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Tho* bold thcfc t ru ths , tliou, M u f e ! w i th t ru ths l ike thc fe 
W i l t none offend whoni ' t is a p ra i fe to pleaCc. 
Let othcrs flattcr to bc flatter'd, thou , 
Like jult t r ibunais , bintl an a w f u l brow. 
How ter r ib lc i t *verc to common fenfc» 
T o wr i te a fa t i re whicu gave none oíFencc ? 
And fince f r o m l i fe I take tlie dranglits you fec, 
I f incn diíli,ke them, do they cenfure me ? 
The fool and knavc 'tis glorions to offend, 
And godlike an atteinpr tlie world to mend : 
Tlie world ! where lucky tbrows to blockhcads- f a l i , 
Knaves know tlie game, and lioneft inen pay a l i . SAT. I I I . 
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O F T H E R E V E R E N D 

D R . E D W A R D YQUNG. 
I N F O U R V O L U M E S . 

W1TH THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 

When flatter'd crimes of a l icentious age 
Rcproach our filence, and demand our r a g e j 
When purchas'd foi lies, f r o m each diílant land» 
Like ar ts , improVe in Bri tain '» ik i l fu l hand ; 
Wlien the Law íhews hcr tee th , but dares not bite, 
And South-fca t r ea fu res are not brought to l i g h t j 
When Churclimen Scripture f o r thc Claflics quir, 
Poli te apoílates f r o m Cod's grace to w i t ; 
When men grow great f r o m the i r revenue fpen t , 
And fly f r o m bail iffs into p a r l i a m e n t ; 
When dying finners, to Wot out thei r fcore, 
Bcqueath the Church the leavings of a whore j 
T o chafe our fpleen, when themes like thefe increaíb, 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenfurc ccafe ?--•• 
Shall authors f jni le on fucli i l lultr ious days, 
And fa t i r ize w i th nothing—-but thei r p ra i f e? SAT. I . 
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T H E L A S T D A Y. 
A P O E M . 

IN THREE BOOKS. 

Vtnit fuiiima dies. VIRG. 

B O O K I. 

Ipfe pater , media nimborum in noite, cômica 
Fulmina moli tur dcxtra . Quo maxima motu 
Te r r a t r e m i t : fu&ere í exae ; et mor ta l ia corda 
Per gentes humilis ftravit pavor VIRG. 

W íiiLE others íing thc fortune of the great, 
Empire and arms, and ali the pomp of ftate, 
With Britain's hero* fet their fouls o» fire, 
And grow immortal as his deeds ijifpire, 
I draw a deeper ícene; a ícene that yields 5 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful ficlds; 
The woi Id alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'erthro\vn, 
And gafping Nature's laft tremendous groan; 
Death's ancient fceptre broke, tive teeming tomb, 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 10 

'Twixt joy and pain I yiew the bold defign, 
And aík my anxious heart if it be mine. 

* The Dul.e of Marlborouglu 
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Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious rtars or fun, 
ts far bcntath my daring. I look down 15 
On ali tl<c fplendours of the BHtiih crown. 
This globt is for my vcrfe a narrow t>ound; 
Attend me, ali ye glorious worlds around!" 
O"! all'ye angels, howfoe'er disjoin'd, 
Of every various order, place, and kínd, í o 
Hear, and aílilt, a-feeble mortaCs lays; 
'Tis your eternal King I: ftrive to praife. 

liut chicfly thou, great Ruler! Lord of ali! 
Before whofe throne archangels proílrate fali, 
Tf at tliy nod, from difcord, and from night, 25 
Sprang bcainy, and yon' fparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt e'en me; ali inward tumults quell; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind difpel; 
To my great fubjeft thou my breaíl infplre, 
And raife my lab'ring foul with equal fire. 30 

Man ! bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
Tn God's great oflspring, beauteous NTature*s face; 
See Spring's gay bloom, fee golden Autumn's flore, 
See how Earth fmilés, and hear old Ocean roar. 
Leviatbans biit Ireave their cumb'rous mail, 2$ 
It makes a tidc, and wind-bound navies fail. 
Ilere forefts rife, the mountain's awful pride; 
Here rivers meafure climes, and worldí divide; 
There vallies, fraught with gold's refplendent feeds, 
IIcMkings' and kingdoms^ortunes in their beds: 40 



Therc to the íkies afpiring hills afcend, 
And into-diftant lands their fhades extend. 
View cities, armies, ifieets; of flects the pride, 
See Europe's law in Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole cartlí's vaíl landfcape unconfin'd, 45 
Or view in Britain ali her glories join'd. 

Then letthe firmament thy wonder raife; 
'Twill raife thy wonder, but tranfcend thy praife. 
How far from caftto weft? the labVing eye 
Can fcarce the diftant azure bounds defcry: jO 
Wide theatre! where tempeíls play at largc, 
And God's right hand can.all its wrath difcharge. 
Mark how thofe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Callforth the feifons, and the year control: 
Tíliey Ihiue thro' time with an unalter'd ray, J5 
See >this grand period rife, and that decay: 
So vaft, this worldYa grain; yet myriads grace, 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal fpacej 
So bright, with fuch a wealth of glory ítor'd, 
'Twere fin in Heathens not to have ador'd. 60 

How great, how firm, how facred, ali appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years! 
Yet ali muft drop, as autumn's íickiliell grain, 
And earth and firmament be fought in vain: 
The traft forgot where conílellations fhone, ó j 
Or wliêre the Stuarts fiU'd an awful throne: 
Time (hall be flain, ali nature be deftroy'd, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 
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Sooncr or Iatcr, in fome future date, 
(A dreadful fecret in the book of Fate!) 70 
This hour, for aught ali human vvifdom knows, 
Or vvhen ten thoufand harvefls more have rofe; 
When fcenes are charrg'd on thís revolving earth, 
Old empires fali, and give new empires biirth j 
While otber Bourbons rule in other lands, 75 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the (lill bwfy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thoufand' years before, 
Thoughtlefs as thofe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diiTolv'd, or an extinguilYd fun > So 
(Ye fublunary Worlds! awake, awake! 
Ye Rulers of the nationsl .hear, and lhake!) 
Thick clouds of darknefs íhall arife on day, 
In fudden night ali earth's dominions lay, 
Impetuous winds the fcatter'd foreíts rend, 85 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; 
The vallies yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted (hore! 
A fanguine ílain the filver moon o'erfpread, 
Darknefs the circle of the fun invade; " ço 
From inmoíl heav'n inceflint thunders foll, 
And the ílrong eeho bound from pole to pole. 

When, Io! a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note; the piercing call 95 
Shall rattle in tlie centre of the bali j 



Th' extended circuit of creation fliake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh pow'rful blaíl! to which no equal found 
Did e'er the frighted ear of Nature wound, IGo 
Tho' rival clarions have been ílrain'd on high, 
And kindlcd wars immortal thro' the íky, 
Tlio' God's whole enginry, difcbarg'd, and ali 
The rebel angels bellow'din their fali. 

Have angels liniTd ? and íhall not man b e w a r e I O 5 
How (Hall a fon of earth decline the fnare 
Not folded arms, and (lacknefs of the mind, 
Can promife for the fafety-of mankind. 
None are fupinely good ; thro' care and pain, 
And various arts, the lleep afcent we gain. 113 
This is the fcene of combat, not of reft; 
Man's is laborious Jiappinefs at beft : 
On this fide death his dangers never ceafe; 
His joys are joys of conqueâ, not of peacc. 

If then, obfequious to the will of Fate, 115 
And bending to the terms of human ftate, 
Wlien guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When Beaotyfmiles, or Grandourfpreadsher charms, 
The confcious foul would this great fcene difplav, 
Call dovvn th' immortal foofts in dresd array, 120 
The trumpet found, the Chriftian banner fpread, 
And raife from filentgraves the trembling dead; 
Sirch deep impreflion would the piílure niake, 
No po-.vsi on earth her firm refolve could fliake; 
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6 T H Z L A S T D A T . Book L 

£ngag'd with angels íhé would greatly ítand, 123 
And look regardlefs down on fea and land; 
Not pròffer'd worlds-her ardour could reftrain, 
And Dcath might lhake hísthreat'ning lance in vain! 
Her certain conqueíl woold endear the fight, 
And danger ferve but to exalt delight. 130 

Inftrüíled thus to íhun the fatal fpring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I fing, 
More boldly vve our labours may purfue, 
And ali the dieadful image fet to víew. 

The fparkling eye, the fleek and painted breaft, 135 
The burnilVd fcale, curl'd train, and raifing crcft, 
Ali that is lovely in the noxious ínake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake : 
The íling once ckawn, liis guiltlefs beauties rife 
In pleafmg luftre, and deta-in our eyes ; ' 140 
We view with joy what once did horror move, 
And ftrong averfion foftens into love. 

Say then, my Mufe! whom difinal fcenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 
Say, melancholy Maid! if bold to dare 145 
The laft extremes of terror and defpair, 
Oh fay what change on earth, what heart in man, 
This blackeft moment fince the world began. 

Ah mournful turn! the blifsful earth, who late 
A t leifure on her axle roll'd in flate, 150 
While thoufand golden planets knew no reíl, 
Still onward in their circling journey prefi 'd; 



BíÓk I. T I J E L A S T O A V . J 

A grateful clrange of feafons fome to bring, 
And fweet viciflitude of fali and fpring ; 
Some thro' vaft oceans to condoft the keel, 155 
And fome thofe watry worlds to íink or fwell : 
Around her fome their fplendours to difplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day : 
This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
HeavVs darling child, and fav'rite of her God, 
Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Beliver'd o'cr to darknefs and dèfpair. 
No fun in radiant glory íliines 011 high, 
No light, but from the terrors of the Iky: 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loft, 165 
And ali into a fecond chãos tolVd : 
One univerfal rein fprcads abroad ; 
Nothing is fafe beneath the throne of God. 

Sueli, Earth! thy fatet whatthcn canil thou aflord 
To comfoit and fupport thy guilty l o r d I 7 C 
Man, haughty lord of ali beneath the moon, 
How muíl he bend his foul's ambition down ? 
1'roílrate, the reptile own, and difavow 
Ilis boalted ílature, and aíTuming brow ? 
Claim kindred with thcclay, and curfe his form, 17J 
That fpeaks diltinítio» from his fiíler worm? 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 
Ixird, why doíl thou forfake whom thou haft made ? 
Who can fuflain thy anger who can Uand 
Beneath the teirors of thy lifted hand ? iBcr 
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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 ftood, 
And in thy dreadful agony fwate blood; 
Thou who, for me, thro' every throbbing vein, 185 
Haft felt the keeneft edge of mortal pain; 
Whom Death led captive thro' 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! 190 

From eaft to weft they fly, from pole to line, 
Imploring íhelter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap, or wbelroing feas to fweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaífionately deep: 
Seas caft the monfter forth to meet his doom, 195 
And rocks but prifon up for wrath to come. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crowfi, 
While Death íits threat'ning in his prince's frown, 
His heart's difmay'd; and now his fears command 
To change his native f o r a diflant land : S C O 
Swift orders fly, the king's fevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea; 
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 ? Í05 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words ali in vain pant after the diftrefs, 
The height of eloquence would make it lefs. 
Hcav'ns! how the good man trembWs ?— 



And is there a Lafl Day.' and muíl thcrc come 210 
A fure, a fix'd, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition! fwell, and, thy proud fails to ftiow, 
Take ali the winds that Vanity can blow; 
Wealth! on a golden mountain blazing (land, 
And reach an índia forth in either hand; í l 5 
Spread ali thy purple clufters, tempting Vine! 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright Beauty! fhine: 
Shine ali, in ali your charms together rife, 
That ali, in ali your charms, I may defpife, 
While I mount upward on a ílrong defire, 17.0 
Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite inTolv'<í! 
To fmile at death! to long to be diflolv'd! 
From our decays a pleafure to receive! > 
And kindle into tranfport at a grave! 1 • • ci 1x5 
What equals this ? And íhall the viftor naiv 
Boaft the proud laurels on his loaded brow 
Religion í oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomlefs delight! 
Thou, thou art ali; nor find I in the whole 230 
Creation aught but God and my own foul. 

For ever, tlien, my Soul! thy God adore, 
No let the brute-creation praife him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduít blame, 
And flulh my confcious cheek with fpreading lhame ? 
They ali for him purfue, or quit, their end; 236 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r fufpehd; 



Jn fulid heaps th ' unfrozen billows ftand, 
To reíl and íilence aw'd by his command: 
Nay, thedire monftcrs that infeft the flood, 24O 
By nature dreadful, and athlrft for blood, 
His will can calm, their íàvage tempers bind, 
And turn to mild proteOors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main, 045 
When Darknefs round him ali her horrors fpread, 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his he3d 

When now the thunder roars, the lightning fiies, 
And ali the warring winds tumultuous rife; 
When now the foaming furges, tofj 'd on highf 250 
Difclofe the fands beneath, and t<5uch the (ky; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaft, . 
I.ook back with terror on their aflions paíl, 
Their courage fickens into deep difmay, 
Their hearts, thro' fear and anguifli, melt awáy; 155 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempeft can appeafe; 
Now they devote their treafure to the feas; 
Unload their íbatter'd bark, tho' richly fraught, 
And think the hopes of life are chcaply bought 
With gemsandgold ; but, 0I1, the ílorni fo high! 260 
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. 265 



(Hear, O ye Jult f attend ye virtuous few! 
And the bright paths of piety pnrfue) 
Lo! the great Ruter of the world, from high, 
Looks fmiling down with a propitious eye, 
COvers his fervant with his gracious hand, S70 
And' bids tempeftuous Nature filent ftand; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a foft embrate j 
He bridles in the monfters of the deep; 
The bridled monfters awful diííance keep; 175 
Forget their hunger while they view their prey, 
And guihlefs gaze, and round the (Vranger play. 

But ílill arife new wonders; Nature'is Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word, 
And ealls the great leviathan : the great 380 
I.eviathan attends in ali his ftate, 
Exults for joy, and, with a mighty bound, 
Makes the fea fhake, and heav'n and earth refound, 
Elackens the waters with the rifing fand, 
And drives vaft billows ta the diflant land. s 8 j 

As yawns an earthqualte, when imprifon'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his jsws' enormous íizr, 
The prophet views the cavern with furprife, 
Meafures his monílrous teeth, afar defcry'd, a j í r 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from fide to fide; 
Thcn takes poíTefllon of the fpaeious feat, 
And fiils fecure within the dark retreat. 



Now is he pleas'd the northern blafl to hear, 
And hangs on liquid roountains void of fear, 295 
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 ílielving mountain's dreadful íhade; 
Where plummet never reach'd he draws his breath, 
And glides ferenely thro' the paths of death. 301 

Two wondrousdaysand nights thro' coral groves, 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and fands, he roves; 
When the third morning, with its levei rays, 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 305 
It fees the king of waters rife, and pour 
His facred gueft uninjur'd on the íhore; 
A tvpe of that great blefling which the Mnfe 
In her next labour ardently purfues. 309 

ErJ of Eoâ Firjt. 



T H E L A S T D A Y. 
B O O K II. 

'Ex yxlnç t\TiÇofitv íÇ <focoç e\6êiv. 

At.v^av ctTfi^o^Evcív' Ò7T!cra ít 0 £ o i tíXlQovIxi. 
PHOCYI.. 

I. C. 
V > hope that the depat\ed vrill r i fe again f rom the duf t ; af tcr which* 

like the gods, they will be immortal. 

N o w man awakes, and from his filent bed, 
Where he has ílept for ages, lifts his head, 
Shakes oífthe llumber of ten thoufand ycars, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whate'er the bold, tlie rafh, adventure coft, } 
In wide eternity I dare be loít. 
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 voicc, and ling to human kind: IO 
I Gng to men and angels; angels join, 
While luch the theme, their facred fongs with mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted found 
Rolls the wide circuit of cieation round, 
An uniíerfal concourfe to prepare 15 
Of ali that ever breath'd tbe vital air; 
In fome wide field, which aílive whirlwinds fweep, 
Urive cities, foreíb, mountains, to the deep, 
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1 4 T H E L A S T D A Y . Biok II. 

To fmooth and lcngthen out th' unbounded fpace, 
And fpread an area for ali human race. so 

Now monuments prove faithful to their truft, 
And render back their long-committed duft ; 
Now chameis rattlç; fcatter'd limbs, and ali 
The various bonés, obfequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd, advance; the neck, perhaps, to meet S5 
The diftant head; thç diílant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, fee thro' the dufky íky 
Fragments of bodies in confufion fly, 
To diftant regions journeying, there to elaim 
Deferted members, and complete the frame. 30 

When the world bowVl to Rome's almighty fword, 
Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confefs'd her lord: 
Yet one day loft, this deity below 
Became the fcorn and pity of his foe; 
His blood a traitor's facrifice was made, 35 
And fmok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade: 
No trumpet's found, no gafping army's yell, 
Bid, with due horror, his great foul farewell: 
Obfcure his fali! ali welt'ring in his gore, 
Histrunk was caft to periíh on the íhore! 40 
While Julins frown'd the bloody monfter dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This fever'd head and trunk fhall join once more, 
Tho' realms now rife between, and'oceans roar. 
The trumpet's found each vagrant mote íliall hear, 
Or fix'd in earth, or if aflote in air, 45 



Obey the fignal wafted in the wind. 
And not one fleeping atom lay bchind. 

So fwarming bees that, on a fummer's day, 
In airy rings and wild meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen found, their wandVings end, 
And, gently circling, on a bough defeend. 

The body thus renew'd, the confcious foul, 
Which lias perhaps been ílutt'ring near the pole, 
Or midll the burning planets wond'ring ílray'd, 55 
Or hover'd ò'er where her pale corpfe was laid, 
Or rather coaftcd on her final (late, 
And fear'd, or wiíh'd, for her appointed fate > 
This foul, returning with a conftant flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame : 60 
Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound, 
The fpiings maintain an everlafting round. 

Thus a frail model of the work defign'd 
Firft takes a copy of the builder*s mind; 
Before the (hufinre firm, with laíling oak, 65 
And marble bowels of the folid rock, 
Turns the flrong arch, and bids the columns rife, 
And bear the lofty palace to the íkies; 
The wrongs of time enabled to furpafs, 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brafs. 70 

That ancient, facred, and illuftrious dome *, 
Where foon or late fair Albion's heroes come 

.1 i. S 'lim Mim vjut jd tf t t •r»!olii mi.:! ~.e IV/ 
# WtílniinílíT-Abbey. 
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From camps and courts, tho* great, or wife, or juít, 
To fced the worm, and moiilder into dufl ; 
That folemn manfion of the royal dead, 75 
Where paífing flaveso'er fleeping monarchs tread, 
Now populous o'erfiows; a numerous race 
Of rifmg kings fdl ali th ' extended fpace; 
A lifc well fpent, not the viítorious fword, 
Awards the crown, and ftyles the greater lord. 80 

Nor monúments alone, and burlai earth, 
Labours with man to this his fecond birth; 
But where gay palaces in pomp arife, 
And gilded theatres invade the íkies, 
Nations fhall wake, whofe unrefpcfted bones 8 j 
Support the pride of their luxurious íons. 
The moft magnificent and coftly dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No fpot on earth but has fupply'd a grave, 
And human Ikulls the fpacious oeean pave : 90 
All's full of man ; and at this dreadful turn 
The fwarm fhall iíTue, and the hive fhall burn. 

Not ali at once, nor in like manner, rife : 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes, 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 95 
And blefs the grave, and call for lafting night: 
Others, whofe long-attempted virtue flood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the riiíhing ílood, 
Whofe firm refolve nor beauty could melt down, 
.Nor ra^ing tyrants from their poíluve frown 5 100 



Such, in this day of horrors, íhall bc feen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien. 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above; 
The centre fbakes, their hearts difdain to move. 
An earth diíTolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 105 
A yawning gulf, and fiends on every íide, 
Serene they viéw, impatient of delay, 
And blefs the dawn of everlaíKng day. Ic8 

Here Greatnefs proíirate falls; there.Strength give9 
Here lazars fmile; there Beaiity hides her face.[place, 
Chriftians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans íland, 
A blended throng, one undiílinguiíh'd band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zeal for their diílinít perfuaficns fir'd, 
ln mutual friendíhip their long ílumber break, 115 
And hand in hand their Savionr's love partake. 

But none are flulVd with brighter joy, or, warm 
With juíter confidence, enjoy the ftorm, 
Than thofe whofe pious botinties, unconfin'd, 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 120 
In that illuíbiousrank what fiiining light, 
With fuch diííingui!h'd glory, fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful Mufe ! that homage (how, 
Which to luch worthies thou art proud to ovve. 
Wickham ! Fox! Chichley * ! bail, iiluílrious names! 
Wbo to fardiílant times difpenfe your beams; 126 

* Founders of New.rollrge, Corpus Chrif t i , and All-Souls, 
inOxlbrd; of ali which the Aiuhur was a ineniber. 
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Beneath your íhades, and ncar your cryílal fprings, 
I firll prefum'd to touch tlic trcnibling ftrings. 
Ali hail, thrice honour'd! 'twas your great renown 
To blefs a people, and oblige a crown; 130 
And now you rife, eternally to íhine, 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God! oh how íhall mortal raife 
His foul to due returns of grateful praife, 
For bounty fo profufe to human kind, 13 5 
Thy wondrous gift of an eternal Mind ? 
Shall I, who, fome few years ago, was lefs 
Than worm, or mite, or íhadow can exprefs, 
Was nothing; íhall I Iive, when ev'ry fire 
Of ev'ry ítar íhall Ianguiíh and expire ? 140 
When earth's no more, íhall I furvive above, 
And thro' the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the tjirone of God I ftand, 
See new worlds rolling from his fpacifcus hand, 
Where our adventures lhall perhaps be taught, 145 
As we now tell how Michacl fung or fought ? 
Ali that has being in full concert join, 
And celebrate the depths of Iove divine ! 

But, ch! before this blifsful ftatc, before 
T h ' afpiring foul this wondrous height can foar, 150 
The Judge, defcending, thunders from afar, 
And ali mankind is fummon'd to the bar. 

This mighty fcene I next prefume to draw; 
Atjcnd, great Anna! with religious awe : 



F.xpeít not here the known fuccefsful arts IJ5 
To win attention, and command our hearts. 
Fiítion ! be far away; let no machine, 
Pefcending here, no fabled god, be feen; 
Behold the God of gods indeed defcend, 
Ar.d worlds unnomber'd his approaeh attend ! 160 

Lo! the wide theatre, whofe ample fpace 
Muft entertain the whole of human race, 
At HeavVs all-pow'rful ediíl is prcpar'd, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinees, dominions, worlds, o'erflow 165 
The mighty plain, and deluge ali below, 
And ev'ry age and nation pours aiong; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng; 
Adam falutes his youngeíl fon: no fign 
Of ali thofe ages which their births disjoin. 170 

How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart! 
What volumes have beenfwell'd,what time been fpent, 
To fix a hero's birth-day or deícent ? 
What joy mu ft it now yield, what rapture raife, 175 
To fee the glorious race of ancient days ? 
To greet thofe worthies who perhaps have ftood 
Illuílrious on record before the flood ? 
Alas! a nearer care your foul demands, 
Csfar unnoted in your prefence (lands. 180 

How vaíl: the concourfe! not in number more 
The wavcs that break on the refounding fhore, 



The leaves that tremble in the íhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the fpangled vaults above; 
Thofe overwhelming armies, whofe command 185 
Said to one empire Fali; another, Stand; 
Whofe rear lay wrapt in nigbt, while breaking dawn 
Rous'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on j 
Great Xerxes' world in arms, proud Cann:e'S field, 
Where Carthage taught viílorious Rome to yield, 190 
(Another blow had broke the Fates' decree, 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blènheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoft ; 

They ali are here, and here they ali are loíl : 
Their millioas fwell to be difcern'd in vain, 195 
Loíl as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voiee now rends the yielding air, 
" For judgment, judgment, Sons of men! prepare!" 
Earth íhakcs anew, l hear her groans profound, 
And Heli thro' ali her trembling realms refound. 200 

Whoe'er tliou art, thou greateft pow'r of earth, 
Blefs'd with moft equal planets at thy birth, 
Whofe valour drevv the moíl fuceefsful fword, 
Moft realms united in one common lord, 
Who, on the day of triumph, faidft, Be thine 205 
The ílcies, Jehovah, ali this world is mine; 
Dare not to lift thine eye.—Alas! my Mufe! 
How art thou loft? what numbers eanft thou chufeJ 

A fudden blufh inflames the waving iky, 
Ar.d now the trimfon curtains open fly; aio 



I.o! far withfa, and far abovc ali height, 
Where hea/irsgreatSovcreignreigns in worlds of light, 
Whence Nature he informs, and with one ray, 
Shot from his eve, does ali her works furvey, 
Crcates, fupports, confounds! where time, and place, 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, Zl6 
Wait humbly at the footftool of their God, 
And move obcdient at his awful nod; 
Whence he beholds tis vagrant emmets craw 1 
A t random on this air-fufpended bali, SSO 
(Speck of creation) if he pour one breath, 
The bubble breaks, and t i s eternal death. 

Thence ifluirg I behold, (but mortal fight 
Suftains not fueh a rulhing fea of üght) 
I fee, on an cmpyreal flying throne 235 
Sublimely rais'd, heav*n's everlaíling Son, 
Crown'd with that majefty whieh form'd the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtue, Dominion, Praife, Omnipotcnce, 
Support the train of their triumphant Pr inct 330 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Kight fliades theíolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er, ferene, he turns propitious eyes, 335 
Or we expeft, or find, a paradife; 
But if refentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kiiidlcs, and the world'i in fUmes. 



On one hand Knowledge íhines in pureft light; 
On one the fword of Juílice, fiereely bright. 240 
Now bend the knee in fport, prefent the reed; 
Now tell the fcourg'd Impoítor he íhall bleed! 

Thus gloiious thro' thecourts of heav'ntheSource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courfe; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ; 
Th ' angelic hoft is rang'd in bright array : 246 
Some touch the ílring, fome ftrike the founding lhell, 
And mingling voiees in rieh coneert fwell; 
Voices feraphic : blefs'd with fueh a ftrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god agáin. J50 

Triumphant King of glory! Soul of Blifs! 
What a ftupcndous turn of fate is this ? 
O! whither art thçu rais'd above the feorn 
And indigence of him in Bethle'm born; 
A needlefs, helplefs, unaceounted gueft, 255 
And but a feeond to the fodder'd beaíl ? 
How chang'd from him who, meekly proftrate laid, 
Vouchfafd to wa(h the feet himfelf had made ? 
From him who was betray'd, forfook, deny'd, 259 
Wept, languiíh'd, pray'd, bled.thirfted, groan'd, and 
Hung pierc'd and bare, infulted by the foe, [dy'd ? 
Ali heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern*d below í 

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; 265 
The world is vaniíh'd,—I am wholly thine. 



Miftaken Caiaphas! ah! which blafphem'd, 
Thou or thy pris'ner? which íhall bc condemn'd ? 
Well might'(l thou rendthy garments, wellexclaim, 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame! 270 
But God is good! 'tis wondrous ali ! ev'n he 
Thou gav'ft to death, fhame, torture, dy'd for thee. 

Now the defccnding triumph ftops its flight, 
From earth full twice a planetary height: 
There ali the clouds condcns'd, two columns raife, f j j 
Diftinít with orient veins and golden blaze; 
One fix'd on earth, and one in fea, and round 
lts ample foot the fwclling billows found: 
Thefe an immcafurable arch fupport, 
The grand tribunal of this awful court : 280 
Sheets of bright azure, from the pureít íky, 
Strcam from the cryftal arch, and round the columns 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the bafis lies, [fly: 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron'd th ' eternal Judge is plac'd, 285 
With ali the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous 01 der mcet, 
And the fun burns beneath his awful feet, 

Now an archangel, eminently bright, 
From o(T his filver IlafF, of wondrous height, 290 
Unfurls the Chriílian flag, which waving flies, 
And Ihuts and opens more than half the (kies: 
Thp Crofs fo llrong a red, it ílieds a (lain, 
Where'cr it fiotes, on earth, and air, and main; 



Fluíhes the hill, and fets on fire the woòd, 195 
And tiirns the derp-dy'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty fight. 
Ah turn, unwary Mufe! nor dare reveal 
VVhat horrid thoughts with the pollutcd dweiL 300 
Say not, (to make the fun íhrink in his heam) 
Dare not affirm they wilh it ali a dream; 
Wifh or their fouls may with their limbs decay, 
Or God be fpoil'd of his eternal fway: 
But rather, if thou know'ft the means, unfold 305 
ílow they with tranfport might the fcene behold. 

Ah how! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and fevere, its own ofTence to fiud ? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceafing eare, 
And ali the pious violence of pray'r? 3 IO 
Thus therr, with fervency, till now unknown, 
I caft my heart before th' eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the íkies furround 
For homage.to its Lord, a narrow bound. 

" O Thou! whofebalancedoesthemountainsweigh, 
" Whofe will tbe wild tumultuous feas obey, 316 
" Whofe breath can turn thofe watry worlds to flamer 

" That flamc to tempeft, and that tempeft tame; 
" EartiVs meaneft fon, ali trembling, proftrate falls, 
" And on the boundlefs of thy goodnefs calls. 310 

" Oh! give the winds ali paft ofTence to fweep, 
4* Tc fcatter wide, or bury in the deep ; 



" Thy pow'r, my wcaknefs, may I ever fee, 
" And wholly dedicate my foul to thee: 
" Rcign o'er my will; my paífions ebb and íltnv 325 
" At thy command, nor human motive know ! 
" If anger boil, let anger be my praife, 
" And fin the graceful indiguation raife: 
" My love be warm to fuccour the diftrefs'd, 
" And lift the burden from the foul opprcfs'd. 330 

" Oh may my underftanding ever read 
" This glorious volume which thy wifdom made! 
" VVho dccks the maiden Spring with flnv/iy pride? 
" Who calls forth Summer, like a fparkling bride.' 
" Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown?33j 
" And bids old Winter lay her honours down ? 
" Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
" Not Europe's arbitrefs of pcace and war. 
" May fea, and land.aiidearth,and heav'n,bejoin'd, 
" To bring th' eternal Author to my mind! 340 
" VVrhen oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
" Maythouglitsofthydread vengeanceíhakemy foul; 
" When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly (bine, 
" Adore, my Heart! the majeíly Divine. 

" Thro' ev'ry fcene of life, or peace, or war, 34Í , 
" Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care! 
" Shine we in arms ! or fing beneath our vine ? 
" Thine is the vintage, and the conqueft thine: 
" Thy pleafure points the (haft, and bends the bow, 
" The cluíler bbíls, ot bids it brightly gloiv : 3jO 
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" 'Tis thou that lead'fl our pow'rful armies forth, 
" And giv'(l great Anne thy fceptre 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, 355 
" And with the mounting fun afcend the Ikies: 
" A s that adrances, let my zeal improve, 

And glow with ardour of confummate love; 
C1 Nor ceafe at evc, but with the fetting fun 

My endlefs woríhip fhall be ílill begun. 360 
" And, oh! permit the gloom of folemn Night 
" To facred thought may forcibly invite. 
" When tliis world's fhut, and awful planets rife, 
*' Call on our minds, and raife them to the íkies; 
" Compofe our fouls with a lefs dazzling fight, 365 
" And fhew ali Nature in a milder light; 

How every boiílrous thought in calms fubfides! 
" How the fmooth'd fpirit into goodnefs glides! 
«' O ho.w divine! to tread the Milky Way, 
,«' To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 370 
" His court admire, or for his favour fue, 
" Or 1 tragues of friendlhip with his faints ryiew; 
,*' Pleas'd to look down, and fee the world aflcep, 
" While I long vigils to its founder keep! 

" Canil thou not (hake the centre? Oh, control, 
*' Subdue by force,-the rebel in my foul. 376 

Thou vvlio canil ílill the raging of the fiood, 
Rellnin the various tumults of my blood: 



" Teach me, with equal firmnefs, to fuflain 
" Alluring pleafure, and aflaulting pain. 383 
" O may I pant for thee in each defire! 
" And with ftrong faith foment the holy firc! 
" Streteh out my foul in hope, and grafp the prlze 
" Which in Etemity's deep hofom lies! 
" At the great day of recompenfe behold, 385 
" Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold! 
" Then wafted upward to the blifsful feat, 
" From age to age my grateful fong repcat; 
" My üght, my life, my God, my Saviour, fce, 
" And rival angels in tlie praife of thee." 39O 

Exd of Síoh SennJ. 
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T H E LA ST DAY. 
B O O K III. 

HTc quofiite in f.itis ren i in i fc i tür , áffère tempas, 
Ono ni .nf , quo tel lus; cor rep í jquc rc^ia coeli 
Ardea t ; et mitiíli moles oprrof-i U b o r r r . OVID M E T . 

T H E book unfolding, the refplendent feat 
Of faints anrl angels, the tremendous fate 
Of guilty fouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And ali the horrors of the world below, 
1 next prefume to fing. What yet remains 5 
Demands my laft, but moíl exalted ílrains; 
A»d let the Mufe or now afTcít the íky, 
Or in inglorious íhades for ever lie. 
Khe kindles; fhe's inflam'd, fo near thegoa!; 
Khe mounts: (he gains upon thè Ítarry pole; 10 
The world grows lefs as (lie purfues her flight, 
And the fun darkens to her diílant íigbt. 
3Ieav'n op'ning, ali its facred pomp difplays, 
And overwhelms her with the rulhingblaze! 
The triumph rings! archangels (hout around! IJ 
And echoing Nature lengthens out the found! 

Ten thoufand trumpets now at once advance; 
Now deepeft filence lulls the vafl expanfe: 
So deep the filence, and fo ftrong the blaft, ' 
As Nature dy'd, when (he had groan'd her lafl. 23 
Nor man nor angel inoves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the íky; 



Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 
Which high to view fupporting feraphs raife j 
In folemn form the rituais are prepar'd, 25 
The feal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my Soul! (oh, fali to fudden pray'r, 
And let the thought fink deep!) Ihalt thou be there 

See on the left (for hy the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand) 30 
How wcak, how pale, how haggard, how obfcene, 
What more than death in every face and mien! 
With what dillrefs, and glarings of afFright, 
They (hock the heart, and turn away the light 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eyeballs roll, 35 
And tell the horrid fecrets of the foul: 
Each gellure mourns, each look is black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is loaden with defpair. 
Reader ! if gúilty, fpare the Mufe, and find 
A truer image pi£tur'd in thy mind. 40 

Shoüldíl thou behold thy brother, father, wlfe, 
And ali the foft companions of thy life, 
Whofe blended int'rcíls levell'd at one aim, 
Whofe mix'd defires fent up one common flame, 
Divided far, thy wretched felf alone 4J 
Caí! on the left of ali whom thou haft known, 
How would it wound ? what millions wouldll thou 
For one more trial, one day more to live ? [g 'v e 

Flnng back in time an hour, a moment's fpace, 
To ^iafp with eagernefs the means of graee, to 
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Contcnd for mcrcy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redecm an age ? 
Drive back the tide, fufpend a ítorm in air, 
Arrefl the fun, but ílill of this defpair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace! 55 
Their Maker's image frefh in ev'ry face! 
What purplc bloom my ravilh'd foul admires, 
And their eyes fparkling with immortal (ires! 
Triumphant Beautv! charms that rife above 
This world, and in blefs'd angels kindle love! 60 
To the great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th'Almighty's anger burn, 
Its fiaíh fuílain, againíl its terror rife, 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are thefe the forms that moulder'd in the duíl 65 
Oh the tranfcendent glory of the juft! 
Yet ílill fome thin remains of fear and doubt 
T h ' infeíted brightnefs of their joy pollute. 

Thus the chaíle bridegroom, when theprieíl draws 
Eeliolds his blefling with a trembling eye, [nigb, 
Pecls doubtful paílions throb in every vein, 71 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, 
X.cft ílill fome intervening chance íhouid rife, 
I .eap forth at once, and fnatch the golden prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it fo late, 75 
And ílab him in the crifis of his fate. 

Sinee Adam's family, from firíl to !a(l, 
Now into one diílinít furvey is 'calí, 1 



Look round, vain-glorious Mufe! and you whoe'er 
Devote yourfelves to Fame, and think her fair, 80 
l.ook round, and feek the lights of human race, 
Whofe (hining afts Time's brighteft annals grace ; 
Who founded fefts, crowns conquer'd or reíign'd; 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low, 8 j 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with vaíl fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madnefs of the roaring main; 
Ali loíl? ali undiflingui(h'd r nowhere found ? 
How will this trutli in Bourbon's palacc found ? 90 

That hour, on which the Almighty King on high, 
From ali 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 fceptre downward hurl'd, 95 
Gave north or weft dominion o'cr the vvorld; 
The point of time, for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himfelf was fpilt, 
Tliat dreadful moment is arriv'd.— 

Aloft, the feats of blifs their pomp difplay, I C O 
Brighter than brightnefs this diftinguifh'd day; 
I.efs glorious when of old th'eternal Son 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won; 
Thro' heav'n's high gates when he triiimphant rode, 
And H-.outing angels hail'd the Viftor God. I C Ç 
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Horrors beneath, darknefs in darknefs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnaee formidable, deep and wide, 
0'erboiling with a rnad fulphurcous tide, 
Expands its jaws, moft dreadful to furvey, l i o 
And roars outrageous for the deflin'd prey: 
The fons of light fcarce unappall'd look down, 
And nearer prefs heavVs everlafting throne. 

Such is the fcene, and one íhort moment's fpace 
Coucludes the hopes and fears of human race. 11$ 
Proceed who dares!—I tretnble as I write; 
The wholc creation fwims before my fight: 
I fee, I fee the Judge's frowning brow; 
Say not 'tis diílant; I behold it now : 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, . 120 
My foul recoils at the (lupendous woe; 
That woe, thofe pangs, which from the guilty breaít 
In thefe, or words like thefe, fhall be exprefs'd. 

" Who buríl the barriers of my peaceful grave 
" Ah! cruel Death, that would no longer lave, 125 
" But giudg'd me e'en that narrow dark ábode, 
" And caft me out into the wrath of God; 
" Where (hrieks.the roaringflame,the rattling chain, 
" And ali the dreadful eloquence of Pain, 
" Our only fong; black firc's malignant light, 130 
" The fole refrelhment of the blafted fight. 

" Muft ali thofe pow'rs IIeav'n gave me to fupply 
" My foul with pleafure, and bting in my joy, 



" Rife up in arms againíl me, join the foe, 
" Senfe, reafon, memory, increafe my woe ? 135 
" And íhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwelf, 
" Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 
" Oh! mutt I look with terror on my gain, 
" And with exiílence only meafure pain ? 
" What! no reprieve, no leaft indulgence giv'n, J40' 
" No beam of hope, from any point of heav'n! 
" Ah Mercy! Merey! art thou dead above ? 
" Is love extinguifli'd in the Source of Iove? 

" Bold that I am, did Heav'n ílaop down to hell ? 
" Th ' expiring Lord of life my ranfom feal ? 145 
" Have I not been induílrious to provoke? 
" From his embraees obftinately broke 
" Purfu'd and panted for hií mortal hate, 
" F.arn'd my deílruftion, labour'd out my fate ? 

And dare I on extingui(h'd love exclaim ? 150 
" Take.take full vengeance,rouze the flaek'ning flame; 
" Juft is my lot—but, oh! mult it tranfcend 
" The reach of time, defpair a diftant end ? 
" Withdreadfulgrowthíhootforward, andarife, 154 
" WhereThought can't follow, and bold Fancy dies! 

" Never! where falls the foul at that drcad found ? 
" Down an abyfs how dark, and how profound ! 
" Down, down, (I (lill am falling, horrid pain |) 
" Ten tlioufand thoufand fathoms ftill remain; 
" My plunge but ílill begun—and this for fin ? 160 
" Could I olfend if I had never been, 
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" But ílill increas'd the fenfelefs happy mafs, 
" Flow'd in the ílream, or íhiver'd in the grafs ? 

" Father of mercies! why from filent earth 
" Did'íl thou awake, and curfe me into birth ! IÓJ 
" Tear me from quiet, raviíh me from night, 
" And make a thanklefs prefent of thy light? 
" Pulh into being a reverfe of thee, 
" And animate a clod with mifcry ? 169 

" Thebeaílsare happy; they come forth, and keep 
" Short iVatch on earth, and thcn lie down to fleep : 
" Pain is for man; and, oh ! how vali a pain 
" For crimes, which madethe Godhead bleed in vain? 
" Annu!l'd his groans, as far as in thcm lay, 
" And flung his agonjes and death away? 175 
" As our dire punilhment for ever llrong, 
" Ouf conílitution, too, for cv'er young, 
" Curs'd with returns of vigour, ílill the fame, 

Pow'rful to bear, and fatisfy the flame; 
" Still to be caught, and ílill to be purfu'd! 180 
" To periíh ílill, and ílill to be renew'd! 

" And this, my Help! my God ! at thy decree ? 
" Nature is chang'd, and hell íhould fuccour me. 
" And canil thou thenlook down from perfeít blifs, 
" And fee me plunging in the dark abyfs ? 185 
" Calling thee Father in a fea of fire ? 
" Or pouring blafphemies at thy defire .' 
" With mortais' anguifli wilt thou raife thy name, 
" And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim 



" Thou who canil tofs the planets to and fro, 
" Contraí! not thy great vengeance to my woe 5191 
" CruCh worlds; in hotter fiames fall'n angels lay; 
" On me almighty wrath is caíl away. 
" Call back thy thunders, Lord! hold in thy rage, 
" Nor with a fpcck of wretchednefs engage : 195 
" Forget me quite, nor íloop a worm to blame, 
41 But lofe me in the greatnefs of thy name. 
" Thou art ali love, ali mercy, ali divine, 
" And fhall I make thofe glories ceafe to fhine ? 
" Sball finful man grow great by his ofTence, 2CO 
" And from its courfe turn back Omripotence? 

" Forbid it! and, oh! grant, great God ! at leaft 
" This one, this llender, almofl no requefl; 
" When I have wept a thoufand lives away, 
" When Torment is grown vveary of its prey, 205 
" When 1 have rav'd ten thoufand years in fire, 
<• Ten thoufand tboufands, let me then expire." 

Deep anguiíl)! but too late ; the hopelefs foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
Tho' loath, and ever loud blafpheming, owns 210 
He's juílly doom'd to pour eternal groans ; 
Inclos'd with horrors, and transfixM with pain, 
Rolling in vengeance, ílruggling with his chain ; 
To talk to fiery tempeíls, to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er ; 2XJ 
To tofs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bcar the weight of an offended God. 



The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move 
To take poíícíTion of their thrones above, 
Satan's aceurs'd defertion to fupply, 210 
And fill the vacant ítations of the íky; 
Again to kindle Iong-extinguiíh'd rays, 
And with new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze; 
To crop the roles of immortal youth, 
And drink the fountain-head of íàcred truth; 22_J 
To fwim in feas of blifs, to ílrike the ftring, 
And lift the voice to their Almighty King; 
To lofe eternity in grateful lays, 
And fill heav'n's wide cireumference with praife. 

But I atterr.pt the wondrous height in vain, 230 
And leave unfiniíh'd the too lofty ftrain ; 
What boldly 1 begin Iet others end; 
My ftrength exhaufted, fainting 1 defcend, 
And ehufe a lefs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diflolving elements, and worlds in flame. 235 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come, 
And Nature (hrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and ali 
Heav'n's terrors in array furround the bali; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors'blaze confpire,240 
And, dartcd downward, fet the world on fire : 
líack rifing clouds the thicken'd ether choke, 
And fpiry flames dart thro' the rolling fmoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the fullen night, 
And ílrike the darken'd íky with dreadiul light; 2^5 

5 



From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courfe, 
T ' enrage the teme; it fpreads, it foars on high, 
Swells in the ftorm, and billows thro' the íky : 
Here winding pyramids of fire afcend, 150 
Cities and deferts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes, wafted, overwhelm 
The fpacious face of a far diílant realm; 
There, undermin'd, down ruíh eternal hills, 
The neighb'ring vales the vali deflruftion fills. 255 

Hear'ftthou that dreadful crack ? that found which 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre íhook ? [broke 
What wouders muíl that groan of Nature tell ? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell, 
Which feem'd, above the reach of Fate, to íland 260 
A towYing monument of God's right-hand, 
Now duft and fmoke, whofe brow, fo lately, fpread 
0'er íhelter'd countries its diffufive íhade. 

Shew me that celebrated fpot, where ali 
The various rulers of the fever'd bali 265 
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! 270 
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 
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Where ílreteh'd waíle Lybia ? where did India's flore 
Sparkle in di'monds, and her golden ore? 275 
Each loíl in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And ali di(Tolv'd, one fiery deluge fiow: 
Thus earth's eontending monarchies are join'd, 
A n d a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or fwims, or walks, or flies, 280 
Inhabitants of fea, or earth, or íkies; 
Ali on whom Adam's wifdom fix'd a name, 
Ali plunge, and perilh in the conqu'ring flame. 

This gtobe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage; the flakes afpire, 28,$ 
And cateh the clouds, and make the heav'ns their 
The fun, the moon, the ílars, ali melt away; [prey; 
Ali, ali is loíl; no monument, no fign, 
Where once fo pvoudly blaz*d the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foaming ílream expire, 290 
So fparks that fcatter from the kindling fire; 
The devaflations of one dreadful hotir 
The great Creator's íix days' work devour : 
A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one foul 
Has more to boatl, and far outweighs the whole; 295 
Exalted in fuperior excellenee, 
Cafls down to nothing fuch a vaíl expenfe. 
Have ye not feen th' eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diflolving, a defcending God ? 
What ftrange furprifes thro' ali nature ran ? 300 
For wliom thefe revolutions but for man ? 



For him Omnipotence ncw meafures takes, 
For him thro' ail cternity awakcs; 
Pours on him gifts fufficient to fupply 
Heav'n's Iofs, and with freíli glories fill the fky. 305 

Think deeply then, O Man! how great thou art ; 
Pay thyfelf homage with a trembling heart; 
What angels guard no longer dare negleít, 
Slighting thyfelf, affront not God's refpeíh 
Enter the facred temple of thy brcalt, 310 
And gaze and wander there, a ravi(b'd guefl; 
Gaze on thofe hidden treafures tliou íhalt find, 
Wander thro' ali the glories of thy mind. 
Of perfeft knowledge, fee, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon molt cxquifitely bright! 315 
Here fprings of endlefs joy are breaking forthl 
There buds the promife of ceieftial worth! 
Wotth which muft ripen in a happier clime, 
And brighter fun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, canil not guefs thy vaft eílate, 310 
What dores, on foreign coaíls, thy landing wait; 
Lofe not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod, 
Thus glad ali heav'n, and pleafe that bounteous God 
Who, to light thee to pleafures, hung on high 
Yon' radiant orb, proud regent of the íky : 325 
That fervice done, its beams (hall fade away, 
And God (hine forth in one eternal day. 327 

F.r.d of Book Tbird. 
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THE FORCE OF RELIGION: 
OR, VANQUISH'D LOVE. 

A P O E M . 

I N T W O B O O K S . 

G r a t i o r e t p n l c h r o v e n í e n s i n c o r p o r t v i r t u s . VIRG. 

B O O K I. 

Acl coelum ardentia luiuina tol lens. 
Lumina; nam ten«ras aiccbant vincula pa lmas . VIRG. 

1 ' R O M loftythemes,from thouglits thatfoar'donliigh, 
And open'd wondrous fcenes above the íky, 
My Mufe! defcend: indulge my fond defire; 
With fofter thouglits my melting foul infpire, 
And fmooth my numbers to a female's praife: 5 
A partial world will liilen to my lays 
While Anna reigns, and fets a femalc name 
Unrivaird in the glorious liíls of Fame. 

Hear, ye fair Daughters of this happy land ! 
Whofe radiant eyes the vanquilh'd world command,Io 
Virtue is bcauty; but when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 
When youthmakesfuchbrightobjeíls ílill more bright, 
And Fortune fets them in the llrongeít üght, 



'Tis ali of heav'n that we helow may view, 15 
And ali but adoration is your due. 

Fam'd female virtue did this iíle adorn 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born : 
When now Maria's pow'rful arms prevaiPd, 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd, iO 
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 ftate, 
With equal mind fuftain'd the ftroke of Fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearef part, 
With manly reafon fortify his heart ? 
At once lhe longs, and is afraid to know; 
Now fwift (he moves, and now advances ílow, 30 
To find her lord, and, finding, palies by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares (lie meet his eye, 
Leíl that, una(k'd, in fpeechlefs grief difdofe 
The mournful fecret of his inward woes. 
Thus after ficknefs, doubtful of her face, 35 
The melancholy virgin (huns the glafs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look ferene, 
And forrow foften'd by her heav'nly mien, 
She clafps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender aecents melt upon her tongue; 40 
(Jentle and fweet, as vernal zephyr blows, 
Fanning the liiy, or the blooming rofe. 

D iij 



" Grieve not, my Lord; a crown, indeed, is loíl; 
" What far outlhines a crown we ílill may boalt; 
" A mind compos'd, a mind that can difdain 45 
" A fruitlefs forrow for a lofs fo vain. 
" Nothing is lofs that virtuc can improve 
" To wcalth eternal, and return above; 
" Above, where no diílinítion íhall be known 

'Twixt himwhom ílormshaveíhakenfromathrone 
" And him who, baíking in the fmiles of Fate, j X 
" Shone forth in ali the fplendour of the great: 
*' Nor can I find the diíTrence here below; 
" I lately was a queen; I ílill am fo, 
" Whíle Guilford's wife: thee rather I obey, JS 
" Than o'er mankind extend imperial fway. 
" When we lie down in fome obfcurc retreat, 
" Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; 
" And I to death my duty will improve, 
" And what you mifs in empire add in love— 60 
" \our godlike foul is open'd in your look, 
" And I have faintly your great meaning fpoke. 
" For this aloneTm pleas'd I wore the crown, 
" To find with what content we lay it down. 
" Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 65 
" Can quit a throne with a becoming grace." 

Thus fpoke the faireíl of her fex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord, whofe boding bofom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would burll, and íhed 
Scverer vengeance on her guiltlcfs head. 70 



Too juft, alas, the terrors which he felt! 
For, lo! a guard!—forgive him if he melt— 
How fharp her pangs, when lever'd from his fide, 
The moft íincerely lov'd, and loving bride 
In fpace confin'd, the Mufe forbears to tell; 75 
Deep was her anguiíh, but (he bore it well: 
His pain was equal, but his virtue lefs; 
He thought in grief there could be no excefs. 
Penfive he fat, o'ercaft with gloomy care, 
And often fondly clafp'd his abfent fair; 80 
Now, filent, wander'd thro' his rooms of ftate, 
And licken'd at the pomp, and tax'd his fate, 
Which thus adorn'd, in ali her íhining ftore, 
A fplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now 011 the bridal-bed his eyes were caft, 85 
And anguiíh fed on his enjoyments paft; 
Each recollefted pleafure made him ímart, 
And ev'ry tranfport ftabb'd him to the heart. 

That happy moon which íumi«on'd to delight, 
That moon which íhone on his dear nuptial night, 90 
Which faw him fold her yet untafted charms 
(Deny'd to princcs) in his longing arms, 
Now íees the tranfient bleíling fleet away, 
Empire and love! the vifion of a day. 

Thus, ia the Eritilh clime, a íummer-ftorm 9J 
Will oft' the fmiling face of heav'n deform; 
The winds with violence at once deícend, 
Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the foreft bend; 



A fudden winter, while the fun is near, 
0'ercomes the feafon, and inverts the year. ICO 

But whither is the captive borne away, 
The beauteons captive! from the cheerful day ? 
The fcene is chang'd indeed; before her eyes 
111-boding-looks and unknown horrors rife: 
For pompandfplendour, for her guard and crown, 105 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 
Black thoughts, each morn, invade the lover's brcaíl; 
Each night a ruffian locks the Queen to relh 

Ah mournftil change, if judg'd by vulgar minds! 
But SufFolk'sdaughter its advantage finds. l i o 
Religion's force divine is beíl difplay'd 
In deep delcrtion of ali human a id : 
T o fuccour in extremes is her delight, 
An d cheer the heart when terror ftrikes the íight. 
We, diíbelicving our own fenfes, gaze, I I 5 
An d wonder what a mortal's heart can raife 
T o triumph o'er misfortunes, fmile in grief, 
An d comfort thofe who come to bring relief: 
We gaze, and, as we gaze, wcalth, fame, decay, 
And ali the world's vain glories fade away. ISO 

Againít her cares (he rais'd a dauntlefs mind, 
A n d with an ardent heart, but moíl refign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat, 
Amid the filence of her dark retreat, 
Addrefs'd her G o d — " Alroighty Pow'r Divine! 115 
" 'Tis thine to raife, and to deprefs is thine; 



" With honour to light up the namc unknown, 
" Or to put out the luílre of a throne. 
" In my íhort fpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
" And tho' with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 130 
" I'11 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 ftate, 
" O favour, when thy mercy I implore, 135 
" For one who never guilty fceptre borè! 
" 'Twas I receiv'd the crown; my lord is free; 
" If it muíl fali, let vengeance fali on me : 
" Let him furvive, his country's name to raife, 
" And in a guilty land to fpcak thy praife! 140 
" O may th' indulgence of a fathcr's love, 
" Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 
" lf thefe are fafe, 1*11 think my pray'rs fucceed, 
" And blefs thy tender mereies whilfl I bleed." 

'Twas now the mournful eve before that day 145 
I11 which the Qneen to her full wrath gave way; 
Thro' rigid juílice rufli'd iuto cffence, 
And drank, in zeal, the blood of Innocence. 
The fun went down in clouds, and fcem'd to mourn 
The fad neceífity of his return; 150 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 
Or did, or was imagin'd to complain ; 
The tapers caft an inaufpicious light; 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 



Sweet Innocence in chains can take her reíl; 155 
Soft flumber gently creeping thro' her brcaíl, 
She finks; and in her íleep is re-enthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her fleets and armics, feas and land, 
And ftretches wide her fliadow of command : 160 
With royal purple is her vifion hung; 
By phantom hofts are íhouts of conqueíl rung; 
l.ow at her feet the fuppliant rival lies; 
Our pris'ner mouras her fate, and bids her rife. 

Now levei beams upon the waters play'd, 165 
Glanc'd on the hills, and weftward caíl the íhade; 
The bufy trades in City had began 
To found, and fpeak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants' breaíls the thoughts of vengeance rouze, 
And the fond bridegroom turnshim to his fpoufe.170 
A t this firfl birth of üght, while morning breaks, 
Our fpoufelefs bride, our widow'd wife, awakes; 
Awakes, and fmiles; nor night's impoílure blames; 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 
A fhort-liv'd blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 175 
That dy'd in birth, that íhone, and were no more: 
She turns her fide, and foon refumes a (late 
Of mind well fuited to her alter'd fate, 
Serene, tho' ferious, when dread tidings come 
(Ah wretched Guilford!) of her inllant doom. 180 
Sun! hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 
Thy f?ce involve ; be guiltlefs of the figlit; 



Or haíte more fwiftly to the weflern main, 
Nor let her Llood the confcious day-light (lain! 

Oh! how fevere! to fali fo new a bride, 185 
Yet blufhing from the prieíl, in youthful pride; 
When Time had juíl matur'd each perfeít grace, 
And open'd ali the wonders of her face! 
To leave her Guilford dead to ali relief, 
Fond of his woe, and obflinate in grief. 190 
t'nhappy Fair! whatever Fancy drew, 
(Vain promis'd bleflings) vaniíh from her view; 
No train of cheerful days, endearing nights, 
No fweet domeílic joys, and chaíle delights ; 

Pleafures that bloíTom e'en from doubts and fears, 
And blifs and rapture rifing out of cares : 196 
No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
Lull'd on her knee, or fmiling in her face; 
Who, when her deareíl father Ihall rcturn, 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 2CO 
Might comfort to his filver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart; 
As where fruits fali quick-rifing bloíToms fmile, 
And the blefs'd Indian of his cares beguile. 

In vain thefe various reafons jointly prefs 205 
To blacken death, and heighten her diílrefs; 
She thro' th ' encircling terrors darts her fight 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal light, 
And Mis her foul with peace: to weeping friends 
Her father and her lord lhe recommends, 210 



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— 
But Guilford, who ílill ítruggles for his íhare. 
Still will his form importunately rife, 215 
Clog and retard her tranfport to the fkies. 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a returning light, 
Thus her foul onward, from the feats above 
Falls fondly baek, and kindles into Iove. 220 
A t length lhe conquers in the doubtful field; 
That Heav'n (he feeks will be her Guilford's fhield. 
Now Death is welcome; his approach is flow; 
'Tis tedious longer to expeít the blow. 

Oh, Mortais! Ihort of íight, who think the paíl225 
0'erblown misfortune ílill fhall prove the lall: 
Alas! misfortunes travei in a train, 
And oft ' in life form one perpetuai chain: 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
Till life and forrow meet one common end. 230 

She thinks that íhe 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, ali white with age, 235 
A viftim to th' offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had íhe breath'd her laíl 
Ere the dire fentence on her father paít! 
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A fcnder parent Nature never knew, 
And as his age increas'd his fondnefs grew. : 
A parent's love ne'er better was beítow'd; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd. 
And can (he from ali weaknefs ílill refrain ? 
And m i l the firmnefs of her foul maintain 
Impoflible! a figh will force its way, 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray; 
She fighs and weeps! but fo (he weeps and lighs, 
As fdent dews defcend, and vapours rife. 

Celeílial Patience! how doít thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate ? 
While Paílion takes his part, betrays our peace, 
To death and torture fwells each llight difgrace; 
By not oppofing thou doft ills deítroy, 
And wear thy conquer'd forrows into joy. 

Now íhe revolves within her anxious mind 
What woe ílill lingers in rcfcrvc behind. 
Griefs rife on griefs, and lhe can fee no bound, 
While nature laíís, and can receive a wound. 
The fvvord is drawn; the Queen to rage inclm'd, 
By mercy nor by piety confin'd. 360 
What mercy can the zealot's heart aíTuage, 
Whofe piety itfelf converts to rage ? 
She thought, and íigh'd : and now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek ali cold and wan : 
New forrow dimm'd the luílre of her eye, 2 
And on her check the fading rofes die. 

Volume III. E 



Alas! (hould Guilford too—When now fhe's brought 
To that dire view, that prccipice of thought, 
While there íhetrembling ílands, nor dares look down, 
Nor can recede,'till Heav'n's decrees are known. 270 
Cure of ali ills, till now, her lord appears— 
But not to cheer her heart, and dry her tears! 
Not now, as ufual, like the rifing day, 
To chafe the fhadows and the damps away, 
But, like a gloomy ílorm, at once to fweep 275 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robcs, dejeíted was his air, 
His voice was frozen by his cold defpair; 
Slow, like a ghoft, he mov'd with folemn pace ; 
A dying palenefs fat upon his face. 280 
Back íhe recoil'd, íhe fmote her lovely breaft, 
Her eyes the anguiíh of her heart confefs'd; 
Struck to the foul, íhe ílaggei'd with the wound, 
And funk, a breathlefs image, to the ground. 

Thus the fair lily, when the íky's o'ercaft, 285 
A t firíl but íhudders in the feeble blall; 
But when the winds and weighty rains defcend, 
The fair and upright fiem is forc'd to bend, 
Till broke, at length, its fnowy leaves are íhed, 
And ftrew with dying fweets their native bed. 290 

F.nd of Book Firjl. 



THE FORCE OF RELIGION: 
OR, VANQUISH'D LOVE. 

B O O K II. 

Hic pietat is honos J fie nos in fceptra reponis ? V I R C . 

H E R Guilford clafps her, beautiful in death, 
And with a kifs reealls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blaft expire, 
A lighted taper, touch'd, reftores the fire. 
She rear'd her fwiming eye, and faw the light, 5 
And Guilford, too, or lhe had loath'd the fight. 
Her father's death íbe bore, defpis'd her own, 
But now (he muíl, (he will, have leave to groan. 
" Ah! Guilford!" (he began, and would have fpoke, 
But fobs rulh'd in, and ev'ry accent broke: ] IO 
Reafon itfelf, as gufts of paífion blew, 
Was ruffled in the tempeft, and withdrew. 

So the youth loft his image in the well, 
When tears upon the yielding furface fell; 
The fcatter'd features (lid into decay, 15 
And fpreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the foft affeítions, and control 
The manly temper of the braveft foul, 
What with affliíted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love diftilling from the fair ? 30 
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It melts us down; our palns delight beftow, 
And we with fondnefs languilh o'er our woe. 

This Guilford prov'd; and, with excefs of pain, 
And pleafure too, did to his bofom (traiu 
The weeping fair : funk deep in foft dcfirc, 25 
Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd tbe raging fire ; 
Then tore himfelf away; and, ftandiug wide, 
As fearing a relapfe of fondnefs, cry'd, 
With ill-diíTembled grief, " My Life! forbear; 
" You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear: 
" Did you not chide my grief.' reprefs your own, 31 
" Nor want compallion for yourfelf alone. 
" Have you beheld how, from the diílant main, 
" The thronging waves roll on, a num'rous traiu, 
" And foam, and bellow, till they reach the lhore, 35 
" There burft their noify pride, and are no more ? 
" Thus the fucceffive fiovvs of human race, 
" Chas'd by the coming, the preceding chafe; 
" They found and fwell,their haughty heads they rear, 
" Then fali, and flatten, break, and difappear. 40 
" Life is a forfeit we muft (hortlv pay, 
" And where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
" Why (liouldyoumourn my fate? 'tis moftunkind; 
" Your own you bore with an uníhaken mind : 
" And which, can you imagine, was the dart 45 
" That drank moft blood, funk deepeft in my hcart ? 
" I cannot live without you; and my doom 
" I meet with joy, to íhare one common tomb.—« 



" And are again your tcars profufely fpilt ? 
" Oh! then, my kindnefs blackens to my guilt; 50 
" It foils itfelf if it rccall your pain : — 
" Life of my life! I beg you to refrain: 
" The load which Fate impofes you increale, 
" And help Malia to deflroy my peace." 

But, oh! againíl himfelf his labour turn 'd; J5 
The more he comforted the more lhe mourn'd. 
Compaílion fwells our grief; words foft and kind 
But footh our weaknefs, and difiolve the mind. 
Her forrow flow'd.in ílreams ; nor her's alone j 
While that he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 60 
Where are the fmiles (he wore when (he, fo late, 
Hail'd him great partner of the regai (late; 
When orient gems around her temples b!az'd, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd ? 

'Tis now theQueen's command theyboth retreat, 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ílate: 66 
She forms the decent mifery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch (lie would deílroy. 
A fpacious liall is hung with black, ali light 
Shut out, and noon-day darken'd into night: 70 
From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, 
Like a dim crefcent in a clouded íky; 
It lheds a quiv'ring, melancholy gloom, 
Which only lhews the darknefs of the room : 
A (hining axe is on the table laid, 75 
A dreadful fight! and glitters thro' the íhade. 
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In this fad fcencthe lovers are confin'd, 
A fcenc of terrors to a guilty mind! 
A fcene that would have dampd with rifing cares, 
And quite extinguilVd every love but theirs. 8o 
What can they d o t h e y fix their mournful eyes — 
Then Guilford thus, abruptly; " I defpife 
" An empire loft; l fling away the crown; 
" Numbers have laid that bright delufion down ; 
" But where's the Charles, or Dioclefian where, 85 
" Could quit the blooming, wedded, wceping fair ? 
" Oh ! to dwell ever on thy lip! to ítand 
" In full poflèífion of thy fnowy hand! 
" And, thro' th' unclouded cryílal of thy eye, 
" The heav'n!y treafures of thy mind to fpy! 90 
" Till rapturc reafon happily deftroys, 
" And my foul wanders tliro' immortal joys! 
" Give me the world, and aík me where's my blifs) 
" I clafp thee to my breaft, and anfwcr, This. 
" And íhall the grave"—Hcgroans,and can no more, 
But ali her charms in filence traces o'er; 96 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought, 
And, wond'ring, fecs, in fad prefaging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty, fali, 
And roll along the duft, a ghaítly bali! I C O 

Oh! let thofe tremble who are greatly blefs'd! 
For who but Guilford could be thus diílrefs'd? 
Come hither, ali you Happy! ali you Great! 
prom flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of íh t c ; 



Nor think I call your pleafures to deftroy, IC5 
But to refine, and to exalt, your joy: 
Weep not ; but, fmiling, fix your ardent care 
O11 nobler titles than the brave or fair. 

Was ever fuch a mournful, moving, íight ? 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling, light: l i o 
Now they cmbrace; and, mix'd with bitter woe, 
Like Ifis and her Thames, one flream they fiow: 
Now they ftart wide; fix'd in benumbing care, 
They ftiffen into ftatues of defpair: 
Now, tenderly fevere, and fiercely kind, 115 
They ruíh at once ; they fiing their cares bchind, 
And clafp, as if to death; new vows repcat, 
And, quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. 
A lhort delufion! for the raging pain 
Returns, and their poor hearts iriuíl bleed again. | 20 

Mcan time the Queen new cruelty decreed ; 
But ill content that they lhouid only bleed, 
A prieíl is feut, who, with infidious art, 
Inllills his poifon into Suffolk's heart; 
And Guilford drank i t : hanging on the breaft, 125 
He from his childhood was with Rome poflefs'd. 
When now the minifters of Death draw nigh, 
And in her dcareft lord (he firft mull die, 
The fubtle prieft, who long had watch'd to find 
The moft unguarded paíTes of her mind, 130 
Befpoke her thus: " Grieve not; 'tis in your pow'r 
" Yaur loid to refeue froir, this fatal hour." 
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Her bofom pants; fhe draws her breath with pain! 
A fudden horror thrilis thio' ev'ry vein; 
Life feems fufpendcd, on his words intent, 135 
And her foul trembles for the great event. 

Theprieft proceeds: "Embrace thefaithof Rome, 
" And ward your own,yourlord's,andfather's,doom." 
Ye bleíTed Spirits! now your charge fuílain; 
The paft was eafe ; now firíl rtie fuífers pain. 140 
Muíl lhe pronounce her father's death ? muft lhe 
Bid Guilford bleed ?—It muft not, cannot, be. 
It cannot be! but 'tis the Chriftian's praife, 
Above impoílibilities to raife 
The weaknefs of our nature, and deride 145 
Of vain philofophy the boafted pride. 
What tho' our feeble finews fcarce impart 
A moment's fwiftnefs to the feather'd dart; 
Tho' tainted air our vig'rous youth can break, 
And a chill blaft the hardy warrior íhake ? I J 9 
Yet are we ftrong: hear the loud tempeft roar 
From eaft to weíl, and call tis weak no more : 
The lightning's unrefifted force proclaims 
Our might, and thundcrs raife our humble names : 
'Tis our Jehovah fills the heav'ns; as long 155 
As he fhall reign Almighty we are ftrong: 
We, by devotion, borrow from his thronc, 
And almoft make Omnipotence our own. 
We force the gates of heav'n by fervent pray'r, 
And call forth triumph out cf man's dcfpair, 169 



Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes, 
And bleeding heart, in íilence, to the íkies, 
Devoutly fad—then, bright'ning, like the day, 
When fudden winds fweep fcatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majefty, till now unknown, 165 
And breathing life and fpirit fcarce her own, 
She, rifing, fpeaks; " lf thefe the terms—" 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford! (barb'rous man! 
Is this thy love:) as fwift as lightning ran, 
0'erwhelm'd her, with tempefluousforrow fraught, 
And ftifled, in its birth, the mighty thought: 17I 
Then, buríling frelh into a flood of tears, 
Fierce, refolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he beat his breaft, 
And thus the fervour of his foul exprefs'd; 17^ 
" Oh! let thy thought o'er our paft converfe rove, 
" Ar.d (hew one moment uninflam'd with love! 
" Oh! if thy kindnefs can no longer laft, 
" Jn pity to thyfelf forget the paft ! 
" Elfe wilt thcu never, void of íhame and fear, 180 

Pronounce his doom whom thou hafl held fo dear: 
" Thou, who haft took me to thy arms. and fwore 
" Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
" That to continue was its utmoft pow'r, 
" And make the future like the prefent hour: l 8 j 
" Now call a ruftian, bid his cruel fword 
" Lay wide the bofom of thy worthlefs lord; 



" Transfix his heart (íince you its !ove difclaim) 
" And ftain his honour with a traitor's name. 
" This might perhaps be borne without remorfe, 190 
" But fure a father's pangs will have their force! 
" Shall his good age, fo near its journey's end, 
" Thro' cruel torment to the grave defcend 
" His lhallow blood ali iíTue at a wound, 
" Walh a flave's feet, and fmoke upon the ground ? 
" But he to you has ever been fevere; 196 
" Then take your vengeance"—Suffolk now drew 
Bending beneath the burden of his care, [near, — 
His robes neglefted, and his head was bare : 
Decrepit Winter, in the yearly ring, 100 
Thus llowly creeps to meet the blooming Spring: 
Downward he caft a melancholy look, 
Thrice turn'd to hide his grief, then faintly fpoke. 
" Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
" That axe C 3 n only rob me of a day : 205 
" For thee, my foul's delire! I can't refrainj 
" A n d fhall my tears, my laft tears, flow in vain ? 
" When you fhall know a mother's tender name, 
" My heart's diltrefs no longer will you blame." 
At this, afar his buríling groans were heard; 3 1 0 
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 breaíl; 
Then, finking, call'd her piety unjuíl, 
And foil'd his hoary temples in the dull. 315 



Hard-heartcd mcn! will you no mercy know ? 
Has the Queen brib'd you to diftrefs her foe ? 
O weak deferters to Misfortune's part, 
By falfe afTeílion tlius to pierce her lieart! 
When lhe had foar'd, to let your arrows fíy, 210 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle Íky. 
And can her virtuc, fpringing from the ground, 
Her flight recovcr, and difdain the wound, 
When cleaving lovc, and human int'reft, bind 
The broken force of her afpiring m i n d 2 2 ? 
As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ílrength, the ferpent wreaths his train, 
Her ílruggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois'nous tail, and ftings her as lhe flies. 

While yetthe blow's firfl dreadful weight lhe feels, 
And with its force her refolution reels, 231 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful found, 
To view difcover, welt'ring on the ground, 
Threeheadlefs trunksof thofe whofe arms maintain'd, 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd: 335 
The lifted axe a(Tur'd her ready doom, 
And filent mourners fadden'd ali the room. 
Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale, 
Nor truths to ftagger human faith reveal ? 

She met this utmofl: malice of her fate 240 
With Chriítian dignity and pious ftate; 
The beating ítorm's propitious rage (he blefs'd, 
And ali the martyr triumph'd in her breaft. 



Her lord and father, for a moment's fpace, 
She ftriítly folded in her foft embrace! 245 
Then thus íhe fpoke, while angels heard on high, 
And fudden gladnefs fmil'd along the íky. 

" Your over-fondnefs has not mov'd my hate: 
" I am well pleas'd you make my death fo great: 
" I joy I cannot fave you ; and have giv'n 250 
" Two lives, much dearer than my own, to Heav'n, 
" If fo the Queen deerees *.—But I have caufe 
" To liope my blood will fatisfy the laws; 
" And there is merey ílill, for you, in llore: 
" With me the bitterr.efs of Death is o'er; 555 
" He íhot his íling in that farewell embrace, 
" And ali that is to come is joy and peace. 
" Then lct miílaken forrow be fuppreíl, 
" Nor feem to envy my approaching reíl." 
Then, turning to the minillers of Fate, 260 
She, fmiling, fays, " My viílory's complete; 
" And tell your Queen I thank her for the blow, 
" And grieve my gratitude I cannot íhow. 
" A poor return I. leave in England's crown, 
" For everlaíling pleafure and renown: 265 
" Her guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
" Her guilt,—the only vengeance in her pow'r." 

Not Rome, up.touch'd with forrow, heard her fate, 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 269 

* Ifere flie embraccs tlicm. 

End of Baok Semi. 



LOVE OF FAME, 
T H E UNIVERSAL PASSION. 

In feven charafter i í t ical 

S A T I R E S . 

Fulgente t rah i t conftriítos gloria curru 
Non mi nus ignotos generofis. HOR. 

P R E F A C E . 

THESE Satires have been favourably received at home 
and abroad : 1 am not confcious of the leaft malevolencc 
to any particular pctfonthrough ali the charaãers,though 
fome perfons may be fo felfjb as to engrofs a general ap-
plication to themfelves. A Tvriter in polite Iciters Jbould 
le content -with reputation, the private amufement he 
JinJs in his compofuions, the good influence they have on 
his feverer Jludies, that adnújfnn they give him to his 
fuperiors, and the pojfble good effeíi they may have on 
the public, or elfe he Jbould join to his politenefs fome 
more lucrative qunlification. 

it is pojfible that fatire may not do mnch good. Men 
may rife in their affe&ions to their follies, as they do to 
their friends, -wlien they are abufed by othcrs. It is 
vrjch to be feared that rnifconduü -will never be chafed 
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out of the •world by fatire ; ali, tberefore, that ís to li 
fali for it is, that mfconiuB viill certainly be never chafei 
out of the -world by fatire, tf no fatires are ivritten. 
Nor is that term unapplicable to graver compofitions: 
cthics, Heathen ani Chriftian, and the Scriptures them-
felves, are, in a great meafure, a fatire on the -weaknefs 
ani iniquity of tnen; ani fome part of that fatire is in 
-verfe too: my, in thefirft ages, philofophy ani poetry 
•were the fame thing ; -wifiom more no other drefs: 
fo that, I hope, thefe Satires -will be the more eaftly par• 
ionei that misfortune by the fevere. Nay, hiftorians 
themfelves may be confiierci as fatirifts, ani fatirifts 
moft fevere ; fmce fuch are moft human aãions, that to 
relate is to expofe them. 

No man can convcrfe much in the -world, but, at what he 
meets -with, he muft either be infenfible, orgrieve, or be 
angry, or fmile. Some paflim (if -we are not impaffive) 
muft be movei,- for the general coniuB of mankini is by 
no means a thing indijferent to a reafonable ani virtuous 
man. Now, to Jmile at it, ani turn it into riiicule, I 
tbink moft eligible, as it hurts ourfelves leaft, and gives 
vice and fally the greateft offence: and that for this rea-
fon, becaufe -what men aim at by them is, generally, pub-
lic opinion and efteem ; -which truth is thefubjeB of the 

folloiving Satires ; ani joins them togcther, as feveral 
tranches from the fame root: an unity of deftgn -which 
has not, Ithink, in aJet of fatires, been attemptei befire. 
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Langliing at the mifconduB of the -world vntt, in a great 

meafurc, eafe us of any more difugrceable pajfwn alout i f . 
One pajfton is more ejfeBually driven ont by another thau 
by reafon, -whatever fome may teach ; for to reafon we 
cwc our pajfions. Had ive not reafon, ive Jhould not bc 
offended at -what we find amifs: and the caufe fcems not 
to bc the natural cure of any ejfeB. i 

Morcovcr, laughing fatirebids the fairejl for fuccefs. The 
•world is too proud to be fond of a ferious tutor ; and 
•when an author is in a paffion, the laugh, gencrally, as 
in converfation, turns agiinft him. This kind of fatir.e 
cnly has any delicacy in it. Of this delicacy Horace is the 
beji majler: he appears in good humotir-while he cenfures; 
and therefore his cenfure has the more iveight, as fuppofed 
to procecd from judgment, mt from pajjion. Juvenal is 
tver in a pajfion: he has but little valuable but his elo-
quence and morality ; the lajl of which I have had in my 
eye, but rather for emulation than imtation,through my 
•whole work. 

"But thcugh I comparatively condemn Juvenal, in part of 
the Sixth Satire, (•where the occafion mojl required it) I 
endeavoured to touch on his manncr, but -was forced to 
quit it foon, as difagrecable to the -writer and reader too. 
BAleau has joined both the Roman fatirijts with great 

fuccefs, but has too rnuch of Juvenal in his very ferious 
Satire on tVoman, -which Jhould have been the gayejl of 
ali. An excellent critic of cur min commends Boileeu's 



clofenefs, or, as he calls it, Vrcffnefs, particularly ; 
•whereas it appcars to me that repctition is his fault, if 
any fault Jhould be imputei! to him. 

There arefome profefatirijls of the greateft ielicacy and ivit, 
the laft of -which can never, or jhould never, fucceed, 
•without the formcr. An author -without it betrays too 
great a contempt for mankind, and opinion of hirnfelf, 
•which are bai advocatcs for reputation andfticcefs. IVhat 
c diference is there betwcen the merit, if not the -wit, 
of Cervantes and Rabelais? the laft has a particular art 
tf throvnng a great deal of gcnius and learnbig into 
frolic andjeft, but the gcnius and the fcholar is ali you 
can admire; you -want the gentleman to converfe -with in 
him: he is like a criminal -who receives his life for fome 
fervices; you commcnd, but you pardon too. Indecency 
cjfends our pride as men, and our unaffelied tafte as 
judges of compcfition: Nature has -wifely formei uswith 
an averjion to it, ani he that fucceeis in fpight of it is 
aliena venia, quam fua providentia tutior *1 

Such -wits, like falfe oracles of oli, (-which -were wits and 
cheats) fhouli fet up for reputation among the -weak in 

fome Bxotia, -which was the land of oracles, for the -wife 
•will bold them in contempt. Some -wits, too, like oracles, 
ieal in ambiguities, but not •with eqitalfuccefs; for though 
ambiguities are the firfl excellcnce of an impoflor, they 
are the laft of a wit. 

Some fatirical:wits and humourifts, like their father Luciat, 
« Vai. N;x. 
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laugh at evcry thing indifcriminately, -which betrays fuch 
a poverty of -wit as cannot ajford to part with any thing, 
andfuch a want of virtue as to pojlpone it to ajcjí. Such 
•writers encourage vice and folly, which they prctcnd t9 
combat, by fetting them on an cqual foot -with better 
things ; and -while they labòur to bring evcry thing into 
contempt, how can they expeli their own parts Jhould 
efcape? Some French -writers, particularly, are guilty 
of this in matters of the lajl confequence, andfome of our 
own: they that are for lejfening the true dignity of man-
kind, are not fure of being fuccefsful, but with regar d to 
one individual in it. It is this conduít that jujlly makes a 
•wit a term of reproach. 

JVhichputs mein miniof Plato's fable of the birth of Love, 
one of the prettiejl falies of ali Antiquity ; -which -will 
hold likewife -with regard to modernpoetry. "Love (fays 
hej isthe fon of the goddçfsPoverty and the god ofRiches: 
he has from his fathcr his daring genius, his clevatioii 
of thought, his building cajlles in the air, his prodi-
gality, his negleíl of things feriotts and ufeful, his vain 
opinion of his o-wn merit, and his affeíiation of prefer-
ence and diJlinBion: from his mother he inherits his in-
digence, -which makes him a conjlant beggar of favours, 
that importunity with which he bcgs, his fiattery, his 

fervility, his fear of being defpifed, which is infeparabli 
from him." This addition may be made, viz. that Poctry, 
like Love, is a little fubjeft to blindnefs, -which makes 

F üj 
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her mijlahe her -way to prefcrments and honours ; that 
Jbe has her fatirical quiver; and, lafily, that fie rctains 
a dutiful admiration of her fathcr's family, but divides 
her favours, and gencrally lives -with her mother's rela-
tions. 

ílovever, this is not nccejfity, but choice: lucre JPifdoir. 
her governefs, fie might have much more of the father 
then the mothcr, efpecially in fuch an age as this, "which 
ficws a duc paffion for her charms. 



LOVE OF FAME, ÚC 
S A T I R E I. 

T O H I S G R A C E T I I E D U K E O F D O R S E T . 

T a n t o major famac íitis clt, quam 
V i r t u t l s . JUV. Sat. i o . 

M V verfe is Satire; Dorfet! lcnd your ear, 
And patronize a Mufe you cannot fcar. 
To poets facred is a Dorfet's name, 
Their wonted paíTport thro' the gates of Fame: 
It bribes the partial rcader into praife, j 
And throws a glory round the ihelter'd la^s : 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 
And gives applaufe to B e, or to me. 
But you decline the miftrefs we purfue; 
Otliers are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 10 

Inftruftive Satire! true to Virtue's caufe! 
Thou fliining fupplement of public laws! 
When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
F.eproach our filence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas'd follies, from each diftant land, 15 
Like arts, improve in Britain's íkilful hand; 
When the Law fliews her teeth but dares not bite, 
And South-fca treafures are not brought to üght; 
When Cburchmen Scripture for the Claffics quit, 
Polite apoftates from God's grace to wit ; ÍO 
When men grow great from their revenue fpent, 
And fly from baiiifTs into parliamcnt; 



When dying finners, to blot out their fcore, 
Bequeath the Church the leavings of a whore ; 
To chafe our fpleen, whenthemes like thefe increafe, 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenfure ceafe? 26 

Shall poefy, like law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waíh an Ethiop white ? 
Set up each fenfelefs wretch for Nature's boaíl, 
On wliom praife fhines, as trophies on a poít? 30 
Shall fun'ral Eloquence her colours fpread, 
And fcatter rofes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors fmile on fuch illuítrious days, 
And fatirizewith nothing—but their praife? 

Why flujnbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train, 
Nor hears that virtue which he loves complain ? 36 
Dorme, Dorfet, Dryden, Rocheíler, 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, 40 
He will not write; and (more provoking ílill!) 
Ye Gods ' he will not write, and Mivius will. 

Doubly diílrefs5d, what author fhall we find 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind, 
The courtly Roman's * (hining path to tread, 45 
And (harply fmile prevailing folly dead ? 
Will no fuperior genius fnateh the quill, 
And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Tho' vain the ílrife, I'll ílrive my voice to raife. 
What will not men attempt for facred praife ? 50 

f Horace, 



The love of ptaife, 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 modeíl fliun it, but to make it fure. 
0'er globes and fceptres, now on thrones it fwells, 55 
Now trims the midnight lamp in eollege cells : 
'Tis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in fenates, fqueaks in mafqucrades : 
Here to S e's humour makes a bold pretence, 
There, bolder, aims at P y's eloquence : 60 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 
And heaps the plain -with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor ends with life, but nods in fable plumes, 
Adorns our hearfe, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud ? the pimp is proud to fee 65 
So many like himfelf in high degree : 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peevilh virtue and the marriage-bed; 
And the brib'd cuckold, like erown'd viclims borne 
To flaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 70 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another vvay they fteer, 
Pray to the gods, bút would have mortais hear; 
And when their fins they fet fincerely down, 75 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wiíhful eyes on glory look, 
When they have got.their pifhire tow'rds a book, 



Or pompous title, lüke a gaudy fign, 
Meant to betray dull fots to wretched wine. 8o 
If at his title T had dropp'd his quill, 
T might have pafs'd for a great genius ílill. 
But T alas! (excufe him, if you can) 
Is now a fcribbler, who was once a man. 
Imperious, fome a claílic fame demand, 85 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-load of meanings for one word, 
While A's depos'd, and B with pomp reílor'd. 

Some, for renown, on fcraps of learning dote, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 90 
To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally'd ; 
Both ílrive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glafs how witty is a noble peer ? 
Did ever di'mond cofl a man fo dear ? 

Polite difeafes make fome idiots vain, 95 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, difeafe, men proud we fee ; 
And (ílranger ílill!) of blockheads' flattery, 
Whofe praife defames ; as if a fool íhould mean, 
By fpitting on your face to make it clean. 100 

Nor is't enough ali hearts are fwoln with Pride, 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can íhe not perform ? the love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame; 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning íleep; IOJ 
And (ílronger ílill!) made Alexander weep: 



Nay, it holds Delia from a fecond bed, 
Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months becn dead. 

This paflion with a pimple have I feen 
Retard a caufe, and give a judge the fpleen. l i o 
By this infpir'd (O ne'er to bc 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 : 
It makes dear felf on well-bred tongues prevail, 115 
And 7 the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Love of Fame, what throngs pour in, 
Unpeople court, and leave the fenate thin ? 
My growing fubjeít feems but juít begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. IJO 

Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules, 
To take a catalogue of Britiíh fools. 
Satire! had 1 thy Dorfet's force divine, 
A knave or fool lhould perifh in each line, 
Tho' for the firít ali Weílminíter lhould plead, 12$ 
And for the lafl ali Grelham intercede. 

Begin. Who firít the catalogue lhall grace ? 
To quality belongs the highefl placís 
My Lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye Vulgar! at your peril give him room : 130 
He ílands for fame on his forefathers' feet, 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or difereet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three defcents lcfs wife 



If virtues at lus noble hands you crave, 135 
You b:d him raife his fathers from the grave. 
Men íhould prefs forward in Fame's giorious chafe; 
Nobles look backward, and fo lofe the race. 

Let high birth triumph! what can be more great? 
Nothing—but merit in a low eílate. 140 
To Virtue's humbleft fon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' defcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, pafs for high or bafe, 
Slight or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honeft men, and wife ; 145 
The fool or knave that wears a title lies. 

They that on giorious anceítors enlarge, 
Produce their debt inftead of their difcharge. 
Borfet! let thofc who proudly boafl their line, 
Like thee in worth hercditary Ihine. 150 

Vain as falfe greatnefs is, the Mufe mufl own 
We want not fools to buy that Briílol ftone: 
Mean fons of Earth, who, on a South-fea tide 
Of full fuccefs, fwam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purfe of gold at Anílis' gate, 155 
And beg to be defcended from the great. 

When men of infamy to gtandeur foar, 
They light a torch to fhew their íhame the more. 
Thofe governments which curb not evils caufe, 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. l(iO 

Belus with foüd glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty found; 

3 



But builds himfelf a name; and, to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immenfe eftate! 
In coft and grandeur C dos he'll outdo; 165 
And, B—1—ton, thy tafte is not fo true. 
The pile is finilh'd, every toil is paft, 
And full perfeítion is arriv'd at laft; 
When, lo! my Lord to fome fmall comer runs, 
Andleaves ftate-rooms to ftrangers and to duns. 170 

The man who builds, andwants whefewith 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 eftate 

In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion's fame; 175 
Not domes, but antique (tatues, are his flame : 
Not F—t—n ' s felf more Parian charms has known, 
Nor is good P — b — k e more in love with fto,ne. 
The bailiffs come (rude men, profanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 180 
" No,Çirs," he cries; " I'll fooner rot in jail: 
" Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engliíh bail. '" 
Sueli heads might make their very buftos laugh : 
His daughter ftarves; but Cleopatra's * fafe. 

Men, overloaded with a large eftate, 185 
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 'te mad. 

• A famous üatue. 
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By your revcnue meafure your expenfe, 
And to your funds and acres join your fenfe. 190 
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! canil thon refift fo long 193 
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 withagrin :" 
CJTic is juíl out, and one as lately in. 2CO 
" IIow comes it, then, to pafs, we fee prefide 
" On botli their brows an equal íhare of pride.'" 
Pride, that impartial patíion', reigns thro' ali, 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our fali. 
As in its home it triumphs in high place, 205 
And frowns a haughty exile in difgracr. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands lo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their ravi(h'd light: 
Some lords it bids relign, and turn their wands, 
I.ike Mofes', into ferpents in their hands. 210 
Thefe fink, as divers, for renown, and boaíl, 
With pride inverted, of their honours loil: 
But again íl reafon fure 'tis equal fin 
To boalt of merely being out or in. 

What numbers here, thro' odd ambition, flrive 
To feem the moll tranfported things alive ? 216 
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As if by joy defert was underftood, 
And ali the fortunate were wife and good. 
Hence aching bofoms wear a vifage gay, 
And ílifled groans frequent the bali and play. 420 
Completely drefs'd by Monteuil * and grimace, 
They take their birth-day fuit, and publie 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 ? 225 
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 ! afièmbly! maík! and play! 
Thofe dear deílroyers of the tedious day! 230 
That wheel of fops! that faunter of the Town! 
Call it diverfion, and the pill goes d«wn. 
Fools grin on fools, and, Stoic-like, fupport, 
Without one figh, the pleafures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wife and good 235 
But fcorn of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High (lations tumult, but not blifs, create: 
None think the great unhappy but the great: 
Fools gaze, and envy; envy darts a íling, 
Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 240 

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

* A famous tai lor . 
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Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind ferene, 
And guilttefs heart, to range the fylvan fcene; 
No fplendid poverty, no ímiling care, 245 
No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur there; 
There pleafing objeíls ufeful thoughts fuggeíl, 
The fenfe is ravi(h'd, and the foul is blefs'd ; 
On every thorn delightful wifdom grows, 
In every rill a fweet inílruítion flows: 250 
But fome, untaught, o'erhear the whifp'ring rill, 
In fpite of facred leifure blockheads (till: 
Nor íhoots up Folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the dravving-room. 

The fquire is proud to fee his courfers ílrain, 2JJ 
Or well-breath'd beagles fweep along the plain, 
Say, dear Hippolitus ! (wholè drink is ale, 
Whofe erudition is a Chriílmas-tale, 
Whofe millrefs is faluted with a fmack, 
And friend receiv'dwith thumps upon the back)26o 
When thy íleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 
Is that thy praife ? let Ringwood's fame alone; 
Jufl Ringwood leaves each animal his own, 
Nor envies when a gypfy you commit, 265 
And Ihake the clumfy bench with country wit; 
When you the dnllefl of dull things,have faid, 
And then alk pardon for the jefl you made. 

Here breathe, my Mufe! and then thy talk renew; 
Ten thoufand fools unfung are ílill in view. 270 



Fewcr lay-Atheills made by church-debates, 
Fewcr great beggars fam'd for large cílates, 
Ladies, whofe love is conílant as the wind, 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Fewer grave lords to Ser—pe difereetly bend, Í75 
And fewer íhocks a ftatefman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the Town in winter with his ílrain, 
A t Bath, in fummer, chants the reigning lafs, 
And fweetly whiílles as the waters pafs ? 280 
Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her eup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there whom his tenth epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and fuch only, might exhauft my theme; 
Kor would thefe heroes of the taík be glad, 
For who can write fo fali as men run mad ? 286 

End of Satire Firjl. 
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L O V E OF FAME,6C 
S A T I R E II. 

M r Mtife! proceed, and reach thy deftin'd end, 
Tho' toil and danger the bold taík attend. 
Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 
r lain fatire calls for fenfe in evcry line : 
Then to what fwarms thy faults I dare expofe ? 5 
AH friends to vice and folly are thy foes. 
When fuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 
"Tis moft ill-nature to reprefs thy rage; 
And if thefe ftrains fome nobler Mufe excite, 
1*11 glory in the verfe 1 did not write. 10 

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 pleafure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, ali colours doft contain, 15 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain : 
For ev'ry foul finds reafons to be proud, 
Tho' hifs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in purfuit of foxes and renown, 
Hippolitus demands the fylvan crown *; 40 
Eut Fiorio's fame, the produít of a (hower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuftrious flower! 

» Tliis refcrs to the Firil Sat i re . 



Why teems the earth ? why melt the vernal íkies ? 
Why íhines the fun to make Paul Diack* rife. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ítood, 1$ 
And wonder'd how the gods could be ío good; 
What Ibape ? what hue! was ever nymph fo fair í 
He dotes! he dies! he, too, is rooted there. 
O folid blifs! which nothing can deftroy, 
Except a cat, bird, fnail, or idle boy. 30 
In Fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moíl inglorious wight; 
The tulip's dead! See thy fair fifter's fate, 
O C — ! and be kind ere 'tis too iate. 

Nor are thofe enemies I mention'd ali; 35 
Beware, O Floriíl! thy ambition's fali. 
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 maíler went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture fpent; 43 
But carne, and miíl it one ill-fated hour: 
Herag'd! heroar'd! " What demon cropt my flow'r.'" 
Serene, quoth Adam, " Lo! 'twas cru(h'd by me; 
" Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'd'íl thy knee." 

But ali men want amufe/nent, and what crime 45 
In fuch a paradife to fool their t ime! 
None; but why proud of t h i s t o fame they foar; 
We grant they 're idle, if they'll aík no more. 

We fmile at florifts, we defpife their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy; 

* Tlie n a m e o f a tu l ip . 



But are thofe wifer whom we moll admire, 
Survey with envy, and purfue with fire ? 
What's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or power ? 
Another Florio doting on a flower; 
A (hort-liv'd flower, and which hasoften fprung 55 
From fordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy fmit ? 
The flow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy fhelves with crimfon bindings glow, 
And Epiítetus is a perfeft beau. 60 
How fit for thee, bound up in crimfon too, 
Gilt, and; like them, devoted to the view? 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That fcience lhould be purchas'd by the yard, 
And T — n , turn'd uphollterer, fend home 65 
The gilded leather to fit up thyroom. 

If not to fome peculiar end aflign'd, 
Study's the fpecious trifling of the mind, 
Or is, at beíl, a fecondary aim, 
A chafe for fport alone, and not for game. 70 
If fo, fure they wlio the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found, at length, that it reduc'd his rent; 
His farms were flown; when, lo! a fale comes on, 75 
A choice colleftion! what is to be doce ? 
He fells his laíl, for he the whole will buy ; 
Sells ev'n his houfe; nay, wants whereon to lie: 



So high the gen'rous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientais ran. 8o 
When terms were drawn, and bronght htm l>y the 
Torenzo fign*d the bargain—with his mark. [clerk, 
Unlearned men of books aflume the care, 
As eunuehs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors' liveries alone 85 
Is Codrus' erndite ambition íhmvn : 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thocght; 
And to this coft another muíl fuceeed, 
To pay a fage who fays that he can read; 90 
Who titles knows, and indexes has feen, 
But leaves to . • what lies between j 
Of pompous books who íhuns the proud expenfe, 
And humbly is contented with their fenfe. 

O ! whofe accomplifhments make good 95 
The promife of a long-illuftrious blood, 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd, 
The flriíteíl honour! and the fineíl tafte! 
Accept this verfe, if fatire can agree 
With fo confummate an humanity. ICO 

By your example would Hilário mend, 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius fmit, 
Conceives ali virtues are compris'd in wit! 
But time his fervent petulence may cool, 105 
For tho' he is a wit he is no fool. 



In time he'll learn to ufe, not waíle, his fenfe, 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
He fpares nor friend nor foe, but calls to mind, 
Like Doomfday, ali the faults of ali mankind. HO 

What tho' wit tickles, tickling is unfafe, 
If ílill '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; 115 
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 fmooth oil the razor bell is whet, 
So wit is by politenefs íharpeíl fet : 120 
Their want of edge from their ofTence is feen; 
Both pain us leaft when exquifitely keen. 
The fame men give is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the jeíler when the joke 's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtlefs, thinks himfelf a wit, 125 
To pay my compliment what place fo fit 
His moll facetious Letters* carne to hand, 
Which my Firít Satire fweetly reprimand: 
If that a juíl effence to Marcus gave, 
Say, Marcus! which art thou, a fool or knave ? 130 
For ali but fuch with caution I forbore; 
That thou waít either I ne'er knew before: 
I know thee now, both what thou art and who; 
No maík fo good but Marcus muít íhine througli: 

* Letters fent to tlie Author, figned Marcus. 



Falfe names are vain, thy lincs their author tell; 135 
Thy beft concealment had been writing well: 
But thou a brave neglcft of fame haft (hown, 
Of others' fame, great Genius! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know, 
The man who pardons difappoints his foe. 140 

In malice to proud wits fome proudly luil 
Their peevilh reafon, vain of being dull : 
When fome home joke has ftung their folemn fouls, 
In vengeance they determine—to be fools; 
Thro' fpleen, that Iittlc Nature gave make lefs, 145 
Quite zcalous in the ways of heavinefs; 
To iumps inanimate a fondnefs take, 
And diíinherit fons that are awake. 
Thefe, when their utmoll venom they would fpit, 
Moft barbaroufly tell you—" He's a wit." 15c 
Poor negrões thus, to Ihew their hurning fpite 
To cacodemons, fay they 're dev'liíh white. 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaft, 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reft. 
How juft his grief: one carties in his head 1SS 
A lefs proportion of the father's lead, 
And is in danger, without fpecial grace, 
To rife above a juftice of the peacc. 
The dunghill-breed of men a di'mond fcorn, 
And feel a paflion for a grain of ccrn; 160 
Some ftupid, plcdding, money-loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, 



Who with much pains, exerting ali his fenfe, 
Can range aright his íhillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby father craves a booby fon, 165 
And by Heav'n's blelling thinks himfelf imdone. 

Wants of ali kinds are made to fame a plea, 
One learns to lifp, another not to fee: 
JYlifs D — , tottering, catches at your hand > 
Was ever thing fo pretty bom to íland ? 170 
Whilíl thefe what Nature gave difown, thro' pride, 
Others afTeft what Nature has deny'd; 
What Nature lias deny'd fools will purfue, 
As apcs are ever walking upon two. 

Crafius, a grateful fage, our awe and fport! 175 
Supports grave forms, for forms the fage fupport: 
He liems, and cries, with an important air, 
" If yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair :" 
Then quotes the Stagirite to prove it tme, 
Andadds, " Thelearn'd delight in fomething new." 
Is't not enough the blockhead fearce can read, 181 
But .muCl he wifely look, and gravely plead 
As far a formaliíl from wifdom fits, 
I11 judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

Thefe fubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 1S5 
Tho' Satire couch them with her keeneíl pen) 
For ever will liang out a folemn face, 
To put off nonfenfe with a better grace; 
As pedlars with fome hero's head make bold, 
ílluílrious mark ! where pins are to be fold. 190 
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What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd? 
The body's wifdom to conceal the mind. 
A man of fenfe can artífice difdain, 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 195 
Solemnity's a coYer for a fot. 
I find the fool when I behold the ílcreen. 
For 'tis the wtfè man's intereft to be feen. 

Hence, , that opennefs of heart, 
And juíl difdain for that poor mimic art; 200 
Hence (manly praife!) that manner, npbly free, 
Which ali admire, and I commend, in thee. 

With generous fcorn how oft' hafl thou furvcy'd 
Of court and town the noontide mafquerade, 
Where fwarms of knaves the vizor quite difgrace, 205 
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'rous hearís the greateft hazard run, 
And he who truíls a brother is undone ? 210 

Thefe ali their care expend on outward íhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello feen, 
How blank his l ookhow difcompos'd his mieii ? 
So hard it proves in grief fincere to feign ! I15 
Sunk were his fpirits, for his ccat was plain. 

Next day his breaíl regain'd its vvonted peace; 
His health was mended with a filver lace. 
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A curíous artift, long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 120 
Whether by chance, or by fome god infpir'd, 
So touch'd his curls, his mighty foul was fir'd. 
The well-fwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either íhoulder has its fhare of fame; 
His fumptuous watch-cafe, tho' conceal'd it lies, 225 
I.ike a good confcience, folid joy fupplies. 
He only thinks himfelf (fo far from vain!) 
St—pe in wit, in breeding D—1—ne. 
Whene'er, by feeming chance, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that reflcít his Tyiian dye, 23® 
With how fublime a tranfport teaps his heart ? 
But Fate ordains that dearell friends muft part. 
In aítive meafures, brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs, confcions of his learned heels. 
So have I feen, on fome bright fummer's day, 235 
A calf of genius, debonair and gay, 
Dance on the bank, as if infpir'd by Fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ílream. 

Morofe is funk with fhame whene'er furpiis'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undifguis'd : 240 
No fublunary chance his veílments 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 (hoe: 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 245 
Levell'd hei fcarb*rous needle at his fame; 



But open force was vain; by night flie went, 
And, while he flept, furpris'd the darling rent: 
Where yawn'd the fi ieze is now become a doubt, 
" And glory, at one entrance, quite fhut out V ' 250 

He fcorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates the filthy creature, that the prim : 
Thus, in each other, both thefe fools defpife 
Their own dear felves, with undifcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 255 
The floven and the fopling are the fame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-ragc too warmly you purfue; 
Then both club noníènfe, and impetuous pride 
And folly joins whom fentiments divide. 260 
You vent your fpleen, as monkeys, when they pafs, 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glafs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both fides lhall íland for fools alone. 

" But who art thou ?" methinks Florello cries; 
" Of ali thy fpecies art thou only wife.'" 266 
Since fmalleít things can give our fins a twitch, 
As croífing firaws retard a paíling witch, 
Florello! thou my monitor íhalt be, 
I'U conjure thus fome profit out of thee. 270 
O thou myfelf! abroad our counfels roam, 
And, like ill huíbands, take no care at liome : 

• Milton. 
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Thou, too, art wounded with the common dart, 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wifc means to gain it had thou chofe275 
Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of profe. 
Is thy ambition fweating for a rhyme, 
Thou unambitious fool! at this late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment's paft; 
I'm nearer death in this verfe than the laft : 180 
What then is to be done ? be wifc with fpeed: 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo fooliíh as the chafe of fame ? 
How vain the prize ? how impotent our aim ? 
For what are men who grafp at praife fublime, 285 
But bubbles on the rapid ftream of time, 
That rife, and fali, that fwell, and are no more, 
Bom and forgot, ten thoufand in an hour ? 288 

F.ni of Satire Srfoni. 



L O V E OF F AME,6C. 
S A T I R E III. 

T O T I 1 E R I G H T H 0 N . M R . D O D I N C T O N . 
L O N G , Dodington! in debt, I long have fought 
To eâfe the burthen of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you fee, 
Grant him two favours, and he'U aík for three : 
For whofe the prefent glory or the gain ? 5 
You give proteílion, I a worthlefs ílrain. 
You love and feel the poet's facred flame, 
And know the bafis of a folid fame; 
TI10' prone to like, yet cautious to eommend, 
You read with ali the malice of a friend; 10 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 
But móre to raife my verfe, conceal your own. 

An ill-tim'd modeíly! turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more? 
Her learning, and her genius too, decays, 15 
And dark and cold are her declining days; 
As if men now were of another caíl, 
They meanly live on alms of ages pafl. 
Men ílill are men; and they who boldly dare, 
Shall triumph o'er the fons of cold Defpair; ío 
Or if they fail, they juílly ílill take place 
Of fuch who run in debt for their difgrace; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
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We bring fome new materiais, and what's old 1$ 
New caíl with care, and in no borrow'd mould : 
Late times the verfe may read, if thefe refufe, 
And from four crities vindicate the Mufe. 

" Your work is long," the critics cry. 'Tis true, 
And lengthens ílill, to take in fools like you: 30 
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 ílart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 35 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaíl!) the critic's rage, 
And with the fell deílroyer feed my page : 
For what ambitions fools are more to blame, 
Than thofe who thunder in the critic's name ? 40 
Good authors damn'd have their revenge in this, 
To fee what wretches gain the praife they mifs. 

Balbutius, muified in his íàble cloak, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens folemn, and as boding, cries, 45 
" Ten thoufand worlds for the three unities!" 
Ye Doflors fage! who thro' ParnaíTus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or praflife what you preach. 

One judges as the weather diílates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 50 
Another judges by a furer gage, 
An authoi's principies or parentage: 



Since his great anceftors in Flanders fell, 
The poem, doubtlefs, mui) be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's look; 55 
Another judges, for he bought the book: 
Some judge, their knaek of judging wrong to keep; 
Some judge, becaufe it is too foon to fleep. 

Thus ali will judge, and with one fingle aim, 
To gain themfelves, not give the writer, fame. 60 
T h e very beft ambitioudy advife, 
Half to ferve you, and half to pafs for wife. 

Critics on verfe, as fquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ílate: 
Hot, envious, noify, proud, the fcribbling fry 65 
Burn, hifs, and bounce, wafte paper, (link, and die. 
Rail on, my Friends 1 what more my verfe can crown 
Than Compton's fmile, and your obliging frown ? 

Not ali on books their criticifm waíle; 
The genius of a difli fome jultly taílc, 70 
And eat their way to fame. With anxious thought 
The falmon is refus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient Art rebukcs the fun's delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May: 
Their various cares in one great point combine 75 
The bufinefs of their lives, that is—to dinc. 
Half of their precious day they give the feafl, 
And to a kind digcltion fpare the reíl. 
Apicius, here, the taíler of the Town, 
Feeds twice a-week to fcttlc their renown. 80 



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

To glory fome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame : 
Their front fupplies what their ambition iacks ; 
They know a thoufand lords behind their backs. 90 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 
And H—y's eyes, unmereifully kecn, 
Have murder'd íops, by whom íhe ne*er was feen. 
Niger adopts ítray libels, wifely prone 95 
To covet íhame ílill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threefcore, 
Eclies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Ablence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 
Leatns to miílake, nor knows his brothei 's name; IOO 
Has words and thoughts in nice diforder fet, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, not knowing what adorns or blots, 
Men forge the patents that create them fots. 

As love of pleafure into pain betrays, 105 
So moít grow infamous thro' love of praife. 
But whence for praife can fuch an ardour rife, 
When thofe who bring that incenfe we defpife' 
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For fuch the vanitv of great and fmall, 
Contempt goes round, and ali men laugh at ali. IIO 

Nor can even fatire blame them; for, 'tis true, 
They have moíl ample caufe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain ! doubtlefs thou waíl meant 
A nurfe of fools to Ííock the continent. 
Tho' Phcebus and the Nine for ever mow, I I5 
Rank folly underneath the fcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveíl calls me forward ílill, 
Till I furpafs iri length my lawyer's bill, 
A Welch defccnt, which well-paid heralds damn, 
Or, longer ílill, a Dutchman's epigram. 120 
When, cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 

See Tityrus, with merriment poíTeíl, 
Is buríl with laughter ere he hears the jeíl: 
What need he ílay for when the joke is o'er, 12$ 
His teeth will be 110 whiter than before. 
7s there of theíè, ye Fair! fo great a deartb, 
That you need purchafe monkeys for your mirth ? 

Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire; 
Of houfes fome; nay, houfes that they hire: 130 
Some (perfeít wifdom !) of a beauteous wife, 
And hoaíl, like Cordeliers, a fcourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro' pride, the fexes changc their airs; 
My lord has vapours, and my lady fwears; 
Then, ílranoer ílill! on turning of the wind, 135 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind. 



To fhew the ílrength and infamy of piide, 
By alt 'tis follow'd, and by ali deny'd. 
What numbers are there which at once purfue 
Praife, and the glory to contemn it too ? 140 
Vincenna knows felf-praife betrays to lhame, 
And therefore lays a ftratagem for fame; 
Makes his approach in Modeíly's difguife, 
To win applaufe, and takes it by furprife. 
" To err," fays he, " in fmall things, is my fate." 
You know your anfwer, He's exaft in great. 146 
" My ílyle," fays he, " is rude, and fullof faults," 
" But, oh! what fenfe! what energy of thoughts!" • 
That he wants algebra he mull confefs; 
" But not a foul to give our arms fuccefs," I J O 
" Ah! that's an hit indeed," Vincenna cries; 
" But who in heat of blood was ever wife ? 
" Iown 'twas wrong, when thoufands call'd meback, 
" To make that hopelefs, ill-advis'd, attack; 
" AH fay 'twas madnefs, nor dare I deny : 155 
" Sure never fool fo well deferv'd to die." 
Could this deceive in others, to be free, 
It ne'er, Vincenna! could deceive in thee, 
Whofe conduft is a comment to thy tongue, 
So clear, the duileíl cannot take thee wrong: 160 
Thou on one lleeve wilt thy revenue wear, 
And haunt the court, without a profpeít there. 
Are thefe expedients for renown confefs 
Thy little felf, that I may fcorn thee lefs. 
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Be wife, Vineenna, and the court forfake; 165 
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 ; 
Moft manfully befiege their patron's gate, 
And oft' repuls'd, as oft' attaek the great 170 
With painful art, and application warm, 
And take, at laft, fome little plaee by ftorm, 
Enough to keep two fhoes on Sunday elean, 
And ftarve upon difereetly in Sheer-lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 175 
Then ftarve without the favour of my Lord. 
'Tis true great fortunes fome great men confer, 
But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toil to know to whom : 180 
The man that's neareft, yawning, they advance : 
'Tis inhumanity to blefs by chance. 
If Merit fues, and Greatnefs is fo loath 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant at court Phiiander, at his need, 185 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indecd : 
Of ev'ry charni and virtue íhe's pofleíVd : 
Phiiander! thou art exquifitely blefs'd; 
The public envy! Now, then, 'tis allow'd 
The man is found who may be juftly proud: 19Ò 
But, fee ! how fickly is Ambition's tafte ? 
Ambition fceds on tralb, and loaths a feafti 
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For, lo! Phiiander, of reproach afraid, 
In feeret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nyniphs fell reputation, others buy, 195 
And love a market where the rates run high. 
Italian mufic's fweet, becaufe 'tis dear; 
Their vanity is tiekied. not their ear : 
Their taftes would leíTen if tbe prices fell, 
And Shakefpeare's wretched ílufFdo quite as well: 
Away the difinchanted fair would throng, 301 
And own that Englilh is their mother tongue. 

To fhew how much our northern taftes refine, 
Imported nymphs our peerefies outfhine : 
While tradefmen ftarve, thefe Philoniels are gay; 
For gcn'rous lords had rather give than pay. 206 

Behold the mafquerade's fantaflie feene! 
The legiflature join'd with Ürury-lane ! 
When Britain ealls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 
And ferve their country—if the dance is done. m 

" Are we not then allow'd to be polite 
Yes, doubtlefs; but firft íèt your notions right. 
Worth of poiitcnefs is the necdful ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triílers not e'en in trifles can excel; 215 
' Tis folid bodies only polifh well. 

Great, chofen Prophet! for thefe latter days, 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways! 
Well, II r, doft thou thy mafter ferve; 
Well has he feen his fervant Ihould not ftarve: 213 

S 



Thou to his name had fplendid temples rais'd, 
In various forms of woríhip feen him piais'd ; 
Gaudy devotion, like aRoman, fliown, 
And fung fweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 
Inferior off'rings to thy god of vice 225 
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 Tovvn denies, 
An hundred head of cuckolds may fuffice. 230 
Thou fmiPít, well pleas'd with the converted land, 
To fee the fifty churches at a (land. 

And that thy miniflcr may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted (lill prevail, 
Of minor prophcts, a fucceífion fure, 23J 
The propagation of thy zeal fecure. 

See Commons, Peers, and Minillcrs of State, 
In folemn council met, and deep debate! 
What godlike enterprife is taking birth ? 
What wonder opens on th ' expeíling earth ? 240 
'Tis done ! with loud applaufe the council rings! 
Fix'd is the fate of whores and fiddlelh ings! 

Tho' bold thefe truths, thou, Mufe! with truths like 
Wilt none offend whom 'tis a praife to plcafe : [thefe 
Tet others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 24J 
I.ike juft tribunais, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common fenfe 
To write a fatire which gave none oflence ? 
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And fince from life 1 take the draughts you fee, 
If men diflike them, do they cenfure me ? 2J0 
The fool and knave 'tis giorious to offend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fali, 
Knaves know the game, and honeft men pay ali. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price? 255 
A man íhall make his fortunc in a trice, 
If blefs'd with pliant, tho' but (lender, fenfe, 
Feign'd modeíly, and real impudence, 
A fupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eafy grace, 
A curfe within, a fmile upon his face. 260 
A beauteous fiíler, or convenient wife, 
Are prizcs in the lottery of life; 
Genius and virtue they will foon defeat, 
And lodge you in the bofom of the great. 
To merit is but to provide a pain, 265 
From men's refufing what you ought to gain. 

May, Dodington! this maxim fail in you, 
Whom my prefaging thouglits already view 
By Walpole's conduíl fir'd, and friendíhip grac'd, 
Still higher in yourprince's favour plac'd, 270 
And lending, here, thofe awful councils aid, 
Which you, abroad, with fuch fuccefs obey*d : 
Bear this from one who holds your friendíhip dear: 
What moíl we wiíh, with eafe we fancy near. 274 

EndofSatirt Tliird. 
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T O T H E R I G I 1 T HON. SIR S P E N C E R C O M P T O N ; 
RouNDfome fair tree th'ambitious woodbine grows, 
And breathes her fweets on the fupporting boughs: 
So fweet the verfe, th' ambitious verfe, íhonld be, 
(O! pardon mine) that hopes fupport from thee; 
Thee, Compton ! born o'cr fenates to prefide, 5 
Their dignity to raife, their conncils guide ; 
Deep to difeern, and widely to furvey, 
And kingdoms' fates, without ambition, weigh ; 
Of diílant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The crown's aflèrter, and the people's friend : 10 
Nor doft thou fcorn, amid fublimcr views, 
To iiften to the labours of the Mufe; 
Thy fmiles proteít her, while thy talents fire, 
And 'tis but half thy glory to infpire. 

Vex'd at a public fame, fo juftly won, 15 
The jealous Chremes is with fpleen undone; 
Chremes, for airy penfions of renown, 
Devotes his fervice to the ftate and crown: 
AH fchemes he knows, and, knowing, ali improves ; 
Tho' Britain's thanklefs, Ílill this patriot loves: ao 
But patriots differ; fome may lhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Confults the facred fteam, and there forefees 
What ftorms or funíhiae Providence decrees; 
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Knows for each day the weather of our fa te : 25 
A quidnunc is an almanac of ílate. 

You fmile, and think this ílatefman void of ufe; 
Why may not time Iiis fecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roaft tlie choice Caftanian nut, 
Eince fleeds of genitis are expert at put, 30 
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 Chremcs can't conduft his own eflate, 35 
And thence has undcrtaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' íkill, 
And bnldiv claims a province higher Ílill: 
T o raife a name, the ambitious boy has got, 
A t once, a Bible and a lhoulder-knot: 40 
Deep in the fecret, he looks thro' the whole, 
And jiities the dull rogue that faves his foul: 
T o ':.!!. with rev'rence you mufl take good heed, 
Nor (hock his tender reafon with the creed : 
Iíowe'cr well-bred, in public he complies, 45 
Obliging friends alone with blafphemies. 

Pecragc is poifon ; good cílates are bad 
For this difeafe; poor rogues run feldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And íalling ílocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 50 
While the fun fhines, Blunttalks with wondrous force ; 
But thunder mars fmall beer and wrak difcourfe. 



Such ufeful inftruments the weather (how, 
Juft as their Mercury is high or low. 
Health chiefly keeps an Athieft in the dark. 
A fever argues better than a Clarke : 
I.et but the logie in his pullè decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounee, and learn to pray ; 
Whiie C-1 mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 
Th' apoílate youth who reafon'd once fo well. 

C , who makes fo merry with the ereed, 
He almoft thinks he diíbeiieves indeed; 
But only thinks fo: to give both their due, 
Satan and he believe and tremble too. 
Of fome for glory fuch the boundlefs rage, 
That they 're the blackeft fcandal of their age. 

NarciíTus the Tartarian elub difclaims; 
Nay, a Free-mafon with fome terror names-
Omits no duty ; nor can Envy fay 
He mifs'd, thefe many years, the church or play 
He makes no noife in parliament, 'tis true, 
But pays his debts, and viíit, when 'tis due: 
His charaíter and gLoves are ever clean, 
And then he can outbow the bowing Dean : 
A fmile eternal on his lip he wears, 
Which equally the wife and worthlefs íhares. 
In gay fatigues, this moft undaunted chief, 
Patient of idlenefs beyond belief, 
Moft charitably lends the Town his face, 
For ornament in ev'ry public place: 
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As fure as cards"1ie to the aflembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing-rooms: 
When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are frce, 
And, join'd to tvvo, he fails not—to make three. 
Narciffus is the glory of his lace, 85 
For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my liíl by Nature were defign'd 
Such Ibining expletives of human kind, 
Who want, while thro' blank life they drcam along, 
Senfe to be right, and paííioti to be wrong. 90 

To countcrpoife this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are língular and odd; 
What other men dillike is fure to pleafe, 
Of ali rrankind, thefe dear antipodes : 
Thro' pride, not malice, they ruri counter ílill, 95 
And birth-days are their days of dreíling ill. 
A r b — t is a fool, and F a fage, 
S—ly will fright you, E cngage: 
By Nature ftieams run backward, flame defcends, 
Stoncs mount, and S x is the worll of friends. 
They take their rcíl by day, and wake by night, ICI 
And blulli if you furprife them in the right; 
Tf thev by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A fwan is white, or Q^ y is fair. 

Nothing exeeeds in ridicule, 110 doubt, I0J 
A fool in íafliion, but a fool that*s out; 
His paflion for abfurdity's Co llrong, 
Hé cannot bcar a rival in the wrong. 



Tho' wrong the mode, comply : more fenfe is íhewn 
In weating others' follies than your own. IIO 
If what is out of fafhion moít you prize, 
Methinks you lhould 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, 115 
Hij daughter's pottion a rich (hell enhances, 
And A(hmole's baby-houfe is, in his view, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru !. 
Ilow his eyes langniíh ! how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat which Jofcph never wore ! l i o 
He Ihews, on holidays, a facred pin 
That touch'd the ruffthat 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, I 2 J 
" It has notbrought us one new butter.ly!" 
I11 times that fuffer fuch learn'd men as thefe, 
Unhappy I v ! how came you to pleafe? 

Not gaudy butterfiies are Lico's game, 
But in efFefl his chafe is much the fame : 130 
Warm in purfuit, he Ievées ali the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title and eftate: 
Where'er their lordlhipá go, they never íind 
Or Lico or their íhadows lag behind; 
He fets them fure, where'er their lordlhips run, 135 
Clofe aí their elbows, as a morning-dun; 



As if their grandeur by contagion wrought, 
And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 
But after feven years' dance from place to place 
The Dane * is more familiar with his Grace. 140 

Wlio'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer, 
Or living pendent dangling at his ear, 
For ever whifp'ring fecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro' the Town ? 
Who'd be a glafs, with flattering grimace, 145 
Stilí to refieít the temper of his face? 
Or happy pin to flick upon his fleeve, 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchfafes it leave? 
Or culhion, when his heavinefs fliall pleafe 
To loll or thunip it for his better eafe ? 150 
Or a vile butt, for noon or night befpoke, 
When the peer ralhly fwears he'U club his joke ? 
Who'd (hake with laughter, tho' he could not find 
His lordíhip's jeíl, or, if his nolè broke wind ? 
For bleffings to the gods profoundly bow, 155 
That can cry chimney fweep, or drive a plough ? 
With terms like thefe how mean the tribe that clofe ? 
Scarce meaner they who terms like thefe impofe. 

But what's the tribe mofl likcly to comply ? 
The men of ink, or ancient aulhors, lie; 160 
The writing tribe, who íhamelefs auítions bold 
Of praife, by inch of candle to be fold ; 

* A Danifli dog of the Duke of Argylf . 
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Ali men they flatter, but themfeives the moft, 
With deathlefs fame their everlaftipg boaft: 
For Fame no cully makes fo much her jeft, 165 
As her old eonftant fpark, the bard profefsVl. 
" B—le fhines in eouneil, M 1 in the fight, 
" P 1—m's magnificent, but I can write, 
" And what to my great foul like glory dearr" 
Till fome god whifpers in his tingling ear, 17° 
That fame's unwholefome taken without meat, 
And life is beft fuftain'd by what is ate: 
Grown lean and wife, he curfes what he writ, 
And wifhes ali his wants were in his wit. 

Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loft, 175 
That his triumphant nanie adorns a poft ? 
Or that his íliining page (provoking Fate ) 
Defends firloins, which fons of Dulnefs eat ? 

What foe to verfe without compaílion hears, 
What cruel profc-man can refrain from tears, 180 
When the poor Mufe, for lefs than half a crown, 
A proftitute on every bulk in Town, 
With other whores undone, tho' not in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye Iiards! why will you fing, tho' uninfpir'd ? 185 
Ye Bards! why will you ftarve to be admir'd ? 
Defunfl by Phcebus' laws, beyond redrefs, 
Why will your fpeftres haunt the frighted prefs ? 
Bad metrc, that excrefcence of the head, 
Like hair, will fprout altho' the poet's dead. 190 
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AH other trades demand, verfe-makers beg. 
A dedication is a wooden leg; 
A barren labeo, the true mumper's falhion, 
Expofe* borrow'd brats to move compaífion. 
Tho' íuch myfelf, vile bards I difcommend; I95 
Nay more, tho' gcntle Damon is my friend. 
" Is't then a crime to write.'"—If talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear: 
For fome, tho' few, there are large-minded men, 
Who w-atch unfeen the labours of the pen; íco 
Who know the Mufe's worth, and therefore court, 
Their deeds hertheme, their bounty her fupport; 
Who ferve, unalk'd, the leaft pretence to wit, 
My fole excufe, alas! for having writ. 
A—le true wit is ftudious to reílore, 405 
And D — t 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 languilh for in vain. 410 
How mad their aim who thirll for glory, ftrivc 
To grafp what no man can poflèfs alive ? 
Fame's a reverfion in which men take place 
(O Iate reverfion !) at their own deceafe. 
This truth fagacious Lintot knows fo well, 215 
He ílarves his authors, that their works may fell. 

'That fame is wealth, fantallic poets cry; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
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Who know no guilt, no fcandal, but in rags, 
And {well in juíl ptoportion to their bags. 220 
Nor only the low-born, deforrrfd, and old, 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold ; 
The firíl young lord which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieít hunks in Lombard-ílreet, 
From refcu'd candles' ends who rai»'d a fum, 225 
And (larves tojoin a penny to a plum. 
A beardlefs mifer! 'tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a fcandal ali our own. 

Of ardent lovers the true modern band 
Will mortgage Ceiia to redeem their land. 230 
For love young, noble, rich, Caítalio dies; 
Name but the fair, love fwells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fcars lay down, 
No rival can prevail,—but half a crown. 

He glories to late times to be convey'd, 435 
Not for thepoor he has reliev*d, but made: 
Not fuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
When Harry conquer'd, and half France cxpir'd : 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain ; 
Nay, a dull íherifT for his golden chain. 240 

" Who'd be a (lave ?" the gallant coloncl cries, 
While love of glory fparkles from his eyes : 
To deathlefs fame he loudly pleads his right,— 
Juíl is his title,—for he- will not fight. 
Ali foldiers valour, ali divines have grace, 245 
As maids of houour beauty,—by their place : 
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But when, indulgingon the laft campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of flain, 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word, 
A fweet revenge, and half abfolves his fword. 250 

Of boaíling more than of a bomb afraid, 
A foldier ihould be modeft as a maid. 
Fame is a bubble the referv'd cnjoy; 
Who Ilrive to grafp it, as they touch, deftroy: 
'Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree, 255 
But if you pay yourfelf the world is free. 

Were there no tongue to fpeak them but his own, 
Auguflus' deeds in arms had ne'er been known; 
Auguítus' deeds, if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and mifguides his aitn, 260 
Such is the prince's worth of whom I fpeak, 
The Roman would not bluíh at the miftake. 262 

F. >J of Satire Fonrth. 



LOVE OF F A M E, 
S A T I R E V. 

ON W O M E N . 

O f a i r e f t o f c rea t lon! laíl and Left 
Of ali God's work j1 creature in whom excell 'd 
Whatever can to light or thought be f o m r d 
Holy, divine, good, ainiable, or f w e e t ! 
How ar t thou l a í t j - 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 and dethroning kings. 
Attcnd, and you difcern it in the fair 5 
Conduít a íinger, or reclaim a hair, 
Cr roli the lucid orbit of an eye, 
Or in full joy elaborate a figh. 

The fex we honour, tho' their faults we blame, 
Nay, thank their faults for fuch a fruitful theme; IO 
A theme fair ! doubly kind to me, 
Since fatirizing thofe is praifing thee; 
Who wouldít not bear, too modeíUy refin'd, 
A panegyric of a groflèr kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much more fairthan nice, 15 
Too fond of admiration, lofe their price; 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarniíh to the fated fight: 
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As unreferv'd and beauteous as the fun, 
Thro' every fign of vanity they rnn; 10 
AíTemblies, parks, coarfe feaíls in city-halls, 
Leílures and trials, plays, committees, balls; 
Wells, bedlams, execntions, Smithfield-lcenes, 
And fortune-tellcrs'caves and lions' dens; 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewclls, drawing-rooms, 25 
Ínílalments, píllories, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers and funeral, puppetíhows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabates, (and, ílill ílranger!) pews. 

Clarinda's bofom burns, but burns for fame, 
And love lies vanquiíb'd in a nobler flame; 30 
Warm gleams of hope íhe now difpenfes, then, 
Like April funs, dives into clouds agen : 
With ali her Iuflve now her lover warms, 
Then, out of oílentation, hides her charms. 
'Tis next her pleafure fweetly to complain, 35 
And to be taken with a fudden pain; 
Then íhe ílarts up, ali ecflafv and blifs, 
And is, fweet foul.' juíl as fincere in this: 
O how íhe rolls her charming eyes in fpight! 
And looks delightfully with ali her might! 40 
But, like our heroes, mitch more brave than wife, 
She conquers for the trrumph, not the prize. 

Zara refembles iEtna crown'd with fnows, 
Without íhe freezes, and within íhe glows : 
Twice ere the fun defcends, with zeal infpir'd, 45. 
From the vain converfe of the world retir'd, 
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Slie reads the pfalms and chapters for the day, 
In Cleopatra, or the laft new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a folemn grace, 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 50 

Nor far beneath her in renown is íhe 
Who, thro' good-breeding, is ill company; 
Whofe manners wiil not let her larum ceafe, 
Who thinks you are unhappy ivhen at pcace; 
To find you neivs who racks her fubtle head, 55 
And vows—that her great-grandfatlier is dead. 

A dearth of words a woman nced not fear, 
But 'tis a talk indecd to learn—to hear: 
In that the Ikill of converfation lies; 
That íhews or makes you both polite and wife. 60 

Xaotippe cries, " Let nymphs who nought can fay 
" Be loft in filence, and refign the day ; 
" And let the guilty wife her guilt confefs 
" By tame behaviour and a foft addrefs." 
Thro' virtue íbe refufes to comply 65 
With ali the diOates of humanity; 
Thro' wifdom íhe refufes to fubmit 
To Wifdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit; 
Then, her unblemifh'd honour to maintain, 
Rejeíls her huíband's kindnefs with difdain; "O 
But if, by chance, an ill-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Her darling china, in a whirlwind fent, 
Juft intimates the lady's difcontent. 
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Wine may indeed excite the meekcfl dame, 75 
But keen Xantippe, fcorning borrow*d flame, 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
0 'er cooling gruel, and compofing tea; 
Nor reíls by night, but, more fincere than nice, 
She íhakes the curtains with her kind advice: 80 
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 la(h our crimes, but muft our wives be wife ? 

Famine, plague, war, andan unnumber'dthrong 85 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong. 
What black, what ceafelcfs, cares beliege our flate? 
What ílrokes we feel from Fancy and from i a t e ! 
If Fate forbears us, Fancy ílrikes the blow; 
We makc misfortune; fuieides in woe. 90 
Superfíuous aid! unnecellary íkill! 
Is Nature backward to torment or kill 
How oft ' the noon, how oft ' the midnight belt, 
(That iron tongue of Death.') with folemn knell, 
On Folly's errands as we vainly roam, 95 
Knocksat ourhearts,ar.d findsourthoughtsfromhome? 
Men drop fo fali, ere life's mid flage we tread, 
Few know fo many friends alive as dead; 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-liill chafe 
We prefs coy Fortune with unílacken'd pace; 100 
Our ardent labours for the toys we feek, 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week: 



Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between íàtiety and fierce defire. 
Now what reward for ali this grief and toil ? 105 
But one; a female friend's endearing fmile; 
A tender fmile, our forrows' only balm, 
And in life's tempeft the fad fai!or's calm, 

How have I feen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye; 110 
Viítorious tendernefs 1 it ali o'ercame, 
Huíbands look'd mild, and favages grew tame. 

The fylvan race our aítive nymphs purfne, 
Man is not ali the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 115 
There Mafter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Mifs Charles to toilettes is confin'd, 
Nor rafhly tempts the barb'rous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs affeít a more heroic breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag'd fteed; IJO 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Fobert 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 lhe guides it thro' th* admiring throng, I 2 J 
With what an air lhe fmacks the lilken thong ? 
Graceful as John, íhe moderates the reins, 
And whiftlcs fweet her diuretic ftrains: 
Sefoftris-like, fuch charioteers as thefe 
May drive fix harnefs'd monarchs if they pleafe; 139 
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"1 liey drive, row, run, with love of glory fmit, 
Deap, fwim, íhoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 

0'er the belle-lettre lovely Daphne reigns; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 
With legs tofs'd liigh, on her fophee íhe fits, 13j 
Vouchfafing audience to contending wits: 
Of each performance íhe's the finalrteft; 
One aít read o'er, íhe prophefies the reft; 
And then, pronouncing with decifive air, 
Fully convinces ali the Town—íhe's fair. 140 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateílã"s face, 
How would her elegance of tafte decreafe! 
Some ladies' judgment in their features lies, 
And ali their genius fparkles from their eyes. 

But hold, lhe cries, Lampooner! have a care; 145 
Muíl 1 want common fenfe becaufe l'm fair ? 
O no : fee Stella; her eyes íhine 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 : IJO 
How then (if malice rul'd not ali the fair) 
Could Daphne publiíh, and could íhe forbear 
We grant that beauty is no bar to fenfe, 
Nor is't a fanítion for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik'd her man, and well íhe might; 155 
The youth in perfan and in parts was bright; 
PoílcfsYl of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juít empire o'cr the female heart: 



He met her paífion, ali her íighs return'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd: 160 
I.arge his poireílions, and beyond her own, 
Their blifs the theme and envy of the Town : 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more, 
lnílepp'd deform'd,debauch'd, difeas'd, Threefcore. 
The fatal íequel I, thro' ihame, forbear. 165 
Of pride and av'rice who can cure the fair ? 

1Vlan's rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 
Thofe few wants anfwer'd hring fmcere delights, 
But fools create themfelves new appetites. 179 
Fancy and pride feek things at vaft expenfe, 
Which relilh not to reafon, nor to fenfe. 
When furfeit or unthankfulnefs deílroys, 
In Nature's narrow fphere, our folid joys, 
In Faney's airy land of noife and fhow, 175 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleafures, grow, 
IJke cats in airpumps, to fubfííl we ílrive 
On joys too thin to keep the foul alive. 

L.emira's íick; make baile; the doftor call: 
He comes; but where's his patient ? at the bali. 180 
The doctor (tares ; her wonian curtTies low, 
And cries, " My I.ady, Sir, is always fo : 
" Diverfions put her maladies to flight; 
" True, (he can't (land, but (he can dance ali night: 
" I've known my Lady (for íhe loves a tune) 185 
" For fevers take an opera in June; 



" And tho', perhaps, you'U think the praítice bold, 
" A midnight 1'ark is fov'reign for a cold: 
" With cholics breakfaíls of green fruit agree, 
" With indigeílions fupper juft at thrcc." 190 
A ílrange alternative, replits Sir Uans, 
Muft women have a doftor or a dance ? 
Tho' fick to death, abroad they fafely roam, 
But droop and die, in pcrfeft hcalth, at home. 
For want—but not of health, are ladies ill, 195 
And tickets cure beyond tlie doílor's bill. 

Alas, my Heart! how languiíhingly fair 
Yon' lady lolls with what a tender air! 
Fale as a young dramatic author, when , 
0 'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 2 C Q 
Is her lord angry, or has Veny * chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the maík forbid ? 
" Late fitting up has turn'd her rofes white." 
Why went íhe not to bcd 1 " Bccaufe 'twas night." 
Did lhe then dance or play ? " Nor this nor that." 
Well, night foon íleals away in pleafing chat. 206 
" No, ali alone her pray'rs fiie rather chofe, 
" Than be that wretch to íleep till morning rofe." 
Then Lady Cynthia, miílrefs of tlie íliade, 
Goes with the faíhionable owls to bed : JIO 
This her pride covets, this her health dcnies j 
Her foul is filly, but her body's wife. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive, 
triumph in the bloom of fifty-five. 



You, in the morning, a fair nymph invite, 215 
To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Next day (he íhines in glofty black, and then 
Revolves into her native red agen : 
Like a dove's neck iiie fhifts her traníient charms, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 220 

But one admirer has the painted lafs, 
Nor finds that one but in her looking-glafs : 
Yet Laura's beautiful to fuch excefs, 
That ali her art fcarce makes her pleafe us lefs. 
To deck the female cheek he only knows, 225 
Who paints lefs fair the lily and the rofe. 

How gay they fmile Such bleílings Nature pours, 
0'erftock'd mankind enjoy but half her flores : 
ln diftant wilds, by human eyes unfecn, 
She reers her flow'rs, and fpreads her velvet green : 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defert trace, 231 
And wafte their mufic on the favage race. 
Is Nature then a niggard of her blifs ? 
Repine we guiltlefs in a world like this ? 
But our lewd taftes her lawful charms refufe, 235 
And painted Art's deprav'd allurements chufe. 
Such Fulvia's paítion for the Town : frefii air 
(An odd efFeít 1) giyes vapours to the fair ; 
Green fields, and (hady groves, and cryftal fprings, 
And larks, and nightihgales, are odious things; 240 
But fmoke, and duíl, and noife, and crovds, delight, 
And to be prefs'd to death tranfports her quite : 



Where filvcr riv'lets play thro' flow'ry meads, 
And woodbines give their fweets, and limes their 
Black kcnnels' abfent odours fhe regrets, [(liades, 
And flops her nofe at beds of violets. 246 

Is ftormy life preferr'd to the ferene ? 
Or is the public to the private fcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a fmooth and open way, 
Thro' briers and brambles in the world we ftray. 250 
Stiffoppofition, and perplex'd debate, 
And thorny cate, and rank and ílinging hate, 
Which choke our paíTage, our career control, 
And wound the firmei! temper of our foul. 
O facred Solitude ! divine retreat! 255 
Choice of the prudent! envy of the great! 
By thy pure ftream, or in thy waying lhade, 
We court fair Wifdom, that celeftial maid; 
The genuine ofTspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth !) are Innoccnce and Peace : 260 
There from the ways of men laid fafe alhore, 
We fmile to hear the diftant tempeft roar; 
There, blefs'd withhealth, with bus'nefs unperplex'd, 
This life we relilh, and infure the next: 
There, too, the Mufes fport: thefenumbcrs free, 265 
Pierian Eaftbury! I owe to thee. 

There fport the Mufes, but not there alone; 
Their facred force Amélia feels in Town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit herfelf, Ameüa weds a wi t : 270 



Both wits! tho' miracles are faid to ceafe, 
Three days, three wondrous days! they liv'd in peace; 
With the fourth fun a warm difpute arofe 
On Durfey's poefy and Bunyan's profe : 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 275 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 

Plicebe, tho' (he poíTefles nothing lefs, 
Is proud of being rich in happinefs; 
Laborioudy purfues delufure toys, 
Content with pains, fince they're reputed joys. 180 
With what well-aíted tranfport will (he fay, 
" Well, fure we were fo happy yefterday ! 
" And then that charming party for to-morrow!" 
Tho' well (be knows 'twill languilh into forrow : 
But íhe dares never boaft the prefent hour; 285 
So grofs that cheat, it is beyond her power : 
For fuch is or our weakneft or our ctirfe, 
Or rather fuch our crime, which ílill is worfe, 
The prefent moment, like a wife, we íhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becaufe it is our own. 290 

Pleafures are few, and fewer we enjoy ; 
Pleafure, like quickfilver, is bright and coy ; 
We ílrive to grafp it with our utmoft íkill, 
Still it tludes us, and it glitters ílill: 
If feiz'd at laft, compute your mighty gains ; 2ÇS 
What is it but rank poifon in your veins 

As Flavia in her glafs an angel fpies, 
Piide whifpers in her car pernicious lies; 



Tells Her, while íhe furveys a face fo fine, 
Thcre's no fatiety of charms divine : 300 
Hence, if her lover yawns, ali chang'd appears 
Her temper, and íhe melts (fweet foul!) in tears : 
She, fond and young, laft week her wiíh enjoy'd, 
In foft amufement ali the night employ'd ; 
The morning carne, when Strephon, waking, found 
(Surprifing fight!) his bride in forrow drown'd : 306 
" What miracle," fays Strephon," makes thee weep?" 
" Ah, barb'rous man," lhe cries, " how could you 

Men love a miflrefs as they love a feaíl; [íleep : " 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taíle ? 310 
Vet fure there is a certain time of day 
We wiíh our miílrefs and our meat away: 
But foon the fated appetites return, 
Again our ílomachs crave, our bofoms burn : 
Eternal love let man, then, never fwear; 315 
Let women never triumph nor defpair; 
Nor praife nor blame, too much, the warm or chill: 
Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 

There is, indeed, a paílion more rcfin'd, 
For thofe fewnymphs whofe charms are of the mind; 
But not of that unfaíhionable fct 331 
Is Phyllis ; Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exaflly hits her taíle; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at lcaft. 
Embracing Phyllis with foft-fmiling eyes, 325 
Eternal love I vow, the fwain replies; 
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But fay, my ali, my miílrefs, and my friend! 
What day next week th' eternity íhall end ? 

Some nymphs prefer aílronomy to love, 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 330 
The fair philofopher to Rowley flies, 
Where, in a box, the whole creation lies : 
She fees the planets in their turns advance, 
And fcorns, Poitier! thy fublunary dance: 
Of Defagulier íhe befpeaks freíh air, 335 
And Whiflon has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 
'Tis not in airpumps the gay col'nel dies. 
But tho' to-day this rage of fcience rcigns, 
(O fickle Sex!) foon end her learned pains. 340 
Lo! pug from Júpiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the ítars, and Nevrton is a fot. 

To turn; lhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right: 
She ílrikes each point with native force of mind, 345 
While puzzled Tearning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to íight, and clegant to thought, 
The great are vanquiíVd, and the wife are taught. 
Her breeding finiíh'd, and her temper fweet, 
When ferious eafy, and when gay difereet; 350 
In glitt'ring fcenes, o'er her own heart fincere, 
In crowds colleíled, and in courts fevere; 
Sinccre and warm, with zeal well underflood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good; 
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Yet not fuperior to her fex's cares,x 355 
The mode lhe fixes by the gown lhe wears: 
Of filks and china (he's the lall appeal; 
In thefe great points (he leads the conimonweal; 
And if difputes of empire rife bctween 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 360 
'Tis doubt! 'tis darknefs! till fufpended Kate 
Aflumes her nod, to clofe the grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair exprefs 
Their emulaticn only in their drefs 

But, oh ! the nymph that mounts above the íkies, 
And, grátis, clears religious myfteries, 366 
Refolv'd the church's welfare to infure, 
And make her family a finecure ; 
The theme divine at cards (he'U not forget, 
But takes in texts of Scripture at Picquet ; 370 
In thofe licentious meetings afts the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 
What angels would thefe bc, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they few as well! 
Yet why lhould not the fair her text p u r f u e 3 7 5 
Can íhe more decently the doOor woo ? 
'Tis hard, too, lhe who makes no ufe but chat 
Ofher religion. íhould be barr'd in that. 

Ifaac, a brother of the canting llrain, 
When he ha* knock'd at his own fcull in vain, 33o 
To bcauteous Mareia 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 woman-kind ? 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he 385 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induílrious bee; 
Hums round about her, and with ali his power 
Extraíls fweet wifdom from fo fair a fiower ? 

The young and gay declining, Appia flies 
A t nobler game, the mighty and the wife : 390 
By Nature more an cagle than a dove, 
She impiouíly prcfers the world to love. 

Can wealth give happinefs! look round, and fee 
What gay diürefs! what fplendid mifery! 
Whatever Fortune laviíhly can pour, 395 
The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat ; believe not what it fays ; 
Like any lord it promifes and pays. 
How will the mifer ftartle to be told 
Of fuch a wonder as infolvent gold ? 400 
What Nature wants hasan intrinfíc weight, 
Ali more is but the faíbion of the plate, 
Which for one moment charms the fickle view; 

It charms us now, anon we caft a new, 
To fome frefli birth of fancy more inclin'd; 405 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Miftaken lovers, who make worth their care, 
And think accompliíhments will win the fair; 
The fair, its true, by genius fhould be won, 
As flow'rs unfold their beauties to the fun: 4 IO 
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And yet in female fcales a fop outweighs, 
And Wit muft wear the wiilow and the bays. 
Nought Ihines fo bright in vain I.ibcria's eye 
As riot, impudcnce, and perfidy; 414 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 
And kill'd hisman, and triumph'd o'er his maid, 
For him, as yet unhang'd, lhe fpreads her charms, 
Snatchcs the dcar dcftroycr to her arms, 
And amply gives, (tho' treated long amifs) 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 410 
If you refcnt, and wilh a ivoman ill, 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will, 

The languid lady next appears in (late, 
Who was not horn to carry her own wcight; 
She lolls, rcels, (laggers, till fome foreign aid 425 
To her own ílature lifts the feeble maid; 
Then, if ordain'd to fo fevere a doom, 
She, by juft ftages, journeys round the room ; 
But, knowing her own weakncfs, (hedefpairs 
To fcale the Alps—that is, afccnd the ílairs. 430 
My fan! let others fay, who laugh at toil; 
Fan! hood! glove! fcarf! is her laconic üyle, 
And that is fpoke with fuch a dying fali, 
That Betty rather fees than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 435 
Piece out th' idea her faint words deny. 
O liíten with attention moft profound! 
Her voice is but the fhadow of a found. 



And help! oh, help ! her fpirits are fo dead, 
One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head; 440 
If there a ílubborn pin it trinmphs o'er, 
She pants'. íhe finks away ! and is no more. 
Let the robuít, and the gigantic, carve, 
Life is not worth fo much; íhe'd rather ílarve: 
But chew íhe muíl herfelf: ah, cruel fate! 445 
That Rofalinda can't by proxy eat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind Heav'n!) againíl the poilon of their eyes. 

Thalellris triumphs in a manly mien; 
Loud is her accent, and her phrafe obfcene. 450 
In fair and open dealing where's the lhame ? 
What Nature dares to give, íhe dares to name. 
This honeíl fellow is fincere and plain, 
And juflly gives the jealous hufband pain. 
(Vain is the taík to petticoats aflign'd, 455 
If wanton language íhews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloqucnce, 
An oath fiipplies the vacancies of fenfe. 
Hark! the ílirill notes tranfpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to fwear. 460 
By Jove is faint, and for the fimple fwain 1 
She, on the Chriílian fyílem, is profane: 
But tho' the volley rattles in your ear, 
Believe her drefs íhe's not a grenadier. 
If thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 465 
When Jove deputes a lady in his ílead ? 
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A lady! pardon my miftaken pcn : 
A Ihameiefs woman is tlie worft of men. 

Few to good-breeding make a juft prctence; 
Good-breeding is the bloflom of good fenfe; 470 
The laft refult of an accompliíh'd mind, 
With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 
A violated decency now reigns, 
And nymphs for failings takc peculiar pains. 
With Chinefe painters modem toafts agree, 475 
The point they aim at isdeformity: 
They throw their perfons, with a hoyden air, 
Acrofs the room, and tofs into the chair. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gonc, 
They for our manners have cxchang'd their own. 480 
The modeft look, the cafligated grace, 
The gcntle movement, and (low-meafur'd pace, 
For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pray'd, 
Are indecorums with the modem maid. 
Stiff forms are bad: but let not worfe intrude, 485 
Nor conquer Art and Nature to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 
And I.ady D — ' s felf will be polite. 

Ye rifing Fair! ye bloom of Britain's iflo! 
When high-born Anna, with a foften'd fmile, 490 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head, 
What feems moft hard is not to be well-brcd : 
Her bright example with fuccefs purfue, 
And ali but adoration is your due. 
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But adoration! give me fomething more, 495 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of thrcefcore. 
Nought treads fo fdent as the foot of Time; 
Hence we miftake our autumn for onr prime. 
T i s greatly wife to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 500 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breaíl a miílrefs warms, 
Who looks thro' fpeítacles to fee your charms! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 505 
And with his fpade the fexton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others' doom, 
She plans new conqueíts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has fummon'd fprites away, 
She walks at noon, and blafts the bloom of day; 510 
Gay rainbow-filks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lyce but herfelf is old : 
Her grizzled locks afTume a fmirking gracc, 
Aud Art has levell'd her deep-furrow'd face: 
Her ílrange demand no mortal can approve; 515 
We'll a(k her blelfing, but can't a(k her love : 
She grants, indecd, a lady may decline 
(Ali ladies but herfelf) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her was the facred age 
Of prudent Portia ? her gray hairs engage, j i o 
M'hofe thoughts are fuited to her life's decline: 
Virtue's the paint that can make wrinkles ftine; 



That, and that only, can old age fuftain, 
Which yet ali wilh, nor know they wilh for pain. 
Not num'rous are our joys when life is new, 525 
And ycarly fome are falling of the few; 
But when we conquer life's meridian ílage, 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop apace: by Nature fome decay, 
And fome the blaíls of Fortune fweep away; 530 
Till naked quite of happinefs, aloud 
We call for death, and íhelter in a íhroud. 

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, 535 
I.ike blulhing rofe-buds dipp'd in morning dew? 
Who into (helter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to flee from ills to come? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 540 
Fancy and paífion tofs it to and fro, 
A while torment, and then quite link in woe. 
Ye beauteous Orphans! fince in filent duft 
Your beíl example lies, my precepts truft. 
I.ife fwarms with ills; the boldeíl are afraid; S4S 
Where then is fafety for a tender maid ? 
Unfit for conflifl, round befet with woes, 
And man, whom leaft lhe fears, her worll of foes! 
When kind, moft cruel; when oblig'd the moft, 
The leaft obliging; and by favours loíl: 550 



Cruel by nature, they for kindnefs hate, 
And fcorn you for thofe ills thcmfelves creatc. 
If on your fame our fex a blot has thrown, 
'Twill ever ítick, thro' malice of your own. 
Moft hard ! in plealing your chief glory lies, 555 
And yet from pleafing your chief dangers riíe: 
Then pleale the beft; and know, for men of fenfe 
Your ftrongeft charms are native innocence. 
Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him that's worth your love from your embrace. 
In fimple rnanners ali the fecret lies; 561 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be blefs'd and wife. 
Vain lhew and noife intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddinefs, and cnd in pain. 
Affeít not empty fame and idle praife, 565 
Which ali thofe wretches I defcribe betrays. 
Your fex's glory 'tis to fhine unknown; 
Of ali applaufe be fondeft of your own. 
Beware the fever of the mind; that thirft 
With which the age is eminently curs'd: 570 
To drink of pleafure but inflames defire, 
And abftinence alone can quench the fire; 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tornb, 
Give peace in hand, and promife blifs to come. 574 

Eni »f Satire Fifth. 



L O V E O F FAME, &C. 
S A T I R E VI. 

ON W O M E N . 

Infcribed to the 

R I G H T H O N . T H E L A D T E L I Z A B E T H G E R M A I N . 

Interilum tamen et tol l i t comoedia vocem. HOR. 

1 S O U G H T a patronefs, but fought in vain; 
Apollo whifper'd in my car—" Germain."— 
I know her n o t — " Your reafon's fomewhat odd; 
" Who knowshis patron now?" reply'd the god. 
" Men write to me, and to the world, unknown, 5 
" Then (leal great names to (hield them from the 
" Deteíled worth, like beauty difarray'd, [Town. 
" To covert flies, of praife itfelf afraid. 
" Should íhe refufe to patronize your lays, 
" In vengeanee write a volume in her praife: 10 
" Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 
" When fuch the theme, 'twill eafily he done." 

Ye Fair! to draw your excellence at length, 
F.xceeds the narrow bounds of human ílrength : 
You here, in miniature, your piflures fee, 15 
Nor hope from Zincks more juílice than from me : 



My portraits grace your mind, as liis your fidc; 
His portraits will inflame, mine quench, your pride : 
He's dear, you frugal; chufe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation ali my pay. ao 

JLavinia is polite, but not profane, 
To church as conílant as to Drury-lane : 
She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due, 
And makes a civil vifit to her pcw. 
Her lifted fan, to give a folemn air, a j 
Conceals her face, which palies for a prayer: 
Curt'fies to curt'fies, then, with grace fucceed; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed: 
Or if (hejoinsthe fervice, 'tis to fpeak; 
Thro* dreadful filence the pent heart might break: 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 31 
To God himfelf, and fondly think they pray : 
But fweet their accent, and their air refin'd; 
For they 're before their Maker—and mankind. 
When Iadies once are proud of praying well, 35 
Satan himíèlf will toll the parilh bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 
Drufa receives her vifitants in bed; 
But, chaíte as ice, this Veda, to defy 
The very blackcft tongue of Calumny, 40 
When from the íheets her lovely form íhe lifts, 
She begs you juft would turn you while (he (bifts. 

Thofe charms are greateft which decline the fight; 
That makes the banqnet poignant and polite. 



There is no woman where there's no referve; 45 
And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers ftarve. 

But with a modern fair meridian merit 
Is a fieree thing they call a nymph of fpirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 
And tread on tiptoe if you dare draw nigh : 50 
" Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 
" Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
" Or arm'd rhinoeeros, or rcugh Ruífian bear," 
Firft make your will, and then converfe with her. 
This lady glories in profufe expenfe, 55 
And thinks. diftraílion is magnificence. 
T o beggar her gallant is fome delight; 
To be more fatal ftill is exquifite. 
Had ever nymph fuch reafon to be glad ? 
In ducl fell two lovers; one run mad. 60 
Her foes their honeft execrations pour; 
Her lovers only íhould deteft her more. 

Flavia is conftant to her old gallant, 
And gen'rouíly fupports him in his want: 
But marriage is a fetter, is a fnare, 65 
A hell no lady fo polite can bear. 
She's faithful, íhe's obfervant; and with pains 
Her angel-brood of baftards lhe maintains ; 
Nor leaft advantage has the fair to plcad, 
But that ,of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 70 

* SUakefpeare. 



Amafia hates a prude, and fcorns reílraint; 
Whate'er íhe.is, íhe'll not appear a faint: 
Her foul.fuperior fiies formaüty : 
So gay her air, her condufl is fo free, 
Some might fufpeft the nymph not over-good— 75 
Nor would they be miílakeri if tbey lhould. 

Unmarry*d Abra puts on formal airs; 
Her cuíhion's thread-bare with her conítant pray'rs: 
Her only grief is that íhe cannot be 
At once engag'd in prayer and charity. 80 
And this, to do her juítice, muíl be faid, 
" Who would not think that Abra was a maid :" 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed, 
For where's the; man that's wcrthy of their bed ? 
If no difeafe reduce her pride before, 85 
I.avinia will be ravifh'd at threefcore : 
Then íhe fubmits to venture in the dark, 
And nothing now is wanting—but her fpark. 

Lúcia thinks happinefs coníifts in ílate; 
She weds an idiot; but lhe eats in plate. 90 

The goods of Fortune which her foul poíTefs, 
Aie but the ground of urtmade happinefs; 
The rude material: wifdom add to this, 
Wildom, the jble artificer of blifs; 
She from herfelf, if fo compelPd by need, 95 
Of thin content can draw the fubtle thread; 
But (no detraílioh to her facred íkill) 
If íhe can work in gold 'tis better ílill. 

Volume 111. M 



If Tullía had been blel's'd with half her fenfe, 
None could too much admire her excellence; 100 
But fmce íhe can make error íhine fo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
With underftanding lhe is quite o'er-run, 
And by too great accompliíhments undone: 
With fkill Ilie vibrates her eternal tongue, 105 
For ever mofl divinely in the wrong. 

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

For plcafure form'd, perverfely fome believe, 
To make themfelves important, men muft grieve. 
Lefbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
Pretends the fop Ibe laughs at is ador'd. 
In vain íhe's proud of fecret innocence; 115 
The fact íhe feigns were fcarce a worfe ofTence. 

Mira, endow'd with every charm to blefs, 
Has no defign but on her huíband's peace : 
He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 
A t fmall inquietudes in her he lov'd. 120 
" FIow charming this? " — T h e pleafure '.afted ng; 
Now every day the fits come thick and ftrong: 
A t laft he found the chatmer only fcign'd, 
And was diverted when be lhould be pain'd. 
What grea»er vengeance have the grid1; in ftoie ? 125 
How tedious life, now íhe can plague no more ? 



She tries a thoufand aits, but none fucceed; 
She's fore'd a fever to procure indeed : 
Thus ítriftly prov'd this virtuous, loving wife, 
Iler huíband's pain was dearer than her life. 130 

Anxious Melania rifes to my view, 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due : 
Vilit, prefent, treat, flatter, and adore, 
Her majefty, to-morrow, calls for more. 
His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 135 
As unoil'd hinges queruloufly íhrill. -
" You went laft night with Célia to the bali." 
You prove it falfe. " Not go! that's worft of ali." 
Nothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame, 
And arrant contradiítions are the fame. 140 
Her lover muft be fad to pleafe her 1'pleen; 
His mirth is an inexpiable fin; 
For of ali rivais that can pain her breaft, 
There's one that wounds far deeper than the reft; 
To wreck her quiet, the moft dreadful íhelf 145 
Is, if her lover dares enjoy himfelf. 

And this, becaufe íhe's exquifitely fair: 
Should 1 difpute her beauty, how lhe'd ftare? 
How would Melania be fuipris'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd ? and yet the cafe is clcar. 150 
What's female beauty but an air divine, 
Thro' which the mind's ali gentle graces lliine.' 
They, like the fun, irradiate ali betvveen; 
The body charms, becaufe the foul is feen: 

M ij 



Hence men are often captives of a face, 155 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace. 
Some forms, thro' bright, no mortal man can bear; 
Some none reliíl, tho* not exceeding fair. 

Afpafia'5 highly bom, and nicely bred, 
Of tafle refin'd, in life and manners read, 160 
Yet reaps no fruit from her fuperior fenfe, 
But to be teaz'd by her own excellcnce. 
" Folks are fo awkward! things fo unpolite!" 
Khe's elegantly pain'd from morn till night. 
Her delicacy's (liock'd where'er lhegoes: I 6 J 
Each creature's imperfeflions are her woes. 
Heav'n by its favour has the fair diílrefs'd, 
And pour'd fnch hleffings—that (he can't be blcfs'd. 

Ah ! why fo vain, tho* blooming in thy fpring, 
Thou íhining, frail, ador'd, and wretched thing? 170 
Old age will corne; difeafe may come before; 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threefcore. 
Thy fortune and thy charms may foon decay; 
But grant thefe fugitives prolong their ítay, 
Their bafis totters, their foundation íhakes, 175 
Life, that fupports them, in a momentbreaks; 
Then wrought into the foul let virtue (hine; 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 

Julia*s a manager, Oie's horn for rule, 
And knovvs her wifer huíband is a fool; 1S0 
AíTemblies holds, and fpins the fubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's hed; 



For difficult amours can fmooth the way, 
And tender letters diílate or convey; 
But if depriv'd of fuch important cares, 
Her wifdom condefcends to Jefs affairs. 
For her own breakfaft fhe'11 projeít a fcheme, 
Nor take her tea without a ílratagcm ; 
Prefides o'er trifies with a ferious face, 
Important by the viitue of grimace. 

Ladies fupreme among amufements reign, 
By nature born to footh and entertain : 
Their prudence in a fbareof folly lies: 
Why will they be fo weak as to be wife.' 

Syrena is for ever in extremes, 
And with a vengeance (he commends or blames 
Confcious of her difcernment, which is good, 
She ftrains too much to make it underílood. 
Her judgment juft, her fentence is too (lrong; 
Becaufe lbe's right, fhe's ever in the wrong. 

Brunetta's wife in artions great and raie, 
But fcorns on trifies to beítow her care; 
Thus ev'ry hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becaufe the occafion is bencath her aim. 
Think nought a trifle, tho' it fmall appear; 
Small fands the mountain, moments make the 
And trifies life. Your care to trifies give, 
Or you may die before you truly live. 

Go breakfaft with Alicea, there you'll fee 
Simplcx muniitYu to the laft degree: 

JV1 iij 



1 3 8 LOVE OF F A M E . Sal. VI, 

Unlac'd her ílays, her nightgawn is unty'd, 
And what lhe has of head-drefs is afide : 
She drawls her words, and waddlcs in her pace, 
Unwalh'd her hands, and much befnufPd her face: 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd, (he loves, 21.5 
And would draw on jack-boots as foon as gloves: 
Gloves by Queen Bcfs's maidens might be mifs'd, 
Her blefled eyes ne'er faw a female fift. 
Lovers! beware, to wound how can íhe fail, 
With fcarlet finger and long jetty nail ? 220 
For H' y the firíl wit (lie cannot be, 
Nor, cruel R d! the firíl toaft for thee. 
Since full each other ftation of renown, 
Who would not be the greatcft trapes in Town 
Women were made to give our eyes delight: 225 
A female floven is an odious fight. 

Fair Ifabelja is fo fond of fame, 
That her dear felf is her eternal themç: 
Thro' hopes of contradiítion oft' íhe'U fay, 
" Methinks I look fo vyretchedly to day!" 230 
When moíl the world applauds you, moíl beware 
'Tis often lefs a bleífing than a fnare. 
Diílrufl: mankind; with your heart confer, 
And dread even there to find a fiatterer. 
The breath of others raifes our renown; 23J 
Our own as furely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 
Left foon ycu ptove a bankrupt in your fame. 



But own I muft, in this perverted age, 
Who mofi deferve can't alwáys moft engage. 24O 
So far is worth from roaking glory fure, 
It often hinders wliat it íhould procure. 
Whom praife we moft ! the virtuous, brave, and wife? 
No; wrctches whom, in feerèt, we defpife. 
And who fo blind as not to fee the caufe? 245 
No rivais rais'd by fuch difcreet applaufe; 
And yet of crcdit it lays in a flore, 
By which our fplcen may woand true worth the more. 

Ladics tliere are who think one crime is ali: 
Can women, then, no way but backward fali ? 250 
So fweet is-tbat one crime they don't purfue, 
To pay ils lofs they think ali 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 ? 255 
" Meantaíkl howrnuchmoregen'roustocon)mend.!" 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind ir:(1 rutftor, and example too. 
" Daphnis," fays Clio, " has a charming eye; 
" What pity 'tis iier (boulder is awry! zôo 
" Afpafia's (hape, indeed—but then her a i r— 
" The man has parts who fmds deftruítion there. 
" Almeria's wit has fomcthing that's divine, 
" And wit's enôugh how few in ali things (bine? 
" Selina ferves her friends, relieves the poor— 265 
" Who was it faid Selina's ncar thrcefcorc? 



" A t Luc!a's match I from my foul rejoice; 
" The world congratulates fo wife a choice: 
" His lord(hip's rent-roll is exceeding great— 
" But mortgages will fap the beft eílate. 470 
" In Sherley's form might cherubims appear, 
" But then—lhe has a freckle on her ear." 
Without a but, Hortenlia (he commends, 
The firít of women, and the beíl of friends; 
Owns her in perfon, wit, fame, virtue, bright; 175 
But how comes this to pafs ?—(he dy'd laít 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 others' fame, thro' fondnefs for our own. 280 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns, 
For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her fublime addrefs, 
The height of avarice and pride confefs. 
You feek perfeítions worthy of her rank; 285 
Go, feek for her perfeítions at the Bank. 
By wealth unquench'd, by reafon nncontrolPd, 
For ever burns her facred thiríl of gold: 
As fond of five pence as the verieíl cit, 
And quite as much detelted as a wit. 290 

Can gold calm palíion, or make reafon Ihine? 
Can we dig peace or wifdom from the mine 
Wifdom to gold prefer, for 'tis much lefs 
To make oiir fortune than our happinefs; 
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That happinefs which. great ones often fee, 495 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 
Themfelves unhlefs'd. The poor are only poor; 
But what are they who droop amid their ftore ? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of ílate. 
The happy only are the tmly great. jCO 
Peafants enjoy like appetites with kings, 
And thofe beíl fatisfied with cheapeíl things. 
Could both our Indies buv but one new íènfe, 
Our envy would be due to large expenfe : 304 
Since not, thdfe pomps which to the great bclong; 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throrig. 
See how they beg an alms of Flattery r 
They languidi! oh, fupport them with a lie! 
A decent competencé we'fully tatle; 
It íli ikcs our fenfe, and gives a.conftant fcaft: 310 
More we peréeive by dint of thóught alone; 
The rich muft labour to poílefs their own, 
To feel their great abundance, and requeft 
Their humble friends to help them to be bleft; 
To fee their treafurís, hear their glory told, 315 
And aid the wretched impotente of gold. 

But fome, great fouls! and touch'd with warmth di-
Givegoldaprice, and teach its beams to fhine. [vinc, 
Ali hoarded treafures they repute a load, 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well beftow'd. 
Grand refervoirs of public happinefs, 321 
Thro' fecret ftreams diffufively they blefs, 



And, while their bounties glide, conceal'd from view, 
Relieve our wants, and fpare our blulhes too. 
But Satire is my taík, and thefe dcflroy 345 
Her gloomy provinee and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye Mifers! help me to complain, 
And blaíl our eommon enemy, G — a ! 
But our invcftives muft defpair fuccefs, 
For next to praife lhe values nothing lefs. 33a 

What pi£ture's yonder, loofen'd from its frame í 
Or is't Alturia ? that affe£ted dame. 
The brighteft forms, thro' affeítation, fade 
To ílrange new things, which Nature never made. 
Frown not, ye Fair! fo much your fex we prize, 335 
We hate thofe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucinda's native grace is feen 
What you, who labour at perfeftion, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learn'd with eafe, 
Retain your gentle felves, and you muft pleafe. 340 
Here might I fing of Memmia's mincing mien, 
And ali the movements of the foft machine j 
How two red lips affeíted zephyrs blow, 
To cool the Bohea, a«d inflame the beau; 
While one white finger and a thumb confpire 345 
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 lhades of mighty namcs which once have been i 



An hccatomb of charaflers fupplies 351 
Thy painted altars' daily facrifice. 
H , P , B , afpers'd by thee, decay, 
As giains of fineíl fugars melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal taíle: 355 
ScandaTs the fweet'ner of a female feafh 

But this inhuman triumph íhall decline, 
And thy revolting Naiads call for wine; 
Spirits no longer íhall ferve under thee, 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea! 360 
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 Iength, to refcue man, the gen'rous lafs 365 
Stole from her confort the pernicious glafs. 
As giorious as the Britifh queen renown'd, 
Who fuck'd the poifon from her huíband's wound. 

Nor to the glafs alone are nymphs inclin'd, 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. 370 

O Juvenal! for thy feverer rage! 
To laíh the rankcr folties 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 modeíl Nature chain'd, 375 
And legal ties, expatiates unreílrain'd; 

. . .—solem qui; dicere f a l í um 
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Without thín Decency lield up to view, 
Naked fhc fcalks o'er law and gofpel too. 
Our matrons lead fuch examplary lives, 
Men figh in vain for none, but for their vvives; 380 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 
And vved one man, to vvanton with a feore. 
Abroad too kind, at home 'tis íledfaft hate, 
And one eternal tempeíl of debate. 
What foul eruptions from a look mofl meek! 385 
What thundeis buríling from a dimpled cheek! 
Their paílions bear it with a lofty hand! 
But then their reafon is at due command. 
Is there whom you deteft, and feek his life ? 
Truft no foul with the fecret—but his wife. 390 
Wives wander that their conduít 1 condemn, 
And aík what kindred is a fpoufe to them ? 

What fwarms of am'rous grandmothers I fee! 
And railTes, ancient in iniquity! 
What blalling whifpers,and what louddcclaiming!395 
What lying, drinking, bawding, fwearing, gaming! 
Fiiendíliip fo cold, fuch warm incontincnce, 
Such griping av'rice, fuch profufe expenfe, 
Such dead devotion, fuch a zeal for crimes, 
Such licens'd ill, fuch mafquerading times, 4CO 
Such venal faith, fuch mifapply'd applaufe, 
Such flatter'd guilt, and fuch inverted laws, 
Such diflòlution thro' the whole I find, 
'Tis not a world, but chãos of mankind. 
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Since Sundays have no balls, the weil-drefs'd belle 
Shines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of hell, 406 
And caíls an eye of fweet difdain on ali 
Who liften lefs to C—ns than St. Paul. 
Atheifts have been but rare: fince Nature's birth, 
Till now, íhe-Atheiíls ne'er appear'd on earth. 410 
Ye men of deep refearches! fay, whence fprings 
This daring charaíter in tim'rous things 
Who ftart at feathers, from an infeft fly, 
A match for nothing—but the Deity. 

But, not to wrong the fair, the Mufe muft own, 415 
In this purfuit they court not Fame alone, 
But join to that a more fubftantial view, 
" From thinking free, to be free agents too." 

They ftrive with their own hearts, and keep them 
In complaifance to ali the fools in Town. [down, 
O how they tremble at the name of prude! 421 
And die with (hame at thought of being good ! 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay.' 
They Heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a flave, 425 
Thro' cowardice moft execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durft we to comply, 
In virtue íhould we live, in glory die. 
Rife then, my Mufe! in honeft fury rife; 
They dread a fatire who defy the Ikies. 43Q 

Atheifts are few : moft nymphs a Godhead own, 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 
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From Atheifts far, they ftedfaftly believe 
God is, and is almighty to forgive. 
His other excelicnce they'll not difpute; 435 
But mercy, fure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall" pleaíures of a Ihort duration chain 
A lady's foul in- everlafting pain ? 
Will the great Author us poor worms deftroy, 
For now and then a-fip of tranfient joy ? 440 
No, he's for ever in a fmiling mood; 
He's like themfelves, or how could he be good ? 
And they blafpheme whoblackerfchemes fuppolc—— 
Devoutlv, thus, Jehovab they depofe, 
The pure! the juft! and fet up, in his ftead, 445 
A deity that's perfeftly well-bred. 

" Dear T—1—n ! be fure the baft of men; 
" Nor thought he more than tliought great Oíigen. 
" Tho' once upon a time he miíbehav'd, 
" Poor Satan ! doubtlefs he'll at length be fav'd. 450 
" Let priells do fomething for their one in ten > 
" It is their trade ; fo far they 're honeft men. 
" l.et them cant on, fince they have got the knacfc, 
" And drefs their notions, like themfelves, in black ; 
" Fright us with terrors of a world unknown, 455 
" From joys of this, to keep them ali their own. 
'1 Of earth*s fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 

But then they leave our untyth'd virtue free. 
" Virtue's a pretty thing to make a lhow; 

Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucault:" 460 



Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiít, 
And, pleading, fafely enters on his liíh 

Let angel-forms angelie truths maintain, 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane. 
For what's true beauty but fair Virtue's f a c e 4 6 5 
Virtue made vifible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more lhe charms, the more (he íhocks mankind. 

But charms decline: the fair long vigils keep : 
They flcep no more! Quadrille * has murder'd Slcep. 
•" Poor K—p! cries Livia; I have not been there 471 
" Thefe two nights; the poor creat.ure will defpair. 
" I hate a crowd—-but to do good, you know— 
" And people of condition (hould beflow." 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K—p's grave matrons run, 
Now fet a daughter, and now ílake a fon; 476 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortuné, fiy, 
And beggar half their race—thro' charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfe mortal quite, 
I lefs íhould blame this criminal delight; 480 
But íince the gay aflembly^ gayeft room 
Is but an upper ílory to fome tomb, 
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, 485 
Ar.d give eternity to murder time. 

* Sliakefpcare. 
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The love of gaming is the worft of ills; 
With ceafelefs ftorms the blacken'd foul it fills; 
Inveighs at Heav'n, negle&s the ties of blood, 
Deltroys the pow'r and will of doing good; 490 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in difgrace, 
And, what is ílill more dreadful—fpoils your face. 

See yonder fet of thieves that live on fpoil, 
The fcandal and the ruin of oUr ifle! 
And fee, (flrange fight!) amid that rnffian band,495 
A form divine high wave her fnowy hand, 
That rattles loud a fmall enchanted box, 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board íhe knocks: 
And as fierce florms, which earth's foundation fhook, 
From iEolus's cave impetuous broke, 500 
From this fmall cavem a mix'd tempeft fiies, 
Fear, rage, convulfion, tears, oaths, blafphemies! 
For men, I mcan,—-the fair difcharges none; 
She (guiltlefs creature!) fwears to Heav'n alone. 

See her eyes ilart! cheeks glow! and mufcles fwell! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. j05 
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 akeing head, 510 
With the dear images her dreams are crown'd, 
The die fpins lovely, or the cards go round; 
lmaginary ruins charm her ílill; 
Her happy lord's cuckolded by Spàdil; 
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And if lhe'sbronght to bcd, 'tis ten to one 515 
He marks the forehead of her darling fon. 

O fcene of horror and of wild dcfpair ! 
Why is the rich Atrides' fplendid heir 
Conftrain'd to quit his aneient lordiy feat, 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat? .520 
Why that drawn fword ? and whence that difmal ery 
Why pale diftraítioli thro' the family ? 
See my lord threaten, and my la*dy weep, 
And trembling fervants from the tempeft creep. 
Why that gay fon to diftant regions f e n t . 1 2 5 
What fiends that daUghter's deftin'd mateh preventí 
Why the whole houfe in fudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but laft night—my lady p!ay'd. 

But wanders not my Satire from her theme ? 
Is this, too, owing to the Love of Fame ? 53a 
Tho', now' your hearts 011 lucre-ave beftow'd, 
'Twas firft a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceafe we here, íince 'tis a vice fo ftrong, 
The torrent fweeps ali womankind along. 
This may be faid, in honourof our times, 535 
That none now ftand diftinguiíh'd by their crimes. 

If fiu you muft,-take Nature for your guide; 
I.ove has fome foft excufe to footh your pride. 
Ye fair apoftates from Love's aneient pow'r! 
Can nothing ravilli but a golden (liow'r.' 540 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ? 
Muft Cupid learn to puát erC he can pleafe: 

N iij 



When you're enamour'd of a lift or caft, 
What can the preacher more to make us chafte ? 
Why muft ítrong youths unmarry'd pine away ? 545 
They find no woman difengag'd—-from play. 
Why pine the marry'd —O feverer fate! 
They find from play no difengag'd—eftate. 
Flavia, at lovers falfe, untouch'd, and hard, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 550 
Nor Arria'S Bible can fecure her age; 
Her threefcore years are íhuffling with her page, 
While Death ftands by but till the game is done, 
To fweep that flake, in juílice long his own: 
I.ikc old cards ting'd with fulphur lhe takes fire, 555 
Or like fnuffs funk in foekets blazes liigh'r. 
Ye Gods! with new delights infpire the fair, 
Or give us fons, and fave us from defpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, hufbands, tradefmen, clofc 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in profe: 560 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed, 
In fpíte of ali our wifdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride fo great, our paífion is fo ftrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, " This fellow's very odd." 565 
When you chaftife who would not kifs the rod? 
But I've a charm your anger fhall control, 
And turn your eyes with coldnefs on the vole. 

The charm begins! To yonder fiood ot light,. 
That burfts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your light. 5 73 
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What guardian pow'r o'er whelms your fouls with awe! 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law; 
'Midil Empire's charms how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue and of art ! 
Her íavour is diffus'd to that degree, 5 75 
Excels of goodnefs! it has dawn'd 011 me. 
When in my page, to balance num'rous fanlts, 
Or godlike deeds were fhown, or gen'rous thouglits, 
She fmil'd, intfuftrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrow'd Iuflre drew. 580 

Thus the majeflic mother of mankind *, 
To her own charms moft amiably blind, 
On the green margin innocently ftood. 
And gaz'd indulgent on the cryftal fiood j 
Survey'd the ftranger in the painted wave, 
And, fmiling, prais'd the beauties which flie gave. 5 86 

* Milton. 
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L O V E OF FAME, 
S A T I R E VII. 

T O T H E R I G H T H O N . SIR R O B E R T W A L P O L E , 

Carmina t um melius, cum vcncrit Ipfe , cancmus. VIRG. 

O N this lalt labour, this my clofing ílrain, 
Smile, Walpole! or the Nine infpire in vain: 
To thee 'tis due; that verfe how jtiftly thine, 
Where Brunfwick's glory crowns the whole defign ? 
That glory which thy counfels make fo bright; j 
That glory which on thee reflefts a light. 
Illuílrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and take, a luítre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the llreani. 10 
How ali mankind will be furpris'd to fee 
This flood of Britilh folly charg'd on thee ! 
Say, Britain 1 whence this caprice of thy fons, 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs ? 
The caufe is plain, a caufe which we muíl blefs, IJ 
For Caprice is the daughtcr of Succefs, 
(A bad effeft, but from a pleafmg caufe!) 
And gives our rulers undefign'd applaufe, 
Tells how their conduít bids our wealth increafe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of Peace. io 



While I furvey the bleífings of our illej 
Her arts triumphant in the royal fmile, 
Her public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce fpreading fails in every íky, 
The plealing fcene recalls my themc agen, i j 
And íhews the madnefs of ambitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodlhed, draw the murd'ring fword, 
And burn to give mankind a fingle lord. 

The follies paíl are of a private kind; 
Their fphere is fmall, their mifchief is confin'd; 30 
Eut daring men there are (awake, my Mufe! 
And raife thy verfe!) who bolder frenzy chufe; 
Who, ftung by glory, rave, and bound away, 
The world their field, and humankind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th ' enthufiaíl of his pride, 35 
With Rage and Terror ílalking by his fide, 
Raves round the globe i he foars into a god! 
Stand faft, Olympus! and fuítain his nod. 
The peft divine in horrld grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on mankind's miferiès and pains. 43 
What (lsughter'd hofts! what cities in a blaze! 
What waíled countries! and what crimfon feas! 
With orphans' tears his impious bowl o'erfiows, 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repofe. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraife 4J 
The boilVrous boy, and blaíl his guilty bays ? 
Why want we, then, encomiums on the ftorro, 
Or famine or volcano ? they perform 



Their mighty deeds ; they, hero-like, can (lay, 
And fpread their ample deferts in a day. 50 
O great alliance! O divine renown! 
With dearth and peftilence to (hare the crown. 
When men extol a wild de!íroyer's name, 
Earth's Builder and Preferver they blafpheme. 

One to deftroy is murder by the law, S5 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 
To murder thoufands takes a fpecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 

When after battle I the field have feen 
Spread o'er with ghaílly fhapes which once were men, 
A nation cru(h'd, a nation of the brave! 61 
A realm of death! and on this fide the grave ! 
Are there, faid I, who from this fad furvey, 1 
This human chãos, carry fmiles away ? 
How did my heart with indignation rife! 63 
How honeft Nature fwell'd into my eyes! 
How was I fhock'd to think the hero's trade 
Of fuch materiais, fame and triumph, madel 

How guilty thefe ? yet not lefs guilty they 
Who reach falfe glory by a fmoother way; 70 
Who wrap deftruftion up in gentle words, 
And bows and fmiles, more fatal than their fwords; 
Who flifle nature, and fubfift on ar t ; 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
Ali real kindnefs for the (hew difcard, 75 
As marble polifli'd, and as marble hard; 



Who do for gold what Chriflians do thro' grace, 
" With open arms their enemies embrace ;" 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine, 
" The thinneft food on which a wretch can dine:" 
Or if they ferve you, ferve you difinciin'd, 81 
And in their height of kindnefs are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
Walpúle ! w hen men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceafe, my Mufe! the catalogueis vvrit, 8 j 
NoV one more candidate for fame admit, 
Tho' difappointcd thoufands juílly blame 
Tliy paitial pen, and boa 11 an equal claim : 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here, 
May furnilh laughter for another year. 90 
•Wien let Crifpino, w ho was ne'er refus'd 
The juftice yet of being well abus'd, 
With patience wait, and be contetit to reign 
The pink of puppies in fome future ílrain. 

Some future fhain, in which the Mufe íhall tell 95 
How ícience dwindles, and how volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark paíTage (hun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the fun. 

How tortur'd texts to fpeak our fenfe are made, 
And ev'ry vice is to the Scripture laid. ICO 

How mifers fqueeze a young voluptuous peer, 
Iíis fins to Lucifer not half Io dcar. 

How verfes is Ufs qualify'd to íleal 
With fword aud piílol, than with wax and feal. 



How lawyers' fees to fuch excefs are run, 105 
That clients are rcdrefs'd till they're undone. 

How one man's anguiíh is another's fport, 
A n d e'en denials coíl us dear at court. 

How man eternally falfe judgments makes, 
And ali his joys and forrows are miílakes. 110 

This fwarm of themes that fettles 011 my pen, 
Which I, like fummer-flies, íhake offagen, 
Let others fing, to whom my weak elTay 
But founds a prclude, and points out their prey : 
That duty done, I haílen to complete 155 
JVIy own defign, for Tonfon's at the gate. 

The Love of Fame in its elTeíts furvey'd, 
The Mufe has fung, be now the caufe difplay'd : 
Since fo diflfufive, and fo wide its fway, 
What is this power whom ali mankiud obey ? n o 

Shot from above, by Hcav'n's indulgence, came 
This gen'rous ardour, this unconquer'd flame, 
T D warm, to raife, to deify mankind, 
Still burning brightell in the nobleíl mind. 
By Iarge-foul'd men, for thirft of fame renown'd,I2j 
Wife laws were fram'd, and facrcd arts were found; 
Deflre of praife firll broke the patriot's reíl, 
Aud made a bulwark of the warrior's brcaít; 
It bids Argyle in fields and fenates (hine : 
What more can prove its origin divine .' I3Q 

But, oh! this paflion planted in the foul, 
O11 eagle's wings to mount her to the polc, 
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The flaming rriinifler of virtue meant, 
Set up falfe gods, and vvrong'd her high defcent. 

Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 135 
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 Scatborongh is feen 
How kind a pattern Pollio might have been. 140 
Purfuit of fame with pedants fdls our.fchools, 
And into coxcombs humilhes; our fools, 
Purfuit of fame makes folid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 
That key of Nature, by whole wit fiie clears 145 
Her long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. 

Would you then, fully, comprehend the whole, 
Why, and in what degrees, Pride fways the foul? 
(For tho' in ali, not equally, lhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ílrains. 15a 

Ye Doílors! hear the doflrine I difclofe, 
As true as if'twere writ in dullefl profe ; 
As if a letter'd dunce had faid, " 'Tis right," 
And ijnprimatur ulher'd it to light. 

Ambition, in the truly noble mind, 155 
With fiíler Virtue is for ever join'd; 
As in fam'd I.ucrece, who, with equal dread, 
From guilt and íhame by her laíl conduít fled : 
Her virtue long rebell'd in firm difdain, 
And the fnord pointed at her heart in vain; 160 
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But when the flive was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her I,ove of Fame obey'd. 

In meaner minds Ambition works alone, 
But with fuch art puts Virtue's afpeft on, 
That not more like in fcature and in mien, 165 
The god * and mortal in the comic fcene. 
Falfe Julius, ambu(h'd in this fair difguife, 
Saon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No malk in bafell minds A<nbition wears, 
But in full liglit pricks up her afs's ears: 170 
AH 1 have fung are inftances of this, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amifs. 

Ye Vain defift from your erroneous ílrife ; 
Be wife, and quit the falfe fublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone refides, 175 
Where juftice vindicates, and wifdom guides; 
Where inward dignity joins outward (late, 
Our purpofe good, as our achievement great; 
Where public bleílings public praife attend; 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 180 
Wouldíl thou be fam'd.' have thofe high deeds in view: 
Brave men would aít, tho' fcandal íhould enfue. 

Behold a prince! whom no Avoln thoughts inflame, 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame ; 
But when the welfare of mankind infpircs, 185 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Pro -d conqueíls then, then regai pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, fparkle in his fight; 

* Amphitryon. 



Tumult and noife are dear, which with them bring 
His people's blelfings to their ardent king; 190 
But when thofe great heroic motives ceafe, 
His fwelling foul fubfides to native peace; 
From tedious Grandenr's faded charms withdraws, 
A fudden foe to fplendour and applaufe , 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 195 
Till men ând angels jointly íhout his name. 
O pride celeílial! which can pride difdain; 
O blefs'd ambition! which can ne'cr be vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the íky, 
In whofe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 200 
Here burfl the Rhone and founding Po, there íhinc, 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine ; 
From the rich ftore one fruitful um fupplics, 
Whole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvells rife. 

In Brunfwick fuch a fource the Mufe adores, 205 
Which public bleííings thro' half liurope pours. 
When his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivais for the fame ; 
Gcorge! who in foes can foft afFeflions raife, 
And charm envenom'd fatire into praife. 2x0 

Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves *. 
Even ílorms (Death's fierceít miniílers'!) forbear, 
And in their own wild empire leam to fpare. 

•The Kirtg in danger by ira. 
O i j 
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Thus Nature's felf, fupportingman's decree, 215 
.Stvles Britain's rov'reign Sov'reign of the fea. 

While fea and air, great Brunfwick! fhook our (late, 
And fported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what lhe lov'd, and prefs'd with fear 
Of ever lofing what lhe held mofl dear, 223 
Howdid Britannia, like Achilles *, weep, 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep ? 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotlon warm, 
Strive for thee with the furge, and fight the ítorm ? 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm r 225 
Our Palinurusf llept not at the helm ; 
His eye ne'erclos'd, long finee enur'd to uake, 
And outwatch every fiar, for Brunfwick's fake : 
By thwarting paífions tofs'd, by cares ópprefs'd, 
l ie found the tempefl pi£tur'd inTiis breaíl: 230 
But ,iow, what joys that gloorn of heart difpel, 
No pow'rs of language—but his own, can tell; 
His own, which Nature and the Graccs form, 
A t will to raife or hufh the Civil ílorm. 234 
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i Ecie Deus ramuin Lcthaeo rore madciiteiu, Virg . l ib. ¥• 

End cf the Satires. 
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S A T I R E I . 

—Gives applaufe to ü e, or to mc.] Blackmore 
(Sir Richard.) 

—Churchmen Scripturc for the Claffics quit;—Polite 
apojlates from Cod's grace to K>Í/.] N. li. Virgil, Ho-
race, Tcrence, Catullus, Tibullus, Propertius, Mani-
lius, Lucretius, Longinus, Ciceronis opera, CxTaris 
Comment. Homer, ire. were publilhed bvBiíhop Hare, 
Dr. Bentley, Dr.Davis, Dr. Clarke, Dr. Pearce, iire. 

S—c's humour.~\ Stcele (Sir Richard.) 
V—ys eloquence.'] Pultency (William, Efq.) 
If at his title T — haddropt his quill, ire.} Dr. Trapp, 

whenProfeffor of Poetry in the Univerfity of Oxford, 
wrote PrtleBiones Poeticx, Poeticai Lcítures, which 
were defervedly eíleemed; but upon his blank-verfe 
verfion of Virgil, vol. I. Dr. Evans of St. John's col-
lege, Oxon, íent the following diílicli: 

Rcad the commandments,Trapp, tranflatc r.o further;— 
For there 'tis -written, Thou Jbalt do no murder. 
A is depôs'd, and B -with pornp reftor'd.~\ This alludes 

to Mr. Theobald's publication of a book, entitled, 
Shakefpeare Reílor'd, in cppofition to Mr. Pope's 
edition of that author. 

C—:—dos he' 11 out-do.] Chandos (Dukeof.) 
—Jk—/—tm, thy tajie is not fo true.] Burlington 

(Earl of.) O iij 



A'ot F—t—n's felf more Parian charms has hrnvn,— 
Nor is good f — b — h e more ia love •wiíh ftone."] Sir An-
drew Fountaine, and the Iate Earl of Pembroke, botli 
great admirersof antique ílatues. 

Pul of at night -with Lady B—'s hair.J The venerable 
gray-headed Countefs of Briílol. 

Fcai cr grave lords to S pe difcreetly bend.~\ Mr. 
Scroope, a great money-Iender. 

S A T I R E I I . 

Paul Diack, who gave name to a tulip, was an ho-
neft, toping, old citizcn of London,and a great ílock-
jobber. 

—T u turn'd upholflcrcr, tire.] Tònfon (Jacob) 
fitted up rnany libraries of gilt books for South-fca 
coxcombs, 1720. 

—Leaves to D .] Orrcry (Charles Earlof.) 
D .] Dorfet (Earl of), the poet's patron. 
Mifs D tottering."] Mifs Duncomb. 
—the Stagiritc."] Ariílotle. 
llence, D , that opennefs of heart.] Dodington. 
S! —pe iu -wit, in breeiiing D—1—HÍ.] Stau-

Iiopc, Earl of Chcllerlield.—Deloraine (Lord.) 

S A T I R E I I I . 

—H y's eyes unmercifully iecn."] I,adv Hervcy. 
V/cll, H r,diji thou thy nufttr ferve."] fieiddfg-

.gcr, direclor of the mafqucradei. o 
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While C mourns, & C .J Anthony Collins, Efq. 
founder of the feíl of Freethinkers. 

C , ivho makes fo merry with the Creed.~\ The 
fame A. Collins. 

Arb 1 is a fool, and F a fage.—S ey 
•will fright you, E engage.] Dr. Arbuthnot, Da-
niel de Foe, Sir Charles Sedley. 

S is the -worfi of friends.] Suflex. 
-y is fair.] Duchefs of Queenlberry. 

• £ the forcmojl toyman of his time.] Sloan (Sir 
Hans,) alluding to his Mufeum. 

Vnhappy J -y.] Lady Jerfey. 
B le fliines in iouncil, M 1 in the fight:—-

P—/—m's magnificent, but J can -write.] Boyle 
(Charles) Earl of Orrcry. Mordaunt (Charles) Earl 
of Peterborough. Pelham, Duke of Newcaítle. John 
Dennis. 
• WillH tparion, if I darecommend;—11 1, 
•with real, a patron, and a friend?—A le true ivit 
is ftudious to rejlore:—And D 1 fmiles if Pha bus 
fnúVd before.—P te, in years, the !ong-liv'd arts 
admires,—And Henrietta like a Mufe infpircs.] Harcourt 
(Lord Chancellor.) Argyle (Duke of.) Dorfet (Duke 
of.) Thomas Pembroke (late Earl of.) Lady Henri-
etta-Cavendi!h-Holles Harley. Charaílerof Auguflus, 
ia theconcluíion,applicd tohislat Majeíly (Georgc I.) 
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Fouhert has the forming of the fair.] Major Foulerf, 
a riding-maíler. 

Sir H- 1.] Sir Hans Sloan, M. D. 
The fair philofopher to Ro-wley Jties.] The late Mr. 

Rowley, an eminent mathematieal inftrument maker, 
under St. Dnn(lan's church in Fleet-ftreet. 

Lady D ] Daíhwood or Dyfart. 

S A T I R E V I . 

Zinek.] The greateft maíler in miniature, and er.a-
mel painting, in Europe. 

H y the firft -wit.] Lord Hervev. 
Cruel E </.] Duke of Riehmond. 
G ».] Lady Betty Germain. 
H——, P , B ] Hervey, Pearce, Eloimt, 

(Ladies.) 
C s.j Collins (Anthony, Efq.) 
T — l — A r c h b i f h o p Tillotfon's and Dr. Bur-

net's doftrine of the non-eternity of hell-torments. 
K — p . ] Mrs. Kemp, keeper of an aíTemblce. 
Carolina's heart, &e.] Acknowledgment of the late 

Queen's favours to the Author. 



E P I S T L E S. 
EPISTLES TO MR. POPE, 

C O N C E R N 1 N G T H E 

AUTHORS OF T H E AGE. 

M . D C C . X X X . 

E P I S T L E I. 

W B I L S T you al Twick'nam plan the future wood, 
Or turn the volumes of the wife and good, 
Our fenate meets; at parties parties baw], 
And pamphlets ílun the ílreets attd load tlie ftall: 
So ruíhing tides bring things obfcene to light, 5 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs fwim in fight; 
The Civil torrent foams, the , umult reigns, 
And Codrus' proíe vvorks up, and Lieo's ílrains. 
Lo! what from cellar* rife, what ruíh from high, 
Where Speculation rooíled near the fky; 10 
Letters, eflàys, foek, bulkin, fatire, fong, 
And ali the garret thunders on the throrig ! 

O Pope! 1 burft ; nor can, nor will, refrain ; 
J'11 write, let others, in their turn, complain. 
Truce, truce, ye Vandals! my tormented ear 15 
Lefs dreads a pillory than pamphleteer : 



l've heard myfelf to death: and, plagu'd each hotjr, 
Shan't I return the vengeance in my pow'r? 
For who can vvrite the true abfurd like me : 
Thy pardon, Codrus! who, I mean, but thee? SO 

Pope' if like mine or Codrus' were thy ílyle, 
The blood of vipers had not ftain'd thy file; 
Merit lefs folid lefs defpite had bred; 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a public miftrefs none enjoys 35 
But, more or lefs, his rival's peace deftroys; 
With fame, in juíl proportion, enry grows; 
The man that makes a charaíter makes foes: 
Slight peeviíh infeíls round a genius rife, 
As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 30 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To lhew they live) they flutter. and they fting; 
But as by deptedations wafps proclaim 
The fairefl fruit, fo thefe the faireft fame. 

Shall we not cenfure ali the motley train, 35 
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 lloven, or embroider'd fpark ; 
The purple prelate, or the parilh-clerk; 40 
The quiet quidnunc, or demanding prig; 
The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or f ad ; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad ; 



Profoundly dull, or íhallowly polite; 45 
Men that read well, or men that only write; 
Whether peers, porters, tailors, tune the reeds, 
And meafuring words to meafuring lhapes fuccecds; 
For bankrupts write when ruin'd (hops are (hut; 
As maggots erawl from out a perilVd nut : j o 
His hammer this, and that his trowcl quits, 
Ar.d, wanting fenfe for tradefmen, ferve for wits. 
By thriving men fubfiíls each other trade; 
Of every broken craft a writer's made: 
Thus his material, paper, takes its birth ,55 
From tatter'd rags of ali the (luíTon earth. 

Hail, fruitful Ifle! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old fong; 
Thee well a Land of Liberty we name, 
Where ali are free to fcandal and to fliame; 60 
Thy fons, by print, may fet their hearts at eafe, 
And be mankind's contempt whene'er they pleafe; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abjeít fenfe 
Is unpcrceiv'd, but when it gives ofTence: 
Their hcavy profe our injur'd reafon tires; 65 
Their verfe immoral kindles loofe defire : , 
Our age they pujzle, and corrupt our prime, 
Our fport and pity, puniíhment and crime. 

What giorious motivei urge our authors 011 
Thus to undo, and thus to beundone? 70 
One lofes his eílate, and down he fits, 
To (hcw (in vain) he ílill retains his wits : 



Another marrles, and his doar proves keen; 
He writes, as an hypnotic for the fpleen : 
Some write, confin'd by phyfic; fome by deht; 75 
Some for 'tis Sunday ; fome becaufe 'tis wet : 
Thro' private pique fome do the public right, 
And love their king and country out of fpight: 
Another. writes becaufe his father writ, 
And proves himfelf a baflard by his wit. 80 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither: why write then ? he wants twenty pour.d: 
His belly, not his brains, this impulfe give; 
He'll grow immortal, for he cannot live : 
He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, 85 
With no provifion made, but of his theme : 
Perhaps a title has his fancy fmit, 
Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit: 
He writes, in infpiration pnts his truft, 
Tho'wrong his thoughts.thegods will make them juíh 
Genius dircíHy from the gods defcends, 91 
And who by labour would diítruft his friends ? 
Thus having rcafon'd with confummate Ikill, 
ÍTrimjftortality he dips his quill; 
And, (ince blank paper is deny'd the prefs, 95 
He mingles the whole alphabet by guefs; 
In varions fets, which various words compofe, 
Of which he hopes mankind the meaning knows. 

So lounds fpontaneous from the Sybil broke, 
Paik to herfelf the wonders whkh lhe fpoke; ICC 



The priefts found out the meanjng if they cou'd, 
And nations ftard at what none underftoqd. 

Clodio drefs'd, danc'd, drank, vifited, (the whole 
And great çonceru of an immortal foul!) 
Oft' have I faid, "Awake! exift! and ftrive 105 
" For birth! nor think to loiter is to live!" 
As oft' I overheard the demon fay, 
Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, 
" FU.meet thee,Youth!at VVhite's." fheypnth replie.»; 
V l'll meet thee there," and fálls his facrince : 110 
His fortune fquander'd, leaves his virtue bare 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind to ev'ry fnare. 
Clodio for bread his indolence muft qllit, 
Or turn a foldier, pr conjmence a wit. 
Such herpes have we ! ali but life they ílake; I I J 
How muft.Spain tremble, apd the German íhake ? 
Such writers have we 1 ali but fenfe they pr int ; 
Ev'n George's praife is dated from the Mint. 
ín arms fontemptible, in arts profane, 
Such fwords, fuch pens, dilgrace a monarch's reign. 
Rcform your lives before ye thus afpire, i s í 
And fteal (for you can (leal) celcflial fire. 

0 the juft contraft! O the beauteous ftrife! 
'Twixt their cool writings and Pindaric life : 
They wr\te withpblegm, but then they live with fire; 
They cheat the lender, and their works the huyer. I2Ó 

1 rcverence misfortune, not deridej 
I pity poverty, but laugh at pride: . -

Ve lume 111. , P 



For who fo fad but muft fome mirtli confefs 
A t gay Caftruchio's mifcellaneous drefs! 
Tho' there's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
There's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

Thefe, Nature's commoners, who want a home 
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 chaps, who ftands amaz'd 
To find they did not fee, but only gaz'd. 
How muft thefe bards be rapt into the íkies? 
You need not rcad, you feel their ecftafies. 

Will they perfift? 'tis madnefs. Lintot, run, 
See them eonfin'd " O, that's already done." 
Moft, as by leafes, by the works they prínt, 
3 lave took, for life, pofleífion of the Mint. 
If you miftake, and pity thefe poor men, 
l',Ji Ulubris, they cry, and write agen. 

Such wits their nuifance manfully expofe, 
And then pronounce juft judges learning's foes. 
O frail conclufion l the reverfe is true; 
If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you : 
Treat them, ye Judges! with an honeft fcorn, 
Aud weed the cockle from the gen'rous com : 
There's true good-uature in your difrefpeít; 
In juftice to the good, the bad negleít: 
For immortality if hardlhips plead, 
It is not theits who write, but ours who rejd. 



But, O! what wiiüom can convince a fool 
But that 'tis dulnefs to conceive him dull ? 
'Tis fad experience takes the cenfor's part, 
Conviítion not from reafon, but from fmart. ifiò 

A virgin-author, recent from the prefs, 
The (heets yet wet, applauds his great fuccefs; 
Surveysthem, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in his hcad; 
'Tis joy too great; a fever of delight! 165 
His heart beats thick, nor clofe his eyes ali night; 
But riling the next morn to clafp his fame, 
lie finds that without íleeping he could dream. 
So fparks, they fay, take goddelTes to bed, 
And find next day the devil in their ftead. I70 

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

A famous author vifits a great man, 175 
Of his immortal work difplays the plan, 
And fays, " Sir, I'm your friend; ali fear difmifs; 
" Your glory, and my own, fhall live by this; 
" Your pow'r isfix'd, your fame thro' timeconvey'd, 
" And Britain Europe's queen—lf lampay 'd . " 180 
A ílatefman has his anfwer in a trice; 

Sir, fuch a genius is beyond ali price; 
" What man can pay for this ?"—Away he turns, 
His work is foldfid, and his bofom burns : 
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His patron he will patronize no môre, I S J 
But rulhes like a tempeft out of door.' 
Loft is the patriót, and extinít his name! 
Out comes the piece, another, and the faine; 
For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 
And turns lhe tide of F.urope on the foe : 198 
He rams his quill with ícandal and with fcoff, 
But 'tis fo very foul it won't go off: 
Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar, 
But.when once publilh'd, they are heard no more. 
Thus diftant bugbears flight, but nearer draw, 195 
The block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 

Can thefe oblige whofe heads and hearts are fuch? 
No-; every party's tainted by their touch. 
Infeíted perfuns fly each public place, 
A n d none, or enemies alone, embrace: 200 
T o the foul fiend their ev'ry paflion's fóld! 
They love and liate, exiemffre, for gold. 
What image of their fury can we form? 
Dulnefs and tage, a puddle in a ftorm. 
Reft they in peace -' If you are pleas'd to buy, 205 
T o fwcll your fails. like Lapland winds they fly. 
Write they with rage? the tempeft quickly flags;' 
A ftate-Ulvfles tames 'em with his bags : 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Jew, 
For ChiilHan minifters of ftate are few. 210 

. Bchtnd the curtain lurks the fountain-head 
That pours his poliíics thro' pipes õf lead, 



Which far and near ejaculate and fpout, 
0'er tea and coffee, poifon to the rout; 
But when they have befpatter'd ali they may, 215 
The (latefman throws his filthy fquirts away ! 

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

The richeft ílatefman wants wherewith to pay 
A fervile fycophant, if well they weigh 220 
How much it coíls the wretch to be fo bafe; 
Nor can the greateft pow'rs enough difgrace, 
Enough chaílife, fuch proflitute applaufe, 
If well they weigh how much it ílains their caufe. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong? 225 
Does virtue ne'er feduce the venal tongue.' 
Yes; if weil-brib'd, for virtue-felf they fight, 
Still in the wrong, tho' champions for the right: 
Whoe'cr their crimes for int'reíl only quit, 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 23O 

Nought but inconftancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abandon'd íheets. 
From the fame hand how various is the page? 
What Civil war their brother pamphlets wage ? 
Trafts battle traíts, felf-contradiftions glare; 235 
Say, is this lunacy ?—I wi(h it were. 
If fuch our writers, ílartled at the fight, 
Felons may blefs their (lars they cannot write! 

How juftly Proteus' tranfmigrations fit 
The monftrons changes of a modern wit J 240 
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i m t t n . ' 1 

Now fucli a gentle ílream of eloqüente, " 
As feldom rifes to the verge of fenfe ; 
Now, by mad rage, ttansfoím'd into a flame, 
Which yet fit engines, well apply'd, cán tame; 
Now, on immodcit trálh, the fwine obfcene, 245 
Invites the Town to fup at DrUry-lane; 
A dreadfúl lion, now he ronrsat pow'r, 
Wb ch fends him to his brothers at the Tow*r ; 
He's now a ferpenf, and his double tongue, 
Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thofe he llung. 2J0 
What note can bind him, his evafion fuch ? 
One knot he well díferves, which might do much. 

The flood, fiame, fwine, the lion, and thefnake, 
Thofe five-fold monflers modem authors make. 
The iiiake reigns molt; fnakes, Pliny fays, are bred 
Wheh the brain's perillfd in a húman head. 256 
Ye grov'lliug, trodden, whipt, flript, turneoat things, 
Made up of venom, volumes, ílains, and (lings ! 
Thrown from the tfee of Knowledgc, like you, c\irs'd 
To fcribble in the diift, was fníike the firít 260 

Wlvat if the figure fhould in faft prove true ? 
It did in Eikenah, why notinyou ? 
Poor Eikenah, ali otherchanges paft, 
lTor bread in Smithfield dragóns hifs'd atlaff, 
Spit (Ireams of fire to make the butchers gape, 2Í5 
And found his manners fuited to his fhape. 
Such is the fate of talcnts mifapply'd ; 
So liv'd your proTotype, and fo,he dy'J. 



TU' alian Jon'd manncrs of our writlng train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 370 
But in their fate, their habit, and their mien, 
That gods there are is eminently feen: 
Heav'11 flands abfolv'd by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame from men: 
Thro' meager jaws they draw their ver.al breath,275 
As ghaflly as their brothcrs in Macbeth : 
Their fect thro' faithlefs leather meet the dirt, 
And uft'ner chang'd their principies than (hirt: 
The tranfient veflmenU of thefe frugal men 
Haílcn to paper for our mirth agen a2o 
Too foon (O merry-melancholy fate!) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble thro' a grate : 
Tlie man lampoon'd forgets it at the fight; 
The friend thro' pity givcsi the foe thro' fpight; 
And tho' full confcious of his injur'd purfe, 285 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can wifli thcm worfe. 
So fare the men who writers dare commencc 
Witheut their patent, probity, and fenfe. 

From thefe their politics our quidnuncs feek, 
And Saturday's the learning of the week: a<?0 
Thefe lab'ring wits, like paviors, mcnd our ways 
With heavy, huge, repeated, Hat, eflays; 
liam their coarfe nonfenfe down, tho' ne'er fo dull, 
And liem at every thump upon your fcuü: 
Thefe ílaunch-bredwritinghoundsbegin thecry, 295 
And honelt Folly echocs to the lie. 



O how I laugh when I a blockhead fee 
Thanking a villain for his probity; 
Who (Iretches out a moíl refpeítful car, 
With fnares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 3CO 
It tickles thro' my foul to hear the cock's 
Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights! 
While gracelefs Reynard liflens—till he bites. 

As when the trumpet founds, th ' o'erloaded (late 
Difcharges ali her poor and profligate, 306 
Crimes of ali kinds diíhonour'd weapons wield, 
And prifons pour their filth into the field; 
Thus Nature's refufe, and the dregs of men, 
Compofe the black militia of the pen. 310 

E P I S T L E II. 

F R O M O X F O R D . 

A L L write at London; fhall the rage abate 
Here, where it moll lhould íhine, the Mufes' feat? 
Where, mortal or immortal, as they pleafe, 
The learn'd may chufe eternity or eafe ? 
Has not a royal patron * wifely (trove J 
T o wco the Mufe in her Athenian grove ? 
Addcd nçw ítrings to her harmonious íhell, 
And giv'n new tongues to thofe who fpoke fo well? 

* His late Majefly's btnefaílion for mo-lern languajjes. 



Let thefe inftiúft, with truth's illuAiious ray 
Awake the woiid, and fcare our owls away. IO 

Mean while, O Friend! indulge me, if 1 give 
Some needful precepts how to write and live; 
Serious íhould be an author's final views • 
Who write for purê amufemert ne'er amufe. 

An Author! 'tis a venerable name! 15 
How few deferve it, and what numbcrs claim? 
Unblefs'd wíith fenfe above their petrs refin'd, 
Who fhall íland up diítators to mankínd ? 
Nay, who date Jhine, if not in virtue's caufe ? 
That fole proprietor of"jufl appiauíe. 50 

Ye reftlefs Men! who pant for letter'd v"ife, 
With wliom would you confult to gain tlié fcays 
With thofe great authors whofe fam'd works ydu rtad ? 
'Tis well; go, then, confult the laurell'd fhade. 
What anfwer will the laurell'd ihade retutn ? 1$ 
Hear it, and tvemble! he commands you burn 
The uobleft works his envy'd genius writ, 
That boaíl of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth mofl dread, 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead! 30 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wi(h'd unwrote 
The fprightlieft effbrts of their wanton thought: 
Sidney and Waller, brightell fons of Fame, 
Condemn'd the charm of ages to the fiame. 
And in oní point is ali true wifdom caft? 35 
To tliink that carly, we mufl think at laft. 



Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break Natnre's Iaws, 
Injurious ílill to virtue's facred caufe; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition!) pant to be forgot. 40 

Thus ends your courted fame : does lucre then, 
The facred thirll of gold, betray your pen! 
In profe 'tis blameable, in verfc 'tis worfe, 
Provokes the Mufe, extorts Apollo's curfe; 
His facred influence never lhould be fold; 4J 
'Tis arrant Simony to fing for gold : 
'Tis immortality lhould fire your mind : 
Scorn a lefs paymaller than ali mankind. 

tf bribes you feek, know this, ye writing Tribe! 
Who wtitcs for virtue has the largeíl btibe: $o 
All's on the party of the virtuous man; 
The good will furely ferve him if they can; . 
The bad, when int'rcíl or ambition guide, 
And 'tis at once their int'reíl and their pride; 
But íhould both fail to take him to their care, 5J 
He boaíls 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 firít renown, 1 61 
But lettcr'd knaves, and Athciíls in a gown ? 

'Tis harder far to pleafe than give ofíence; 
The leaft mifconduít damns the biighteft fenfe: 



Each (hallow pate, that cannot read your name, 65 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreííions deep 
On thofe that o'er a page of Milton fleep : 
Nor in their dulnefs think to fave your íhame; 
True, thefe are fools; but wife men fay the fame. 70 

Wits are a defpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talcnts to the pen; 
When the man (hocks us, while the writer (bines, 
Our fcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence fome difpenfe, 75 
And play the fool, becaufe they 're men of fenfe. 
What inltances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought ? 
Againít their wills what numbers ruin íhiro, 
Purely thro1 want of wit to be undone ? 80 
Nature has íhewn, by making it fo rare, 
That wit's a jewel which we need not wear : 
Of plain found fenfe life's current coin is made; 
With that we drive the moíl fubílantial trade. 

1'rudencc proteíts and guides us; wit betrays, 85 
A fplendid fource of ill ten thoufand ways; 
A certain fnare to miferies immenfe, 
A gay prerogative from common fenfe; 
Unlefs ílrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 90 

But grant your judgment equal to the befl, 
Senfe fills your head, and genius fires your brcaft; 



Yet ílill forbcar: your wit (conlider well) 
' I'is great to lhew, but greater to conceal; 
As it is great to feire the goldén prize ç j 
Of place or power, but greater to defpife. 

If ílill you languiíh 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 : zco 
But ponder what it is,. how dear 'twill coll 
To write one page which you may juftly boaíl. 

Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prefs; 
Who write, an awíul eharaíter profefs; 
The world as. pupil of their wifdom claim, 105 
And for their ílipend an immortal fame. 
Nothing but what is folid or refin'd 
Should dare alk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit ; 
Kcep down your pride by what is nobly writ: l i o 
No writer, iam71 in your own way, pafs o'er; 
Much truíl example, but refleílion more: 
More had the Ancients writ they more had taught, 
Which íhews fome work is left for modem thought. 

This weigh'd perfeílion know, and known, adore, 
Toil, burn for that, but do not aim at more: 116 
Above, beneath it, the juíl limits fix, 
And zealouíly prefer four lines to fix. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again, 
And for its fwiftnefs ne'er applaud your pen; l i a 
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Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praife ; 
Slow runs the Pegafus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay 
Is jufl and wife; for lefs is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the lab'ring brain; 125 
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 impoíubilitics they feek. 
What man can be immortal in a weelc 130 

Excufe no fault, tho' bcautiful 'twill harm; 
One fault íhocks more than twcnty beauties charm. 
Our age demands correítnefs; Addifon 
And you this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found, 135 
The whole is mortal, if a part's unfound. 

He that ftrikes out, and ftrikes not out the bcft, 
Pours luftre in, and dignifies the reft : 
Give e'er fo little, if what's right be there, 
We praife for what you burn, and what youfpare: 140 
The part you burn fmells fweet before the (hrine, 
And is as incenfe to the part divine. • 

Nor frequent write, tho' you can do it well; 
Men may too oft", tho1 not too much excel. 
A few good works gain fame; more fink theirprice; 14J 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice: 
They grantcd you writ well; what can they more, 
Unlefs you let them praife for giving o'er 
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Do boldly what you do, and Ict your page 
Smile, if it fmiles, and if it ragcs, rage. Jjo 
So faintly Lucius cenfures and commends, 
That I.ucius has no foes except his friends. 

I,et fatire lefs engage you than applanfe; 
It fhews a gen'rous mind to wink at flaws. 
Is genius your's ? be your's a glorious end, 155 
Be your klng's, country's, truth's, religion's, friend. 
The public glory by yóur own beget; 
Run nations, rim polterity, In debt; 
And fince the fam'd alone make others live, 
Firít have that glory yon prefume to give. 160 

If fatire charms, ítrike faults, but fpare the man; 
'Tis dult to bc as wilty as you ean. 
Satire reCoils whenever eharg'd too high; 
Round your own fame the fatal fpünters fly. 
As the foft plume givcs fwiftnefs to the dart, l6 j 
Gciod-breeding fends the fatire to the heart. 

Painters and furgeons may the ílruftare fcan, 
Genius and morais be with you the man : 
Defaults in thofe alone íhould give offence; 
Who ftrikes the perfon pleads his innocence. I70 
My narrow-mindcd fatire can't extend 
To Codrus' form; I'm not fo much his friend: 
Himfelf lhould publiíh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Fet him be black, fair, tall, (hort, thin, or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 



Is that call'd humour ? it lias this pretence, 
'Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, nor fenfe. 
Unlefs you boaft the genius of a Swift, 
Beware of humour, tbe dull rogue's laft íhift. iSp 

Can others write like you ? your talk give o'er, 
'Tis printing what was publifh'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro' your labours run, 
They 're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frcquently, think clofe, read Nature, turn 1,85 
Men's manners o'er, and half your volumes burn. 
To nurfe with quick refleOion be your ftrife, 
Thoughts bora from prefent objeíts warm from life : 
When moft unfought, fuch infpirations rife, 
Slighted by fools, and cheriíh'd by the wife : 190 
Expeft peculiar fame from thefe alone; 
Thefe make an author, thefe are ali your own. 

Life, like their Bibles, coolly men turn o'er, 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threefcore. 
True, ali men think of couríe, as ali men drcam, 195 
And if they flightly think 'tis much the fame. 

Letters admit not of a half renown; 
They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 
No work e'er gain'd trne fame, or ever can, 
But what did honour to the name of mau. acç 

Weighty the fubjeâ, cogent the difcourfe; 
Clear be the ftyle, the very found of force; 
Eafy the conduít, fimple the defign, 
Striking the moral, and .the foul divine. 
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I.et Nature art, and judgment wit exceed; 405 
l)'cr learning reafon reign, o'cr that your Creed ; 
Thus virtue's feeds at once, and laurels, grow; 
Do thus, and rife a Pope or a Defpreau; 
And when your genius exquifitely íhines, 
Live up to the full luftre of your lines. 310 
Parts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit; 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 
And they plead Lucifer's detefted eanfe, 
Who for bare talents challenge ourapplaufe. 
Would you reftore juíl honours to the pen ? 2IJ 
From able writers rife to worthy men. 

" Who's this with nonfenfe nonfenfe would reílrain ? 
Who's this (they ery) fo vainly fchools the vain ? 

" Who damns our tralh with fo much traíh replcte ? 
" As,three ells round, huge Chcyne rails at meatí"220 

Shall I with Bavius, then, my voice exalt, 
And challenge ali mankind to find one fault! 
With huge examens overwhclm my page, 
And darken reafon with dogmatic rage ? 
As if, one tcdious volume writ in rhyme, 225 
ln profe a duller could excufe the crime ? 
Sure next to writing, the moft idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we fing. 

At that tribunal ítands the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 230 
Time is the judge; Time has nor friend nor foe; 
Falfe fame muft wither, and the true will graw. 



Arm'd with this truth, ali critics 1 defy; 
For if I fali, by my own pen I die; 
While fnarlers ftrivewithproud but fruitlefs pain, 235 
To wound immortals, or to llay the llain. 

Sore prefs'd with danger, and iu awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levell'd at my head, 
Thus have 1 forg'd a buckler in my brain, 
Of recent form, to ferve me this campaign, 240 
And fafely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and Deep behind my Ihicld, 
Unlefs dire Cordus 10ulis to the fray 
In ali his might, and damns me—for a day. 

As turns a flock of geefe, and on the green 245 
Poke out their foolilh necks in awkward fpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage!) to hiis, not bite, 
So war their quills when Tons of JJulnefs write. 248 

A N E P I S T L E 

T O T I 1 E R I G H T 1ION. G E O R G E L O R D I . A N S D O W N . 

Rome, my Lord, in her full glory llione, 
And great Auguftus rul'd the globe alone; 
While fuppliant kings, in ali their pomp and flate, 
Swarm'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace-gatc, 
Horace did oft' the mighty man detain, 5 
And footh'd his brealt with no ignoble ílrain ; 

Now foar'd aloft, now llruck an humbler ílring, 
And taught the Roman genius how to fing. 
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Pardon, if I liis freedom dare purfue, 
Who know no want of Casfar, finding you; ÍC 
The Mufes' friend is pleas'd the Mufe lhould prefs 
Thro ' circling crowds, and labour for aceefs; 
That partial to his darling he may prove, 
And lliining throngs for her approaeh remove, 
To ali the world induílrious to proclaim 15 
His love of arts, and boaft tire giorious flame. 

Long has the Weftern World reclin'd her head, 
Pour'd forth her forrow, and bewail'd her dead; 
Fell Difcord thro' her borders fiercely rang'd, 
Aud (hook her nations, and hermonarchs chang'd; 
By land and fea its utmoíl rage employ'd, 21 
Nor Heav'n repair'd fo faíl as men deílroy'd. 

In vain kind fummers plenteous fields be(low'd, 
In vain the vintage liberally flow'd; 
Alarms from loaden boards ali pleafure chas'd, 25 
And robb'd the rieh Burgundian grape of tafte; 
The fmiles of Nature could no blefling bring, 
The frrritful Autumn, or the flow'ry fpring; 
Time was diítinguiíh'd by the fword and fpear, 
Not by the various afpeíts of the year; JO 
The trumpet's found proelaim'd a milder Íky, 
And bloodfhed told us when the fun was nigh. 

But now (fo foon is Britain's blefling feen, 
When fuch as you are near, her giorious Queen !) 
Now Peace, tho' long repuls'd, arrives at laíl, 
And bidi us fmile on ali our labours paft; 



Bids ev'ry nation ceafe her wonted moan, 
And ev'ry monarch call his crown his own : 
To valour gentler virtues now fucceed; 
No longer is the great man bom to bleed : 49 
Renown'd in council, brave Aígyle fhall tell, 
Wifdom and prowefs in one breafl: may dwell; 
Thro' milder traíls he foars to deathlefs fame, 
And without trembling we refound his name, 
1 No more the rifing harveft whets the fword, 45 
No longer waves uncertain of its lord ; 
Who caft the feed the golden lheaf Ihall claim, 
Nor chance of battle change the mafter's name : 
Each ílream,un(lain'dwithblood,more fmoothlyflows-, 
The brighter fun a fuller day beílows; 50 
Ali Nature fecmsto wear a cheerful face, 
And thank great Anna for rcturning peace. 

The patient thus, when 011 his bed of pain 
No longer he invokes the gods in yain, 
But rifes to new life, in every field 55 
He finds Elyfium, rivers neílar yield; 
Nothing fo cheap and vulgar but can pleafe, 
And borrow bcauties from his Iate difeafe. 

Nor is it peace alone, but fuch a peace 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceafe. 60 
Death may determine war, and reft fucceed, 
'Caufe nought furvivcs on which our rage may feed ; 
In faithful friends we lofe our glorious focs, 
And fttifes of love exalt our fwect repofe. 



Sec graceful Bolingbroke, your friend, advance, 65 
Nor mifs his Lanfdown in the court of France; 
So well receiv'd, fo welcome, fo at home, 
(Blcfs'd change of fate !) in Bourbon's ílately dome, 
The monarch pleas'd,*defcending from his throne, 
Will not that Anna call him ali her own; 70 
l ie claims a part; and laoking round to find 
Somcthing might fpeak the fulnefs of his mind, 
A di'mond Ihines, which oft 'had touch'd him near, 
Renew'd his grief, and robb'd him of a tear; 
Now firft with joy beheld, well plac'd on one 75 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fon : 
So dear is Anna's miniftcr, fo great 
Your giorious friend in his own private ílate. 

To make our nations longcr two, in vain 
Does Nature interpofe the raging main : 80 
The Gallic íhore to diflant Britain grows, 
For Lewis Thames, the Scine for Anna flows : 
From confliíts pafl each other's worth we find, 
And thence in ílriíter friendíhip now are join'd; 
Each wound receiv'd now pleads the caufe of love, 8 j 
And former injuries endcarments prove. 
What Briton but muíl prize th' illuílrious fword 
That caufe of fear to Churchill could alford ? 
Who fworn to Bourbon's fceptre, but muíl frame 
Vaíl thoughts of him that could brave Tallard tame? 
Thus gen'rous hatred in aífeítion ends, 91 
And war,which rais'd the foes,completes the friends, 



A thoufand happy confequences flow, 
(The dazzling profpeíl makes my hofom glow) 
Commerce fhall lift her fwelling fails, and roll 95 
Her wealthy fleets feeure from pole to pole. 
The Sritiíh merchant, who, with care and pain, 
For many moons fees only fkies and main, 
When now, in view of his lov'd native fhore, 
The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, 100 
Caufe to regret his wealth no more fhall find, 
Nor curfe the mercy of the fea and wind; 
By hardeíl fate condemn'd to íerve a foe, 
And give him ílrength to flrike a deeper blow. 
Sweet Philomela providently flies 105 
To diftant woods and ftreams for fuch fupplies, 
To feed her young, and make them try the wing, 
And with their tender notes attempt to fing; 
Mean while the fowler fpreads his fecret fnare, 
And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. IIO 
Britanniá's bold adventurer of late, 
The foaming ocean plough'd with equal fate. 

Goodnefs is greatnefs in its utmoft height, 
And pow'r a curfe, if not a friend to right. 
To conquer is to make diffenfion ceafe, 115 
That man may ferve the King of kings in peace. 
Religion now fhall ali her rays difpenfe, 

' A n d íhineabroad in perfeít excellence; 
Elfe may we dread fome greater curfe at hand, 
To fcourge a thoughtlefs and ungrateful land. l i o 



Now War is weary, and retir'd to reft; 
The meagre Famine, and the fpotted Peft, 
Deputed in her ftead, may blaft the day, 
And fwecp the relies of the fword away. 

When peaccful Numa fill'd the Roman throne,U5 
Jove in the fulnefs of his glory fhone: 
Wife Solomon, a llranger to the fword, 
Was born to raife a temple to the I.ord. 
Anne, too, Íhall build, and ev'ry facred pile 
Speak peace eternal to Britannia's iíle. 130 
Thofe mighty fouls, whom military care 
Diverted from their only great affair, 
Shall bend their full united force, to blefs 
Th ' qlmighty Author of tlielr late fuccefs. 
And what is ali the world fubdu'd to this ? 135 
The grave fets bounds to fublunary blifs. 
But there are conqueíls to great Anna known, 
Above the fplendour of in earthly throne; 
Conquefts! whofe triumph is too great, within 
The fcanty bounds of matter to bcgin; I40 
Too giorious to Ihine forth, till it has run 
Beyond this darknefs of the ftars and fun, r 
And íhall whole ages paft be ílill, ílill but begun. J 

Heroic Shades! whom war has fwept away, 
Look down, and fmile on this aufpicious day ; 14J 
Now boaft your deaths, to thofe your glory tell, 
Who or at Agincourt or Crefly fell, 



Then deep into eternity retire; 
Of greater things than peace or war inquire; 
Fully content, and unconcern'd to know 150-
What farther pafTes in the world below. 

The braveíl of mankind íhall now have leave 
To die but once, nor piece-meal feek the grave : 
On gain or pleafure bent, We íhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each (Ireet, 155 
(Owners of bonés difpers'd on FIandria's plain, 
Or wafling in the bottom of the main) 
To turn us back from joy, in tender fear 
Leíl it an iníult of their woes appear, 
And make usgrudgeourfelves that wealth their blood 
Perhaps prcferv'd, who ílafve or beg for food. 161 
Devotion fliail run pure, and difengage 
From that ftrange fate of mixing peace with rage. 
On Heav'n without a íin we now may calt, 
And guiltlefs to our Maker proílrate fali; I Ú J 
Be Chrillians while we pfay; nor in one breath 
Aík mercy for ourfelves, for othets déath. 

But, O! I view with tranfport arts reílor'd, 
Which double ufe to Britain íhall afTord, 
Secure her glory purchas'd in the ficld, Í70 
And yet for future peace fweet motives yield : 
While we contemplate, on the painted Wall, 
The prtíFing Bfiton and the flying Gaul, 
In fuch bright images, fuch living grace, 
As leave gretft Raphaçl but the fecond ptaee, 17 J 



Qur cheeks fhall glow, oi:r hcaving bofoms rife, 
And martial ardours fparkle in our eyes; 
Much we ihall triumph in our battles paft, 
And yet confent thofe battles prove our laft, 
Left, while in arms for brighter fame we ftrive,. 180 
We lofe the means to kcep the fame alive. 

In filent groves the birds delight to fing, 
Or near the margin of a fecret fpring : 
Now ali is calm, fweet mufic (hall improve, 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurfe of love. 185 

But what's the warbling voice, the trembling ftring, 
Or breathing canvafs, when the Mufes íing ? 
The Mufe, my Lord, your care above the reft, 
With rifing joy dilates my partial breaft. 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar, 190 
Ere Greece her godlike poets taught to foar ; 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal! was dead, 
And ali her warlike neighbours round her bleed : 
For Janus (hut hei1 Io Pceans rung, 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil fung. 195 

A thoufand various forms the Mufe may wcar, 
(A thoufand various forms become the fair) 
But lliines in none with more majeftic mien, 
Than when in (late íhe draws the purple fcene, 
Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage, SCO 
And mourning Beauty melt the crowded ftagej 
Charms back paft ages, gives to Britain's ufe 
The nobleft virtues time did e'er produce; 
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Leaves fam'd hiílorians' boaíled art behind; 
They kecp the foul alone, and that'S confm'd, 105 
Sought out with pains, and but by pròxy fpeaks; 
The hero's prefence deep impreífion makes; 
The feene his foul and body re-unlte, 
Furnilh a voice, produee him to the fight; 
Make our contemporary him that ílood 210 
High in renown, perhaps before the flood; 
Make Neílor to this age advice afford, 
And Heitor for our fervice draw his fword. 

More glory to an author what can bring, 
Whence nobler fervice to his country fpring, 215 
Than from thofe labotirs which, in man's defpight, 
Poflefs him with a paílion for the right ? 
With honeíl magic make the knave iuclin'd 
To pay devotion to the virtuous mind; 
Thro' ali her toils and dangers bid him rove, 220 
And with her wants and anguiíh fali in love ? 

Who hears the godlike Montezuma groan, 
And does not wilh the giorious pain his own ? 
Lend but your underílanding, and (heir íkill 

. Can domineer at pleafure o'er your will: 225 
Nor is the íhort-liv'd Conqueft quickly paíl; 
Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert faft. 

How often have I feen the gen'rous howl 
With pleafing force unlock a fecrct ftml, 
And ílcal a truth, which ev'ry fober hour 230 
(The profe of life) had kept within her po\v'r? 
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The grape vi&orious often has prevaiPd, 
When gold and beauty, racks and tortures, fail'd; 
Yet when the fpirit's tumult was allay'd, 
She mourn'd, perhaps, the fcntiment betray'd; 235 
But mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny, 
And on her own confeflion charge the lie. 
Thus they, whom ncither the prevailing love 
Of goodnefs here, or mercy from above, 
Or fear of future pains, or human laws, 240 
Could render advocates in Virtue's caufe, 
Caught by the fcene, have unawares refign'd 
Their wontcd difpofition of the mind : 
By llow degrees prevails the pleafing tale, 
As circling glafles on our fenfes fteal, 245 
Till throughiy bv the Mufes' banquet warm'd, 
The palTions tolfing, ali the foul alarm'd, 
They turn mere zealots, flufh'd with glorious rage, 
Rife in their feats, and fcarce forbear the ftage, 
Aífiftance to wrong'd innocence to bring, 250 
Or turn the poniard on fome tyrant king. 
How can they cool to villains ? how fubfide 
To dregs of vice, from fuch a godlike pride ? 
To fpoiling orphans how to-day rcturn, 
Who wept lafl night to fee Monimia moum ? 255 
In this gay fchool of virtue whom fo fit 
To govern and control the world of wit 
As Talhot, Lanídown's friend. has Britain known ? 
Him i>j>lilh'd ltaly has calTd her own; 



He in the Iap of Elegance was bred, í6o 
And trae'd the Mufes to their fountain-hcad; 
But much we hope he will enjoy at home 
What's nearer aneient than the modem Rome. 
Nor fear I mention of the court of France, 
When 1 the Britifh genius would advance : 465 
There, too, has Shrewíbury improv'd his taíle, 
Yet ftill we dare invite him to our fealí. 
For Corneille's fake I íhall my thouglits fupprefs 
Of Oroonoko, and prefume him lefs: 
What tho' we wrong him ? Ifabel!a's woe 470 
Waters thofe bays that íhall for ever grow. 

Our foes confefs, nor we the praife refufe, 
The drama glories in the Britifh Mufe. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of clofe intrigue the labyrinthian thread. 275 
Our genius more atTeOs the grand than fine ; 
Our ftrength can make the great plain adtion íhine : 
They raife a great cur'ofity indeed, 
From his dark maze to fee the hcro freed ; 
We roufe th' affeíVions, and that hero íhow 480 
Gafping beneath fome formidable blow : 
They figh ; we weep: the Gallic doubt and care 
We heighten into terror and defpair; 
Strike home, the ítrongeíl paílions boldly touch, 
Nor fear our audience fiiould be pleas'd too much. 
What's great in Nature we can greatlv draw, 486 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law. 
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The fate of Casfar is a tale too plain 
The fickle Gallie tafte to entertaini 
Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 290 
'l he galden atras vvith gay flow'rs of love: 
We know Hear'n made him a far greater man 
Than any Cítfai in a human planj 
And fuch we draw him, nor are tòo refin'd, 
To fland aflefted with what Heav'n defign'd. 29J 
To claim attention, and the heart invade, 
Shakefpeare but wrote the play th'Alraighty made: 
Our neighboiu's ftage art too bare-fac'd betrays; 
' X is great Corneille at every fcene we praife: 
On Nature's furer aid Britannia calls; 3CO 
None think of Shakefpeare till the curtain falls; 
Then, with a figh, returns our audience home, 
From Venice, Egypt, Perfia, Greece, or Rome. 

France yields not to the glory of our lines, 
But manly conduft of our ítrong defigns. 305 
That oft' they think more juflly we muft own ; 
Not anciept Greece a truer fenfe has lhown : 
Greece thought but juftly, they think juftly too; 
We fometimes err, by ftriving more to do. 
So well are Racine's meaneft perfons tauglit, 310 
But change a fentiment you make a faul t : 
Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame: 
When we boaft more we own ourfelves to blame. 

And yet in Shakefpeare fomething ftill I find 
That makes me lefs efteem ali human kind; 315 



He made one nature, and another found; 
Both in one page with mafter-ftrokes abound: 
His witches, fairies, and cnehanted ifle, 
Bid us no longer at our nurfes fmile. 
Of loít hiftorians we almoft complain, 340 
Nor think it the creation of his brain. 
Who Iives when his Othello's in a trance? 
With his great Talbot *, too, he conquer'd France. 

Long may we hope brave Talbot's blood will run 
In great defcendents; Shakefpeare has but one; 325 
And him, my Lord, permit me not to name, 
But in kind filence fpare his rival's fhame:— 
Yet I in vain that author would fupprefs; 
What can't be greater, cannot be made lefs: 
Each reader will defeat my fruitlefs aim, 330 
And to himfelf great Agamemnon name. 

ShouldShakefpeare rife,unblefs'dwithTalbot'sfmile, 
Ev'n Shakefpeare's felf would curfe this barren ide; 
But if that reigning ílar propitious fliine, 
And kindly mix his gentle rays with thine, 335 
Ev'n I, by far the meaneft of your age, 
Shall not repent my paflion for the ftage. 

Thus did the will-almighty difallow, 
No human force could pluck the golden bough, 
Which leftthe tree with eafe at Jove'scommand,340 
And fpar'd the labour of the weakeft hand. 

• An anceítor of Mir Duke of Shrcvríbury, who conqueretí 
Fraucc, drawn hyShakeíptarc. 

R iij 



Aufpicious fate! that gives me leave to write 
To you the Mufe's glory and delight, 
Who know to read, nor falfe encomiums raife, 
And mortify an author with your ptaife. 345 
Praife wounds a noble mind when 'tis not due; 
But Cenfure's felf will pleafe, my Lord, from you, 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you defcend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 
What tho' the great man fet his colTers wide, 35a 
That cannot gratify the poet's pride, 
Whofe infpiration, if 'tis truly good, 
Is bcíl rewarded when hell underftood 
The Mufcs write for glory, not for gold; 
'Tis far beneath their nature to be fold : 355 
The greateft gain is fcorn'd, but as it ftrvcs 
To fpeak a fenfe of what tli Mufe deferves; 
The Mufe, which from her Lanfdown fears no wrong, 
Beft judge, as well as fubjeíl, of her fong. 
Should this great theme allure me farther ílill, 360 
And I prefume to ufe your patience ill, 
The world would plcad my caufe, and none but you 
Will take difguft at what I now purfue. 
Since what is mean my Mufe can't raife, l'll chufe 
A theme that's able to exalt my Mufe. 365 

For who, not void of thought, can Granvillename, 
Without a fpark of his immortal flame ? 
Whcther we feek the patriot or the friend, 
Let Bolingbroke, let Anna, recommend; 



Whether we chufe to love or to admire, 370 
You melt the tender, and th ' ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound, 
And fuch familiar glories fpread around, 
As more incline the ftander-by to raife 
His value for himfelf, than you to praife. 375 
Thus you befriend the moft heroic way, 
JBlefs ali, 011 none an obligation lay; 
So turn'd by Nature's hand for ali that's well, 
'Tis fcarce a virtue when you moft excel. 

Tho' fweet your prefence, groceful is your micn; 
You to be happy want not to be feen > 381 
Tho' priz'd in public, you can fmile alone, 
Nor court an approbation but your own : 
In throngs, not confcious of thofe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix'd, tho' refolute to pleafe, 385 
You, were ali blind, would ftill deferve applaufe> 
The world's your glory's witncfs, not its caufe; 
That lies beyond the limits of the day, 
Angels behold it, and their God obey. 

You take delight in others' excellcnce, 390 
A gift which Kature rarely does difpenfe: 
Of ali that breathe, 'tis you, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas'd to fee yowrfelf outdone. 
You wiíh not thofe who íliew your name rcfpcct, 
So little worth as might excufe negleít; 395 
Nor are in pain lcft merit you íhould know, 
Nor íhun the well-deferver as a foe; 



A troublefome acquaintance, that will claim 
To be well us'd, or dye your cheek with (hame. 

You wilh your country's good; that told, fo well 
Your pow'rs are known,th' event I need not tell. 401 
When Neflor fpoke, none alk'd if he prevail'd; 
That god of fweet perfuafion never fail 'd: 
And fuch great fame had Heílor's valour wrought, 
Who meant he conquer'd only faid he fought. 405 

When you, my Lord, to fylvan fcenes retreat, 
(No crowds around for pleafure or for ílate) 
You are not caft upon a flranger land, 
And wander penfive o'er the barren llrand; 
Nor are you by receiv'd example taught, 410 
In toys to íhun the difcipline of thought; 
But, unconfin'd by bounds of time and place, 
You chufe companions from ali human race; 
Converfe with thofe the deluge fwept away, 
Or thofe whofe midnight is Britannia's day. 415 

Books not fo much inform, as give confent 
To thofe ideas your own thoughts prefent; 
Your only gain, from turning volumes o'er, 
Is finding caufe to like yourfelf the more. 
In Grecian fages you are only taught 420 
With more refpeft to value your own thought. 
Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 
Thofe precepts we behold alive in you. 
Your life is fo adjufted to their fchools, 
It makes that hiílory they meant for rules. 415 



What joy, what pleafing tranfport, muft arifc 
Within your breaíl, and lift you to the fkies, 
When in each lcarned page that you unfold, 
You find fome part of your own conduft told ? 

So pleas'd, and fo furpriê'd, jEneas fcood, 43Ò 
And fuch triumpliant raptures fir'd his blood, 
When far from Trojan íbore the her o fpy'd 
His ítory (hining forth in ali its pride; 
Admlr'd himfelf, and faw his aítions íland 
The praife and wonder of a foreign land. 435 

He knows not half his being who's confin'd 
In conyerfe, and refleftion on mankind: 
Your foul, which underílands her charter well, 
Difdain? imprifon'd by thofe (kies to dwell; 
Ranges tternity without the leave 44O 
Of death, nor waits the paflage af the grave. 

When pains eternal, and çternal blifs, 
When thefe high cares your wcary thoughts difmifs, 
Jn heav'nly numbers you your foul unbend, 
And for your eafe to dcathlefs fame defcend. 445 
Ye Kings! would ye true greatnefs underfland ? 
Read Seneca, growti rich in Cranvil|e> hand*. 

Behold the glories of ypur life complete ! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great: 
New moments fhed new pleafurçs as they fly, 430 
And yet your greateft is that you muft die. 

* See Jii» Lordfliip' ; tragedy, e n ú t l e j , Hcroic Love, 



Thus Anna faw, and rais'd you to the feat 
Of honour, and confefs'd her fervant great; 
Confefs'd, not made him fuch; for faithful Fame 
Her trumpet fwell'dlong fince with Granville's name. 
Tho' you in modefty the title wear, 436 
Your name Íhall be the title of your heir, 
Farther than ermine make his glory known, 
And caft in lhades the favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high diftin&ion fprings, 
The foul's endowments from the King of kings. 461 
Lo, one great day calls forth ten mighty peers! 
Produce ten Granvilles in five thoufand years. 
Anna ! be thou content to fix the fate 
Of various kingdoms, and control the great; 465 
But, O! to bid thy Granville brighter íhine! 
To him that great prerogative refign, 
Who the fun's height can raife at pleafurc high'r, 
His lamp illumine, fet his flames on fire. 

Yet ílill one blifs, one glory, I forbear, 470 
A darling friend whom near your heart you wear; 
That lovely youth, my Lord, whom you muft blame 
That I grow thus familiar with your name. 

He's friendly, open, in his conduftnice; 
Nor ferve thefe virtues to atone for vice: 47J 
Vice he has none, or fuch as none wiíh lefs, 
Büt friends, indeed, good-nature in excefs. 
You cannot boaft the merit of a choice 
In making him your own; 'twas Nature's voice, 



Which call'd too loud by man to be withílood, 
Pleading a tie far nearer than by blood; 
Similitude of manners, fuch a mind, 
As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind. 
Such eafe his common converfe recommends, 
As he ne'er felt a paílion, but his friend's; 
Yet fix'd his principies beyond the force 
Of ali beneath the fun to bend his courfe *. 

Thus the tall cedar,beautiful and fair, 
Flatters the naotions of the wanton air, 
Salutes each paíling breeze with head reclin'd, 
The pliant branches dance in ev'ry wind; 
But fix'd the ftem, her upright ílate maintains, 
And ali the fury of the North difdains. 

How are ye blefs'd in fuch a matchlefs friend! 
Alas! with me the joys of friendíhip end. 495 
O Harrifon ! I muíl, I will complain ; 
Tears footh the foul's diílrefs, tho' íhed in vain. 
Didíl thou return, and blefs thy native íhore 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more!— 
Thy taík was early done, and I muíl o w n 5 C O 
Peath kind to thee. but, ah! to thee alone. 
But 'tis in me a vanity to mourn, 
The forrows of the great thy tomb adorn; 
StrafToid and Bolingbroke the lofs perceive; 
They grieve, and make theeenvy'd in thy grave. 505 

* His Lordfliip*s nrphew who took orders. 



With akeing heart, and a forehoding mind, 
I night to day in painfiil journey jo!n'd, 
When fiift inform'd of his approaching fate, 
But reaeh'd the partner of my foul too late. 
'Twas paft; his cheek waScold; that tüneful tongae, 
Which Ifis charm'd with its melodióus fong, 51J 
Now languilh'd, wanted ftrcngth to fpeak his pain, 
Scarce rais'd a feéble gròan, and funk again : 
Each art of life, in which he bore a part, 
Shot like an arrow thro' my bleeding heart. J l j 
To what ferv'd ali his pfomisM wealth and power, 
But more to load that moft unhaf^py hour ? 

Yet ílill prevail'd the greatnefs of his mind, 
That not in health, or life itfelf, confin'd, 
Felt thro' his mortal pangs Britanni»'s peace, jío 
Mounted to joy, and fmil'd in Death's cmbrace. 

His fpirit now jtift ready to reíign, 
No longer íiow his own, no longer mitie, 
He grafps my hand, his fwlmming èyeballs roll; 
My hand he grafps, and enters in my foul; 525 
Then with a groan—Support me—O! beware 
Of holding worth, hoiVefer great, too dear * ! 

Pardon, my Lord, the privilege of grief, 
That in untimely freedom feeks relief: 
To better fate youf love ( recomtnend; 53O 
O! may you tíevef lofe fo dear a friend! 

* Tlie Atitlior h e r í brwails tliatmoft ingeniotH trentleman, 
Mr . Willinm riatrifoil, f t ü u w gf Ncw.Cullege, ÕXJJ). 



May nothing interrüpt your happy houts! 
Enjoy the bleílings peace on Europe (how'rs: 
Nor yet difdain thefe bleílings to adorn j 
To make the Mufe immortal you was born. 535 
Sing; and in lateíl time, when ílory's dark, 
This period your fumving fame íhall mark; 
Save from the gulf of years this giorious age, 
And thus illuílraté their hiílofian's pa«e. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung, 540 
And Anna Britain fway'd, when Granville fuugj 
That noted year Europa Ihcatlfd her fword, 
When this great man was firíl faluted Lord. 543 

A L E T T E R 

T O A1R. T I C K E t L . 

Occafwned by the death 

or TIIE R I G H T H O N . JOSEPH A 0 D 1 S 0 . V , ES<̂ . 1"]1<). 

Tu nunc eris al ter sb illo. VJRGr 

O L O N G with me in Oxford groves confin'd, 
In focial arts and facred friendíhipjoin'd; 
i;air Ifis' forrow, and fair Ifis' boaíl, 
Loíl from her fide, but forturtatcly loíl; 
Thy wonted aid, my dear Companion! bring, 5 
And teach me thy departed friend to fing : 
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A darling theme! once pow'rful to infpire, 
And now to melt, the Mufes' mournful choir : 
Now, and now firíl, we freely dare commend 
His modeít worth, nor íhall our praife offend. IO 

Early he bloom'd amid the learned train, 
And ravi(h'd Ifis Jiften'd to his ílrain. 
See, fee, íhe cry'd, old Maro's Mufe appears, 
\Vak'd from her ílumber of two thoufand years : 
Her fini(h'd charms to Addifon íhe brings, 15 
Thinks in his thought, and in his numbers fmgs. 
Ali read tranfported his pure claílic page; 
Read, and forget their climate and their age. 

The State, when now his rifing fame was known, 
Th ' unrivall'd genius challeng'd for her own, 20 
Nor would that one for fcenes of aftion ílrong, 
Should let a life evaporate in fong. 
As health and ftrengththe brighteíl charms difpcnfe, 
Wit is the bloíTom of the foundeíl fenfe: 
Yet few, how few with lofty thoughts infpir'd, 25 
With quicknefs pointrd, and with rapture fir'd, 
In confcious pride their own importance find, 
Blind to themfelves, as the hard world is blind! 
Wit they eíteero a gay but worthlefs pow'r, 
The ílight amufement of a leifure hour, 30 
Unmindful that, conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 
Majeftic VVifdom wears the bright difguife. 

Voor Dido fondltd thus, with idle joy, 
Uread Gupid, lurking in the Trojan boy; 



Lightly (he toy'd and trifled with his charms, 35 
And knew not that a god was in her arms. 

Who greateíl excellence of thought could boaft, 
In aftion, too, have been di(lingui(h'd moíl: 
This Sommers knew, and Addifon fent forth 
From the malignant regions of the North, 40 
To be matur'd in more indulgent (kies, 
Where ali the vigour of the foul can rife; 
Thro' warmer veins where fprightlier fpirits run, 
And fenfe enliven'd fparkles in theTun. 
With fecret pain the prudent patriot gave 45 
The hopes of Britain to the rolling wave, 
Anxious, the charge to ali the ílars refign'd, 
And plac'd a confidence in fea and wind. 

Aufonia foon receiv'd her wond'ring gueíl, 
And equal wonder in her turn confefs'd, 50 
To fee her fcrvours rivall'd by the pole, 
Her luftre beaming from a northern foul: 
In like furprife was her /lineas loíl, 
To find his pifture grace a foreign coaíl. 

Now the wide field of Europe he furveys, 55 
Compares her kings, her thrones and empires weighs, 
In iipen'd judgment and confummate thought; 
Great work! by Na(Tau's favour cheaply bought. 

He now returns to Britain a fupport, 
Wife in her fenate, graceful in her court; 60 
And when the public welfare would permit, 
The fource of learning, and the foul of wit. 
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O Warwick! (whom the Mufe is fond to name, 
And kindles, eonfeious of her future theme) 
O Warwick! by divine contagion bright, 6 j 
How early didft thou catch his radiant light! 
By him infpir'd, how Ihine before thy time, 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime! 

On fome warm bank, thus, fortunately bom, 
A rofe-bud opens to a fummer's morn, 70 
Full blown ere noon her fragrant pride difplays, 
And íhews th ' abundance of her purple rays. 

Wit, as her bays, was once a barren tree; 
We now, furpris'd, her fruitful branches fee; 
Or, Orange-like, till his aufpicious time 75 
It grew indeed, but lhiver'd in our climc : 
He firfl the plant to ticner gardens led, 
And fix'd, indulgent, in a warmer bed: 
The nation, pleas'd, enjoys the rich produce, 
And gathers from her ornament her ufe. 80 

When loofe from public cares the grove he fought, 
And fill'd the leifure interval with thought, 
The vaiious labours of his eafy page, 
A chance amufement, polilVd half an age. 
Beyond this truth old hards could fcarce invent, 85 
Who duríl to frame a world by accident. 

What he has fung, how early, and how well, 
The Thames Íhall boaft, and Roman Tiber tell. 
A glory more fublime remains in {lore, 
Since fuch his talents, that he fung no more» 90 



No fullcr proof of pow'r th'Aln>ighty gave, 
Making the fea, than enrhing her proud wave. 

Nought can the genius of his works trunfcend, 
But their fair purpofe and important end ; 
To rouje the ivar for injur'd Europe's Iaws, 95 
To ftcel the patriot in great Biunfwick's caufe; 
With virtue's charms to kindle facred love, 
Or paint th ' eternal bow'rs of blifs above. 
Where hadft thou room, great Author! w here, to roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal foul ? í CO 
Thro' paths unknown, unbeaten, whence weiebrought 
Thy proofs fo ftrong for immaterial thought! 
One let me join, ali other may excel, 
" How could a mortal eHence think fo well!" 

But why fo large in tho great writcr's praife ? 105 
More lofty fubjeüs íhould my rumbers raife : 
Jn-him (illuftrious rivalry!) contend 
The ftatefman, patriot, Chriílian, and the friend! 
His glory fuch, it bordeis on difgrace 
T a fay he fung the beft of human race. IIO 

In joy once join'd, in forrow now for years, 
Partner in grief, and brother of my tears, 
Tickell! accept this verfe, thy mournful duc; 
Thou farther íhalt the facred theme pnrfue; 
And as thy ftrain deferibes the matchlefs man, 115 
Thy life fhall fecond what thy Mufe began. 
Tho' fweet the numbers, tho' a fire divine 
Par t thro' tlie whole, and burn in ev'ry line, 



Who firives not for that excellence he draws, 
Is ílain'd by fame, and fuffers from applaufe. ISO 

But haíle to thy illullrious talk; prepare 
The noble work well truíled thy to care, 
The gift bequeath'd by Addifon's command, 
To Craggs made facred by his dying hand. 
Colleít the labours, join the various rays, 125 
The fcatter'd light in one united blazej 
Then bear to him fo true, fo truly lov'd, 
In life dillinguilh'd, and in death approv'd, 
Th ' immortal legacy. He hangs a whiíe 
In gen'rous anguifli o'er the giorious pile; 130 
With anxious pleafure the known page reviews, 
And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. 
What tho' thy tears, pour'd o'er thy godlike friend, 
Thy other cares for Britain's weal fufpend ? 
Think not, O Patriot! while thy eyes o'erflow, 135 
Thofe cares fufpended for a private woe; 
Thy love to him is to thy country ihown; 
He mourns for her who mouras for Addifon. 138 
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