lily, when the (ky’s a’ercaft. 
At firlt but Bladders in tbeTeeble blad; 
But when the winds and weighty: rains defcend. 
The fair and upright deni is forc’d to bend.; 

' Till broke at length, its fnowy leaves are (bed, 
And drew with dying fwects their native bed. 
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TT E R Guilford clafps her, beautiful in death, 
‘ And with a kifs recals her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blaft expire, 
A lighted taper, touch’d, reftores the hre: 
She rear’d her Iwimrning eye, and faw the light, 
And Guilford too, or,fee had loath’d the fight: 
Her father’s death fee bore, defpis’d her own, 
But now fee muft, fee will, have.leave to groan: 

. Ah ! Guilford, fee began, and would have fpoke; 
But fobs rufe’d in, and ev’ry accent broke: 
Reafon itfelf, as gulls of pafiicn blew, 
Was ruffled in the tempefl, and withdrew. 

So the youth loft his image in the well, 
When tears upon the yielding ferface fell: 
The fcatter’d features flid into decay, 
And fpreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the foft. afteftions, and control 
The manly temper of the braveft foul, 

D 4 
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What with afflifted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love diftilling from the fair ? 
It melts us down; our pains delight bellow; 
And we with fondnefs languifti o’er our woe. 

This Guilford prov’d; and, with excefs of pain, 
And pleafure too, did to his bofom flrain 
The weeping fair, funk deep in foft defire. 
Indulg’d his love, and nurs’d the raging fire : 
Then tore himfelf away; and, flanding wide. 
As fearing a relapfe of fondnefs, cry’d,' 
With ill-diflembled grief; ‘ My life, forbear! 
‘ You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear, 
£ Did you not chide my grief ? reprels your own ; 
4 Nor want compaflion for yourfelf alone. 
‘ Have you beheld, how, from the diflant main, 
‘ The thronging waves roil on, a num’rous train, 
c And foam, and bellow, till they reach the (bore; 
‘ There burft their noify pride, and are no more ? 
‘ Thus the fucceffive flows of human race, 
‘ Chas’d by the coming, the preceding chafe; 
‘ They found, and fwell, their haughty heads they rear 
‘ Then fall, and flatten, break, and dilappear. 
* Life is a forfeit we muft fhortly pay; 
‘ And where’s the mighty lucre of a'day ? 
‘ Why Ihould you mourn my fate ? ’tis mod unkind; 
‘ Your own you bore with an unfliaken mind : 
* And which, can you imagine, was the dart 
1 That drank mod blood, funk deeped in my heart ? 
4 I cannot live without you ; and my doom 
‘ I meet with joy, to fhare one common tomb.— s And are again your tears profufely fpilt! 
‘ Oh ! then, my kindnefs blackens to my guilt; 



OR, VAN QJJ I S H’D LOVE. 57 

‘ It foils itfelf, if it recal your pain v— 
‘ Life of my life, I beg you to refrain ! 
‘ The load which fate impofes, you increafe; 
‘ And help Maria to deftroy my peace.’ 

But, oh! againft himfelf his labour turn’d; 
The more he comforted, the more (he mourn’d r. 
Compaffion fwells our grief; words foft and kind 

; But fboth our weaknefs, and diflolve the mind: 
Her lorrow flow’d in ftreams; nor her’s alone, 
While that he blam’d, he yielded to his own. 
Where are the fmiles (lie wore, when (he, fo late. 
Hail’d him great partner of the regal (late 
When orient gems around her temples blaz’d, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz’d ? 

’Tis now the queen's command, they both retreat 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ftate: 
She forms the decent mifery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch (he would delfroy. 
A fpacious hall is hung with black; all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darken’d into night. 
From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, 
Like a dim crefcent hr a clouded (ky : 
It (beds a quiv’ring melancholy gloom, 

1 Which only (hews the darknefs of the room. 
t A fhining ax is on the table laid; 

A dreadful fight! and glitters through the (hade.. 
In this fad feene the lovers are confin’d; 

A icene of terrors, to a guilty mind! 
. A feene, that would have damp’d with rifing cares, 

And quite extinguilh’d, every love but theirs. 
What can they do r they fix their mournful eyes— 

! Then Guilford, thus abruptly; ‘ 1 defpife 
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‘ An empire loft; I fling away the crown ; 
‘ Numbers have laid that bright delufion down : 
‘ But where’s the Charles, or Dioclcflan where, 
‘ Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair ? 
• Oh! to dwell ever on thy lip! to ftand 
c In full pbflefllon of thy fnowy hand! 
5 And, tlmo’th’unclouded cryfral of thine eye, 
‘ The heav’nly treafures of thy mind to fpy! 
‘ Till rapture reafon happily deftroys. 

And my foul wanders through immortal joys ! 
c Give me the world, and-afk me, Where’s my blifs-7 
c I clafp thee to my breafl, and anfwer, This. 
‘ And fliall the grave’—He groans, and can no more: 
But all her charms in filence traces o’er..; 
-Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought; 
And, wond’ring fees, in fed prefaging thought, 
.From that fair neck, that world of beauty fall. 
And roll along the dull, a ghaftly ball! 
Oh! let thole tremble, who are greatly blefs’d! 
For who, but Guilford, could be thus diftrefs’d ? 

'Come hither, all ye happy, all ye great. 
From fiow’ry meadows, and from rooms of flate; 
Nor think I call, your pleafures to deftroy, 
^But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not; but, fmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Brave or Fair. 

Was ever fuch a mournful, moving, fight ? 
See, if you can, by that dull, trembling, light : 
Now they embrace; and, mix’d in bitter woe, 
Like Ifis and her Thames, one ftream they flow: 
Now they ftart wide; fix’d in benumbing care, 
They fliflen into ffatues-cf defpair : 
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Now, tenderly fevere, and fiercely kind, 
S’hey rufli at once; they fling their cares behind, 
And.clafp, .as if to death ; new vows repeat; 
And, quite wrap’d up in love, forget their fate. 
A fhort delufion ! for the raging pain 
Returns; and their poor hearts mu ft bleed again. 

Mean time, the Queen new cruelty decreed:; 
But, ill content that they fliould only bleed, 
A prieft is fent; who, with infidious art, 
Inftils his poiton into Suffolk’s heart; 
And Guilford, drank it: hanging on .the breaft, 

■He from his childhood was with Rome pofleft. 
When now the minifters of death draw nigh, 
And in her deareft lord fhe firft mull die, 
The fubtle prieft, who long had watch’d to find 
The moft unguarded paffes of her mind, 
Befpoke her thus: ‘ Grieve not; ’tis in your pow’r 
‘ Your Lord.to refcue from this fatal hour.’ 
Her bofom pants; fhe draws.her breath with pain .; 
A hidden horror thrills through ev’ry vein; 
Life feems fufpended, on his words intent; 
And her foul trembles for the great event. 

The prieft proceeds: ‘ Embrace the faith of Rome, 
‘ And ward your own, your lord’s, and father’s doom.’ 
Ye blefled fpirits! now your, charge fuftain.; 
The paft was eafe; now firft fhe fuffers pain. 
Muft (he pronounce her father’s death ? muft fhe 
Bid Guilford bleed ?—it muft not, cannot, be. 
It cannot be! but ’tis the Chriftian’s praife, 
Above impoflibilities to raife 
The weaknefs of our nature; and deride 
.Of vain.philofophy.the boafted pride. 
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What though our feeble finews fcaree impart 
A moment’s fwiftnefs to the feather’d dart; 
Though tainted air our vigorous youth can break. 
And a chill blaft the hardy warrior (hake, 
Yet are we ftrong: hear the loud temped roar 
From ead to wed, and call us weak no more; 
The lightning’s unrefided force proclaims 
Our might; and thunders raile our humble names 
’Tis our Jehovah fills the heav’ns; as long 
As he fhall reign Almighty, we are drong : 
We, by devotion, borrow from his throne ; 
And almod make omnipotence our own : 
We force, the gates of heav’n, by fervent pray’r; 
And call forth triumph out of man’s defpair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes- 
And bleeding heart, in filence, to the Ikies, 
Devoutly fad—Then, bright’ning, like the day. 
When fudden winds fweep fcatter'd clouds away. 
Shining in majedy, till now unknown, 
And breathing life and fpirit fcarce her own; 
She, rifing,. fpeaks: ‘ If thefe the terms—’ 

Here, Guilford, cruel Guilford, (barb’rous man 
Is this thy love :) as fwift as light’ning ran; 
O’ervvhelm’d her with tempeduous Ibrrow fraught. 
And difled, in its birth, the mighty thought: 
Then, burding forth into a flood of tears, 
Fierce, refolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he beat his bread, 
And thus the fervour of his foul expred: 
‘ Oh! let thy thought o’er our pad converfe rove, t And Ihew one moment uninflaxnld with love.! 
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‘ Oh! if thy kindnefs can no longer laft, 
‘ In pity to thyfelf, forget the part! 
4 Elfe wilt thou never, void of lhame and fear, 
‘ Pronounce his doom, whom thou haft held fo dear. 
‘ 1'hou, who haft took me to thy arms, and fwore 
£ Empires were vile, and fate could give no more; 
1 That to continue, was its utmoft pow’r, 
‘ And make the future like the prefent hour; 
‘ Now call a ruffian; bid his cruel fword 
‘ Lay wide the bofom of thy worth lefs lord; 
‘ Transfix his heart (fioce you its love difclaim), 
c And ftain his honour with a traitor’s name. 
‘ This might perhaps be borne without remor/e; 
‘ But fure a father’s pangs will have their force! 
‘ Shall his good age, lb near its journey’s end, 
‘ Through cruel torment to the grave defeend ? 
‘ His (hallow blood all iffue at a wound, 
‘ Waffi a flave’s feet, and imoke upon the ground ? 
‘ But he to you has ever been fevere; 
‘ Then take your vengeance’—Suffolk now drew near; 
Bending beneath the burden of his care; 
His robes neglefted, and his head was bare. 
Decrepid winter, in the yearly ring. 
Thus flowly creeps, to meet the blooming fpring : 
Downward he caft a melancholy look; 
Thrice turn’d, to hide his grief: then faintly fpeke: 
‘ Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
‘ That ax can only rob me of a day ; 
‘ For thee, my foul’s defire! I can't refrain; 
4 And (hall my tears, my laft tears, flow in vain? 
4 When you (hall know a mother’s tender name, 
4 My heart’s diftrefs no longer will you blame.’ 
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At this, afar his burfting groans were heard; 
The tears ran trickling down his filver beard: 
He fnatch’d her hand, which to his lips he prefs’d,, 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breaft; 
Then finking, call’d her piety unjuft, 
And foil’d his hoary temples in the duft. 

Hard-hearted men ! will you no mercy know ? 
Has the queen brib’d you to diflrefs her foe ? 
O weak deferters to misfortune’s part. 
By falle affe£Hon thus to pierce her heart! 
When (he had foar’d, to let your arrows fly, 
And fetch her, bleeding, from the middle Iky? 
And can her virtue, fpringing from the ground. 
Her flight recover, and difdain the wound. 
When cleaving love, and human intereft, bind 
The broken force of her afpiring mind? 
As round the gen’rous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ftrength, the ferpent wreaths his train, 
Her ft niggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois’nous tail, and flings her as (he flies. 

While yet the blow’s firft dreadful weight (he feels. 
And with its force her refolution reels; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful found. 
To view difeover, welt’ring on the ground, 
Three headlefs trunks, of thole whole arms maintain’d, 
And in her wars immortal glory gain’d: 
The lifted ax allur’d her ready doom, 
And filent mourners fadden’d all the room. 
Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale. 
Nor truths, to dagger human faith, reveal? 

She met this utmoft malice of her fate 
With Chriftian dignity, and pious ftate:. 
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The beating ftorm’s propitious rage (lie bleft,. 
And all the martyr, triumph’d in her bread : 
Her. lord , and father, for a moment’s fpace, 
She fttiftly folded in.her foft.embrace; 
Then thus (he fpoke, while angels-heard on.high,, 
And hidden gladnefs fmil’d along the Iky: 

‘ Your over-fondnefs has not mov’d my hate;, 
‘ l am well pleas’d you make my death lb great;-, 
1 I joy I cannot five you; and have giv’n 
‘ Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav’n,, 
‘ If fo the queen decrees * But I have cauie 
‘ To hope my blood will fatisfy the laws; 
‘ And there is mercy dill, for you in (lore: 
‘ With me the bitternefs of. deatlr is o’er.. 
‘ He (hot his ding in that farewel-embrace;: 
‘ And all, that is to come, is joy and peace.. 
‘ Then let midaken forrow be fuppred, 
1 Nor feem .to envy my approaching red.’ 
Then, turning to the miniders of fate,. 
She, fnailing, lays,, ‘ hly victory’s complete: - 
1 And tell your queen, I thank her for the blowy, 
‘'And .grieve my gratitude! cannot fliow: 
‘ A poor return I leave, in England’s crown, 
• For.everlading pieafure and renown: 
‘ Her,guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
* ' Her .guilty—the only vengeance , in her pow’r.’ 

Not Rome, untouch’d with forrow, heard her fate; 
And fierce Maria pity’d her too late.. 

* Here ,fhe embraces them. 
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P R E F A C E. 

rjp H E S E fatires have been favourably received at. 
home and abroad. I am not confcious of the 

lea ft malevolence to any particular perfbn through all 
the charaflers; though fome pertbns may be fo fclfilli, 
as to er.grofs a general application to themielves. A 

, writer in polite letters (liould be content with reputa- 
tion ; the private amufement he finds in his competi- 
tions; the good influence they have on his leverer fiu- 
uies; that admiflion they give him to hi-s iuperiors; and 

I the poffible good efteft they may have on the public; 
or elfe he fhould join to his politenefs fome more lucra- 
tive qualification. 

But it .is poffible, that fatire may not do much good : 
1 Men may rife in their affeftions to their follies, as they 

i do to their friends, when they are alsufed by others. 
. It is much to be feared, that mifeondudi: will never be- 

I chafed out of the world by fatire; ail therefore that is 
to be faid for it, is, that niifcoftdult will certainly foe., 
never chafed out of the world . by fatire, if no f ytii'c-v 
are written : nor is that term uttapplieable to gravei' 
compofitions. Ethics, Heathen and Chriflian, aml.tiw 

i Scriptures themfelves, are, in a great mcafure, a fgfise-, 
. on the weaknefs and iniquity of-men; and fo.m.e. pan' 

of that fatire is in verie too : nay, in the firff 
philofophy and poetry were the fame thing; wifitoni: 
wore no other drefs: fo that, 1 hope, thefe fatires will,- 
be the an ore eafily pardoned that misfortune by the 
fevere. .Nay, hiftorians themfelves may be confideri 
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-fd as fatirifls, and fatirifts moft fcvere; fince fnch 
are moft human aftlons, that to relate, is to expofe 
them. 

No man can converfe much in the world, but, at 
-vvhat he meets with, he muft either be infenftble, or 
grieve, or be angry, or ftnile. Some paftion (if we 
are not impaffive) mnft be moved; for the general 
conduit of mankind is by no means a thing indifferent 
to a reafonable and virtuous man. Now to fmiie at 
it, and turn it into ridicule, I think moft eligible; as it 
hurts ourfelves leaft, and gives vice and folly the great- 
eft offence: and that for this reafbn, becaufe vvhat 
men aim at by them, is, generally, public opinion 
and efteem; which truth is the fiibjeft of the follow- 
ing fatires; and joins them together, as feveral branches 
from the fame root: An unity of defign, which has 
not, I think, in a fet of fatires, been attempted be- 
fore. 

l.aughing at the mifeonduft of the world, will, ia 
a great meafure, eafe us of any more difagreeable paf- 
fion about it. One paflion is more effectually driven 
out by another, than by reafon, whatever fome may 
teach : For to reafon we owe our pafTIons. 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 effeft. 

Moreover, laughing fatire bids the faireft for fuc- 
oefs: The world is too proud to be fond of a ferious 
tutor; and, when an author is in a paffion, the laugh, 
generally, as in converfation, turns againft him. This 
kind of fatire only lias any delicacy in if. Of this 
delicacy Horace is the beft mafterhe appears in good 
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humour while he cenfures; and, therefore, his cenfure 
has the more weight, as luppofecl to proceed from 
judgment, not from pa (lion. Juvenal is ever in a pal- 
fion : he has little valuable but his eloquence and mo- 
rality : the laft of which I have had in my eye; but 
rather for emulation than imitation, through my whole 
work. 

But though I comparatively condemn Juvenal, in 
part of the lixth latire (where the oecafion moft re- 
quired it,) I endeavoured to touch on his manner; but 
was forced to quit it loon, as difagreeable to the 
writer, and reader too. Boileau has joined both the 
Roman fatirifls with great liiccels; but has too much 
of Juvenal in his very ferious latire on woman,, which 
Ihould have been the gayeft of all. An excellent cri- 
tic of our own commends Boileau’s ciofenels, or, as he 
calls it, preffnels, particularly; whereas, it appears to 
me, that repetition is his fault, if any fault Ihould be 
imputed to him.. 

There are lome prole latirifts of the greateft delicacy 
and wit; the laft of which can never, or fhould never 
fucceed, without the former- An author without it, 
betrays too great a contempt for mankind, and opinion 
of himlelf; which are bad advocates for reputation 
and fuccefs. What a. difference 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 ge- 
nius and learning into froiic and jeft; but the genius- 
and the fcholar is all you can admire; you want the 
gentleman to converle with in him: he is like a crimi- 
nal who receives his life for fome lervices; you com- 
mend, but you pardon too. Indecency offends our 
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pride, as men; and our unaffcfted tafte, as judges of > 
compofition: nature has wifely formed us with an a- 
vevfion to it; and he that fucceeds in fpite of it, is 
‘ aliena venia, quam fua providentia tutior.’ * 

Such wits, like falfe oracles of old (which were wits 
and cheats;) fhould fet up for reputation among the 
weak, in fome Bceotia, which was the land of oracles; 
for the wife will hold thetn in contempt. Some wits 
too, like oracles, deal in ambiguities; but not with e- i 
tjual fuccefs : for, though ambiguities are the firft ex- 
cellence of an impoftor, they are the lath of a wit. 

Some fatirical wits and humourifts, like their father 
Eucian, laugh at every thing indifcriminately; which 
betrays fuch a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to part 
with any thing, and fuch a want of virtue, as to poft- 
pone it to a jeft. Such writers encourage vice and folly, , 
•which they pretend to combat, by letting them on an 
equal foot with better things : and while they labour to ■ 
bring every thing into contempt, how can they expeft 
their own parts fhould efcape ? fome French writers . 
particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the lafl 
confequence; and fome of our own. They that are 
for leflening the true dignity of mankind, are not 
fine of being fuccefsful, but with regard to one indivi- 
dual in it. It is this conduct that juftly makes a wit 
a term of reproach. 

Which puts me in mind of Plato’s fable of the birth 
of Love; one of the prettied fables of all antiquity ; 
which will hold likewife with regard to modern poetry. 
Love, fays he, is the ion of the goddefs Poverty, and 

Val. Max. 
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I the god of Riches : he has, from his father, his daring 
j 'genius; his elevation of thought; his building caftles 

in the air; his prodigality; his negleft of things ferious 
i and uleful; his vain opinion of his own merit; and 
j his affectation of preference and diftinftion: from his 
v mother he inherits his indigence, which makes him a 
/ conftant beggar of favours; that importunity with 

which he begs; his flattery; his fervility; his fear of 
t being defpifed, which is inleparable from him. This 

addition may be made; toz. That Poetry, like Love, 
1 vis a little fubjeft to blindnefs, which makes her miftake 

J her way to preferments and honours; that Ihe has her 
fatirical quiver ; and, laftly, that Ihe retains a dutiful 

sj admiration of her father’s family; but divides her fa- 
1 vours, and generally lives with her mother’s relations. 

However, this is not neceflity, but choice: were 
Wifdom her governefs, flie might have much more of 
the father than the mother; efpecially in Inch an age 
as this, which (hews a due paffion for her charms. 





SAT I R E L 

TO HIS GRACE THE 

DUKE of DORSET. 

 Tan to major famae fitis eft, quam 
Virtutis.  juv. Sat. 10, 

Y verfe is Satire; Dorfet, lend your ear. 
And' patronize a mufe you cannot fear. 

To poets fad ed is a Dorfet’s name: 
Their wonted paffport through the gates of fame 5 
It bribes the partial reader into praife, 
And throws a glory round the ifoelter’d lays: 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 
And gives applaufe to ft e, or to me. 
But you decline the miftrefs we purfue; 
Others are fond of fame, but fame of you. 

Inftruftive fatire, true to virtue’s caufe! 
Thou fnining fupplement of public laws! 
When flatter’d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our filence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas’d follies, from each diftiint land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain’s Ikilful hand; 
When the law (hews her teeth, but dares not bite. 
And South-fca treafures are not brought to light; 
When churchmen Scripture for the claffics quit, 
Tolite apoftates from God’s grace to wit;, 
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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 Ethiop white, 
Set up each fenfclefs wretch for nature’s boafl. 
On whom praife (bines, as trophies on a port : 
Shall fun’ral eloquence her colours fpread, 
And fcatter rofes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors ffnile on fuch illuftrious days, 
And fatirife with nothing—but their praii'e ? 

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

Doubly diftreft, what author lhall we find 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind. 
The courtly * Roman’s (hining path to tread. 
And (harply (mile prevailing folly dead ? 
Will no fliperior genius (hatch the quill, 
And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 
Tho’ vain the fhife, I’ll ftrive my voice to raife. 
What will not men attempt for facred praife r 

* Horace. 
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The love of praife, 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! fhun it, but to make it lure. 
O’er globes, and fceptres, now on thrones it fwells; 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells : 
’Tis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in fenates, fqueaks 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 heal, the writer’s head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with life; but nods in fable plumes, 
Adorns our hearle, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud ? the pimp is proud to fee 
So many like himfelf in high degree: 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peevifh virtue, and the marriage-bed; 
And the brib’d cuckold, like crown’d vhftirhs born 
To flaughter, 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 iet fincerely down, 
They’ll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wifliful eyes on glory look. 
When they have got their pifture tow’rds a book; 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy fign, 
Meant to betray dull lots to wretched wine. 
If at his title T had dropt his quill, 
T might have pafs’d for a great genius ftill. 
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But T— alas! (excule him if you can) 
Is now a fcribbler, who was once a man. 

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

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

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

Polite difeafes make fbme idiots vain; 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, difeafc, men proud we fee 
And (ftranger ftill!) of blockheads flattery, 
Whofe praife defames; as if a fool Ihould mean, 
By fpitting on your face, to make it clean. 

Nor is’t enough all hearts are fwoln with pride. 
Her pow’r is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can fhe not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl’d down the burning deep, 
And (ftranger ftill!) 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 fplecn. 
By this infpir’d (O ne’er to be forgot!) 
Some lords have learn’d to fpell, and fome to knot. 
It makes Globofe a fpeaker in the houfe; 
He hems, and is deliver’d of his moufe. 
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.It makes dear felf on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And 1 the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the love of fame, what throngs pour in, 
Unpeople courts, and leave the fenate thin ? 
My growing fubjeft feems but juft begun. 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules. 
To take a catalogue of Britilh fools. 
Satire! had -I thy Dorfet’s force divine, 
A knave or fool (houid periih in each line; 
Tho’ for the firft all Weftminfter (hon’d 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 clifcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three defcents left wife ? 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave. 
You bid him raife his fathers from the grave. 
Men (hon’d preft forward in fame’s glorious chafe; 
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 fon let none prefer 
Vice, though defeended from the conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, paft for high, or bafe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honeft men, and wife; 
The fool, or knave, that wears a title, lies. 
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They that on glorious anceftors enlarge, 
Produce their debt, inftead of their difcharge. 
Dorfet, let thole who proudly boalt their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, Ihine. 

Vain as falfe greatnefs is, the mule mull own- 
We want not fools to buy that Briftol Hone. 
Mean Ions of earth, who, on a South-fea tide 
Of full luccels, fwam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purle of gold at Anltis’ gate, 
And beg to be defcended from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur foar, 
They light a torch to Ihew their lhame the more. 
Thole governments which curb not evils, caule; 
And a rich knave’s a libel on our laws. 

Belus with folid glory will be crown’d; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty found; 
But builds himfelf a name; and, to be great. 
Sinks in a quarry an immenfe eflate! 
In coll and grandeur, C dos he’ll out-do; 
And, B—1—ton, thy tafle is not fo true. 
The pile is finilh’d ; ev’ry toil is pall; 
And full perfection is arriv’d at lad; 
When, lo! my lord to fome fmall corner runs, 
And leaves Hate-rooms to ftrangers and to duns. 

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

In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion’s fame; 
Not domes, but antique llatues, are his flame: 
Not F—t—n’s felf more Parian charms has known 
Nor is good P—m—ke more in love with Hone. 
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The>bailiffs come (rude men, profanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
‘ No, firs, he cries; I'll fooner rot in jail: 
‘ Shall Grecian arts be truck’d for Engliih bail ?’ 
Such heads might make their very buftos laugh : 
His 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. 
By your revenue meafure your expence; 
And to your funds and acres join your fenfe. 
No man is blefs’d by accident or guefs; 
True wifdom is the price of happinefs: 
Yet few without long difcipline are fage ; 
And our youth only lays up fighs for age. 

But how, my mufe, can’ll thou refill fo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng. 
Thy moll inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ;—it abounds in lords. 
' What lords are thofe faluting with a grin ?’ 
One is juft out, and one as lately in. 
‘ How comes it then to pafs we fee prefide 
‘ On both their brows an equal fhare of pride:’ 
Pride, that impartial paffion, reigns through 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 fo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron’s, to their ravifh’d fight: 

* A famous ftatue. 
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Some lords it bids refign; and turn their wands, 
Like Mofes’, into ferpents in their hands. 
Thefe fink, as divers, for renown; and boaft. 
With pride inverted, of their honours loft. 
But again ft realbn fure ’tis equal fin. 
To boaft of merely being out, or in. 

What numbers here, through odd ambition, ftrive 
To feem the moft tranfported things alive ? 
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. 
Completely drefs’d by * Monteuil, and grimace. 
They take their birth-day fuit, and public 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! aflembly! mafk! and play! 
Thofe dear deftroyers of the tedious day! 
That wheel of fops! that fauntcr 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 blifs, create : 
None think the great unhappy, but the great: 

* A famous taylor. 
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Pools gaze, and envy; envy darts a fling. 
Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and fhow; 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 

; Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ferene, 
( And guiltlefs heart, to range the fylvan Icer.e; 
• No fplendid poverty, no fmiling care, 
■No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur, there: 
! There, pleafing objefts ufeful thoughts fuggeft; 
1 The fenfe is ravifh’d, and the foul is blefl; 

1 On every thorn delightful wifdom grows ; 
In every rill a fweet inflruftion flows. 

' But fome, untaught, o’erhear the whifp’ring rill. 
In fpite of facred leifure, blockheads flill: 
Nor (hoots up folly to a nobler bloom 

j In her own native foil, the drawing-room. 
The fquire is proud to fee his courfer Brain, 

Or well-breath’d beagles fweep along the plain. 
• Say, dear Hippolitus, (whofe drink is ale, 
i Whofe erudition is a Chriflmas-taie, 
i Whofe miflrefs is faluted with a fmack, 
). And friend receiv’d with thumps upon the back), 
i When thy fleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
i. And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 
1 Is that thy praiffe? Let Ringwood’s fame alone; 
] Juft Ringwood leaves each animal his own; 
i Nor envies, when a gypfy you commit, 
f And (hake the clumfy bench with country wit; 
| When you the dulled of dull things have faid, 

And then afk pardon for the jeft you made. 
Here breathe, my mule! and then thy talk renew 

Ten thoufand fools unfung are ftili in view. 
F 
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Fewer lay-atheifts made by church-debates; 
Fewer great beggars fam’d for large eftates; 
Ladies, whofe love is conftant as the wind; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Fewer grave lords, to Scr—pe difcreetly bend; 
And fewer fhocks a (latefman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein. 
Who lulls the town in winter with his drain, 
At Bath, in fummer, chants the reigning lals, 
And fweetly whiffles, as the waters pafs ? 
Is there a tongue, like Delia’s o’er her cup, 
1'hat runs for ages without winding up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth epic mounts to fame 
Such, and filch only, might exhauft my theme 
Nor would thefe heroes of the talk be glad; 
Fqr who,can write fo fall as men run mad o’ 
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'jyj'Y mufe, proceed, and reach thy deftin’d end ; 
Though toils and danger the bold talk attend. 

Heroes and gods make other poems fine; 
Plain fatire calls for fenfc in ev’ry line : 
Then, to what fwarms thy faults I dare expbfe! 
All friends to rice and folly are thy foes. 
When Inch the foe, a war eternal wage; 
’Tis moll: ill-nature to reprefs thy rage : 
And if theft {trains fome nobler muft excite,. 
I’ll glory in the verft I did not write. 

So weak are human-kind by nature made, 
Or to fuch weaknefs by their vice betray’d, 
Almighty vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their zeft of. pleafirre, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, all colotfrs doft 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, 

i Warm in purfirit of foxes, and renown, 
* Hippolitus demands the fylvan crown; 
But Fiorio’s fame, the produft of a Ihower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuftrious flower ! 
Why teems the earth ? why melt the vernal (kies ? 
Why Ihines the fun ? to make f Paul Diack rife, 

* This refers to the firft Satire. 
+ The name of a tulip. 

F a.. 
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From morn to night has Florio gazing flood. 
And wonder’d how the gods .could be fo good. 
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 fifter’s fate, 
O C ! and be kind ere ’tis too late. 

Nor are thofc enemies I mention’d, all; 
Beware, O florift, 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 mafter went, 
Hung o’er it, and whole days in rapture /pent; 
But came, and mifs’d it one ill-fated hour. 
He rag’d ! he roar’d ! ‘ What demon crept my flow’r rc 
Serene, quoth Adam, ‘ Lo! ’twas crufh’d by me; 
‘ Fall’n is the Baal to which thou bow’dft thy knee.’ 

But all men want amufement; and what crime 
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 a(k no more. 

We Anile at florifts, we defpife their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour’d of a toy : 
But are thofe wifer whom we mofl admire. 
Survey with envy, and purfue with fire ? 
What’s he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or pow’r : 
Another Florio doating on a flower ; 
A fhort-liv’d flower; and which has often fprung 
From fordid arts, as Florio’s out of dung. 
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With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy fmit ? 
The flower of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy (helves with crimfon bindings glow, 
And Epiftetus is a perfect 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 Icience (hould be purchas’d by the yard ; 
And T n, turn’d upholfierer, fend home 
,The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to fome peculiar end defign’d, 
j Study’s the fpecious trifling of the mind; 
j Ur is at heft a fecondary aim, 
! A chace for fport alone, and not for game. 
Hf fo, fure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
li But found at length that it reduc’d his rent; 
j| His farms were flown ; when, lo! a (ale comes on, 

A choice collection ! what is to be done ? 
He fells his lad ; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev’n his houfe ; nay, wants whereon to lie : 

{ So high the generous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 

[f When terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerk, 
Lorenzo fign’d the bargain—with his mark, 

j Unlearned men of books affume the care, 
!) As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors liveries alone 
1 Is Codrus’ erudite ambition (hown : 
I Editions various, at high prices bought, 
1 Inform the world what Codrus would be thought;. 

F 3 
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And to this coft another muft fucceed, 
To pay a fage, who fays that he can read; 
Who titles knows, and indexes has feen ; 
But. leaves to O what lies between ; 
Of pompous books who Hums the proud expense. 
And humbly is contented with their fenie. 

O , whofe accomplilhments make good 
The pro mile of a long illuttrious blbod, 
In arts, and manners eminently grac’d, 
The ftrifteft honour ! and the finefl tafte ! 
Accept this verle; if fatire can agree 
With lb confummate an humanity. 

By your example would Hiiario mend ; 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius fmit. 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit! 
But time this fervent petulance may cool; 
For though Ire is a wit, he is no fool : 
In time he’ll learn to ule, not w'alte, his lenle.; 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
‘He fpares nor friend, nor foe; but calls to mind. 
Like doom’s-day, all the faults of all mankind. 

What though wit tickles ? tickling is unfafe. 
If Hill ’tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being fmart, 
Would leave a fling 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 hero, no great genius here. 
As in fmcoth oil the razor belt is whet. 
So wit is by politenefs lharpeft fet: 
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[Their want of edge from their offence is feen; 
ijiBoth pain us lea ft when exquifitely keen. 

' The fame men give is for the joy they find ; 
i Dull is the jefter when the joke’s unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtleis, thinks himfelf a wit, 
’To pay my compliment, what place fb fit ? 
i His moft facetious * letters came to hand, 
I Which my firft fatire fweetly reprimand : 
1!lf that a juft offence to Marcus gave, 
ISay, Marcus, w'hich art thou, a fool or knave? 
I For all but fuch with caution I forbore; 
j That thou waft either, I ne’er knew before : 
- I know thee now, both wdiat thou art, and who 

(' No mafk fo good, but Marcus muft fhine through i 
j Falfe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
I Thy beft concealment had been writing well : 
* But thou a brave negleft of fame haft fhown, 
ji Of others’ fame, great genius ! and thy own. 
i Write on unheeded; and this maxim know, 
I The man who pardons, difappoints his foe. 

In malice to proud wits, fome proudly lull 
Their peevifh reafon ; vain of being dull; 

I When home home-joke has flung their folemn fouls, 
! In vengeance they determine—to be fools ; 

- Through fpleeli, that little nature gave, make lefs, 
'• Quite zealous in the way of heavinefs; 
]■ To lumps inanimate a fondnefs take, 
j; And difinherit fons that are awake. 
1 . Thefe, when their utmoft venom they would fpit, 
i Moft barbaroufly tell you—‘ He’s a wit.’ 

|<r * Letters fent to the author, figned Marcus. 
F 4 
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Poor negroes thus, to (hew their burning fpiter 
To eacodemons fay, ‘ They’re dev’lifn white.’ 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaft', 
Sighs o’er one child, but triumphs in the reft. 
How juft his grief! one carries in his head 
A left 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 fcorn, 
And feel a paffion for a grain of corn; 
Some ftupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white,. 
Who with much pains, exertirg all his fenfe, 
Can range aright his (hillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby father craves a booby ton ; 
And by heav’n’s bleiling thinks himtelf undone. 

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

Craflus, a grateful fage, our awe and fport! 
Supports grave forms ; for forms tne fage fupport., 
He hems; and cries, with an important air, 
‘ If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair 
Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true; 
And adds, ‘ The learn'd delight in fomething new.' 
Is’t not enough the blockhead fcarce can read, 
Sut muft he wifely look, and gravely plead ? 
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As far a formalift from wifdom fits. 
In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

Thefe fubtle w'ght (fo blind, are mortal men, 
Though fatire couch them with her keenelt pen) 
For ever will hang out a lolemn face, 
To put off nonfenie with a better grace : 
As pedlars with tome hero’s head make bold, 
Illuftrious mark! where pins are to be told. 

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 find the foot, when 1 behold the fcreen ; 
For ’tis the wife man’s intereft to be teen. 

Hence, , that opennels of heart. 
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 fcorn how oft haft thou furvey’d. 
Of court and town the noontide rrtafquerade; 
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 gen'rolls hearts, the greateft hazard run. 
And he who trufts a brother, is undone ? 

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

Next day his bread regairv’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 feme 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 (hate of fame; 
ills fumptuous watch-cafe, tho’ conceal’d it lies. 
Like a good confidence, folid joy fupplies. 
He only thinks himfolf (fo far from vain!) 
St pe in wit, in breeding 1)—1—ne. 
Whene’er, by feeming chance, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that refteft his Tyrian dye, 
With how fublime a tranfport leaps his heart ! 
But fate ordains that deareft friends muft part. 
In aftive meafures, brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs, confcious of his learned heels. 

So have I ften, on fome bright fummer’s day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay. 
Dance on the bank, as if infpir’d by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the dream. 

Morofe is funk with fhame, whene’er furpris’d 
In linen clean, or peruke undifguis’d. 
No fublunary chance his veftments fear; 
Valu’d, like leopards, as their fpots appear. 
A fam’d furtout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot fwims in a capacious Ihoe; 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Levell’d her barb’rous needle at his fame: 
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But open force was vain; by night (he went. 
And, while he (lept, fnrpris’d the darling rent: 
Where yawn’d the freeze is now become a doubt, 
“ And glory, at one entrance, quite (hut out.” * 

He fccrns Florello, and Floreilo him ; 
' This hates the filthy creature; that, the- prim : 
Thus, in each other, both thcfe fools defpiie 
’Their own dear felves, with undificerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 
The (loven and the fopKng are the fame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warmly you purfue ; 
Then both club nonfenfe, and impetuous pride, 
And follyr joins whom fentiments divide. 
You vent your fpleen, as monkeys, when they pais. 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glafs; 
While both are one : and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both Tides (hall ftand for fools alone. 

‘ But who art thou?’ methinks Florello cries: 
‘ Of all thy fpecies art thou only wife?’ 
Since fmallefi: things can give our fins a twitch, 
As eroding draws retard a pading witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor (halt be; 
I’ll conjure thus feme profit out of thee. 
O thou myfelf! abroad our counfels roam, 
And, like ill hufbands, take no care at home: 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wife means to gain it hall thou chofe ? 
Know, fame and fortune both are made of profe. 

Milton. 
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Is thy ambition fweating for a rhyme, 
Thou unambitious fool, at this late time ? 
While 1 a moment name, a moment’s pad; 
I’m nearer death in this verfe, than the lad. 
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 praife fublime,. 
But bubbles on the rapid dream of time. 
That rile, and fall, that dwell, and are no more. 
Bom, and forgot, ten thoufand in an hour l 



SATIRE III 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

Mr. D O D I N G T O N. 

ONG, Dodington! in debt, I long have fought 
To eafe the burden of my grateful thought; 

And now a poet’s gratitude you fee ; 
Grant him two favours, and he’ll afk for three: 
For whofe the prefent glory, or the gain ? 
You give proteftion, I a worthlefs ftrain. 
You love and feel the poet’s facred flame. 
And know the bafis of a folid fame; 
Tho’ prone to like, yet cautious to commend. 
You read with all the malice of a friend; 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 
But, more to raife my verfe, conceal your own. 

An ill-tim’d modefty! Turn ages o’er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more? 
Her learning, and her genius too, decays, 
And dark and cold are her declining days; 
As if men now were of another calf, 
They meanly live on alms of ages pall. 
Men Hill are men; and they who boldly dare. 
Shall triumph o’er the fens of cold defpair; 
Or, if they fail, they juftly Hill take place 
•Of fuch who run in debt for their difgraie; 
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Who borrow much, then fairly make it known,: 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
We bring feme new materials, and what’s old 
New-caft with care, and in no borrow’d mold; 
Late times the verfe may read, if theft refuft; 
And from four critics vindicate the muft. 

‘ Your work is long,’ the critics ciy. ’Tis true., 
And lengthens llill, 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 ftart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the teeth of the dire 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 thoft who thunder in the critic’s name ? 
Good authors damn’d, have their revenge in this,. 
To fee that wretches gain the praift they mils. 

Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens folemn, and as boding, cries, 
‘ Ten thoufand worlds for the three unities!’ 
Ye doctors fage, who thro’ ParnalTus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or praOift what you preach. 

One judges as the weather diftates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: - 
Another judges by a furer gage, 
An author’s principles, or parentage ; 
Since his great anceftors in Flanders fell, 
The poem doubtlefs muft be written well 
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Another judges by the writer’s look; 
Another judges, for he bought the book ; 
Some judge, their knack of judging, wrong to keep 
Some judge, becaufe it is too i'oon to deep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one fingle aim. 
To gain themfelves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very belt ambitioufly advife. 
Half to ferve you, and. half to pals for wife. 

Critics on verle, as fquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the Hate; 

' Hot, envious, noify, proud, the fcribbling fry 
Burn, hifs, and bounce, wade paper, dink, and die. 
Rail on, my friends! what more my verfe can crown' 
Than Compton’s fmile, and your obliging frown ? 

Not all on books their criticidn wade: 
The genius of a dilh fome judly tade. 
And eat their way to fame; with anxious thought- 
The falmon 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. 
Half of their precious day they give the fead, 

j And to a kind digedion fpare the red. 
Apicius, here, the tader 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. 
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To glory fome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame : 
Their iront fupplies what their ambition lacks; 
They know a thoufand lords, behind their backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
When turn’d away, with a familiar leer; 
And H y’s eyes, unmercifully keen, 
Have murder’d fops, by whom Ihe ne’er was feen. 
Niger adopts ftray libels; wifely prone 
To covet fhame (till greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threefcorc, 
Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abfence of mind Brabantio turns to fame. 
Learns to miftake, nor knows his brother’s name; 
Has words and thoughts in nice difbrder fet. 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or blots, 
Men forge the patents that create them lots. 

As love of pleafure into pain betrays. 
So moft grow infamous thro’ love of praife. 
But whence for praife can fuch an ardour rife, 
When thofe, who bring that incenfe, we defpife: 
For fuch the vanity of great and final 1, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor can ev’n fatire blame them; for, ’tis true. 
They have molt ample caufe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain! doubtlefs thou waft meant 
A nurfe of fools, to flock the continent. 
Tho’ Phcebus and the nine for ever mow, 
Rank folly underneath the fcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveft calls me forward ftill, 
’Till 1 farpafs in length my lawyer’s bill; 
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i A Welch deicent, which well-paid heralds damn; , 
Or, longer ftill, a Dutchman’s epigram. 
When, cloy’d, in fury I throw down my pen, 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 

See Tityrus, with merriment pofleft. 
Is burft with laughter, ere he hears the jell: 
What need he flay ? for when the joke is o’er, 
His teeth wiK be no whiter than before. 
Is there of thefe, ye fair! ib great a dearth, 
That you need purchafe monkeys for your mirth ? 

1 Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire; 
Of houfes feme; nay, houfes that they hire : 
Some (perfeft wifdom!) of a beauteous wife; 
And boaft, like Cordeliers, a fcourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro’ pride, the fexes change their airs; 
| My lord has vapours, and my lady fwears; 

Then, Itranger ftill! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady’s kind. 

To Ihew the ftrength, and infamy of pride, 
By all ’tis follow’d, and by all deny’d. 
What numbers are there, who at once purfue 
Praife, and the glory to contemn it, too : 
Vincenna knows felf-praife betrays to fhame, 
And therefore lays a ftratagem for fame; 
Makes his approach in modefty’s difguile, 

■.To win applaufe; and takes it by furprife. 
‘ To err,’ lays he, ‘ in fmall things is my fate..’ - 
You know your anfwer. He’s exact in great. 

: ‘ My ftylc,’ fays he, ‘ is rude, and full of faults.’ 
But oh ! what fenfe! what energy of thoughts! 
That he wants algebra, he muft confefs; 

: But not a loul to give our arms fuccefs. 
G 
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‘ 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 deferv’d fo well to die.’ 
Could this deceive in others, to be free. 
It ne’er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee; 
Whofe conduct is a comment to thy tongue. 
So clear, the dulleft cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on one fleeve wilt thy revenue wear; 
And haunt the court, without a profpe£t there. 
Are thefe expedients for renown ? Confe/s 
Thy little felf, that 1 may fcorn thee lefs. 

Be wife, Vincenna, and the court forfake; 
Our fortunes there, nor thou, nor I, fhall make. 
Ev’n men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
In hardy fervice make a long campaign ; 
Mod 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 dormj 
Enough to keep two (hoes on Sunday clean, 
And darve upon difcreetly, in Sheer-lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford; 
Then darve 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 bkfs by chance. 
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‘If merit lues, and greatnefs is fo loath 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant, at court, Philander, at his need, 
.] (Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
iQf every charm and virtue file’s pofleft: 
•Philander! thou art exquifitely bled; 
The public envy ! Now then, ’tis allow’d, 

1 The man is found, who may be juftly proud: 
But, fee! how fickly is ambition’s tafle ? 

( Ambition feeds on trafh, and loathes a feaft; 
For, lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 
iln 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 leflen, if the prices fell, 
And Shakefpear’s wretched fluff do quite as well» 
Away the difinchanted fair would throng, 

( And own, that Englifh is their mother tongue. 
To fhew how much our northern taftes refine. 

Imported nymphs our peerefles outfhine; 
(While tradefmen ftarve, thefe Philomels are gay; 
iFor generous lords had rather give than pay. 

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. 
* Are we not then allow’d to be polite ?’ 
Yes, doubtlefs; but firft fet your notions right. 
Worth, of politenefs is the needful ground; 

I Where that is wanting, this can ne’er be found. 
G a 
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Triflers not ev’n in trifles can excel; 
'Tis folid bodies only polifh well. 

Great, chofen prophet! for thefe latter days. 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways! 
Well, H r, doll thou thy mafter lerve; 
Well has he feen his fervant Ihould not ftarve. 
Thou to his name haft fplendid temples rais’d; 
In various forms of worfhip feen him prais’d; 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, fhown, 
And fung fweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 
Inferior off’rings to thy god of vice 
Are duly paid, in fiddles, cards, and dice; 
Thy facrifice fupreme, an hundred maids ! 
That folemn rite of midnight mafquerades! 
If maids the quite exhaufted town denies, 
An hundred head of cuckolds may fuffice. 
Thou fmil’ft, well-pleas’d with the converted land. 
To fee the fifty churches at a ftand. 
And that thy miniftry may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted ftill prevail. 
Of minor prophets a fucceflion fure 
The propagation of thy zeal fecure. 

See commons, peers, and minifters of ftate, 
In folemn council met, and deep debate! 
What godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 
What wonder opens on th’ expedting earth ? 
’Tis done! with loud applaufe the council rings! 
Fix’d is the fate of whores and fiddle-ftrings! [thefii 

Tho’ bold thefe truths, thou, Mufe, with truths iik.l:i 
Wilt none offend, whom ’tis a praife to pleafe : 
Let others flatter to be flatter’d, thou, 
.Like juft tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
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How terrible it were to common lenle, 
Fo write a latire, which gave none offence? 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you lee. 
If men diflike them, do they cenfure me? 
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 lhall make his fortune in a trice, 
If bleft with pliant, tho’ but flender, fenle, 
Feign’d modefty, and real impudence. 
A fupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eaiy grace, 
A curfe within, a fmile upon his face; 
A beauteous filter, or convenient wife. 
Are prizes in the lottery of life : 
Genius and virtue they will foon defeat, 
And lodge you in the bolbm of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain 
From men’s refuting what you ought to gain. 

May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you. 
Whom my prefaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole’s corcdudt fir’d, and friendfhip grac’d'. 
Still higher in your prince’s favour plac’d; 
And lending, here, thofe awful councils aid. 
Which you, abroad, with fuch iuccefs obey’d : 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendfhip dear, 
What moft we wifli, with eafe we fancy near. 

G 3 



SATIRE IV. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

Sir SPENCER COMPTON. 

T> OUND fome fair tree th’ ambitious woodbine grows. 
And breathes herfweets on the fupporting boughs: 

So fweet the verfe, th’ ambitious verfe, fhould 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; 
Of diftant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The crown’s affertor, and the people’s friend : 
Nor doll thou fcorn, amid fublimer views, 
To liften to the labours of the mufe ; 
Thy fmiles proteft her, while thy talents fire, 
And ’tis but half thy glory to infpire. 

Vex’d at a public fame, fo juftly won. 
The jealous Chremes is with fpleen undone; 
Chremes, for aity penfions of renown. 
Devotes his lervice to the (late and crown; 
All fchemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 
Tho’ Britain’s thanklefs, dill this patriot loves. 
But patriots differ : fome may fhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Confults the facred dream, and there forefees 
What dorms, or fun-lhine, Providence decrees; 
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Knows, for each clay, the weather of our fate: 
A quld-nunc is an almanack of (late. 

You (mile, and think this (latefman void of ufc: 
Why may not time his fecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can road the choice Caftanian nut, 
Since deeds af genius are expert at put, 
Since half the fenate ‘ not content’ can fay, 
Geefe nations fave, and puppies plots betray. 

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

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

Peerage is poifon, good edates are bad 
j.', For this difead ; poor rogues run feldom mad. 
* Have not attainders brought unhop’d relief, 
f And falling docks quite cur’d an unbelief? 

While the fun fhines, Blount talks with wondrous force 
But thunder mars (mall beer, and weak difcourfe. 
Such ufeful indfuments the weather (how, 

i! Jud as their mercury is high or low : 
Health chiefly keeps an atheifl in the dark ; 
A fever argues better than a Clarke : j 

G 4 
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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’ apoflate youth, who reafon’d once fo well. 

C , who makes lb merry with the creed. 
He ahnoll thinks he difbelieves 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 blacktft fcandal of their age. 

Narcillus the Tartarian club dtfclaims; 
Nay, a free malbn, with ibme terror, names; 
Omits no duty; nor can envy fay, 
He mifs’d, theft many years, the church, or play.. 
He makes no noift in parliament, ’tis true; 
But pays his debts, and vifit, when ’tis due; 
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 worthleis lhares. 
In gay fatigues, this moll 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 th’ aficmbly comes. 
And is the furniture of drawing-rooms : 
When ombre calls, his hand and heart are freej. 
And, join’d to two, he fails not—to make three : 
Narcillus is the glory of his race; 
For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my lift, by nature were defign’d 
Such (hining expletives of human kind, 
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Who want, while through blank life they dream along, 
Senfe to be right, and paffion to be wrong. 

To counterpoifr this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are Angular and odd; 
What other men diflike, is llire to pleafe, 
Of all mankind, thefe dear antipodes; 
Thro’ pride, not malice, they run counter ftill, 
And birth-days are their days of dreffing ill. 
Arb—t is a fool, and F a ftge, 
S—ly will fright you, E engage : 
By nature ftreams run backward, flame defcends. 
Stones mount, and S—x is the worft of friends; 
They take their reft by day, and wake by night, 
And blulh, if you lurprife them in the right; 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A fwan is white, or Qj; y is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in fafhion, but a fool that’s out; 
His paffion for abfurdity’s fo ftrong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 
Tho’ wrong.the mode, comply; more fenle is Ihown. 
In wearing others follies, than your own. 
If what is out of falhion moft you prize, 
Methinks you fhould endeavour to be wife. 
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 Aihmole’s baby-houfe, is, in his view, 
Britannia’s golden mine, a rich Peru! 
How his eyes languid!! how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat, which Jol'eph never wore! 
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He fhews, on holidays, a facred pin, 
That touch’d the ruff, that touch’d Queen Befs’s chin. 

‘ Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
‘ Since the great plague that fwept as many more, 
* Was ever year unblefs’d as this ?’ he’ll cry, 
‘ It has not brought us one new butterfly!’ 
In times that fuffer fuch learn’d men as theft. 
Unhappy J y ! how came you to pleaft ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico’s game; 
But, in effett, his chace is much the fame : 
Warm in purfuit, he levees all the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title and eftate. 
Where-e’er their lordlhips go, they never find 
Or Lico, or their fhadows, lag behind; 
He fets them fure, where-e’er their lordfhips run, 
Cloft at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 
But after ftven years dance, from place to place. 
The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

Who’d be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 
Or living pendant dangling at his ear, 
For ever whifp’ring ftcrets, which were blown, 
For months before, by trumpets, through the town; 
Who’d be a glafs, with flattering grimace, 
Still to refledt the temper of his face; 
Or happy pin to flick upon his fleeve, 
When my lord’s gracious, and vouchfafes it leave; 
Or cufnion, when his heavinefs lhall pleaft 
To loll, or thump it, for his better eaft; 

A Danifli dog of the duke of Argyle. 
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<'Or a vile butt, for noon, or night, befpoke, 
/J When the peer ralhly fwears he’ll club his joke ? 
V Who’d (hake with laughter, tho’ he cou’d not find 
H His lordfhip’s jell:; or, if his nofe broke wind, 
d For bleffings to the gods profoundly bow, 
T That can cry, ‘ Chimney fweep,’ or drive a plough? 
7 With terms like thefe, how mean the tribe that dole! 
i Scarce meaner they, who terms like thele impole. 

But what’s the tribe moft likely to comply? 
f The men of ink, or ancient authors, lie ! 
1 The writing tribe, who fhamelels audions hold 
0 Of prai(e, by inch of candle to be Ibid '■ 

All men they flatter, but themfelvcs the moll, 
With deathlels fame, their everlafting boafl: 
For fame no cully makes lb much her jell, 
As her old conllant fpark, the bard profell. 
‘ B—le (hines in council, M 1 in the fight, 
‘ P—1—m’s magnificent; but I can write, 
‘ And what to my great loul like glory dear?’ 
’Till Ibme god whifpers in his tingling ear. 
That fame’s unwhollbme taken without meat. 
And life is bed liiftain’d by what is eat: 
Grown lean, and wife, he curfes what he writ, 

’ And wilhes ail his wants were in his wit. 
„ Ah! what avails it, when his dinner’s loll. 

That his triumphant name adorns a pod ? 
Or that his fliining page (provoking fate!) 
Defends firloins, which fons of dulncfs eat ? 

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

Ye bards ! why will ye fing, tho’ uninfpir’d ? 
Ye bards! why will ye ftarve to-be admir’d? 
Defunct by Phoebus’ laws, beyond redreft. 
Why will your fpectres haunt the frighted prefs ? 
Bad 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 fafhion, 
Expofes borrow’d brats to move companion. 
Tho’ fuch myfelf, vile bards I difcommend; 
Nay more, tho’ gentle Damon is my friend. 
‘ Is’t then a crime to write?’—If talents rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear: 
For fome, tho’ few, there are, large-minded men 
Who watch unfeen the labours of the pen; 
Who know the mufe’s worth, and therefore court 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her fupport; 
Who ferve, unalk’d, the leaf! pretence to wit; 
My foie excufe, alas! for having writ. 
A le true wit is ftudious to reftore; 
And D 1 fmiles, if Phoebus fmil’d before; 
P ke in years the long-lov’d arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a mufe infpires. 

But, ah! not infpiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languifh for in vain. 
How mad their aim, who third for glory, drive. 
To grafp, whjt no man can poflefs alive! 
Fame’s a reverfion in which men take place 
(G late reverfion!). at their own deceafe,. 
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This truth fugacious Lintot knows fo well, 
■He ftarvcs 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 juft proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform’d, and old. 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 
The firft young lord, which in the Mall you meet. 
Shall match the verieft hunks in Lombard-ftreet, 
From refcu’d candles’ ends who 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 fuch ambition his great fathers fir’d, 
When Harry conquer’d, and half France expir’d. 
He’d be a (lave, a pimp, a dog, for gain : 
Nay, a dull fheriff for his golden chain. 

‘ Who’d be a (lave ?’ the gallant colonel cries. 
While love of glory fparkles from his eyes: 
To deathlefs fame he loudly pleads his right,— 
Juft is his title,—for he will not fight. 
All foldicrs valour, all divines have grace. 
As maids of honour beauty,—by their place : 
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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 abfblves his fword. 

Of boafling more than of a bomb afraid, 
A foldier fliould be modeft as a maid : 
Fame is a bubble the referv’d enjoy ; 
Who ftrive to gralp it, as they touch, deflroy : 
’Tis the world’s debt to deeds of high degree; 
But 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. 
Auguflus’ deeds ! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and mifguides his aim. 
Such is the Prince’s worth, of whom I fpeak, 
The Roman would not blufh at the mi flake. 



A T I R E V. 

O N 

WOMEN. 

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

N O R reigns ambition in bold man alone; Soft female hearts the rude invader own : 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies, aiid dethroning kings. 
Attend, and you dilcern it, in the fair. 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair ; 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye; 
Or, in full joy, elaborate a figh. 

The lex we honour, tho’ their faults we blame; 
Nay, thank their faults for fuch a fruitful theme : 
A themej fair ! doubly kind to me, 
Since fatyrizing thofe is praifing thee; 
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Who wouldft not bear, too modeftly refin’d, 
A .panegyric of a grofler 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 tarnifh to the fated fight: 
As unrelerv’d, and beauteous, as the fun. 
Through every fign of vanity they run ; 
Aflemblies, parks, coarfe feafts in city-halls, 
Leftures, and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, bedlams, executions, Smithfield feenes, 
And fortune-tellers caves, and lions dens, 
Taverns, exchanges, bridewells, drawing-rooms, 
Inftalments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers, and fun’rals, puppet-lhows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabbets, (and, Hill ftranger!) pews. 

Clarinda’s boibm burns, but burns for fame; 
And love lies vanquilh’d in a nobler flame; 
Warm gleams of hope fne, now, dilpenfes; then, 
Like April funs, dives into clouds again : 
With all her luftre, now, her lover warms; 
Then, out of oflentation, hides her charms. 
’Tis, next, her pleafure fweetly to complain, 
And to be taken with a hidden pain ; 
Then, Hie ftarts up, all ecftacy and blifs, 
And is, fweet foul! juft as fincere in this. 
O how ihe rolls her charming eyes in fpight! 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wife, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 

Zara refembles fEtna crown’d with fnows ; 
Without Hie freezes, and within (lie glows : 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 113 

Tvvice ere the fun defcends, with zeal infpir’d, 
From the vain converfe of the world retir’d, 
She reads the pfalms and chapter's for the day, 
In—Cleopatra, or the lafl: new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a folemn grace, 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 

Nor far beneath her in renown, is flie, 
Who, thro’ good-breeding, is ill company; 
Whofe manners will not let her larum ceaie, 
Who thinks you are unhappy, when at peace; 
'To find you news, who racks her fubtle head, 
And vows—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 fkill of convcrfation lies; 
That fhovvs, or makes, you both polite and wife. 

Xantippe cries, ‘ Let nymphs, who nought can fev, 
j* Be loft in filence, and refign the day; 

And let the guilty wife her guilt cornels, 
1 By tame behaviour, and a foft addrefs:’ 
Through virtue, file refufes to comply 
With all the dictates of humanity; 
Through wifdom, fhe refufes to fubmit 

To wifdonfs rules, and raves to prove her wit; 
rhen, her unblemififd honour to maintain, 
Rejefts her hulband's kindnefs with difdain : 
3ut if, by chance, an ill-adapted word 
drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Ter darling china, in a whirlwind lent, 
iuft intimates the lady’s difeontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the meekeft dame; 
lut keen Xantippe, fcorning borrow’d flame. 

H 
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Can vent her thunders, and her lightning play. 
O’er cooling gruel, and compofing tea : 
Nor refts by night, but, more fincere than nice. 
She fhak.es the curtains with her kind advice : 
.Doubly, like echo, found is her delight, 
And the laft word is her eternal right. 
Is’t not enough, plagues, wars, and famines, rife 
To lafh our crimes, but mud our wives be wife ? 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber’d throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong : 
What black, what ceafelefs cares befiege our date ! 
What drokes we feel from fancy, and from fate ! 
If fate forbears us, fancy drikes the blow; 
We make misfortunes; filicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid ! unnecedary (kill! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight, bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with folemn knell, 
On folly’s errands, as we vainly roam, (home!! 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 
Men drop fo fad, ere life’s mid dage we tread, 
Few know fo many friends alive, as dead. 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 
We prefs coy fortune with unflacken’d pace ; 
Our ardent labours for tire toys we feek, 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week : 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between fatiety and fierce defire. 
Nov/ what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one a female friend’s endearing fmile 
A tender fmile, our forrows’ only balm, 
Andj in life’s temped, the fad failor’s calm* 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 

How have I feen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye ;• 
Victorious tendernefs ! it all o’ercame, 
Huibands look’d mild, and favages grew tame; 

The fylvan race our aftive nymphs purfue; 
Man is not all the game they have in view: 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There mafter Betty leaps a five-barr’d gate ; 
While fair mifs Charles to toilets is confin’d. 
Nor raihly tempts the barb’rous fun and wind; 
Some nymphs affeft a more heroic breed, 
And volt from hunters to the manag’d fteed; 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Foubert has the forming of the fair. 

More than one fteed muft Delia’s empire feel,. 
Who fits triumphant o’er the flying wheel ; 
And as (he guides it thro’ th’ admiring throng, 

[ With what an air (lie finacks the filken thong !' 
Graceful as John, (he moderates the reins. 
And whiftles fweet her diuretic ftrains. 
Sefoftris-like, fuch charioteers as- thefe 

: May drive fix harnefs’d monarchs, if they pleafe 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory fmit, 

! Leap, fwim, (hoot flying, and pronounce on witi 
O’er the belles-lettres lovely Daphne reigns;, 

I Again the god Apollo wear's her chains ; 
With legs tofs'd high, on her fophee (he fits,, 

I Vouchsafing audience to contending wits : 
: Of each performance (he’s the final teft; 

1 One aft read o’er, !he prophefies the reft;; 
i And then, pronouncing with decifive air,, 
j Eully convinces all the town—file’s fain - 

Haa 
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Had lovely Daphne HecatefTa’s face, 
How would her elegance of tafle decreafe ! 
Some ladies judgment in their features lies, 
And all their genius fparkles from their eyes. 

But hold, fhe cries, lampooner ! have a care; 
Muft I want common fenfe, becaufe I’m fair ? 
O no : See Stella; her eyes fhine as bright, 
As if her tongue was never in the right; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
She feems infpir’d, and can herfelf infpire : 
How then (if malice rul’d not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publifh, and could fhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to fenfe, 
Nor is’t a fanflion for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik’d her man ; and well fhe might; 
The youth in perfon, and in parts, was bright; 
Pofiefs’d of ev’ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juft empire o’er the female heart: 
He met her paffion, all her fighs return’d, 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, burn’d : 
Large his pofleflions, and beyond her own ; 
Their blifs tbc 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, through ftiame, 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 ; 
Thofe few wants anfwer’d, bring fincere delights; 
But fools create themfelves new appetites : 
Taney, and pride, feek things at vaft expence, 
Which relifh not to reafon, nor to fenfe. 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. iiy 

When furfeit, or unthankfulnefs, deftroys, 
In nature’s narrow fphere, our folid joys, 
In fancy’s airy land of noife and Ihow, 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures, grow; 
Like cats in air-pumps, to filbfift we ftrive 
On joys too thin to keep the foul alive. , 

Lemira’s lick; make hafte; the dodtor call : 
He comes; but where’s his patient? At the ball. 
The doftor flares; her woman curt’fies low, 
And cries, ‘ My lady, fir, is always fo : 
‘ Diverfions put her maladies to flight; 
* True, (he can’t (land, but (he can dance all night: 
‘ I’ve known my lady (for (he loves a tune) 
* For fevers take an opera in June : 
‘ And, tho’ perhaps you’ll think the praftice bold, 
‘ A midnight park is fov’reign for a cold : 
‘ With cholics, breakfafts of green fruit agree; 
‘ With indigeflions, fupper juft at three.’ 
A ftrange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Muft women have a doftor, or a dance ? 
Though (ick to death, abroad they fafely roam. 
But drbop and die, in perfeft health, at home : 
For want-'-but not of health, are ladies ill; 
And tickets cure beyond the doftor’s bill. 

Alas, my heart! how languilhingly fair 
Ton lady lolls! with what a tender air! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when, 
O’er darling lines, fell Cibber waves his pen. 
Is her lord angry', or has * Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the ma(k forbid.? 

H 3 
Lap-dog. 
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‘ Late fitting up has turn’d her rofes white.’ 
Why went ihe not to bed? ‘ Becaufe ’twas night.’ 
Did (he then dance, or play ? ‘ Nor this, nor that.” 
Well, night fbon Heals away in pleafing chat. 
4 No, all alone, her prayers Ihe rather chofe, 
‘ Than be that wretch to fleep till morning rofe.* 
Then lady Cynthia, miftrefs of the lhade. 
Goes, with the falhionable owls, to bed: 
This her pride covets, this her health denies ; 
Her foul is filly, but her body’s wife. 

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: 
Next day Ihe (hines in gloffy black; and then 
Revolves into her native red again : 
Like a dove’s neck, (he drifts 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 us lefs. 
To deck the female cheek, he only knows, 
Who paints lefs fair the lily and the rofe. 

How gay they fmile! Such bleffings nature pours, 
O’er-ftock’d mankind enjoy but half her ftores: 
In diftant wilds, by human eyes unfeen. 
She rears her fiow’rs, and fpreads her velvet green ; 
Pure gurgling rills tire lonely defart trace. 
And wafte their mulic on the favage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her blifs? 
Repine we guiltlefs in a world like this ? 
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But our lewd taftes her awful charms refuie. 
And painted art’s deprav’d allurements chufe. 
Such Fulvia’s palfion for the town; frefh air 
(An odd effijft!) gives vapours to the fair; 
Green fields, and lhady groves, and cryflal fprings. 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
But finoke, and dull:, and noife, and crowds, delight; 
And to be prefs’d to death, tranfports her quite; 
Where Giver riv’lets play thro’ fiow’ry meads, 
And woodbines give their fwects, and limes their lhades, 
Black kennels’ abient odours fhe regrets, 
And flops her nofe at beds of violets. 

Is flormy life preferr’d to the ferene ? 
Or is the public to the private fcene ? 
Retir’d, we tread a fmooth and open way; 
Through briars and brambles in the world we ft ray; 
Stiff oppofition, and perplex’d debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and flinging hate, 
Which choak our paflage, our career control, 
And wound the firmeft temper of our foul. 
O facred folitude! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent! envy of the great! 
By thy pure ftream, or in thy waving fhade, 
We court fair wifdom, that celeftial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov’d embrace, 
(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace-: 
There, from the ways of men laid fafe afhore, 
We fmile to hear the diftant tempefl roar; 
There, blefs’d w ith health, with bufinefs unperplex’d, 
'This life we relifh, and enfure the next; 
There too the mufes fport; thefe numbers free, 
Pierian Eaftbury! I owe to thee. 

H 4 
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There fport the mutes; but not there alone : 
Their la ere d force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit j 
A wit herfelf, Amelia weds a wit : 
Both wits! though miracles are faid to ceale, 
Three days, three wondrous days! they liv’d in peaces 
With the fourth fun a warm difpute arofe. 
On Durfey’s poefy, and Bunyan’s profe: 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe, though Ihe pollelles nothing lei's, 
Is proud of being rich in happinefs : 
Laboriouily purfues delufive toys, 
Content with pains, fince they’re reputed joys. 
With what well-a£ted tranfport will ihe fay, 
‘ Well, lure, we were fo happy yeilerday! 
‘ And then that charming party for to-morrowi’ 
Though, well fhe knows, ’twill languiih into forrow; 
But file dares never boaii: the preient hour; 
So grofs that cheat, it is beyond her power : 
For fuch is or our weaknefs, or our curfe, 
Or rather iiich our crime, which frill is worfe, 
The prefent moment, like a wife, we ihun, 
And ne’er enjoy, becaufe it is our own. 
Pleafures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleafure, like quickfilver, is bright, and coy; 
We ftrive to grafp it with our utmoft ikill. 
Still it eludes us, aud it glitters ftill : 
If feiz’d at lail, compute your mighty gains; 
What is it, but rank poiibn in your veins ? 

As Flavia in her glafs an angel fpies, 
Pride whifpers in her ear pernicious lies; 
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Tells her, while (he furveys a face fo fine, 
There’s no (litiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang’d appears 
Her temper, and the melts (fweet foul!) in tears: 
She, fond and young, laft week, her wiih enjoy’d, 
In foft amufement all the night employ’d; 
The morning came, when Strephon, waking, found 
(Surprifing fight!) his bride in forrow drown’d. 
‘ What miracle, fays Strephon, makes thee weep ? 
‘ Ah, barb’rous man, (lie cries, how could you—Ileep? 

Men love a miftrefs, as they love a feall; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to talle ? 
Yet fare there is a certain time of day 
We wilh our miftrefs, and our meat, away : 
But foon the fated appetites return, 
Again our-ftomachs crave, our bofoms burn: 
Eternal love let men, then, never fwear; 
Let women never triumph, nor defpair; 
Nor praifo, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill; 
Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 

There is indeed a paffion more refin’d, 
For thofe few nymphs whofe charms are of the mind : 
But not of that unfalhionable fot 
Is Phyllis : Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exaftly hits her tafte; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at leaft. 
Embracing Phyllis with foft-fmiling eyes, 
Eternal love I vow, the fwain replies: 
But fay, my all, my miftrefs, and my friend ‘ 
What day next week th’ eternity fliall end ? 

Some nymphs prefer aftrenomy to love 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 
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The fair philofbpher to Rowley flies, 
Where, in a box, the whole creation lies: 
She fees the planets in their turn advance. 
And fcorns, Pokier, thy fublunary dance: 
Of Defagulier the befpeaks frefh air; 
And Whifton has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 
’Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of fcience reigns, 
(O fickle fex!) fbon end her learned pains. 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 
Turns out the ftars, and Newton is a lot. 

To turn: Ihe never took the height 
'•Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 
She ftrikes each point with native force 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 finilh’d, and her temper fweet. 
When ferious, eafy; and when gay, dilcreet; 
In glitt’ring feenes, o’er her own heart, fevere; 
fn crowds, collefted; and in courts, fincere; 
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 ihe fixes by the gown fire wears; 
Of filks and china fire’s the laft appeal; 
In thefe great points fire leads the commonweal; 
And if difputes of empire rife between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 
’Tis doirbt! ’tis darknefs! till fufpended fate 
Allumes her nod, to clofe the grand debate. 
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When fuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 
Their emulation only in their drefs ? 

But, oh! the nymph that mounts above the Ikies, 
And, gratis, clears religious myfteries, 
:Refolv’d the church’s welfare to enlure, 
And make her family a linecure: 
The theme divine at cards lhe’11 not forget, 
But takes in texts of feripture at piquet; 
In thole licentious meetings afts the prude. 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 

1 What angels would thele be, who thus excel 
In theologies, could they few as well! 
Yet why Ihould not the fair her text purfue ? 
Can (be more decently the doctor woo ? 
’Tis hard, too, Ihe who makes no ufe but chat 

i Of her religion, Ihould be barr’d in that. 
Ifaac, a brother of the canting Brain, 

When he has knock’d at his own Ikull in vain, 
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 w'oman-kind! 
Charm’d with her learning, with what rapture he 

, Hangs on her bloom, like an mduftfious bee; 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
Extracts fweet wifdom from lb fair a fiow’r! 

The young and gay declining, Appia flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wife: 
By nature more an eagle than a dove, 

■She impioully prefers the world to love. 
Can wealth give happinefs ? look round, and fee 

'What gay diftrefs! what fplendid mifery! 
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Whatever fortune lavithly can pour, 
The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat; believe not what it fays; 
Like any lord it promilcs and pays. 
Flow will the miier 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 we cart anew. 
To fome frefii birth of fancy more inclin’d : 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Miftaken lovers, who make worth their care,. 
And think accomplilhments will win the fair: 
The fair, ’tis true, by genius Ihould be won, 
As flow’rs unfold their beauties to the fun; 
And yet in female feales a fop outweighs. 
And wit mull wear the willow with the bays. 
Nought ihines fo bright in vain Liberia’s eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy : 
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, fhe fpreads her charms,. 
Snatches the dear deftroyer to her arms; 
And amply gives (thougli treated long amifs) 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 
If you refent, and wilh a woman ill, 
But turn her o’er one moment to her will. 

The languid lady next appears in flate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
She lolls, reels, flaggers, till fome foreign aiS 
To her own flature lifts the feeble maid. 
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Then, if ordain’d to fo fevere a doom, 
She, by juft ftages, journeys round the room : 

[jiiut, knowing her own weaknefs, fhe defpairs 
j To leak the Alps—that is, afcend the flairs. 

ly fan! let others fay, who laugh at toil; 
jTan! hood! glove! fcarf! is her laconic ftile; 
[And that is ipoke with fuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather fees, than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 
Piece out th’ idea her faint words deny. 

' O liften with attention moft profound! 
Her voice is but the fhadow of a found. 
And help! oh help ! her fpirits are fo dead. 
One hand fcaree lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ftubborn pin it triumphs o’er, 
She pants! fne links away! and is no more. 
I.et the robuft, and the gigantic carve; 
Life is not worth fo much, fhe’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 phrafo obfccne. 
In fair and open dealing where’s the fhame ? 
What nature dares to give, (he dares to name. 
This honed: fellow is fincere and plain, 
And juftly gives the jealous hufband pain. 
(Vain is the talk to petticoats allign’d, 
If wanton language (hews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath fupplics the vacancies of fenfe. 

125 
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Hark ! the fhrill notes tranfpierce the yielding air5. 
And teach the neighb’ring echoes how to fwear. 
By Jove, is faint, and for the fimpie Twain; 
She, on the Chriftian fyftem, is prophane. 
But though the volley rattles in your ear. 
Believe her drefs, (he’s not a grenadier. 
If thunder’s awful, how much more our dread, 
When Jove deputes a lady in his (lead ! 
A lady! pardon my miftaken pen, 
A ihamelefs woman is the word of men. 

Few to good-breeding make a juft pretence;; 
Good-breeding is the bloflom of good fenfe; 
The laft refult of an accompliih’d mind, 
With outward grace, the body’s virtue, join’d.. 
A violated decency now reigns ; 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinefe painters modern toafts agree. 
The point they aim at, is deformity: 
They throw their perfons with a hoyden air 
Acrofs the room, and tofs into the chair. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 
They, for our manners, have exchang’d their own.. 
The modeft look, the caftigated grace, 
The gentle.movement, and ftow-meafur’d pace,. 
For which her lovers dy’d, her parents pray’d. 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
Stiff forms are bad ; but let not worfe intrude,. 
Nor conquer art and nature, to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 
And lady D ’s felf will be polite. 

Ye rifing fair ! ye bloom of Britain s ifle! 
When.high-born Anna,, with a foften’d fmile,., 
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leads on your train, and fparkles at your head, 
Vhat feems moft hard, is, not to be well-bred. 

Her bright example with fuccefs purfue. 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 

But adoration ! give me ibmething-more,, 
Cries Lyce., on the borders of th reel core. 
Nought treads fo filent as the foot of time; 
Hence we miftake 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 breaft a mifttefs warms, 
Who looks through fpeftacles to fee your charms k 
^While rival undertakers hover round, 
And with his fpade the fexton marks the ground. 
Intent not on her own, but others doom, 
She plants new conqnefts, and defrauds the tomb>. 
In vain the cock has fummon’d fprights away. 
She 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 grifled locks alTume a fmirking grace,. 

1 And art has levell’d her deep-furrow’d face. 
Her (Irange demand no mortal can approve, 

l We’ll alk her blelfing, 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 
j Of prudent Portia ? her grey hairs engage; • 

Whofe thoughts are fuited to her life’s decline: ■ 
Virtue’s the paint can make the wrinkles fhine.. 



128 LOVE OF FAME, 

That, and that only, can old age fuftain; 
Which yet all with, nor know they wi(h for pain. 
Not numerous are our joys, when life is new; 
And yearly fome are falling of the few; 
But when we conquer life’s meridian flage. 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop apace; by nature fome decay, 
And fbme the blafts of fortune fweep away; 
’Till, naked quite of happincfs, aloud 
We call for death, and fhelter in a Ihroud. 

Where’s Portia now ? But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch’d their early grief can view, 
Like blulhing rofe-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 
Who into (lielter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to fly from ills to come ? 
The mind, when turn’d adrift, no rules to guide, 
'Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 
Fancy and paflion tofs it to and fro; 
A while torment, and then quick fink in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans! fmce in filent dull 
Your bell example lies, my precepts tfuft. 
Life fvvanns with ills; the boldcft are afraid ; 
Where then is fafety for a tender maid ? 
Unfit for conflict, round befet with woes, 
And man, whom leaft Ihe fears, her worft of foes! 
When kind, mofl: cruel; when oblig’d the moll. 
The leaft obliging; and by favours loft. 
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 flick, through malice of your own. 
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i pft hard! in pleafing yonr chief glory lies; 
1 M yet from pleafmg your chief dangers rile: 

n len pleafe the beft; and know, for men of fenfe, 
jur ftrongeft charms are native innocence, 
rts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
aght him, that’s worth your love, from your embrace, 
fimple manners all the fecret lies; 

;i kind and virtuous, you’ll be bled: and wife. 
( in (hew and noife intoxicate the brain, 

n gin with giddinefs, and end in pain. 
} ieft not empty fame, and idle praife, 
I rich, all thofe wretches I deftribe, betrays. 

ur fex’s glory ’tis, to Ihine unknown; 
Is all applaufe, be fondeft of your own. 
til ware the fever of the mind! that third 
Hjith which the age is eminently curd: 
it 1 drink of pleafure, but inflames delire; 
hid abdinence alone can quench the fire; 
(-"ke pain from life, and terror from the tomb; 
: ye peace in hand; and promife blifs to come. 

I 



SATIRE VIJ 

WOMEN. 

Infcribed to the Right Honoorable the j[ 

Lady ELIZABETH GERMAD 

Interdum tamen et tollit comoedia vocem. 

T SOUGHT a patronefs, but fought in vain. 
Apollo whifper’d in my ear ‘ Germain.’ * 

I know her not.—‘ Your reafon’s fomewhat odd; 
1 Who knows his patron, nowreply’d the god. 
‘ Men write, to me, and to the world, unknown; 
‘ Then fteal great names, to fhield them from the towf 
‘ Detected worth, like beauty diiarray’d, 
‘To covert flies, of prail'e itfelf afraid : 
‘ Should Ihe refufe to patronize your lays, 
‘ In vengeance write a volume in her praifo. 
‘ Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 
* When fuch the theme, ’twill eafily be done. 
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■ Ye fair! to draw your excellence at length, 
xceeds the narrow bounds of human ftrength ; 
ou, here, in miniature your pifture fee; 
or hope from Zincks more juftice than from me. 

ily portraits gracetyour mind, as his your fide; 
lis portraits will inflame, mine quench, your pride; 
^e’s dear, you frugal; choofe my cheaper lay; 
.nd be your reformation all my pay. 
: Lavinia is polite, but not prophane ; 
"o church as conftant as to Drury-lane. 
(he decently, in form, pays heaven its due; 

: md makes a civil vifit to her pew. 
er lifted fan, to give a folemn air, 

conceals her face, which pafles for a prayer : 
lurt’fies to curt’fies, then, with grace, lucceed; 
'ot one the fair omits, but at the creed, 
r if fhe joins the fervice, ’tis to fpeak : 
;hro’ dreadful filence the pent heart might break ; 
intaught to bear it, women talk away 
(o God himfelf, and fondly think they pray, 
at fweet their accent, and their air refin’d; 
nr they’re before their Maker—and mankind : 
’rhen ladies once are proud of praying well, 
jftan himfelf will toll the parifh bell. 
Acquainted with the world, and quite well bred, 

M'tufa receives her vifitants in bed; 
at, chafte as ice, this Vefta, to defy 
the veiy blacked tongue of calumny, 
lien from the iheets her lovely form file lifts, 
se begs you juft would turn you, while (he fhifts. 
Thofe charms are greatefl which decline the fight, 

hat makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
I 2, 
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There is no woman, where there’s no referve; 
And ’tis on plenty your poor lovers ftarve. 
But with the modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing they call a nymph of fpirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye; 
And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
‘ Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 
‘ Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
‘ Or arm’d rhinoceros, or rough Ruffian bear,’ 
Firft make your will, and then converfe with her. 
This lady glories in profufe expence ; 
And thinks diftraftion is magnificence. 
To beggar her gallant, is fcne delight; 
To be more fatal flill, is exquifite. 
Had ever nymph fuch reafon to be glad ? 
In duel fell two lovers; one run mad. 
Her foes their honeft execrations pour; 
Her lovers only fhould deleft her more. 

Flavia is conftant to her old gallant, 
And generoufly fupports him in his want. 
But marriage is a fetter, is a fnare, 
A hell, no lady fo polite can bear. 
She’s faithful, Ihe’s obfervant, and with pains 
Her angel-brood of baftards Ihe maintains. 
Nor lead advantage has the fair to plead, 
But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 

Amafia hates a prude, and fcorns reftraint; 
Whate’er (he is, (lie'll not appear a faint: 
Her foul fuperior flies formality; 
So gay her air, her conduit is fo free, 

Shakespea;;. 
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HiSonie might fufpeft the nymph not over-good— 
jj'Nor would they be miftaken, if they Ihould. 
|| Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs ; 
n Her culhion’s thread-bare with her conftant prayer 
fl Her only grief is, that Ihe cannot lie 
n At once engag’d in prayer and charity, 
n And this, to do her juftice, mull be laid, 
|| ‘ Who would not think that Abra was a maid 
|| Some ladies are too beauteous to lie wed; 

For where’s the man that’s worthy of their bed ? 
| If no difeafe reduce her pride before, 
t. Lavinia will be ravilh’d at threefeore. 
1 Then Ihe fubmits to venture in the dark; 
I And nothing now is wanting—but her fpark. 

Lucia thinks happinefs confifts in ftate; 
| She weds an idiot, but the eats in plate. 
!| The goods of fortune, which her foul pofleii, 
U Are but the ground of unmade happinefs ; 
H The rude material : wifdom add to this, 
|| Wifdom, the foie artificer of blifs; 
H She from herfelf, if fo compeli’d by need, 
it Of thin content can draw the fubtile thread; 
|j But (no detraflion to her facred flail) 
|!‘ IF Ihe can work in gold, ’tis better ftill. 

If Tullia had been bleft with half her lenlc, 
|jt None could too much admire her excellence : 
| But fmce (he can make error ftiine fo bright, 
|j She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
II’ With underftanding ihe is quite o’er-run ; 
L And by too great accompliihments undone : 
j With ikill Ihe vibrates her eternal tongue, 
| For ever moll divinely in the wrong. 

I 3 
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Naked in nothing fhould a woman be; 
But veil her very wit with modefty : 
Let man difcover, let not her difplay, 
But yield her charms of mind with fweet delay. 

For plealure form’d, perverfely fome believe, 
To make themfelves important, men muft grieve. 
Lefbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
Pretends, the fop (he laughs at, is ador’d. 
In vain fhe’s proud of fecret innocence; 
The faft fhe feigns were fcarce a worfe offence. 

Mira, endow’d with every charm to bleis, 
Has no defign, but on her hufband’s peace : 
He lov’d her much; and greatly was he mov’d 
At fmall inquietudes in her he lov’d. 
‘ How charming this!’—The pleafure lafted long; 
Now every day the fits came thick and flrong : 
At laft he found the charmer only feign’d; 
And was diverted when he fhould be pain’d. 
What greater vengeance have the gods in flore ? 
How tedious life, now fhe can plague no more! 
She tries a thoufand arts; but none fucceed : 
She’s forc’d a fever to procure indeed. 
Thus flriHly prov’d this virtuous, loving wife. 
Her hufband’s pain was dearer than her life. 

Anxious Melania riles 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, queruloufly ihrill. 
< You went lad night with Celia to the ball.’ 
You prove it falfe. ‘ Not go! that’s word of all.'’ 
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[Nothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame; 
And arrant contradictions are the fame. 
Her lover mult be fad, to pleafe her fpleen ; 
IHis mirth is an inexpiable fin : 

or, of all rivals that can pain her bread:, 
here’s one, that wounds far deeper than the red; 

To wreck her quiet, the mod dreadful (helf 
Is if her lover dares enjoy himfelf. 

And this, becaufe (he’s exquifitely fair. 
Should I difpute her beauty, how fhe’d dare! 
How would Melania be furpris’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 Ihine ? 
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 : 
Some forms, tho’ bright, no mortal man can bear ; 
Some, none refid, tho’ not exceeding fair. 

Afpafia’s highly born, and nicely bred, 
Of tade refin’d, in life and manners read ; 
Yet reaps no fruit from her fuperior fenfe, 

t But to be teaz’d by her own excellence. 
‘ Folks are fo aukward! things fo unpolite!’ 
She’s elegantly pain’d from morn till night. 
Her delicacy’s Ihock’d where-e’er die goes; 
Each creature’s imperfections are her woes. 
Heav’n by its favours has the fair didred, 
And pour’d fuch blefiings that Ihe can’t be bled. 

Ah ! why fo vain, tho’ blooming in thy fpring, 
Thou Ihining, frail, ador’d, and wretched thing ? 

I 4 
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Old age will come ; difeale may come before ; 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threefcore. 
Thy fortune, and thy charms, may foon decay : 
But grant thefe fugitives prolong their Bay, 
Their bafis totters, their foundation {hakes; 
Life, that fupports them, in a moment breaks; 
Then wrought into the foul let virtues fhine; 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 

Julia’s a manager ; {he’s born for rule. 
And knows her wiler hufband is a fool; 
Affemblies holds, and fpins the fubtile thread 
That guides the lover to his fair-one’s bed : 
For difficult amours can fmooth the way, 
And tender letters diftate, or convey. 
But, if depriv’d of luch important cares, 
Her wifdom condefcends to lefs affairs : 
For her own breakfaft {he’ll project a fcheme. 
Nor take her tea without a (Iratagem ; 
Prefides o’er triffes with a ferious face ; 
Important, by the virtue of grimace. 

Ladies fupreme among amuiements reign; 
By nature born to footh, and entertain. 
Their prudence in a lhare of folly lies: 
Why will they be fo weak, as to be wile ? 

Syrena is for ever in extremes. 
And with a vengeance fhe commends, or blames. 
Confcious of her difcernment, which is good, 
She {trains too much to make it underftood. 
Her judgment juft, her fentence is too (trong; 
Becaufe (lie’s right, (he’s ever in the wrong. 

Brunetta’s wile in aftions great, and rare ; 
But fcorns on trifles to bellow her care. 



THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 137 

Thus ev’ry hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becauie th’ occafion is beneath her aim. 
Think nought a trifle, though it fmall 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 Alicia, there you’ll fee 
Simplex munditiis to the la ft degree : 
Unlac'd her flays, her night-gown is unty’d. 
And what fhe has of head-drefs is afide. 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwafh’d her hands, and much befnufF’d her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb’d, fhe loves; 
And would draw on jack-boots, as foon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Befs’s maidens might be mifs’d ; 
Her bleffed eyes ne’er faw a female fill. 
Lovers, beware ! to wound how can fire fail 
With fcarlet finger, and long jetty nail ? 
Eor H y the firft wit fhe cannot be, 
Nor, cruel R d, the firfl toafl, for thee. 
Since full each other Ration of renown. 
Who would not be the greatefl trapes in town ? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
A female floven is an odious fight. 

Fair Ifabella is fo fond of fame, 
That her dear felf is her eternal theme : 
Thro’ hopes of contradiftion, oft fhe’ll fay, 
‘ Methinks I look fb wretchedly to-day ! ’ 
When molt the world applauds you, moft beware; 
’Tis often lefs a blefling than a fnare. 
Diflruft mankind; with your own heart confer; 
And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
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The breath of others raifes our renown; 
Our own as furely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no more than you by worth can claim. 
Left foon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 

But own I muft, in this perverted age, 
Who moft deferve, can’t always moft engage. 
So far is worth from making glory fure, 
It often hinders what it fhould procure. 
Whom praife we moft ? the virtuous, brave, and wife.? 
No; wretches, whom, in fecret, we defpife. 
And who fo blind, as not to lee the caule ? 
No rival’s rais’d by iuch difcreet applaufe; 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ftore. 
By which our fpleen may wound true worth the more. 

Ladies there are who think one crime is all: 
Can women, then, no w>ay but backward fall ? 
So fweet is that one crime they don’t purfue, 
To pay its lols, they think all others few. 
Who hold that crime fo dear, muft never claim 
Of injur’d modefty the facred name. 

But Clio thus: ‘ What! railing without end ? 
‘ Mean talk ! how much more gen’rous to commend :’ 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind inftrudtor, and example too. 
‘ Daphnis,’ fays Clio, ‘ has a charming eye : 
‘ What pity ’tis her fhoulder is awry ! 
‘ Afpafia’s Ihape indeed—but then her air  
‘ The man has parts who finds deftruftion 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 ? 
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'* At Lucia’s match I from my foul rejoice; 
‘ The world congratulates fo wife a choice; 
‘ His lordlhip’s rent-roll is exceeding great— 
‘ But mortgages will fap the bell eftate. 
‘ In Sherley’s form might cherubims appear; 
‘ But then—(he has a freckle on her ear.’ 
Without a but, Hortenfia (he commends, 
The firft of women, and the bell of friends; 
Owns her in perfon, wit, fame, virtue, bright: 
But how comes this to pafs?—(he dy’d laft night. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at fatire rail: 
Indeed that’s needlefs, if fuch praife prevail. 
And whence fuch praife ? our virulence is thrown 
On other’s fame, thro’ fondnefs for our own. 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns; 
For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her (iiblime addrefs. 
The height of avarice and pride confefs. 
You feek perfeftions worthy of her rank; 
Go, feek for her perfections at the Bank. 
By wealth unquench’d, by reafon uncontrol’d. 
For ever burns her facred third of gold. 
As fond of five-pence, as the veried cit; 
And quite as much deteded as a wit. 

• Can gold calm paffion, or make reafon (bine ? 
Can we dig peace, or wifdom, from the mine ? 
Wifdom to gold prefer; for ’tis much lefs 
To make our fortune, than our happinefs; 
That happinefs, which great ones often fee. 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree; 
Themfelves unblcfs’d. The poor are only poor; 
-But what are they who droop amid their dore_.? 
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Nothing is meaner than a wretch of date; 
The happy only are the truly great. 
Feafants enjoy like appetites with kings ; 
And thofe heft fatisfied with cheapeft things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new fenfe, 
Our envy would 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 languilh! oh lupport them with a lie! 
A decent competence we fully tafte; 
It ftrikes 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 requed 
Their humble friends to help them to be bled; 
To fee their treafures, hear their glory told, 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But fbme, great fouls! and touch’d with warmth 
divine, 

Give gold a price, and teach its beams to fliine. 
All hoarded treafures they repute a load ; 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well bedow’d. 
Grand refervoirs of public happinefs, 
Thro’ fecret dreams diffulively they blefs; 
And, while their bounties glide conceal’d from view, 
Relieve our wants, and fpare our blufhes too. 
But fatire is my talk; and thefe dedroy 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 

Help me, ye mifers! help me to complain, 
And blad our common enemy, G n : 
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But our invectives mu ft defpair fuccefs; 
For next to praife, fhe values nothing lefs. 

What pifture’s yonder, loofen’d from its frame ? 
Or is’t Afturia, that affefted dame ? 
The brighteft forms, thro’ affeftation, fade 
To ftrange new things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair! fo much your fex we prize. 
We hate thofe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albueinda’s native grace is feen 
What you, who labour at perfedlion, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learn’d with eafe, 
Retain your gentle ftlves, and you muft pleale. 
Here might I ling of Memmia’s mincing mien, 
And all the movements of the foft machine: 
How two red lips afFefted zephyrs blow-, 
To cool the bohea, and inflame the beau ; 
While one white finger, and a thumb, conlpire 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 

Tea! how I tremble at thy fatal ftream! 
As Lethe, dreadful to the love of fame. 
What devaftations on thy banks are feen! 
What (hades of mighty names which once have been! 
An hecatomb of charafters fupplieS 
Thy painted altar’s daily faCrifice. 

*H , P , B , afpers’d by thee, decay, 
As grains of fineft fugar melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal tafte : 
Scandal’s the fweet’ner of a female feaft. 

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

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim’d, 
And what impair’d both health and virtue, blam’d; 
At length, to refcue man, the generous lafs 
Stole from her confort the pernicious glafs. 
As glorious as the Britilh queen reuown’d, 
Who fuck’d the poifon from her hufband’s wound. 

Nor to the glafs alone are nymphs inclin’d, 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. 

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

Are there, among the females of our ifle. 
Such faults, at which it is a fault to fmile ? 
There are. Vice, once by modeft nature chain’d, 
And legal ties, expatiates unreflrain’d ; 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked (he ftalks o’er law and gofpel too. 
Our matrons lead fuch exemplary lives. 
Men figh in vain for none, but for their wives; 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 
And wed one man, to wanton with a fcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home ’tis fledfall hate, 
And one eternal tempeft of debate. 
What foul eruptions from a look mod meek! 
What thunders burfting from a dimpled cheek! 
'Their pafHons bear it with a lofty hand; 
But then, their reafon is at due command. 

*  Solem quis dicere falfum 
Audeat ? Virc, 
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Is there whom you deleft, and feek his life ? 
Truft no foul with the fecret—hut his wife. 
Wives wonder that their conduct I condemn, 
And afk, what kindred is a fpoufe to them ? 

What fwarms of am’rous grandmothers I fee ? 
And mifles, ancient in iniquity! 
What blafting whifpers, and what loud declaiming! 
What lying, drinking, bawding, fwearing, gaming!. 
Friendfhip fo cold, luch warm incontinence; 
Such griping av’rice, fuch profufe expence ; 
Such dead devotion, fuch a zeal for crimes; 
Such licenc’d ill, fuch mafquerading times; 
Such venal faith, fuch mifapply’d applaufe; 
Such .flatter’d guilt, and fuch inverted laws; 
Such diflblution through the whole I find; 
’Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well-drefs’d belle 
Shines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of hell; 
And cafts an eye of fweet difdain on all, 
Who liftens left to C ns, than St. Paul. 
Atheifts have been but rare, fince nature’s birth; 
Till now, fhe-atheifts ne’er appear’d on earth. 
Ye men of deep refearches, fay, whence fprings 
This daring character, in timorous things ? 
Who ftart at feathers, from an infedt fly, 
A match for nothing—but the Deity. 

But, not to wrong the fair, the mufe muft own 
In this purfuit they court not fame alone ; 
But join to that a more fubftantial view, 
From thinking free, to be free agents too. [down, 

They ftrive with their own hearts, and keep them 
In complaifance to all the fools in town. 
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O how they tremble at the name of prude! 
And die with fhame at thought of being good ! 
For what will Artemis, the rich and gay, 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay ? 
They heav’n defy, to earth’s vile dregs a flave; 
Thro’ cowardice, mod execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durfl we to comply, 
In virtue (hould we live, in glory die. 
Rife then, my mufe, in honell fury rile; 
They dread a fatire, who defy the Ikies. 

Atheifls are few : moft nymphs a Godhead own; 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 
From atheifls far, they fledfaftly believe 
God is, and is almighty to forgive. 
His other excellence they’ll not difpute; 
But mercy, fore, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleafures of a fooit duration chain 
A lady’s foul in everlafling pain ? 
Will the great Author us poor worms deftroy. 
For now and then a fip of tranfient joy ? 
No, he’s for ever in a fouling mood; 
He’s like themfelves; or how could he be good ? 
And they blafpheme, who blacker fchemes foppofe.— 
Devoutly thus, Jehovah they depoie, 
The pure! the juft! and fet up, in his dead, 
A deity, that’s perfeftly w'ell-bred. 

‘ Dear T—1—n! be fore the bed of men ; 
1 Nor thought he more, than thought great Origen. 
‘ Though 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 honed men: 
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1 I.et them cant on, llnce 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 5 
‘ But then they leave our untith’d virtue free. 
* Virtue’s a pretty thing to make a fliow : 
‘ Did ever mortal write like Rochefocault 
Thus pleads the devil’s fair apoiogift. 
And, pleading, fafely enters on his lift. 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain ; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane. 
For what’s true beauty, but fair virtue’s face ? 
Virtue made vifible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that’s haunted with an impious mind, 

I The more (he charms, the more (lie (hocks mankind. 
Buf 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 
« Thefe two nights; the poor creature will deipair. 
‘ I hate a crowd but to do good, you know  
* And people of condition fliould beftow.’ 
Convinc’d, o’ercome, to K—p’s grave matrons run; 

•'Now fet a daughter, and now (take a fon; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, dy, 
And beggar half their race thro’ charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfe mortal quite, 
1 lefs fhould blame this criminal delight: 
But fince the gay affembly’s gayeft room 
‘is but an upper (lory to fome tomb, 

K 
Shakefpear. 
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Methinks, we need not our fhort beings (bun, 
And, thought to fly, 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 worfl: of ills; 
With ceafelefs (forms the blacken’d foul it fills; 
Inveighs at heav’n, neglefts the ties of blood; 
Deftroys the pow’r and will of doing good; 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in difgrace, 
And, what is Hill more dreadful fpoils your facet 

See yonder let of thieves that live on fpoil, 
The fcandal, and the ruin of our ifle! 
And fee, (ftrange fight!) amid that ruffian band, n 
A form divine high wave her fnowy hand; 
That rattles loud a fmall enchanted box. 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board Ihe knocks. ’( 
And as fierce (forms, which earth’s foundation (hook, It 
From iEolus’s cave impetuous broke, 
From this fmall cavern a mix’d temped flies. 
Fear, rage, convulfion, tears, oaths, blafphemies! 
For men, I mean, the fair difcharges none; 
She (guiltlefs creature!) fwears to heav’n alone. 

See her eyes dart! cheeks glow! and mufcles fwell! |[ 
Like the mad maid in the Crimean cell. 
Thus that divine one her foft nights employs! 
Thus tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aching head. 
With the dear images her dreams are crown’d, 
The die fpins lovely, or the cards go round; 
Imaginary ruin charms her dill; 
Her happy lord is cuckol’d by fpadil: 
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And if (he’s brought to bed, ’tis ten to one, 
He marks the forehead of her darling fbn. 

O fcene of horror, and of wild defpair, 
Why is the rich Atrides’ fplendid heir, 
Conftrain’d to quit his ancient lordly feat, 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 
Why that drawn fword: and whence that difmal cry ? 
Why pale diftraftion thro’ the family ? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembling fervants from the tempeft creep. 
Why that gay Ion to diftant regions fent ? 
What fiends that daughter's deftin’d match prevent ? 
Why the whole houfe in fudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but laft night 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 firfi: a vain-devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceafe we here, fince ’tis a vice fo (trong; 
The torrent fweeps all womankind along. 
This may be faid, in honour of our times, 
That none now (land difcinguifh’d by their crimes. 

If fin you mud, take nature for your guide: 
Love has fome foft excufe to footh your pride. 
.Ye fair apoftates from love’s ancient pow’r! 
Can nothing ravilh, but a golden (bower ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize; 
Muft 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 chafte ? 
Why muft ftrong youths unmarry’d pine aw'ay ? 
They find no woman difengag’d from play, 

K Z 
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Why pine the marry’d ? O feverer fate! 
They find from play no difengag’d—eflate. 
Flavia, at lovers falfe, untouch’d, and hard, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor Arria’s Bible can fecure her age; 
Her threefcore years are Ibuffiing with her page. 
While death Bands by, but till the game is done, 
To fweep that Bake, in juflice, long his own ; 
Like old cards ting’d with fulphur, Bie takes fire; 
Or, like fiiuffs funk in fockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods! with new delights infpire the fair ; 
Or give us fons, and fave us from defpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, huB>ands, tradefmen, clofe 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in profe : 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed. 
In fpite of all our wifdom, you’ll proceed : 
Our pride fo great, our paffion is fo flrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, ‘ This fellow’s very odd.’ 
When you chaBife, who would not kifs the rod ? 
But I’ve a charm your anger Oiall control, 
And turn your eyes with coldnefs on the vole. 

The charm begins ! To yonder flood of light. 
That burfls o’er gloomy Britain, turn your fight. 
What guardian pow’r o’erwhelms your fouls with awe? 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law. 
’MidB empire’s charms, how Carolina’s heart 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art! 
Her favour is diffus’d to that degree, 
Excefs of goodnefs! it has dawn’d on me : 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults, 
Or godlike deeds were Blown, or gen’rous thoughts, 
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She {mil’d, induftrious 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 greenjRargin innocently flood, 
And gaz’d indulgent on the cryflal flood; 
Survey’d the flranger in the painted wave, 
And, fmiling, prais’d the beauties which ihe gave, 

* Milton. 

S 3. • 



SATIRE VII, 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 

Carmina turn melius, cum venerit ipse, canemus. 
Virg. 

N this laft labour, this my doling drain. 
Smile, Walpole, or the Nine infpire in vain : 

To thee ’tis due ; that verfe how judly thine, 
Where Brunfwick’s glory crowns the whole delign! 
That glory, which thy counfels make fo bright; 
That glory, which on thee refiefts a light. 
Illudrious commerce, and but rarely known ! 
To give, and take, a ludre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the dream. 
How all mankind will be furpris’d, to fee 
This flood of Britifh folly charg’d on thee! 
Say, Britain ! whence this caprice of thy fons. 
Which thro’ their various ranks with fury runs ? 
The caufe is plain, a caufe which we mud blefs; 
For caprice is the daughter of fuccefs, 
(A bad effeft, but from a pleafing caufe!) 
And gives our rulersundefign d appla life; 
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Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increafe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 

While I furvey the bleflings of our ifle, 
Her arts triumphant in the royal frnile, 
Her public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce fpreading fails in every Iky, 
The pleafing feene recals my theme again, 
And (hews the madnefs of ambitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodfhed, draw the murd’ring fword. 
And burn to give mankind a fingle lord. 

The follies pad are of a private kind; 
Their fphere is fmall; their mifehief is confin’d: 
But daring men there are (awake, my mule, 
And raife thy verfe!) who bolder frenzy chufe; 
Who (lung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The world their field, and humankind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th’ enthufiaft of his pride. 
With rage and terror (talking by his fide, 
Raves round the globe; he foars into a god! 
Stand faft, Olympus! and fuftain his nod. 
The peft divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on mankind’s miieries and pains. 
What flaughter’d hods! what cities in a blaze! 
What wafted countries! and what crimfon feas! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o’erfiows. 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repole. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraife 
The boift’rous boy, and blaft his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the ftorm. 
Or famine, or volcano ? They perform 
Their mighty deeds; they, hero-like, can (lay, 
And fpread their ample defarts ip a day. 

K 4 
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O great alliance! O divine renown! 
With dearth, and peftilence, to (hare the crown. 
When men extol a wild deflroyer’s name, 
Earth’s Suilder and Preferver they blafpheme. 

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

When, after battle, I the field have teen 
Spread o’er with ghaftly (hapes, which once were men 

' 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 fmiles away ? 
How did my heart with indignation rife! 
How honed nature fwell’d into my eyes! 
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 fmiles, more fatal than their fwordsj 
Who (lifle nature, and fubfifl on art; 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
All real kindnefs for the (hew difcard, 
As marble polilh’d, and as marble hard; 
Who do for gold what Chriftians do thro’ grace, 
‘ With open arms their enemies embrace;’ 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 
1 The thinned food on which a wretch can dine :’ 
Or, if they ferve you, ferve you difinclin’d, 
And, in their height of kindnefs, are unkind. 
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Such courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceafe, my mufe! the catalogue is writ; 
Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 
Tho’ difappointed thoufands juftly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaft an equal claim! 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here, 
May furnilh laughter for another year. 
Then let Crifpino, who was ne’er refus’d 
The juftice yet of being well abus’d, 
With patience v/ait; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in fomc future drain. 

Some future drain, in which the mule lhall tell 
How fcience dwindles, and how volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark paflage fhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the fun. 

How tortur’d texts to fpeak our fenfe are made. 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. 

How mifers fqueeze a young voluptuous peer; 
His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 

How Verres is lefs qualify’d to (leal 
With fword and piftol, than with wax and feaL 

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 (port; 
And ev’n denials coft us dear at court. 

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

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

The love of fame in its effefts furvey’d, 
The mufe has fung; be now the caufe difplay’d: 
Since fo diffiifive, and fb wide its fway, 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 

Shot from above, by heav’n’s indulgence, came 
This generous ardour, this unconquer’d flame, 
To warm, to raife, to deify, mankind, 
Still burning brighteft in the nobleft mind. 
By large-foul’d men, for thirft of fame renown’d, 
Wife laws were fram’d, and facred arts were found 
Defire of praife firll broke the patriot’s reft; 
And made a bulwark of the warrior’s bread; 
It bids Argyle in fields and fenates Ihine. 
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, 
The flaming minifter of virtue meant. 
Set up falfe gods, and wrong’d her high defcent. 
Ambition, hence, exerts a double force, 
Of blots, and beauties, an alternate fource; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit. 
Who thrives upon the carcafes of wit; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is feen 
How kind a patron Pollio might have been. 
Purfuit of fame with pedants fills our fchools. 
And into coxcombs burnilhes our fools; 
Purfuit of fame makes folid learning bright. 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 
That key of nature, by whofe wit (he clears 
Her long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. 
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Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
, 'Why, and in what degrees, pride fways the foul ? 
(For tho’ in all, not equally, (he reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my drains. 

Ye doctors! hear the doftrine I difclofe, 
< As true, as if ’twere writ in dulled profe; 
As if a letter’d dunce had faid, ‘ ’Tis right,’ 
And imprimatur uftier’d it to light. 

1 Ambition, in the truly noble mind, 
With fider-virtue is for ever join’d; 

, As in fam’d Lucrece, who, with equal dread, 
t' From guilt, and fhame, by her lad conduit, fled; 

1 Her virtue long rebell’d in firm difdain, 
; And the fword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the (lave was threaten’d to be laid 

1 Dead by her fide, her love of fame obey’d. 
In meaner minds ambition works alone; 

( But with fuch art puts virtue’s afpeit on, 
’ That not more like in feature and in mien, 

* The god and mortal in the comic (cene. 
: Falfe Julius, ambuih’d in this fair difguife, 
' Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No mafk in bafed 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 amid. 

Ye vain! defid from your erroneous drife; 
. ;Be wife, and quit the falfe fublime of life. 

The true ambition there alone refides, 
:. Where, judice vindicates, and wifdom guides; 

*SS 

* Amphitryon. 
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Where inward dignity joins outward ftate; 
Our purpofe good, as our achievement great; 
Where public bleffings public praife attend; 
Where gloty is our motive, not our end. 
Would’ft thou be fam’d? have thofe high deeds in view* 
Brave men would aft, though feandal fhould enfue. 

Behold a prince! whom no fwoln thoughts inflame 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 
But when the welfare of mankind infpires, 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud conquefts then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, fparkle in his fight; 
Tumult and noife are dear, which with them bring 
His people’s bleffings to their ardent king: 
But, when thofe great heroic motives ceafe, 
His fwelling foul fubfides to native peace; 
From tedious grandeur’s faded charms withdraws, 
A fudden foe to fplendor and applaufe; 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame. 
Till men and angels jointly (bout his name. 
O pride celeftial! which can pride difdain; 
O blefl ambition ! which can ne’er be vain. 

From one fam’d Alpine hill, which props the fky,. 
In whofe deep womb unfathom’d waters ly. 
Here burl! the Rhone and founding Po; there fhine, 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine; 
From the rich ftore one fruitful urn fupplies, 
Whole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvefts rife. 

In Brunfwick fuch a fource the mufe adores, 
Which public bleffings thro’ half Europe pours : 
When his heart burns with fuch a god-like aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
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George, who in foes can foft affections raife. 
And charm envenom’d fatire into praife. 

* Nor human rage alone his pow’r perceives, 
jl But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 

Ev’n ftorms (death’s fierceft minifters!) forbear. 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to fpare. 
Thus, nature’s felf, fupporting man’s decree, 
Stiles Britain’s fovereign, Sovereign of the fea. 

While lea and air, great Brunfwick! fhook our ftate, 
And fported with a king’s and kingdom’s fate, 
Depriv’d of what Ihe lov’d, and prefs’d with fear, 
Of ever lofing what ihe held mo ft dear, 
How did Britannia, like f 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, and fight the ftorm! 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm ? 
Our Palinurus } ilept not at the helm; 
His eye ne’er clos’d ; long fmce enur’d to wake. 
And out-watch every ftar for Brunfwick’s fake. 
By thwarting paffions tofs’d, by cares opprefl. 
He found the tempeft pictur’d in his bread: 
But, now, what joys that gloom of heart difpel. 
No pow’rs of language—but his own, can tell; 
His own, which nature and the graces form. 
At will, to raiie, or hud), the civil dorm. 

* The king in danger by fea. 
f Hom. II. lib. 1. 
4 Ecce deus ramum Lethato rore madentem, &c. 
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ODES, 

OCCASIONED BY 

HIS MAJESTY’S 

ROYAL ENCOURAGEMENT 

OF THE 

SEA SERVICE, 



T THINK rnyfcLf obliged to recommend to you a 
confideration of the greateft importance; and I 

fliould look upon it as a great happinefs, if, at the be- 
ginning of my reign, I could fee the foundation laid of 
fo great and neceflary a work, as the encreafe and en- 
couragement of our feamen in general; that they may 
be invited, rather than compelled by force and violence, 
to enter into the fervice of their country, as oft as occa- 
fion (hall require it: a confideration worthy the repre- 
fentatives of a people great and flourifhing ip trade and 
navigation. This leads me to mention to you the cafe 
of Greenwich Hofpital, that care may be taken, by fome 
addition to that fund, to render comfortable and effec- 
tual that charitable provifion, for the fupport and main- 
tenance of our feamen, worn out, and become decrepit 
by age and infirmities, in the fervice of their country. 
[Speech, Jan. 17. 1727-8.] 



I 
TO THE 

KING 

M,DCC,XXVIII. 

I. 
/"*LD Ocean’s praife 

Demands my lays; 
A truly Britifh theme I fmg; 

A theme lb great, 
I dare complete, 

And join with Ocean, Ocean’s king, 

II. 
The Roman ode 
Majeftic flow’d; 

Its ftream divinely clear, and ftrong ; 
In fenfe, and found, 
Thebes roll’d profound ; 

j,The torrent roar’d, and foam’d along, 
E 

III. 
Let Thebes, nor Rome, 
So fam’d, prefume 

i»T° triumph o’er a northern ifle ; 
Late time fhall know 
The north can glow, 

If dread Auguftus deign to fmile. 
L 
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IV. 
The naval crown 
Is all his own! 

Our fleet, if war, or commerce, call,. 
His will performs 
Through waves and ftorms. 

And rides in triumph round the ball. 

V. 
No former race, 
With ftrong embrace. 

This theme to ravifh duril afpire; 
With virgin charms 
My foui it warms. 

And melts melodious on my lyre. 

VI. 
My lays I file 
With cautious toil: 

Ye graces ! turn the glowing lines f 
On anvils neat 
Your ftrokes repeat : 

At every ftroke the work refines !' 

VII. 
How mufic charms ! 
How metre warms ! 

Parent of actions, good and brave ! 
How vice it tames ! 
And worth inflames ! 

And holds proud empire o’er the grave !. 



TO THE KING. 163, 

VIII. 
Jove mark’d for man 
A fcanty fpan, 

But lent him wings to fly his doom ; 
Wit fcorns the grave ; 
To wit he gave 

The life of gods! immortal bloom! 

IX. 
Since years will fly, 
And pleafures die. 

Day after day, as years advance; 
Since, while life lafts, 
Joy fuffers blafts 

From frowning fate, and fickle chance; 

X. 
Nor life is long ; 
But foon we throng, 

Like autumn leaves, death’s pallid Ihore; 
We make, at lead, 
Of bad the bed, 

If in life’s phantom, fame, we foar. 

XI. 
Our drains divide 
The laurel’s pride; 

With thofe we lift to life, we live ; 
By fame enroll’d 
With heroes bold, 

And (hare the bleffings which we give. 

L a 
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XII. 
What hero’s praife 
Can fire ray lays, 

Like his, with whom my lay begun ? 
‘ Juflice fincere, 
‘ And courage clear, 

‘ Rife, the two columns of his throne. 

XIII. 
‘ How form’d for fway ! 
1 Who look, obey ; 

‘ They read the monarch in his port : 
‘ Their love and awe, 
‘ Supply the law; 

4 And his own luftre makes the court.’ 

XIV. 
On yonder height. 
What golden light 

Triumphant fhines ! and ihines alone ! 
Unrivall’d blaze ! 
The nations gaze ! 

'Tis not the fun ; ’tis Britain’s throne. 

XV. 
Our monarch, there, 
Rear’d high in air, 

Should tempefls rife, difdains to bend .; 
Like Britifh oak, 
Derides the ftroke; 

His blooming honours far extend i 
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XVI. 
Beneath them lies, 
With lifted eyes, 

Fair Albion, like an amorous maid; 
While intereft wings 
Bold foreign kings 

To fly, like eagles, to his (bade. 

XVSI. 
At his proud foot 
The fea, pour’d out, 

Immortal nourilhment fupplies; 
Thence wealth and Hate, 
And power and fate, 

Which Europe reads in George’s eyes. 

XVIII. 
From what we view, 
We take the clue, 

Which leads from great to greater things: 
Men doubt no more, 
But gods adore. 

When fuel1, refemblance Ihines in kings. 
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AUTHORS of the AGE. 

M.DCCjXXX. 



'sk. 



E 

T 

E P I S T L I. 

T O 

Mr. POPE. 

wfflI ST you at Twick’nam plan the future wood Or turn the volumes of the wife and good, 
I Our fenate meets; at parties, parties bawl, 
; And, pamphlets ftun the ftreets, and load the flail: 
: So ruihing tides bring things obfcene to light, 
! Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs fwim in fight; 
The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 

I And Codrus’ profe works up, and Idco’s drains. 
Lo ! what from cellars rife, what rulh from high, 

i - Where fpeculation’s rooded near the fky ; 
: Letters, edays, fock, bufkin, fatire, fbng, 

! i And all the garret thunders on the throng ! 
f O Pope ! I burd; nor can, nor will, refrain ; 
''Til write ; let others, in their turn, complain : 
j^Truce, truce, ye Vandals ! my tormented ear 

! Lefs dreads a pillory than pamphleteer; 
! Tve heard myfelf to death; and, plagu’d each hour, 
Shan’t I return the vengeance in my pow’r ? 

. For who can write the true abfurd like me ?   
*Thy pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee ? 

Pope ! if like mine, or Codrus’, were thy dyle. 
The blood of vipers had not dain’d thy file; 
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Merit iefs folid, lefs defpite had bred ; 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a public miftrefs, none enjoys, 
But, more or lefs, his rival’s peace deftroys. 
With fame, in juft proportion, envy grows ; 
The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
Slight, peevifh infetts round a genius rife, 
As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To Ihew they live) they flutter, and they fting: 
But as, by depredations, wafps proclaim 
The faireft fruit, lb thele the faireft fame. 

Shall we not cenfure all the motley train, 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign ? 
Whether they tread the vale of profe, or climb, 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme; 
The college floven, or embroider’d fpark ; 
The purple prelate, or the parifh clerk; 
The quiet quidnunc, or demanding prig; 
The plaintiff tory, or defendant whig; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or fad; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad ; 
Profoundly dull, or fhallowly polite ; 
Men that read well, or men that only write; 
Whether peers, porters, taylors, tune the reeds. 
And meafuring words to meafuring lhapes fucceeds; 
For bankrupts write, when ruin’d fhops are fliut, 
As maggots crawl from out a perilh’d nut. 
His hammer this, and that his trowel quits, 
And, wanting fenfe for tradefmen, ferve for wits. 
By thriving men fubfifts each other trade ; 
Of cver)r broken craft a writer’s made : 
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! 
i Thus his material, paper, takes its birth 
!! From tatter’d rags of all the fluff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful ifle! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old fbng; 
Thee well a land of liberty we name, 
Where all are free to fcandal and to fhame; 
Thy fbns, by print, may fet their hearts at eafe, 
And be mankind’s contempt, whene’er they pleale; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject lenfe 
Is unperceiv’d, but when it gives offence: 

5 Their heavy profe our injur’d reafbn tires; 
Their verfe immoral kindles loofe defires: 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 

f Our fport and pity, punifhment and crime. 
What glorious motives urge our authors on, 

j Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 
One lofes his eftate, and down he fits, 
To fhew (in vain!) he flill retains his wits: 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen; 
He writes as an hypnotic for the fpleen: 

' Some write, confin’d by phyfic; fome, by debt; 
Some, for ’tis Sunday; fome, becaufe ’tis wet; 
Through private pique fome do the public right, 1 

t And love their king and country out of fpight: 
Another writes becaufe his father writ, 

:i And proves himfelf a baflard by his wit. 
Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 

Neither : why write then ? he wants twenty pound : 
His belly, not his brains, this impulfe give; 

I He’ll grow immortal; for he cannot live: 
He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, 
With no provifion made, but of his theme; 
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Perhaps a title has his fancy fmit, 
Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit. 
He writes, in infpiration puts his truft, 
Tho’ wrong his thoughts, the gods will make them juft : 
Genius direftly from the gods deicends, 
And who by labour would diftruft his friends? 
Thus having reafon3d with conliimmate fkill, 
In immortality he dips his quill; 
And, fince blank paper is deny’d the preft, 
He mingles the whole alphabet by grid's: 
In various fets, which various words compote, 
Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning knows. 

So founds fpontaneous from the Sibyl broke, 
Dark to herfelf the wonders which the fpoke; 
The priefts found out the meaning, if they cou’d; 
And nations ftar’d at what none underftood. 

Clodio drefs’d, danc’d, drank, vifited, (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal foul!) 
Oft have I faid, ‘ Awake ! exift! and ftrive 
‘ For birth ! nor think to loiter is to live!’ 
As oft I overheard the daimon fay, 
Who daily met the loit’rer in his way, 
‘ I 11 meet thee, youth, at White’s:’ the youth replies,- 
‘ I’ll meet thee there,’ and falls his facrifice; 
His fortune fquander'd, leaves his virtue bare 
To ev’ry bribe, and blind to ev’ry fnare: 
Clodio for bread his indolence muft quit, % 
Or turn a foldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we! all, but life, they ftake; 
How muft Spain tremble, and the German lliake ? 
Such writers have w.e! all, but fenfe, they print.; 
Ev’n George’s praife is dated from the mint. 
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'I -In arms contemptible, in arts profane, 
, Such fwords, fuch pens, difgrace a monarch’s reign. 

Reform your lives before you thus afpire, 
And Heal (for you can fteal) celeflial fire. 

O ! the juft contraft! O the beauteous ftrife! 
' ’Twixt their cool writings, and Pindaric life: 

They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire; 
They cheat the lender, and their works the buyer. 

I reverence misfortune, not deride; 
' I pity poverty, but laugh at pride : 
i( For who fo fad, but muft fome mirth confels 

At gay Caftruchio’s mifcellaneous drefs ? 
Though there’s but one of the dull works he wrote, 

; There’s ten editions of his old lac’d coat! 
Theft, nature’s commoners, who want a home, 

j Claim the wide world for their majeftic dome; 
| They make a private ftudy of the ftreet; 

And looking full on every man they meet, 
’. Run foufe againft his chops; who (lands amaz’d 
! To find the^' did not fee, but only gaz’d. 
* Flow muft theft bards be rapt into the ikies! 
j You need not read, you feel their ecftafies. 

Will they perfift ? ’tis madnefs; Lintot, run, 
Jv See them confin’d ‘ O that’s already done.’ 

Mod, as by leafes, by the works they print, 
ji Flave took, for life, poffeffion of the mint. 

If you miftake, and pity theft poor men, 
i Eft Ulubris, they cry, and write again, 
i Such wits their nuifance manfully expoft, 
^ And pronounce juft judges learning’s foes. 

O frail conclufion! the reverfe is true ; 
i If foes to learning, they’d be friends to you. 
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Treat them, ye judges! with an honeft (corn. 
And 'weed the cockle from the generous corn: 
There’s true good-nature in your dii'refpcft; 
In juftice to the good, the bad neglect: 
For immortality, if hardfliips plead, 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O! what wifdom can convince a fool. 
But that ’tis dulnefs to conceive him dull ? 
’Tis fad experience takes the cenlbr’s part, 
Conviflion, not from realbn, but from fmart. 

A virgin-author, recent from the prefs. 
The Iheets yet wet, applauds his great fuccefs; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed,, 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in his head; 
’Tis joy too great; a fever of delight! 
His heart beats thick, nor clofe his eyes all night : 
But rifmg the next morn to clafp his fame, 
He finds that without deeping he could dream: 
So fparks, they fay, take goddefles to bed. 
And find next day the devil in their dead. 

In vain advertifements the town o’erfpread; 
They’re epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 
Who prefs for fame, but fmall recruits will raife; 
’Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A famous author vifits a great man, 
Of his immortal work difplays the plan. 
And fays, ‘ Sir, I’m your friend;, all fear difmifs; 
‘ Your glory, and my own, (hall live by this; 
‘ Your pow’r is. fix’d, your fame thro’ time convey’d, 
‘ And Britain Europe’s queen—if I am paid.’ 
A (latefman has his anfwer in a trice: 
‘ Sir, fuch a genius is beyond all price;. 
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‘ What man can pay for this ?’—Away he turns; 
His work is folded, and his bofom burns: 
His patron he will patronize no more; 
But rulhes like a temped: out of door. 
Lod is the patriot, and extin ft his name! 
Out comes the piece, another, and the fame; 
For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 
And turns the tide of Europe on the foe: 
He rams his quill with fcandal, and with feoff; 
But ’tis fo very foul, it won’t go off: 
Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar; 
But when once publifh’d, they are heard no more. 
Thus didant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw. 
The block’s a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 

Can thofe oblige, whofe heads and hearts are fuch ? 
No ; every party’s tainted by their touch. 
Infefted pet Tons fly each public place; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace: 
To the foul fiend their every paffion’s fold : 
They love, and hate, extempore, for gold: 
What image of their fury can we form ? 
Dulnefs and rage, a puddle in a dorm. 
Red they in peace ? If you are pleas’d to buy. 
To fwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they fly: 
Write they with rage? The temped quickly flags; 
A date-Ulyfies tames ’em with his bags; 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Jew ; 
For Chridian miniders of date are few. 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head, 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead, 
W hich far and near ejaculate, and fpout 
O er tea and coffee, poifon to the rout; 
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But when they have befpatter’d all they may, 
The ftatefman throws his filthy fquirts away! 

With golden forceps, thefe, another takes, 
And Hate elixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richeil (latefman wants wherewith to pay 
A fervile fycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it cofts the wretch to be fo bafe; 
Nor can the greatefl pow’rs enough difgrace. 
Enough chaftife, fuch proftitute applaufe, 
If well they weigh how much it ftains their caufe. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne’er feduce the venal tongue ? 
Yes; if well-brib’d, for virtue-felf they fight; 
Still in the wrong, tho’ champions for the right: 
Whoe’er their crimes for intereft only quit. 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 

Nought but inconltancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abandon’d iheets : 
From the fame hand how various is the page! 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage! 
Trafts battle trafts, felf-contradifHons glare : 
Say, is this lunacy ? 1 with it were. 
If fuch our writers, ftartled at the fight, 
Felons may blefs their liars they cannot write! 

Flow juftly Proteus’ tranfmigrations fit 
The monftrous changes of a modern wit! 
Now, fuch a gentle llream of eloquence 
As feldom riles to the verge of fenfe; 
Now', by mad rage, transform’d into a flame, 
Which yet fit engines, well-apply’d, can tame; 
Now, on immodell tralh, the fwine obfcene 
Invites the town to fup at Drury-lane; 
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dreadfuMion now, he roars at pow’r, 
Which fends him to his brothers at the Tow’r; 

:'He’s now a ferpent, and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thofe he flung: 

: What knot can bind him, his evafion fuch ? 
•One knot he well deferves, which might do much. 

The flood, flame, fwine, -the lion, and the fnake, 
: Thole five-fold monfters, modern authors make: 
The fnake reigns moft; fnakes, Pliny fays, are bred, 

: When the brain’s perilh’d in a human head. 
Ye grov’ling, trodden, whipt, ftript, turncoat, things 
Made up of venom, volumes, (tains, and flings! 
Thrown from the tree of knowledge, like you, curft 

iTo fcribble in the dull, was fnake the firft. 
What if the figure fiiould in faft prove true? 

It ’did in Elkenah, why not-in you ? 
j Poor Elkenah, all other changes part, 

For bread, in Smithfield, dragons hifs’d at laft, 
!- Spit ftreams of fire'to make the butchers gape, 

- And found his manners fluted to his lhape: 
i-'Buch is the fate of talents milkpply’d.; 
-So liv’d your prototype; and fo he dy’d. 

Th’ abandon’d manners of our writing train 
-May tempt mankind to think religion vain; 

i'But in their fate, their habit, and their mien, 
T That gods there are is eminently feen. 
^■ Heav’n Hands abfolv’d by vengeance on their pen, ' 

And marks the murderers of fame from men: 
Through meagre jaws they draw their venal breath. 
As ghaftly as.their brothers in Macbeth : 

ETheir feet through faithlefs leather meet the dirt, 
■ And oftener chang’d their principles than ilflrt. 

M 
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The tranfient veftmer.ts of thefe frugal men,, 
Haften to paper for our mirth again: 
Too foon (O merry-melancholy fate!) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate:- 
The man lampoon’d forgets it at the fight;: 
The friend through pity gives, the foe through fpite-.; 
And though full confcious of his injur'd purfe, 
Lintot relents, nor Curl can wilh them worfe. 
So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity, and fenfe. 

From thefe, their politics our Quidnuncs feek, 
And Saturday’s the learning of the week : 
Thefe labouring wits, like paviours mend our ways. 
With heavy, huge,. repeated fiat, eflays;. 
Ram their coarfe nonfenfe down, though ne’er fo dull 
And hem at every thump upon your fitull: 
Thefe ftaunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry, 
And honeft folly echoes to the lie, 
O how I laugh, when I a blockhead fee, 
Thanking a villain for his probity-! 
'Who ftretches out a moft. refpeftful ear,. 
With fnares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 
It tickles through my foul to hear the cock’s. 
Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights! 
While gracelefs Reynard lilkns- till he bites. 

As when the trumpet founds, th’ o’erloaded (late 
Di(charges all her poor and profligate; 
Crimes of ail kinds difhonour’d weapons wield. 
And prifons pour their filth into the field; 
Thus nature’s refufe, and the dregs of men, 
Cpmppfc the black militia of the pen, 
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F R O M 

OXFORD. 

A LL write at London; fhail the rage abate 
Here, where it moft fhould thine, the mules’ feat? 

Where, mortal or immortal, as they pleale, 
The learn’d may chufe eternity, or eafe ? 
Has not a * Royal Patron wifely Itrove 
To woo the mule in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new ftrings to her harmonious (hell, 
And giv’n new tongues to thofe who fpoke fo well ? 
Let thefe inltruft, with truth’s illuftrious ray, 
Awake the world, and Icare our owls away. 

Mean while, O friend ! indulge me, if I give 
Some 'Weedful precepts how to write, and live j 
Serious Ihould be an author’s final views; 
Who write for pure amivfement, ne’er amufe. 

An author ! ’tis a venerable name ! 
How few delerve it, and what numbers claim ■ 
'Unbleft with fenfe above their peers refin’d, 
Who fhaii Hand up, dictators to mankind ? 

I; M 3 

* His late Majelty’s benefaction for modern • land 
guages, 
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Nay, who dare fhine, if not in virtue’s caufe? 
That foie proprietor of juft-applaufe. 

Ye reftlefs men, who pant for letter’d praife, 
With whom would you confult to gain the bays 1— 
With thofe great authors whole fam’d works you read 

' ’Tis well; go, then, conliiit the laurell’d (hade. 
What anfwer will the laurell’d (hade return ? 
Hear it, and tremble! he commands you burn 
The noblefl works’his envy’d genius writ. 
That boaft of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as ’tis a truth mod dread, 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wifli’d unwrote 
The fprightlieft efforts of their wanton thought: 
Sidney and Waller, blighted: fons of fame. 
Condemn the charm of ages to the flame; 
And in one point is all true wifdom caff, 
To think that early we muff think at lad. 

Immoral wits, ev’n dead, break nature’s laws. 
Injurious dill to virtue’s facrcd caufe; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers’d ambition!) pant to be forgot. 

Thus ends your courted fame: does lucre ther.j 
The facred third of gold, betray your pen ? 
In profe ’tis blameable, in verie ’tis worfe, 
Provokes the mufe, extorts Apollo’s curfe; 
His facred influence never Jliould be fold.; 
’Tis arrant Simony to fing for gold : 
’Tis immortality diould fire your mind; 
Scorn a lefs paymader than all mankind. 

If bribes you feek, know this, ye writing tribe! 
Who writes for virtue has the larged bribe; 
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All’s on the- party of the virtuous man; 
The good will Purely ferve him, if they can; 
The bad, when interell, or ambition guide. 
And ’tis at once their intereft and their pride: 
But fhould both fail to take him to their care, 
He boalls a greater friend, and both may fpare. 

Letters to man uncommon light difpenfe; 
And what is virtue but fuperior fenfe ? 
In parts and learning you who place your pride, 
Your Faults are crimes, your crimes are double-dy’d. 
What is a fcandal of the firft renown, 
But letter’d knaves, and atheifts in a gown ? 

’Tis harder far to pleafe than give offence; 
The lealt mifconduft damns the brighteft fenfe; 
Each ihallow pate that cannot read your name. 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make imprefllons deep 
On thofe, that o’er a page of Milton fleep: 
Nor in their dulnefs think to fave your fhame. 
True, thefe are fools; but wife men fay the fame. 

Wits are a defpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talents to the pen; 
While the man ibocks us, while the writer (bines. 
Our fcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence fbme difpenle. 
And play the fool, becaufe they’re men of fenfe. 
What inftances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought ? 
Againft:their wills what numbers ruin Hum,. 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ? 
NStux-e has Ihewn, by making it fb rare, 
That wit’s a jewel which we need not wear, 

M 3. 
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Of plain found fenfe life’s current coin is made; 
With that we drive the moft fubftantial trade. 

Prudence protefts and guides us; wit betrays; 
A fplendid fource of ill ten thoufand ways; 
A certain fnare to miferies immenfe; 
A gay prerogative from common fenfe; 
Unlefs ftrong judgment that wild thing can tame. 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the bed, 
Senfe fills your head, and genius fires your bread; 
Yet dill forbear: your wit (confider well) 
’Tis great to (hew, but greater to conceal; 
As it is great to feize the golden prize 
Of place or power; but greater to defpife. 

If dill you languid] for an author’s name, 
Think private merit lefs than public fame ; 
And fancy, not to write, is not to live ; 
Deferve, and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is; how dear ’twill cod. 
To write one page which you may judly boad. 

. Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prefs.; 
Who write, an awful charafter profefs; 
The world, as pupil of their wifdom, claim, 
And for their dipend, an immortal fame: 
Nothing but what is fblid or refin’d, 
Should dare afk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit: 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ: 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, pafs o’er; 
Much trud example, but refleftion more: 
More had the ancients writ, they more had taught; 

■Which (hews fome work is left for modern thought. 
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This weigh’d, perfecHon know; and, known, adore; 
Toil, burn for that, but do not aim at more; 
Above, beneath .it, the juft limits fix; 
And zealoufly prefer four lines to fix. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write agaiitj 
And for its fwiftnefs ne’er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that New-market praife, 

.Slow runs the Pegafiis that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay. 
Is juft and wife.; for lefs is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the labouring brain; 
Time is the father, and the midwife pain : 
The fame good-fenfe-that makes.a man excel, 
Still makes him doubt he ne’er has written well. 
.Downright.impoffibilities they feek; 
What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excufe no fault; though beautiful, ’twill harm.; 
One fault Ihocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands corredhiefs; Addifon, 
And you, this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Axhilles found. 
The whole is mortal, if a part’s unfound. 

He that ftrikes out, and ftrikes not out the heft, 
.Pours luftre in, and dignifies the reft : 
-Give e’er lb little, if what’s right be there, 
We praife for what you burn, and what you fpare: 
The part you burn fmeils fweet before the flirine. 
And is as incenfe to, the part divine. 

Nor frequent write, though you can do it well; 
Men may too oft, though not too much excel. 
A few good works gain fame ; more fink their price; 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 

M 4 
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They granted you.writ well, what can they more, 
Lnlefs you let them praife for giving o’er ? 

Do boldly what yon do,, and let your page 
Smile, if it fmiles, and if it rages,, rage. 
So faintly Lucius cenfures, and commends, 
That Lucius has.no foes, except his friends.. 

Let fatire left engage you than applaufe; 
It Ihews a gen’rous mind to wink.at flaws:. 
Is genius yours ? be yours a glorious end,. 
Be your king’s, country’s, truth’s, religion’s friend |: 
The public glory by your own beget; 
.Run nations, run pofterity, in debt. 
And fince;the fam’d alone make others live, 
l irft have that glory you prefume to give. 

If fatire charms, ftrike faults, but fpare the man 
?Tis dull to be as witty a? you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg’d too high; 
Round your own fame the fatal fplinters fly. , 
As the foft plume gives fwiftnefs to the dart, . 
Good-breeding fends the fatire to the heart. 

Painters and-furgepns may the ftrufture fcan; 
Genius and morals be with you the man : 
Defaults in thole alone llipuld give pfience;, 
Whp ftrikes the perfon, pleads his innpcence. 
My narrpw-minded latire can’t extend 
Tp Codrus’ form; I’m npt fo much his friend : 
Himfelf ihould publilh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, Ihort, thin, or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
L .that call’d humour ? It has this pretence,. 
'Ti$ neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenfe, 
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' Unlefs you boaft the genius of a Swift, 
| Beware of humour, the dull rogue’s laft drift. 

Can others write, like you ? Your talk give o’er, 
’Tis printing what was publith’d long before. 
If nought peculiar through your labours run, 

1 They’re duplicates, and twenty are but.one. 
Think frequently, think clofe, read nature, turn 
Mens manners o’er, and half your volumes burn ; 
To nurfe with quick .refte&ion be your ftrife ;. 
Thoughts born from prefent objefts, warm from life.; 

f When moft unfought, fuch infpirations rife. 
Slighted by fools, and cherilh’d by the wife: 
Expect peculiar fame from thefe alone ;. 

; Thefe make an author, thefe are ail your own. 
Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o’er; 

Hence unexperienc’d children of threefcore. 
True, all men think of courfe, as all men dream |; 
And if they (lightly think, ’tis much the fame. 

■Letters admit not of a half-renown ; 
1 They give you nothing, or they give. a. crown.. 
S No work, eler gain’d true fame, or. ever can, 

But what did honour to the name of man. 
Weighty the fubjedt, cogent the difcourfe, . 

k Clear be the ftyle, the very found of force 
' Eafy the conduct, fimple the delign, 

Striking the moral, and the.foul divine.: 
Let nature art, and judgment wit, exceed;. 
O’er learning reafon reign ; o’er ,that, your creed; - 

1 Thus virtue’s feeds, at once, and laurels, grow ;, 
^ Ho thus, and rile a Pope, or a Defpreau ; 

And when your genius exquifitely (hines, 
Mve. up to the full luftre of your lines;. 
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Parts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit:; 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 
And they plead Lucifer’s detefted caufc. 
Who for bare talents challenge our applaule. 
Would you reftore juft honours to the pen ? 

■.From able writers rife to worthy men. 
‘ Who’s this with nonfenfe, nonfenfe would reftrain ? 

■* Who’s this (they cry) fo vainly Ifhools the vain ? 
' Who damns our tralh, with lb much trafh replete, 
‘ As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails out at meat 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt, 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge examens overwhelm my page, 
And darken reaibn with dogmatic rage ? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in .rhimg, 
In profe a duller could excufe the crime ? 
Sure, next to writing, the moll idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we fing. 

At that tribunal Hands the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 
Time is the judge ; Time has nor friend nor foe; 
Falfe fame muft wither, and the true will grow. 
Arm’d with this truth, all critics I defy; 
For if I fall, by my own pen I die; 
While fnarlers ftrive with proud but fruitlefs pain, 
To wound immortals, or to flay the flain. 

Sore prefs’d with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levell’d at my head, 
Thus have I forg’d a buckler in my brain, 
•Of recent form, to ferve me this campaign; 
And fafely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug’d with Ink, and fleep behind my Afield ; 
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> 'Unlefs dire Codrus rallies to the fray 
; 'In all his might, and damns me for a day. 

As turns a flock of geefe, and, on the green, 
:-Poke out their foolilh necks in aukward Ipieen, 
(Ridiculous in rage!) to hifs, not bite, 
So war. their quills, when Ions of dulnefs write. 
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Let the fea make a noife, let the floods clap their 
hands. Pfal. xcviii. 

k 

* 

i. 
CWEET rural feene. 
^ Of flocks and green! 

At carelefs eafe my limbs are fpread; 
All nature (fill, 
But yonder rill; 

And lift’ning pines nod o’er my head : 

IE 
In profpeft wide, 
The boundlels tide ! 

Waves ceafe to foam, and winds, to roar 5 
Without a breeze, 
The curling feas 

Panes .on, in meafure to the flicrc, - 
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III. 
Who fings the fource 
Of wealth and force ? 

Waft field of commerce, and big war, 
Where wonders dwell ! 
Where terrors fwell! 

And Neptune thunders from' his car! 

IV. 
Where,' where are . they, 
Whom Psean's ray 

Has touch’d, and bid divinely rave ?— 
What! none afpire ? 
T fnatch the lyre. 

And'plunge into the foaming wave. 

V. 
The wave refounds ! 
The rock rebounds ! 

The Nereids to my fong reply ! 
I lead the-choir, 
And they confpire. 

With voice and fhell, to lift it high. 

•VI. 
They fpread in air 
Their bofoms fair, 

■Their verdant treftes pour behind : 
The billows beat 
With nimble feet, 

With notes triumphant fwell the wind. 
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VII. 
Who love the Ihore, 
Let thole adore 

The god Apollo, and his Nine, 
Parnaflus’ hill. 
And Orpheus’ Ikill; 

But let Arion’s harp be mine. 

VIII. 
The main ! the main ! 
Is Britain’s reign ; 

Her ftrength, her glory, is her fleet: 
The main ! the main ! 
Be Britain’s ftrain; 

As Tritons ftrong, as Syrens fweet. 

IX. 
Thro’ nature wide 
Is nought defcry’d 

-So rich in plea&re or lurprile; 
When all-lerene, 
How fweet the fcene ! 

How dreadful, when the billows rife, 

X. 
And ftorms deface 
The fluid glafs, 

In which ere-while Britannia fair 
Look’d down with pride. 
Like Ocean’s bride, 

Adjuftlng her majeffic air ! 

N 
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When tempefts ceafe. 
And, hufh’d in peace. 

The flatten’d furges ftnoathly fpread, 
Deep fllence keep. 
And feem to fleep 

Recumbent on their , oo^y bed ; 

XII. 
With what a trance, 
The level glance. 

Unbroken, (hoots along the (eas! 
Which tempt from (here 
The painted oar; 

And every canvas courts the breeze! 

XIII. 
When rulhes forth 
The frowning north 

Qn black’ning billows, with what dread 
My (huddering foul 
Beholds them roll. 

And hears their roarings o’er my head L 

XIV. 
With terror, mark 
Yon flying bark ! 

Now center-deep, defeend the brave ; 
Now, tofs’d on high. 
It takes the Iky, 

A feather on the tow’ring wave] 
X, 
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Now fpins around 
In whirls profound i 

Now whelm’d; novy pendept near the clouds; 
Now ftunn’d, it reels 
Midll thunder’s peals: 

And now fierce lightning hres the fhrouds. 

XVI. 
All ether burns! 
Chaos returns! 

And blends, once more, the feas and flues: 
No fpace between 
Thy bofom green, 

O deep ! and the blue concave, lies. 

XVII. 
The northern blaft, 
The fhatter'd mall. 

The lyrt, the whirlpool, and tire rock. 
The breaking flpout, 
The liars gone out, 

The boiling ftreight, the monfttrs fijockj 

XVIH. 
I>et others fear; : 
To Britain dear 

Whate’er promotes her (luring claim ; i 
Thofc terrors charm, 
Which keep her warm 

lAchace of honed gain, or fame. • 
Ns-- 
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XFX. 
The ftars are bright, 
To chear the night, 

And filed, thro’ (hadows, temper’d fire 
And Phoebus flames, 
With burnifii’d beams, 

Which fome adore, and all admire. 

XX. 
Are then the feas 
Outfhone by theft ? 

Bright Thetis! thou art-not outfiione; 
With kinder beams. 
And fofter gleams, 

Thy bolbm wears them as thy own. 

XXI. 
There, ftt in green, 
Gold-ftars are feen, 

A mantle rich ! thy charms to wrap ; 
And when the fun 
His race hath run, 

die falls enamour’d in thy lap. 

XXII. 
Thoft clouds, whofe dyes 
Adorn the Ikies, 

That filver fnow, that pearly rain, 
Has Phoebus Hole 
To grace the pole. 

The plunder of th’ invaded main ! 
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XXIII. 
The gaudy bow, 
Whole colours glow, 

Whofe arch with fo much fldll is bent. 
To Phoebus’ ray. 
Which paints fo gay, 

By thee the wat’ry woof was lent. 

XXIV. 
In chambers deep,. 
Where waters deep,. 

What unknown treafures pave the floor ? 
The pearl, in rows,. 
Pale luftre throws; 

The wealth immenfe, which Ilorms devour, 

XXV. 
From Indian mines, 
With proud defigns, 

The merchant, fwoln, digs golden ore; 
The tempefts rife, 
And feize the prize, 

And tofs him breathlefs on the fhore, 

XXVI. 
His fon complains 
In pious drains, 

* Ah cruel thirft of gold!’ he cries; 
Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal for gain, 

The tears yet fwelEng in his eyes, 
N 3 
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XXVII. 
Thou wat’ry vail! 
What mounds are call 

To bar thy dreadful flowings o’er ? 
Thy proudeft foam 
Muft know its home; 

But rage of gold difdains a fliore. 

XXVIII. 
Gold pleafure buys; 
But pleafure dies, 

'Too foon the grofs fruition cloys; 
Tho’ raptures court, 
The fenfe is ihort; 

But virtue kindles living joys; 

XXIX. 
Joys felt alone! 
Joys alk’d of none! 

Which time’s and fortune’s arrow's mifs 
Joys that fublift, 
Tho’ fates refill, 

.An unprecarious endlefs blifs! 

XXX. 
The foul refin’d 
Is mofl inclin’d 

To every moral excellence; 
All vice is dull, 
A knave’s a fool; 

And virtue is the child of fenfe. 
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XXXI. 
The virtuous mind, 
Nor wave, nor wind, 

-'Nor civil rage, nor tyrant’s frown, 
The Ibaken ball, 
Nor. planet’s fall, 

Trom its firm balls can dethrone. 
XXXII. 

This Britain knows, 
.And therefore glows 

With gen’rous pafiions, and expends 
Her wealth and aeal 
On public weal, 

And brightens both by god-like. ends. 
XXXIII. 

What end fo great 
As that which late 

-Awoke the genius of the main ; 
Which tow’ring rofe 
With George to dole, 

^And rival great Eliza’s reign ? 
XXXIV. 

A voice has flown 
From Britain’s throne 

To re-inflame a grand defign; 
That voice fhall rear 
Yon * fabric fair, 

As nature’s rote at the divine. 
N 4 

* A new fund for Greenwich hofpital, recommeri'ch 
ed from the throne. 
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XXXV. 
When nature fpiujig, 
Elefs’d angeJs fung 

And Ihouted o’er the rifing ball; 
Tor (trains as high 
As man’s can fly, 

Thefe fea-devoted honours call. 

XXXVI. 
From boift’rous feas. 
The lapfe.of eafe 

Receives our wounded, and our old; 
High domes afcend! 
Stretch’d.arches bend.! 

Proud columns fwell! wide gates unfold 

XXXVII. 
Here, foft-reclin’d, 
From wave, from wind, 

And fortune’s temped fafe afhore, 
To cheat their care, 
Of former war 

They talk. the. pleafmg (hadows o’er. 

XXXVIII. 
In lengthen’d tales, 
Our fleet prevails; 

In tales, the lenitives of age! 
And o’er the bowl, 
They fire the foul 

Of. lid’ning youths to martial rage. 
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XXXIX. 
Unhappy they! 
And falfly gay! 

Who balk for ever in fuccefs; 
A conftant feaft 
Quite palls the tafte, 

And long enjoyment is diflrcfs. 

20X- 

XL.. 
When, after toil. 
His native foil 

The panting mariner regains, 
What tranfport flows 
From bare repofe! 

We reap our pleafmes from our pains. . 

XLL 
Ye warlike flain ! 
Beneath the main, 

Wrapt in a.wat’ry winding flieet; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country’s good. 

Your country’s * full-blown glory greet.. 

XL 11. 
What pow’rful charm 
Can death difarm ? 

Your long, your iron-flumbers break ?; 
By Jove, by Fame, 
By George’s name, 

Awake! awake! awake! awake! 
* Written fcon after K. George the firft’s acceflion. 
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XLIII. 
With fpiral (hell, 
Full blafted, tell. 

That all your wat’ry realms (hould ring;; 
Your pearl-alcoves, 
Your coral groves, 

-Should echo theirs, and Britain’s king. 

XLIV. 
As long as fiars 
Guide mariners, 

As Carolina’s virtues pleafe. 
Or funs invite 
The ravifti’d light, 

The Britilh flag lhall fweep-the Teas. 

XLV. 
Peculiar both! 
Our foil’s ftrong growth, 

»And our bold natives’ hardy mind,; 
Sure heav’n befpoke 
Our hearts and oak, 

"To give a mailer to mankind. 

XL VI. 
That nobleft birth 
Of teeming earth, 

'Of forefls fair, that daughter proud, 
To foreign coalls 
Our grandeur boafts, 

And Britain's pleafure fpeaks aloud v 
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XLVII. 
Now big with war, 
Sends fate from far, 

; If rebel realms their fate demand; 
Now, fumptuous fpoils 
Of foreign foils 

; Pours in the bofom of our land. 

XLVII I. 
Hence, Britain lays 
In fcales, and weighs 

The fate of kingdoms, and of kings; 
And as (he frowns. 
Or iiniles, on crowns 

A night, or day of glory, iprings. 

XLIX. 
Thus Ocean fwells 
The ftreams and rills, 

And to their borders lifts them high; 
Or elfe withdraws 
The mighty caufe. 

And leaves their familh’d channels dry. 
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DEDICATION.. 

x Q 

Mr. VOLTAIRE. 

MY muie, a bird of paflage, flies From frozen climes to milder Ikies; 
From chilling blafts (he feeks thy cheating beam, 

A beam of favour, here deny’d; 
Confcious of faults, her blufhing pride 

Hopes an afylum in fo great a name. 

II. 
To dive full deep in ancient days, * 
The warrior’s ardent deeds to raife, 

And monarchs aggrandize;—the glory, thine; 
Thine is the drama, how renown’d ? 
Thine, epic’s loftier trump to found;  

Bnt let Arion’s fea-ftrung harp be mine. 

* Annals of the empire, Charles XII. Lewis XIV. 
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III. 
But where’s his Dolphin:? know’ll thou, where? 
May that be found in thee, Voltaire! 

Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave: 
How will thy name illulfrious raife 
My finking fbng ? mere inortal lays. 

So patroniz’d, are refeu’d from the grave. 

IV. 
‘ Tell me, fay’ft thou, who courts my Imiie? 
‘ What ftranger ftray’d from yonder ifle?’— 

■No ftranger, Sir! though horn in foreign climes: 
On Dorfet downs, when Milton’s page, 
With Sin and Death, provok’d thy rage, 

'Thy rage.provok’d, who footh’d with gentle rhymes? 

V. 
Who kindly couch’d thy cenfure’s eye, 
And gave thee clearly to defcry 

Sound judgment giving law to fancy ftrong? 
Who half inclin’d thee to confefs, 
Nor could thy modefty do lefs. 

That Milton’s blindnefs lay not in his fong ? 

Vi. 
But fuch debates long fince are flown; 
For ever fet the funs that fhone 

On airy paftimes, ere our brows were grey: 
How Ihortly fhall we both forget, 
To thee my patron, I my debt, 

And thou to thine, for Pruftia’s golden key. 
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VII. 
The prefent, in oblivion caft, 
Full foon ihall fleep, as fleeps the paft; 

Tull foon the wide diftinclion die between 
The frowns and favours of the great; 
High-flulh’d fuccefs, and pale defeat; 

.The Gallic gaiety, and Britifli fpleen. 

VIII. 
Ye wing’d, ye rapid moments! flay :   
Oh friend! as deaf, as rapid, they; 

Life’s little drama done, the curtain falls!  
Doft thou not hear it ? I can hear, 
Though nothing ftrikes the lift’ning ear,; 

Time groans his laft! eternal loudly calls! 

IX. 
Nor calls in vain; the call inlpires 
Far other counfels, and defires, 

Than once prevail’d; we Hand on higher ground; 
What fcenes we fee ? Exalted aim! 
With ardors new, our fpirits flame; 

Ambition bled! with more than laurels crown’d. 

<> 
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ODE the FIRST, 

THE 

BRITISH SAILOR’S Exultation. 

I. 
T N lofty founds let thole delight, 

Who brave the foe, but fear the fight; 
And, bold in words, of arms decline the ftroke: 

’Tis mean to boaft; but great to lend 
To foes the counfel of a friend, 

And warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 

II. 
From whence arile thefe loud alarms ? 
Why gleams the fouth with brandifh’d arms ' 

WTar, bath’d in blood, from curft ambition fprings : 
Ambition mean ! ignoble pride! 
Perhaps their ardors may fubfide, 

When weigh’d the wonders Britain’s failor fings. 
O a 
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III. 
Hear, and revere.—At Britain’s nod. 
From each enchanted grove and wood, 

Hades the huge oak, or fhadelefs foreft leaves; 
The mountain pines affume new forms, 
Spread canvas-wings, and fly through dorms 

And ride o’er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 

IV. 
She nods again: the labouring earth 
Difclofes a tremendous birth; 

In fmoaking rivers runs her molten ore; 
Thence, monders of enormous fize, 
And hideous afpeft, threat’ning rife, 

Flame from the deck, from trembling badions roat. 

V. 
Thefe miniders of fate fulfil, 
On empires wide, an ifland’s will, 

When thrones unjud wake vengeance: know, ye pow’rs 
In fudden night, and ponderous balls, 
And floods of flame, the temped falls, 

When brave Britannia’s awful fenate lowrs. 

VI. 
In her * grand council Ihe furveys, 
In patriot piflure, what may raife, 

Of ihfolent attempts, a warm difdain; 
From hope’s triumphant fummit thrown, 
Like darted lightning, fvviftly down 

The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain, 

Houfe of Lords. 
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VII. 
Britannia flieaths her courage keen, 
And fpares her nitrous magazine; 

Her cannon flumber, till the proud afpire. 
And leave all law below them; then they blaze I 
They thunder from refounding feas, 

Touch’d by their injur’d mailer’s foul of fire. 

VIII. 
Then furies rile! the battle raves! 
And rends the ikies! and warms the waves! 

And calls a tempell from-the peaceful deep, 
In fpite of Nature, fpite of Jove, 
While ali-ferene, and hiilli’d above, 

Tumultuous winds in azure chambers deep. 

IX. 
A thoufand deaths the burlling bomb 
Hurls from her difembowel’d womb; 

• Chain’d, glowing globes, in dread alliance, join’d, 
Red-wing’d by llrong fulphureous blalts, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men, and mads; 

And leave fmg’d, naked, blood-drown’d, decks behind. 

X. 
Dwarf-laurels rile in tented fields; 
The wreath immortal, ocean yields; 

There war’s whole fling is Ihot, whole fire is fpent, 
Whole glory blooms: how pale, how tame, 
How lambent is Bellpna’s flame! 

How her florms languilh on the continent! 
O3 



From the dread front of ancient war 
. Lefs terror frown’d; her fcythed car. 

Her caftled elephant, and batt’ring beam, 
Stoop to thofe engines which deny 
Superior terrors to the fky, 

And boaft their clouds, their thunder, and their flame- 

XII. 
The flame, the thunder, and the cloud, 
The night by day, the fea of blood, 

Hofts whirl’d in air, the yell of finking throngs. 
The gravelefs dead, an ocean warm’d, 
A firmament by mortals ftorm’d, 

To patient Britain’s angry brow belongs. 

XIII. 
Or do I dream ? or do I rave ? 
Or fee I Vulcan’s footy cave, 

Where Jove’s red bolts the giant brothers frame ? 
Thofe fwarthy gods of toil and heat, 
Loud peals on mountain anvils beat. 

And panting tempefts roufe the roaring flame. 

XIV. 
Ye Ions of Etna! hear my call; 
Unfinilh’d let thoft baubles fall. 

Yon lliield of Mars, Minerva’s helmet blue: 
Your flrokes fufpend, ye brawny throng! 
Charm’d by the magic of my long, 

Drop the feign’d thunder, and attempt the true- 
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XV. 
Begin: * and, firft, take rapid flight, 
Fierce flame, and clouds of thickeft night, 

And ghaftly terror, paler than the dead; 
Then, borrow from the north his roar, 
Mix groans, and deaths; one phial pour 

Of wrong’d Britannia’s wrath; and it is made; 
Gaul ftarts, and trembles,-—at your dreadful trade, 

* Alluding to Virgil’s defcription of thunder. 

O 4 



ODE THE SECOND, 

IN WHICH IS 

The Sailor’s Prayer before Engagement. 

1. 
OO form’d the bolt, ordain’d to break 

Gaul’s haughty plan, and Bourbon (hake: 
If Britain’s crimes fupport not Britain’s foes, 

And edge their (words: O Pow’r Divine! 
If bled by Thee the bold driign. 

Embattled hods a fingle arm o'erthrows. 

II. 
Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
In Britain’s caufe, by fame enroll’d, 

In deathlefs annal! deathlefs deeds infpire; 
From oozy beds, for Britain’s fake, 
Awake, illudrious chiefs! awake; 

And kindle in your fons paternal fire. 

III. 
The day commiffioned from above, 
Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove, 

If war’s full (hock too feeble to fudain; 
Or firm to dand its final blow, 
When vital dreams of blood (hall (low, 

And turn to crimfon the difcolour’d main; 
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IV. 
That day’s arriv’d, that fatal hour!  
‘ Hear us, O hear, Almighty Pow’r! 

Our guide in counfel, and our ftrength in fight! 
‘ Now war’s important die is thrown ; 
‘ If left the day to man alone. 

How blind is wifdom, and how weak is might 1 

V. 
‘ Let proftrate hearts, and awful fear, 
‘ And deep remorfe, and fighs fincert 

For Britain’s guilt, the wrath divine appeal'e; 
‘ A wrath, more formidable far 
‘ Than angry nature’s wafteful wav. 

The whirl of tempefts, and the roar of feas. 

VI. 
‘ From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 
‘ To Thee, at nature’s helm on high! 

Steer Thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence! 
‘ To Thee for fuccour we refort; 1 Thy favour is our only port; 

Our only-rock of fafety, thy defence. 

VII. 
‘ O Thou, to whom the lions roar, 
‘ And, not unheard, thy boon implore • 

Thy throne our burfts of cannon loud invoke: 
* Thou cirtfbarrefi the flying ball; 
‘ Or lend it back, and-bid it faU 

On thofe, from whofe proud-desk the tfeatftkr broke. 
O 5 

..ihr/na aicwA f ..T.ufl * 



218 A SEA-PIECE. 

VIII. 
‘ Britain, in vain, extends her care 
‘ To climes * remote, for aids in war ; 

‘ Still farther mufi it ftretch to cruflr the foe; 
‘ There’s one alliance, one alone, 
1 Can crown her arms, or fix her throne; 

‘ And that alliance is not found below. 

IX. 
‘ Ally Supreme ! we turn to thee; 
1 We learn obedience from the fea; 

‘ With feas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil; 
‘ ’Tis thine our blood to freeze, or warm; 
1 To rouze, or hulh, the martial ftorm; 

‘ And turn the tide of conqueft, at thy will. 

X. 
‘ ’Tis thine to beam fublime renown, 
‘ Or quench the glories of a crown; 

1 ’Tis thine to doom, ’tis thine from death to free; 
‘ Or turn afide his levell’d dart, 
‘ Or pluck it from the bleeding heart:  

c There we call anchor, we confide in Thee. 

XI. 
‘ Thou, who haft taught the north to roar, 
‘ And ftreaming f lights notturnal pour 

‘ Of frightful afpeft ! when proud foes invade, 
‘ Their blafted pride with dread to feize, 
‘ Bid Britain’s flags, as meteors, blaze; 

* And George depute to thunder in thy ftead. 

* Ruffia. f Aurora Borealis. 
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XII. 
* The right alone is bold, and ftrong; 
‘ Black, hovering clouds appal the wrong 

‘ With dread of vengeance :—Nature’s awful Sire ! 
1 Lefs than one moment (houldft thou frown, 
‘ Where is puiflance, and renown ? 

' Thrones tremble, empires link, or worlds expire. 

XIII. 
‘ Let George the juft chaftife in vain : 
‘ Thou, who doft curb the rebel main, 

‘ To mount the (here when boiling billows rave ! 
‘ Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
‘ The boundlefs fwell of Gallic pride; 

‘ And check ambition’s overwhelming wave. 

XIV. 
‘ And when (all milder means withftood) 
* Ambition, tam’d by lofs of blood, 

c Regains her realbn ; then, on angels wings, 
‘ Let peace defeend, and (houting greet, 
‘ With peals of joy, Britannia’s fleet, 

‘ How richly freighted ! it, triumphant, brings 
‘ The poilc of kingdoms, and the fate of kings/ 

THE END. 
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