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RURAL:SPORT

A GUE T OUR TG G

Ta Mz POPE.

L. AN T O I

X7 OU, who the fweets of rural life have knows,
Defpife th’ ungrateful hurry of the town ;

In Windfor groves your eafy hours employ,
And, undifturb’d, yourfelf and Mufe enjoy :
Thames liftens to thy ftrains, and filent flows,
And no rude wind through ruftling ofiers blows,
‘While all his wond’ring, Nymphs around thee throng,
To hear the Syrens warble in thy fong,

But I, who ne’er, was blefs’d by Fortune's hand,
WNor bright’ned plough-fhares in paternal land,
Long inthe noify town have been immur’d,
Refpir'd its fmoak, and all its cares endur’d,
Where news and polities divide mankind,
And fchemes of ffate involve th* uneafy mind 3
Fadtion cmbroils the world ; and ev’ry tongne
Is mov'd by flatt’ry, or with fcandal hung :
Friendthip, for fylvan fhades, the palace flies,

Where all muft yield to intereft’s dearer ties ;
Vou, L
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3 RURAL SPORTS I 19,
Each rival Machiavel with envy burns,
And honefty forfakes them all by turnss
While calumny upon each party’s thrown,
‘Which both promote, and both alike difown.
Fatign'd at laft, a calm retreat I chofe,
And footh’d my harrafs’d mind with {weet repofe,
here fields, and fhades, and the refrething clime,
Infpire the {fylvan fong, and prompt my rhime.
My Mufe fhall rove through flow’ry meads and plains,
And deck with rural fports her native ftrains,
And the fame road ambitioufly purfue,
Frequented by the Mantuan {wain, and you.
*Tis not that rural fports alone invite,
RBut all the g
Here blooming Health exerts her gentle reign,

teful country breathes delight;

And flrings the finews of th” induftrious {wain.
Soon as the morning lark falutes the day,
Through dewy fields I take my frequent way,
Where I behold the farmet’s carly care,

In the revolving labours of the year.

When the frefh Spring in all her ftateis crown’d,
And high luxuriant grafs o’erfpreads the ground,
The lab’rer with the bending feythe is feen,
Shaving the furface of the waving green,

Of all ker native pride difrobes the land,

And meads lays walte before his fweeping hand’;
While with the mounting fun the meadow glows,
The fading herbage round he loofely throws;

But if fome fign portend a lafting fhow'r;

Th’ experienc’d {wain forefees the'coming heur,
His fun-burnt hands the featt’ring fork forfake,
And ruddy dam{els ply the faving rake;
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In rifing hills the fragrant harvelt grows,
And fpreads along the field in equal rows.

Now when the height of heav’'n bright Phocbus

gains,

And level rays cleave wide the thirfty plains,
When: heifers feek the (hade and cooling lake,
And in the middle path-way bafks the fnake ;
O lead me, guard me from the fultry hours,
Hide me, ye forefts, in your clofeft howers,
‘Where the tall oak his {preading arms entwines,
And with the beech a mutual fhade combines ;
‘Where flows the murm’ring brook, inviting dreams,
Where bord’ring hazle overhangs the ftreams,
Whofe rolling current winding round and round,
With frequent falls makes alk the wood refound ;
Upon the mofly couch my limbs I caft,

And ev'n at noon the fweets of ev'ning tafte.
Here I perufe the Mantuan Georgic ftrains,

And. learn the labours of Italian fwains 3

In ev’ry page I fee new landfcapes rife,

And all Hefperia opens to my eyes.

1 wander o’er the various rural toil; i

And know the nature of each diff*rent foil 5 f |

‘This waving field is gilded o’er with corn, |

That fpreading trees with blufhing fruit adorn 2

Here 1 furvey the purple vintage grow,

3 Climb round the poles, and rife in graceful row 2 i

) Now I behold the fteed curvet and bound, |
And paw with reltlefs hoof the {moaking ground: b
The dew-lap’d bull now chafes along the plain,
While burning love ferments'in ev’ry vein';

Ala
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His well-arm’d front againft his rival aims,
And by the dint of war his miltrefs claims =
The careful infet *midft his works I view,
Now from the Aow’rs exhauft the fragrant-dew ;
With golden treafures load hislittle thighs,
And ftearhis diftant journey through the fkies :
Some againft hoftile drones the hive defend :
Others with fieets the waxen cells diftend :

Each in the toil his deftin’d office bears,

And ig thelittle bulk a mighty fonl appears.

Or when the ploughman leaves the tafl; of day,
And trudging homeward whiftles on the way 3
When the big-udder’d cows with paticnce ftand,
Waiting the ftroakings of the damfel’s hand 3
No warbling chears the woods ; the feather’d choir
To court kind flambers to their {prays retire ;
‘When no rude gale difturbs the {leeping trees,

Nor alpen leaves confefs the gentlelt brecze 5
Engag'd in thought, to Neptune’s hounds [ ftray,
To take my farewell of the parting day 3

Far in the deep the fun his glory hides,

A ftreak of gold the fea and fky divides;

The purple clouds their amber linings fhow,
And edg'd with flame rolls ev’ry wave helow ¢
Here penfive I behold the fading light,

And o’er the diftant billow lofe my fight,

Now night in filent ftate begins ta rife,

And twinkling orbs beftrow th’ uncloudy fkiess
Her borrow’d luftre growing Cynthia lends,
And on the main a glitt’ring path extendss
Millions of worlds hang in the fpacious air,
Which round their fans their anaual circle fteer,
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Sweet contemplation elevates my fenfe,
While I furvey the works of providence.
O could the Mufe in loftier ftrains rehearfe,
The glorious Author of the univerfz,
Who reins the winds, gives the vaft ocean bounds,
And circumferibes the floating worlds theif rounds,
My foul bould overflow in fongs of praife,
And my Creator’s name infpire my lays!
As in fucceflive courfe the feafons roll,
So circling pleafures recreate the foul,
When genial fpring a living warmth beftows,
And o’er the year her verdant mantle throws,
No fwelling in lln(ldhﬂ!l hides the grounds,
But cryftal carrents

€ within their boundssy
The finny brood their wonted haunts f«)rfam:,
Float in the fan, and fkim along the lake,
With frequent leap they r
Their filver coats refleét the d ling beanis.
Now let the fitherman his tolls prepare,

e the thallow ftreams;,

And arm himfelf with ev’ry wat'ry fhave;
His hooks, his lines pernfe with

reful eye,
Increafe his tackle, and his rode retie.

When floating elouds their fpongy fleeces drain,
Troubling the fire
A r 5 down the mountain’s fide,
Bear the loofe foil into the fwelli
Then, foon as vérnal ga

s with {wift-defcending rain,

’(..A.‘

s begin to rife,

And diive the liquid burden through the fkies,
The filher to the neighty’ ring current fpeeds,
Whofe 1 furface putls, unknown to weeds
Upon a rifing border of the brook
He fits him down, and ties the ¢re

rous hook;
\

L. 32
3
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Now expetation chiears his eager thouglit,
His bofom glows with treafures yet uncaught,
Before his eyes-a banquet feems to ftand,

Where ev’ry gueft applauds his (kilfol hand.
Fat.up the ftream the twited hair he throws,
Which down the morm’ring current gently flows 3

‘When if or ch 's pow'rful {way
Direts the roving trout this fatal w ay,
He greedily fu

And tug

nce or hung

ks in the twining bait,

and nibbles the fallacions meat :

Now, happy fitherman, now twiteh the line!
How thy road bends ! behold, the

Caft on the bank, he ing pains,
'

is thine!

And trickling blood his
You mu

1ot ev'ry worm promifcuous ufz,
& Judgment will tell thee prop

The worm that draws a long immod’rat
The trout abhors, and the rank morf:
And if too fmall, the naked fraud’s in fight

y ght,

And fear forbids, while hunger does invite.
Thofe baits will belt reward the filher’s pains,

Whofe polilh’d tails a fhining yellow ft
Cleanfe them from filth, to give a tempting glofs,
| Cherih the {ully’d reptile race with mofs ;

Amid the verdant bed they twine, they toil,

And from their bodies wipe their native foil,

But when the {un difplays his glorions beams,
And fhallow rivers flow with filver ftreams,
Then the deccit the fealy breed furvey,
Balk in the fun, and look into the day.

You now a more delufive art muft try,
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly,
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To frame the little animal, provide

All the gay hues that wait on female pride :
Let nature guide thee ; fometimes golden wire

The fhining bellies of the fly require;

The peacack’s plumes thy tackle muft not fail,
Nor the dear purchafe of the fable's tail.

Each guady bird fome flender tribute brings,
And lends the growing infcét proper wings
Silks of all colours muft their aid impart,

And ev'ry fur promote the fither’s art.

So the gay lady, with expenfiye care,

Borrows the pride of land, of fea, and air 3
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glitt’ring thing dL"-

plays,

Dazzles our eyes, and cafly hearts betrays.
Mark well the varions feafons of thé year,

How the fucceeding infeft-race appear’;

In this revolving moon one colotr reigns,

\’K"hir.i: in the next the fickle tront difdains.

t have I feen a fkilful angler try

J I.c various colours of the treach’rous ﬁy;
When he with fruitlefs pain hath (kim'd the brook,

And the coy fith rejects the fkif

He fhakes the boughs that on the margin grow,
Which o'¢r the ftream a waving fore(tthroiw ;
When if an infeet fall, (his certain guide)

He gently takes him from the wliirling tide's
Examines wéll his form with curious eyes,
His gaudy velt, his wings, his Horns afid fize;
Then round his hook the chofen fur he winds
Axnd on the back a fpetled feather binds:

Ag

SPORTS.

ping hook,
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So the jult colours thine through ev'ry part,
‘That nature feems to live again in are.
Let not thy wary fteps advance too near,
While all thy hope hangs on a fingle hair 3
The new-form’d infedt 'on'the water moves,
Thefpeckled trout the curious fnare approves 3
Upon the curling furface letit glide,
‘With nat’ral metion fron thy hand fupply’d,
Againit the {tream now gently-let it play,
Now in the rapid eddy roll aw ayz
The fealy fhoals Aoat by, and, feiz’d with fear,
Behold their fellows tofs’d in thinner air;
But foon they leap, and catch the {wimming bait,
Plunge on the hook, and (hare an equal fate,
When a brifk gale againft the/current blows,
And all the wat'ry plainiin wrinkles flows,
Then let the fitherman his art repeat,
‘Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit,
if an enormons falmon chance to fpy
The wanton errors of the floating fly,
He lifts his filver gills above the food,
And greedily fucks in th® unfaithful food 3
Then downward plunges with the fraudful
And bears with joy the little fpoil away.
Soon in fmart pain he feels the dire miltake,
Lathes the wave, and beats the foamy lake ;
With fudden rage he now aloft appears,
And in his eye convulfive anguifh bears 4
And now again, impatient of the wound,
He rolls and wreathes bis thining body round ;
Then headlong fhoots beneath the dathing tide,
The trembling fins the hoiling wave divide ;

prey,
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Now hope exalts the fither's beating heart,
Now he-turns pale, and fears his dubious 2
He views the tumbling fith with le
While the line ftretches with th’ unv

g€

sach motion humouss with bis fteady hands,

And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands :
Till tir'd at laft, defpoil'd of all his- ftrength,
The game athwart the fiream unfolds his ler
He now, with pleafuse, views the gafping prize
Gnalh his fharp teeth, and roll his blood-fhot eyes 3
Then draws him to the fhore with artful care,
And lifts bis neftrils in the fick’ning air -

Upon the burden’d ftream he Aoating lics,
Stretching his quiv'ring fins, and gafping dies.

gth

Would youw preferve a num’rons finny race ?

Let your fierce dogs the rav’nous
Th’a

Darts thr

Ci
phibious monfter ranges -all the fhores,

3

gh the waves, and ev’ry haunt-explores :
Or let the gin his roving fteps betray,
And fave from hoflile jaws the fealy prey.

I never wander where the bordering recds

Q’crlooks the mn-hly ftream, whofe t igling weeds
Perplex the fither ; I, nor chufe to bear

The thievilly nightly net, nor barbed fpear ;

Nor drain I'ponds-the golden carp to taks,

Nor trowlé for pikes, difpeoplers of the luke.
Around the fteel no tortur’d worm fhall twine,
No-blood of living infect-ftain my line;

Let me, lefs-cruel, caft the feather’d hook,

With pliant'rod athwart the pebbled brook,

Silent along the mazy margin ftray,

And with the fur-wrought fly delnde the prey.
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f O W, fporting Mufe, draw in the flowing reins,

Leave the clear (treams a w}
Should you the va

rious arms and toils rehearfe,
And all the filherman adorn thy verfe;

Should you the wide encircling uet difpl
And in its {pacious arch enclofe the fea,
‘Then haul the plunging load upon the land,
And with the foal and turbot hide the fand;
It would extend the

ﬂ)"

growing theme too long,
And tire the reader with the wat’ry fong.
Let the keen hunter from the chafe refrain,
Nor render all the ploughman’s labour vain,
When Ceres pours out plenty from her hoy n,
And clothes the

zlds with golden ears of corn.
Now, now, ye reay i

1'S, to your tafk
Hafte, fave the product of

the bounteons year:
"To the wide-gathering hook lo

furrows yield,
And rifing fheaves extend through ‘all the field.
Yet if for fylvan fports thy befom glow,

Let thy fleet greyho

: his flying foe,

With what delight the rapid courfe I view !
How dees my eye the circli.:g race purf

He fnaps deceitful air with empty

Jaws,

The fubtle hare darts fwift hcmu‘\li his paws s
She fies, he ftretches, now with nimble bound
Eager he prefles on, but overfhoots his ground ;
s, and foon regains the way,
Then tears with goary mouth

She turns, he winc

the fereaming prey

hile for funny plains.
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What various fports does rural life afford!

What unbought dainties heap the wholcfome board !
Nor lefs the fpaniel, (kilful to b

Rewards the fowler with the feather’d prey.

ray,

Soon as the lab’ring horfe with fwelling veins,

Hath fafely hous'd the farmer’ ul gains,

To fweet repaft th’ unwary partridge fiies,

With joy amid the fcatter’d harvelt lies ;
Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets,

Nor dreads the flav’ry of entangling nets.

noic

eeze that blows;

The fubtle dog fcours with fagaci
Along the figld, and fnuffs each br
Agzint the wind he takes his prudent w
While the ftrong gale direéts him to the prey ;
Now the warm fcent aflures the covey near,

He treads with caution, and he points with fear;
Then (left fome centry-fowl the fraud defery,
And bid his fellows from the dd:'g?l’ fiy)

Clofe to the ground in expeétation lies,

Till in the fnare the flutt’ring covey rife.

Soon as the/blufhing light begins to fpu:n:l

And glancing Phoebus gilds the mountain’s head,
His early flight th’ ill-fated partridge takes,

And quits the friendly (helter of the brakes :

Or when the fun calts a declining ray,

And drives his chariot down the weftern way,
Let your obfequions ranger fearch around,
Where yellow ftubble withers on the ground
Nor will the roving fpy direé in vain,

But num’rous coveys gratify thy pain.

When the meridian fun contraéts the fhade,

And frifking heifers feck the cooling glade;;
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Or when the countty foats with fudden rains,
Or driving mifts deface the moilten’d plains ;

In vain his toils th’ un(kilful fowler tr

>
‘While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies,

the gun forbear,
fowler’s be the Mufe’s care,

See how the well-tanght pointer leads the way :
The fecent grows warm; he ftops ;
The flatt’ring coveys from
And on fwift wing d

Nor muft the fporting verfe
But what’s the

the ftubble rife,

ivide the founding fkies 3
The featt’ring lead purfues the

rtain fight,
And death in thunder ov

€r

€ool breathes the morning air, and Winter’s hand
Spreads wi

lier hoary mantle o%r the land X
Now to the copfe thy leffer fpaniel ¢
Teach lim to range the ditch,

and force the bya
Not clofelt coveits can protect the game:

s their fli

1

ke,

opens § take thy certain aim 3

The woodcock flutters; how he wav'ring flies !

The wood refounds : He wheels, he drops, he dies,
The tow’ring hawk Jet futore
Who tertor bears upen

them on high the f

That

ets the morn
Vhen, mid(t h
Wthile

ng with' his

fong, the twinklic
from each angle
And in the fun the tra

Pride lur

afs !.:'n'ays,'
lafh the glancing rays,

:nt cotours blaze,

he fprings the prey;
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But (ill the chafe, a pleafing tafk, remains ;
The hound muft open in thefe rural ftrains.
Soon as Aurora drives away the night,
And edges eaftern clouds with rofy light,
‘ The healthy hunt{man, with the-chearful horn,
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled morn ;
The jocund thunder wakes th’ enliven’d hounds,
They roufe from fleep, and anfwer founds for founds;
Wide through the furzy field their rout they take,
Their bleeding bofoms force the thorny brake::
The flying game their fmoaking noftrils trace,
No bounding hedge obftructs their cager pace ;
The diftant mountains echo from afar,
And hanging woods refound the flying war 2
The tuneful noife the {prightly courfer hears,
Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling earss
The flacken’d rein now gives him all his fpeed,
Back flies the rapid ground beneath the fteed ;
Hills, dales, and forefts far behind remain,
While the warm fcent draws on the deep-mouth’d
train,
Where (hall the trembling hare a fhelter find 2
Hark ! death advances in each gufl of wind !
New ftratagems, and doubling wiles fhe tries,
Now circling turns; and now at large fhe flies ;
Till fpent at la(t, (he pants, and heaves for breath,
Then lays her down, and waits devouring death.
But ftay, advent’rous Mufe, Laft thou the force
To wind the twifted horn, to guide the horfe?
To keep thy feat unmov’d hafk thou the fkill,
Q'er the high gate, and down the headlong hill #

———

BADISCHE =
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg




LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

14 RURAL SPORTS. H. 391.
Can’[t thou the ftag's laborious chace dire@ ?
Or the ftrong fox through all his arts deteét?
The theme demands a more experienc’d lay
Ye mighty hunters, fpare this weak effay.
O bappy plains, remote from war’s alarms,
And all the ravages of hoftile arms !
And happy fhepherds, who fecure from fear,
On open downs preferve your fleecy care !
Whofe fpacious barns groan with increafing ftore,
And whirling fails disjoint the cracking floor ;
No barb’rous foldier, bent on cruel fpoil,
Spreads defolation o’er your fertile foil ;
No trampling fteed lays wafte the ripen’d grain,
Nor crackling fires devour the promis'd gain :
No flaming beacons caft their blaze afar,
The dreadful fignal of invafive war;
No trumpet’s clangor wounds the mother’s ear,
And calls the lover [rom his fwooning fair.
What happinefs the rural maid attends,
In chearful labour while each day fhe fpends !
She gratefully receives what heav’n has fent,
And, rich'in poverty, enjoys content :
(Such happinefs, and fuch unblemifh’d' fame
Ne'er glad the bofom of the courtly dame)
She never fecls the {fpleen’s imagin'd pains,
Nor melancholy ftagnates in her veins;
She never lofes life in thoughtlefs eafe,
Nor on the velvet couch invites'difcafe ;
Her home-fpun drefs in fimple neatnefs lies,
And for no glaring equipage fhe fighs :
Her reputation, which is all her boaft,
In a malicious vifit ne’er was loft 3
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No midnight mafquerade her beauty wears,
And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs,
If love’s foft paffion in her bofom reign,
An equal paffion warms her happy {wain ;
No homebred jars her quiet ftate controul,
Nor watchful jealoufy torments her foul ;
‘With fecret joy fhe fees her little race
Hang on ber breaft, and her fmall cortage grace :
The fleecy ball their bufy fingers cull,
Or from the fpindle draw the lengthning wool :
Thus flow her hours with conftant peace of mind,
Till age the late(t thread of life unwind.

Ye happy fields, unknown to noife and (trife,
The kind rewarders of induftrious life;
Ye {hady woods, where once I us'd to rove,
Alike indulgent to the Mufe and love ;
Ye murm’ring ftreams that in meanders roll,
The fweet compofers of the penfive foul,
Farewel—The city calls me from your bow’rs ;
Farewel amufing thoughts and peaceful hours.

BADISCHE
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T SING that graceful toy, whofe waving play

With gentle gales relicves the fultry day;

Not the wide fan by Perfian dames difplay’d,
Which o’er their beauty calts a grateful fhades
Nor that long known in China’s artful land,
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand :
Nor fhall the Mufe in Afian climates rove,

To feck in Indoftan fome {picy grove,

Where ftreteh’d at eafe the panting lady lies,
To fhun the fervor of meridian tkies,

While fiwcating flaves catch ev’ry breeze of air,
And with wide-fpreading fans refrefh the fair;
No bufy gnats her pleafing dreams moleft,
Inflame her cheek, or ravage o'er her breaft ;
But artificial Zephyrs round her fly,

And mitigate the fever of the tky.

Nor fhall Bermudas long the Mufe detain,
Whofe fragrant forefts bloom in Waller’s (traing
Where breathiog fweets from ev’ry field afcend,
And the wild woods with gelden apples bend 3
Yet Iet me in fome od’rous fhade repofe,

Whillt in my verfe the fair Palmetto grows 3 |
B
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Like the tall pine it fhoots its (tately head,

From the broad top depen branches fpread ;

No knotty limbs the taper body bears,
Hung on each bough a fingle leaf appears,

Which fhrivell'd in its infancy remains,

Like a clos’d fan, nor (tretches wide its veins,
But, as the
Op

afons in their circles run,

es its ribb'd furface to the nearer fin :

Beneath this fhade the weary peafant lies,
Plocks the broad leaf, and bids the breczes rife.

Stay, wand’ring Mufe, nor rove in foreign climes,
To thy own native fhore confine thy rhimes,
L

t, ye Nine, your loftieft notes employ,
Say what celeftial (kill contriv’d the toy :
Say how this inftrument of love began,
And in immortal (trains difplay the Fan.
Strephon had long confefs'd his am’rons
Which gay Corinna rally’d with difdain s
Sometimes in broken words he figh’d his care,
Look’d pale, and trembled when he view’d the fa
With bolder freedoms now the youth advanc’d,
He drefs'd, ‘he laugh’d, he fung, he rhim’d, he
danc'd ¢
Now call’d more pow’rful prefents to his aid,
4nd, to feduce the miftrefs, brib’d the maid ;

pain,

Smooth flatt’ry in her fofter hours apply’d,
The fureft charm to bend the force of pride s
But (till unmov'd remains the feornful dame,
Infults her captive, and derides his lame.
When Strephon faw his vows difpers’d in air,
He fought in folitude to lofe his care;

W
Shy

Sir
U]
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Relief in folitude he fought in vain,

1t ferv’d, like mufic, but to feed his paim.
To Venus now the flighted boy complains,
And calls the goddefs in thefe tender (trains.

O potent queen ! from Neptune’s empire {prung,
Whofe glorious birth admiring Nereids fung,
Who "midft the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove,
Whofe radiant prefence gilds the Paphian grove,
Where to thy name a thoufand altars rife,

And curling clouds of incenfe hide the fkies:

O beautcous goddefs, teach me how to move,
Infpire my tongue with eloquence of love,

If loft Adonis ¢’er thy bofom warm’d,

If e'er his eyes, or godlike figure charm’d,
Think on thofe hours when firft you felt the dart,
Think on the reftlefs fever of thy heart;

‘Think how you pin’d in abfence of the fwain :
By thoft uncafy minutes know my pain.

Ev’n while Cydippe to Diana bows;

And at her fhrine renews her virgin vows,

The lover, taught by thee, her pride o’crcame
She reads his oaths, and féels an equal flame 2
Oh, may my flame, like thine, Acontins, prove,
May Venus di€tate, and reward my love.

When crouds of fuitors Atalanta try’d,

She wealth and beauty, wit and fame defy’d ;
Each daring lover with adventrous pace

Purfu’d his wilhes in the dang’rous race;

Like the fwift hind, the bounding damfe] flies,
Strains to the goal, the ditane’d lover dies,
Hippomenes, O Venus! was thy care,

You taught the {wain to ftay the flying fair ;
B3
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Thy golden prefent caught the virgin’s eyes,
She ftoops: He ruthes on, and gains the prize,
Say, Cyprian deity, what gift, whatart,

Shall humble into love Corinna’s heart
If only fome bright toy can charm her
Teach me what prefent may fulpend, he
Thus the defponding youth his flame declares 3
The goddefs with a nod his paffion hears.

Far in Cythera ftands a fpacious grove,
Sacred to Venus and the God of Loves;
Here the luxuriant myrtle rears her head,
Like the tall oak the fragrant branches, {pread 5
Here Nature all her fweets profufely pours,
And paints th’ enamell’d ground with various flow’rs;
Deep in the gloomy glade a grotto, bends,
‘Wide through the craggy, rock an arch extends;
The rugged ftone.is cloth’d with mantling vines,
And round the caye the crecping woodbing twines.
Here bufy Cupids, with petnicious art,
Form the {tiff bow, and forge the fatal dart ;
All fhare the toil ; while. fome the bellows ply,
Others with, feathers, teach the fhafts to fly :
Some with, joint force whirl round the {tony wheel,
‘Where ftreams the fparkling fire from temper'd
feel ;
Some point. their arrows with the niceft fkill,
And with the warlike ftore their quivers fill.
A diff’rent toil another forge employs 3
Here the loud hammer fathions female toys :
Hence is the fair with ornament fupply’d,
Hence fprung the glitt'ring implements of pride;

T
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Each trinket that adorns a2 modern dame,

Firft to thefe little artifts ow’d its frame.

Here an unfinifh’d diamond crofslet lay,

To which foft lovers adoration pay ;

There was the polilh’d cry(al bottle feen,

That with quick fcents revives the modifh fpleens

Here the yet rude unjointed fnuff-box lies,

Which ferves- the railly’d fop for fmart replies

There piles of paper rofe in gilded reams,

The future recards of the lover’s flames;

Here clouded canes 'midit heaps of toys are found,

And inlaid tweezer-cafes {trow the ground.

There (tands the toilette, nurfery of charms,

Compleatly furnifh’d with bright beauty’s arms 3

The patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfumes,

Pins, paint, a fatt’ring glafs, and black lead-
combs,

The toilfome hours in diff ’rent labour flide,
Some work the file, and fome the graver guide ;
From the loyd anvil the quick blow rebounds,
And their rais’d arms defcend in tuneful founds.
Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days,

Bade Babylon her mighty bulwarks raife

A {warm of lab’rers diff'rent tafks attend !

Here pullies make the pond’rous oak afeend,
‘With echoing {trokes the craggy quarry groans;
‘While there the chiffel forms the fhapelefs ftones 3
The weighty mallet deals refounding blows,

‘Till the proud battlements her tow’rs inclofe.

Now Venus mounts hercar, (he thakes the reins,
And {teers her turtles to Cythera’s plaing ;

B4
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| Strait to the grot with graceful ftep fhe goes,

| Her loofe ambrofial hair behind her flows :

{ The fwelling bellows heave for breath no more,

All drop their filent hammers on the floor 3

in deep fulpenfe the mighty labour ftands,

While thus the goddefs fpoke her mild commands.
Induftrious Loves, your prefent toils forbear,

A more important tafk demands your care

Long has the fcheme employ’d my thoughtful mind,

By judgment ripen’d, and by time refin’d.

That glorious bird have ye not often feen

‘Who draws the car of the celeftial queen ?

Have ye not oft furvey’d his varying dyes,

His tail all gilded o’er with Argus’ eyes ?

Have ye not feen him in the funny day

Unfurl his plumes, and all his pride difplay, R

Then fuddenly contraét his dazzling train,

\ And with long-trailing feathers fweep the plain ? :‘r
Learn from this hint, let this infiruét your art; i

| Thin taper fticks muft form one center part : W
I Let thefe into the quadrant’s form divide, :

I-.‘i il ‘The {preading ribs with fnowy paper hide; I
{il Here fhall the pencil bid its colours flow, “1“‘
And make a miniature creation grow. ,\.\"

Let the machine in equal foldings clofe, A

| And now its plaited furface wide difpofe. W
So fhall the fair her idle hand employ, Er

And grace each motion with the reftlefs toy; 1

With various play bid grateful Zephyrs rife, Né

While love in ev’ry grateful Zephyr flies.
The Malter Cupid traces out the lines, :
And with judicions hand the dranght defigns 3
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Th’ expecting Loves with joy the model view,
And the joint labour eagerly purfue.
Some flit their arrows with the niceft art,
And into flicks convert the fhiver’d dart ;
The breathing bellows wake the fleeping fire,
Blow off the cinders, and the fparks afpire ;
Their arrow’s point they foften in the flame,
And founding hammers break its barbed frame :
Of this, the little pin they neatly mold, .
From whence their arms the {preading fticksunfold
In equal plaits they now the paper bend,
And at juft diftance the wide ribs extend,
Then on the frame they mount the limber {kreen,
And finifh intantly the new machine.
The goddefs pleas’d, the curious work receives,
Remounts her chariot, and the grotto leaves
With the light fan fhe moves the yielding air,
And gales, till then nnknown, play round the fair.
Unhappy lovers, how will you withftand,
When thefe new arms fhall grace your charmer’s
hand ?
In ancient times, when maids in theught were pure,
‘When eyes were artlefs, and the look demure,
‘When the wide ruff the well-turn’d neck inclos’d,
And heaving brealts within the ftays repos'd,
When the clofe hood conceal’d the modeft car,
Ere black lead-combs difown’d the virgin’s hair ;
Then in the moff una@tive fingers lay,
Nor taught the fan in fickle forms to play.
How are the fex improv’d in am’rous. arts,
‘What new-found fnares they bait for human hearts
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When kindling war the ravag'd globe ran o'er,
And fatten'd thirfty plains with human gore,
At firft, the brandifh’d arm the jav’lin threw,
Or fent wing'd arrows from the twanging yew
In the bright air'the dreadful faulchion fhone,
Or whittling flings difmifs’d th’
Now men thofe lefs deftrudtive arms defpifle,
Wide-wafteful death from thund’

3

fing cannon fliess

One hour with more bartt lions ftrows the plaia,
Than were of yore in weekly battles (lain,
So love with fatal airs the oymph fupplies,
Her drefs difpofes, ‘and directs her eyes.
The bofom now its panting beauties hews,
Th’ experienc’d eye refiftlefs glances throws ;
Now vary’d patches wander o’er the face,
And ftrike each'gazer with a borrow’d grace;
‘The fickle head-drefs finks, and now afpires
A tow’ry front of lace on brauching wires,
The curbing hair'ifi tortur’d ringlets flows,
Or round the face in labour’d order grows.

How (hall I foar, and on unweary wing
Trace varying habits upward to their fpring !
‘What force of thought, what numbers can exprefs
Th’ inconftant equipage of female drefs ?
How the ftrait ftays the flend
How to adjuft the mantua’s
‘What fancy ean the pettico
With the ¢capacious h

er wailt conftrain ?
fweeping train ?

at {arround,

00p of whalebone bound ¢
But ftay, prefumptuous Mufe, nor boldly dare
‘The toilette’s facred myfteties declare’;
Let a jult diftance be tg beauty. paid ;
None here muft enter but the trulty maid,

Baden-Wiirttemberg



T HE F A N 1. g 27

Should you the wardrobe’s magazine rehearfe,
And gloffy mantuas ruftle in my verfe ;
Should you the rich brocaded fuit unfgld,
Where rifing flow’rs grow (iff with frolted gold,
The dazzled Mufe would from her fubject firay,
And in a maze of fafhions lofe her way,

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

PO 0K TR

Lympus’ gates unfold ; in heav’n’s high tow’rs
Appear in council all th’ immortal pow’rs ;

Great Jove ahove the reft exalted fate,
And in his mind revolvd fueceeding fate 5
His awful eye with ray fuperior fhone,
The thunder-grafping eagle guards bis throne ;
On filver clouds the great aflembly laid,
The whole creation at one view furvey’d,

But, fee! fair Venus comes in all her ftate,
The wanton Loves and Graces round her wait ;
With her loofe robe officious Zephyrs play,
And ftrow with odoriferous flowers the way ;
In her right hand fhe waves the flutt’ring fan,
And thus in melting founds her {peech began,

Aflembled powers, who fickle mortals guide,
Who o'er the fea, the fkies, and earth prefide,
Ye fountains whence all human bleflings flow $
Who pour your bounties on the world below 3
Bacchus firlt rais’d and prun’d the elimbing vine,
And taught the grape to ftream with gen’rous wine ;
Induftrious Ceres tam’d the favage ground,
And pregnant ficlds with golden harvefts crown’d
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Flora with bloomy fweets enrich’d the year,
And fruitful autumn is Pomona’s care,

I firlt taught woman to fubdue mankind,

And all her native charms with drefs refin’d :
Celeftial fynod, this machine furvey,

That (hades the face, or bids cool Zephyrs play;
If confcious blufhes on her cheek arife,

With this fhe veils them from her lover's eyes ;
No levell’d glance betrays her am’rous heart,
From the fan’s ambufh the direéts the dart.

‘The royal feeptre fhines o Juno’s hand

tsy

And twilted thunder fpeaks great Jove’s command ;

On Pallas’ arm the Gorgon fhield appears,

And Neptune's mighty grafp the trident bears 2

Ceres is with the bending fickle feen,

And the ftrung bow points out the Cynthian queen ;

Henceforth the waving fan my hands fhall grace,

The waving fan fupply the feeptre’s place.

Who fhall, ye pow’rs, the forming pencil hold ?

What ftory fhall the wide machine unfold ?

Let Loves and Graces lead the dance around,

With myrtle wreathes and flow’ry chaplets crown’d ;

Let Cupid’s arrow ftrow the fmiling plains

With unrelitting nymphs, and am’rous fwains :

May glowing pi¢ture o’er the furface fhine,

To melt flow virgins with the warm defign.
Diana rofe ; with filver crefcent crown’d,

And fix’d her modeft eyes upon the ground :

Then with becoming mien fhe rais'd her head

And thus with graceful voice the virgin faid.

3

Has woman then forgot all former wiles,
The watchful ogle, and delufive {miles ?
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1oes man againft her charms too pow’rfal prove,
Or are the fex grown novices in love ?

Why then thefe arms ! or why (hould artful eyes,
From this flight ambuth, conquer by furprife ?
No guilty thought the fpotlefs virgin knows,
And o'er her cheek no confcious crimfon glows ;
Since blufhes then from fhame alone arife,
Why fhould we veil them from her lover’s eye
Let Cupid rather pive up his command,

And truft his arrows in a female hand,

Have not the gods already cherifh’d pride,
And woman with deftruét

8 !

ve arms fupply’d ?
Neptune on ber beltows his choicelt ftores,
For her the chambers of the deep explores ;
The gaping fhell its pearly charge refigns,
And round her neck the

lucid bracelet twipes :
Plutus-for her bids earth its wealth unfold,
Vhere the warm ore is ripen’d into gold ;

Or where t} by reddens in the foil,

‘Where the n em’rald pays the fearcher’s toil
Does not the diamond fparkle in her ear,

ow on her hand, and tremble in her hair?
Trom the gay nymph the glancing laftre flies,
And imitates the lightning of her eyes.
But yet if Venus’ withes mug fucceed,
And this fantaftic engine be decreed,
May fome chafte ftory from the pencil flow,
To fpeak the virgin's joy, and Hymen’s wo.
Here let the wretched ‘A riadne ftand,
Seduc’d by Thefeus to fome de
Her locks difhevell’d waving

fart land,
in the wind,
The cryftal tears confefs her tortur'd mind ;

Pale
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The perjur’d youth unfurls his treach’rous fails,

And their white bofoms catch the {welling gales.

Be ftill, ye winds, fhe cries, ftay, Thefeus, ftay ;

But faithlefs Thefeus hears no more than they,

All defp’rate; to fome craggy cliff fhe flies,

And {preads a well-known fignal in the fkies;

His lefs’ning véffel plows the foamy main,

She fighs, fhe calls, the waves the fign in vain.
Paint Dido there amid(t her latt diftrefs,

Pale cheeks and blood-fhot eyes her gricf exprefs :

Deep in her breaft the reeking fword is drown’d,

And guthing blood ftreams purple from the wound »

Her fifter Anna hov’ring o'er her ftands,
Accufes heav'n with lifted eyes and hands,
Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries,
And mixes curfes with her broken fighs.
View this, ye maids; and then each fwain believe,
They’re Trojans all, and vow but to deceive,

Here draw Ocnone in the lonely grove, -
Where Paris firlt betray’d her into love :
Let wither’d garlands hang on ev’ry bough,
Which the falfe youth wove for Ocnone’s lnow,
The garlands lofe their fweets, their pride is thed 3
And like their odours all his vows are fled ;
On her fair arm her penfive head fhe lays,
And Xanthus’ waves with mournful look furveys;
That flood which witnefs’d his inconftant flame,
When thus he fwore, and won the yiclding dame ¢
¢ Thefe ftreams fhall fooner to their fountain move
¢ Than I forget my dear Qenone’s love.”
Roll back, ye ftreams, back to your fountain run,
Taris is falfe, Ocnone is undone,
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Ah wretched maid ! think how the moments flew,
Erc you the pangs of this curs'd paffion kuew,
When groves could pleafe, and when you lov’d the
plain,
Without the prefence of your perjur’d fwain.
Thus may the nymph, whene’er fhe fpreads the fan,
In his true colours view perfidious man,
Pleas’d with her virgin ftate in forefts rove,
And never truft the dang’rous hopes of love.
The goddefs ended, merry Momus rofe,
‘With {miles and grins he waggith glances throws,
Then with a noify laugh foreftalls his joke,
Mirch flalhes from his eyes. while thus he fpoke.
Rather let heav’nly deeds be painted there,
And by your own example teach the fair.
Let chalte Diana on the piece be feen,
And the bright crefcent own the Cynthian Queen 3
On Latmos’ top fee young Endymion lies,
Feign’d fleep hath clos’d the bloomy lover's eyes 2
Sce, to his foft embraces how fhe (teals,
And on his lips her warm carefles feals ;
No more her hand the glitt’ring jav’lin holds,
But round his neck her eager arm fhe folds,
Why are our fecrets by our blufhes thown?
Virgins are virgins flill—while "tis unknown.
Here let her on fome flow'ry bank be laid,
‘Where meeting beéches wedve a graceful fhade,
Her naked bofom wanten trefles grace,

And ‘glowing expectation paints her face,
Q’er her fair limbs a thin loofe veil is fpread;
Stand off, ye thepherds; fear Atacon’s head ;
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vig'rous Pan th’ unguarded minute feize,
d in 2 fhaggy goat the virgin pleafe.
Why are our fecrets by our bluthes fhown ?

Vi

v

There with juft warmth Aurora’s paffion trace,

ins are virgins flill~~while ’tis unknown,

Let fpreading crimfon fain her virgin face;
See Cephalus her

anton airs defpife,
While (he provokes him with defiring eyes;
To raife bis pafiion flic difplays her charmss,
His modeft hand upon her bofom warms ;
Nor looks, nor pray’ss, nor force his heart perfaade,
But with difdain he quits the rofy maid.
Here let diffolving Laeda grace the toy,
‘Warm cheeks and heaving breafts reveal her joy;

icath the prefling {fwan fhe pants for air,
hile with ‘his flutt’ring wings he

ans the fair,

There let all-conqu'ring gold exert its pow’r,

And foften Danae in a glitt’ring fhow’r.

Would you warn beauty not to cherifh pride,
Nor vainly in the treach’rons bloom confide,
On the machine the fage Minerva plaee,
With lineaments of wifdom mark her faces
See, where fhe lies near fome tranfparent Rood,
4And with her pipe chears the refounding wood :
Her image in the floating glafs fhe {pies,
Her bloted cheeks, worn lips, and fhrivell’d eyess
She breaks the guiltlefs pipe, and with difdain
Its fhatter’d ruins flings upon the plain.
‘With the loud reed no more her check fhall fwell,
What, {poil her face! no; warbling ftrains farewel,
Shall arts—fhall feiences employ the fair ?
Thofe trifies are beneath Minervas care.

Vor, I, C
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Trom Venus let her learn the married life,
And alk the virtuous duties of a wife.

Here on a conch extend, the Cyprian dame,
Let her eye fparkle with the glowing flame ;
The god of war within her clinging arms,
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms,
Paint limping Vulcan with a hulband’s care,
And let his brow the cuckold’s honours wear;
Beneath the net the captive lovers place,
Their limbs entangled in a clofe embrace.

Let thefe amours adorn the new machine,
And female nature on the piece be feen ;

So fhall the fair, as long as fans fhall laft,
Learn. from your bright.examples to be chafte.
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“1’1 HUS Momus fpoke. - When fage Minervarofes;
From her fweet lips fmooth elocution flows 3

Her fkilful-hand an iv’ry pallet grac’d,

‘Where (hining colours were in order plac’d:

As:gods are blefs’d with a fuperior fkill,

And, fwift as mortal thought, perform their will,.

Strait fhe propofes, by her art divine,

To bid the paint exprefs her great defign. =

Th’ aflembled pow’rs confent. She now began,

And Her creating pencil ftain’d the fan.

O’er the fair field, trees fpread; and rivers flow,
Tow’rs rear their heads, and diltant mountding grows
Life feems to move within the glowing veins,

And i each face fome lively paffion reigns.
Thus have [ feen woods, hills, and dales appear;
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the ftlent air
In darken’d rooms, where light can only pafs
Through the fmall circl: of 2 convex glafs ;

On the white fheet the moving figures rife,

The forct waves, clouds float 2long the fkieg
Cz
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She various fables on the piece defi
That fpoke the follies of the female
The fate of pride in Niobe fhe drew ;
Be wife, ye nymphs, that feornful vice fubdue :
In a wide plain th’ imperious mother ftood,
Whofe diftant bounds rofe in a wind; g wood §
Upon her fhoulder lows her mant
Pride marks her brow, and elevat
A purple robe behind her fweeps the gro >
‘Whofe fpacious border golden flow’rs furround :
She made Latona’s altars ceafe to flame,
And of due honours robb’d her facred name 3
‘T'o her own char fhe bade frefh incenfe rife,
And adoration own her brighter eyes.

Sev’n daughters from her fruitfal loins were born,

Sev'n graceful fons her nuptial bed adorn,

‘Who, for a mother’s arrogant difdain,

‘Were by Latona’s double offspring flain,

Here Phoebus his unerring arrow drew,

And from his rifing fteed her fir-born threw ;
His op’ning fingers drop the flacken’d rein,

And the pale corfe falls headlong to the plain,
Beneath her pencil here two wreftlers bend,

See, to the grafp their fwelling nerves diftend,
Diana’s arrow joins them face to face,

And death unites them in a ftri@ embrace.
Another here flies trembling o’er the plain 3
When heav’n purfues, we fhun the ftroke in vain?
"This lifts his fupplicating hands and eyes,

And, *mid{t his humble adoration Hjes,
4As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart,

A furer weapon ftrikes his throbbing heart ;

Wb
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While that to raife his wounded brother tries,
Death blalts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes,
The tender fifters bath’d in grief appear,
With fable garments and difhevell'd hair,

And o'er their gafping brothers weeping ftood 3
Some with their treffes ftopt the guthing blood,
They ftrive to ftay the flecting life too late,

And in the pious action fhare their fate,

Now the proud dame, o’ercome by trembling fear,
With her wide robe protects her only care;

To fave her only care in vain (he tries,

Clofe at her fect the lateft viétim dies,

Down her fair cheek the trickling forrow flows,

Like dewy fpangles on the blufhing rofe ;

Fix’d in aftonithment fhe weeping ftood,

The plain all purple with her childrens blood 3

She ftiffens with her woes ; No more her hair

In eafy ringlets wantons in the

Motion forfakes her eyes,

And beat no |

air 3

her veins are dry’d,
onger with the fanguine tide ;
All life is fed, firm marble now (1

e grows,
Which @il in tears

the mother’s anguith thows.

Ye haughty fair, your painted fans difplay,
And tlie jult fate of lofty pride furvey :
Though lovers.oft extol your beauty’s power,
And in celeltial imilies adore,

1 Though from Your features Cupid borrows arms,

And goddefles confefs inferior charms,
Do not, vaia maid, the flatt’ring tale believe,
Alike thy lovers and thy glafs deceive,

Here lively colours Procris’ paffion tell,
Who to her jealous fears 2 victim fell,
C3
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Here koeels the trembling Lunter o'er his w
Who rolls her fick’ning x)n, and gafps for life;

upon ber fhoule Lr

Her drooping he
And purple gore her inowy bofom dyes :

\\ hat gn it, what horror on his face appears !
eems to {well with tears,

his red eye-lid
With agony his wringing hands he ftrains,
And [hu.Jg convullions (tretch his branchic

veins.

Learn hence, ye wives ! bid vain fufpicion ceafe,
Lofe not, in fullen difcontent, your peace.
For when fierce love to jealoufy ferments,
nd doubts and fears the foul'inve

A thoul
Np more the days in pl
5{% And nights no more their {oft'endearments

cafing converfe flow,

There on the piece the Volfcian queen ¢
The love of fpoils her female bofom fir’d ;
ng eyes,

Gay Chloreus’ arms attract her lor
And for the painted plume and helm fhe fighs 3
Fearlefs the follows, bent on gaudy prey,

Till an ill-fated dart obftruéts her w

| Down drops the martial maid; the bloody ground
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound.
The mourrful nymphs her drooping head fu
And try to ftop the gulhing life in vain.

ain,

Thus the raw maid fome tawdq’ coat furveysy
Where the fop’s fancy in embroidery plays 3
Tis fnowy feather edg'd with crimfon dyes,

| And his bright fword-knot lure her wand’ring eyess ]
| Fring'd gloves and gold brocade confpire to move, G
| ‘Till the nymph falls a facrifice to love. ¥

Here young Narciffus o’er the fountain ftood, 4

And view’d his image in the cryftal floods
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The cryftal flood refleéts his lovely charms,
And the pleas’d image ftrives to' meet his arms.
No nymph hisunexperienc'd breaft fubdu’d,
Echo in vain the flying boy purfu’ds
Himfell aloné‘the foolifh youth admires,
And with fond look the-fmiling-fhade defires :
Q’er the fmooth lake with fruitlefs tears he grieves,
His fpreading fingers-fhoot in verdant leaves,
Through his pale veins.green: {ap now gently flows,
And in a fhort-liv’d-flow’r his beauty blows,
Let vain Narciffus warn cach female breaft,
That beauty's but a tranfient good at beft.
Like flow’rs it withers with th’ advancing year,
And age, like winter, robs the blooming fair.
Oh Araminta ! ceafe thy wonted pride,
Nor longer in thy faithlefs charms'confide;
o, Ev'n while the glafs reficéts thy fparkling eyes,
Their luftre and thy rofy colour flies! f
Thus on-the fan the breathing figures fhine,
153 And all the powers appland the wife defign.
The Cyprian queen the painted gift receives,
And with a grateful bow the fynod leaves.
‘To the low world fhe bends her {teepy way,
Where Strephon pafs’d the folitary day;
She found him in'a melancholy grove,
His downcaft eyes betray’d defponding love,
The wounded bark confef’d his flighted fame,
" " “And ev’ry tree bore falfe Corinna’s name;
In a cool fhade he lay with folded ars
Curfes Lis fortune, and upbraids her charms,

) B When Venus to his wond’ring ¢yes appears,
#nd with thefc words relicves his am’rous carer:
Ca
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Rife, happy youth, this bright machine furvey;
‘Whofe ratt’ling fticks my bufy fingers {way 5
This prefent fhall thy cruel charmer move,
And in her fickle bofom kindle love,

The fan fhall Autter in all female hands,
And vatious fathionslearn from various lands.
For this fhall elephants their iv'ry fhed;

And polifh’d fticks the waving engine fpread :
His clouded mail the tortoife thall refign,

And round the rivet pearly circles fhine.

Oan this fhall Indians all their art employ,
And with bright colours ftain the gaudy toy 3
Their paint thall here in wildet fancies flow,
Their drefs, their coftoms, their religion fhow 3
5o fhall the Britifh fair their minds improve,
4nd on the fan to diftant climates rove.

Here China’s ladies fhall their ptide difplay,
And filver figures gild their loofe array ;

This boafts her little feet and winking eyes ;
That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies :
Here crofs-legg’d nobles in rich flate (hall dine;
‘There in bright mail diftorted heroes (hine.
The peeping fan in modern times [hall gife,
‘Through which unfeen the female ogle fligs ;
This fhall in temples the {ly maid conceal,
And fhelter love beneath devotion’s veil,

Gay France fhall make the fan her artits carg,
AAnd with the coftly trinket arm the fair,

As learned orators that touch the heart,

‘With various adtion raife their foothing art,
Both head and hand affeét the lift’ning throng,
And humour cach expreflion of the tongue :
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From noify anger to the fullen {pleen.
While Venus fpoke, joy fhone in Strephon’s eyes,
Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flies,
But Cupid (who delights in am’rous ill,
Wounds hearts, and leaves them to-a woman’s will)
With certain 2im a golden arrow drew,
Which to Leander’s panting bofom. flew ;
Leander lov'd; and to the fprightly dame
In gentle fighs reveal’d his growing flame ;
Sweet fniles Corinna to his fighs returns,
And for the fop in equal paffion burns.
Lo Strephon comes ! and with a fuppliant bow,
Offers the prefent, and renews his vow.
When fhe the fate of Nicbe beheld,
Why has my pride againft my heart rebell’d ?
She fighing cry’d : Difdain forlook her breaft,
And Strephon now was thought a wortl y

In Procris® bofom when fhe faw the dart,
She jultly blames her own fufpicious heart,
Imputes her difcontent to jealous fear,

And knows her Strephon’s conftancy fincere.
When-on Camilla’s fate her eye (he turns,
No more for fhow and equipage (he bur
8he learns Leander’s paffion to defpife,
And looks on merit with dif

as;

rning eyes.
Narciffus” change to the vain virgin fhows
Who trufts to beauty, trufls the

fading rofe.
Touth flics apace, with youth your beauty flies ;
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloflom dies.
Thus Pallas taught her,  Strephon weds the dame,
And Hymen’s torch diffus’d the brighteft flame,
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SIX PASTORALS.

Libeat mihi fordida rura,

Atque humiles habitare cafas,—ws ViRGs
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COURTEOUS READER.

RE AT marvel hath it been, (and that not un=

worthily), to divers worthy wits, that, in this
our ifland of Britain, in all rare feiences fo greatly a-~
bounding, more efpecially in all kinds of poefie, high-
ly Hourithing; no poet, (though othérways of notable
cunning in roundelays) hath kit on the right fimple
Eclogue, after. the true ancient guife of Theocritus,
before this mine attempt,

Other poet travelling in this plain high way of Pa-
ftoral know I'none, Yet, certes, fuch it behoveth a
Paftoral to be, as nature in the country affordeth 3
and the manners alfp mettly copied from thé rultical
folk therein.  In this alfo my love to my natire coun-

try, Britain, much pricketh me forward, to deferibe a-
right the manners of our own honeft and laboriots
ploughmen, in no wife fure more unworthy a Britith
Roet’s imitation, than thofe of Sicily or Arcadie ; al-
beit, not ignorant I am, what a ront and rabblement
‘of critical gallimawfty hath been made of late days by
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eertain young men of infipid delicacy, conceérning, T

wilt not what, Golden Age, and other outragious cons

ceits, to which they would confine Paftoral. Where-

of 1 avow, [ account nought at all, knowing no age fo

juftly to be inftiled Golden, as this of our Sovereign
ady Queen ANNE,

This idle trumpery (only fit for fchools and fchool-
boys) unto that ancient Dorick fhepherd Theocritus,
or his mates, was never known ; he rightly, through-
out his fifth Idyl, maketh his louts give foul language,
and behold their goats at rut in all:fimplicity.

» S et oy ’ o )
Qorares gux ETopY]. Totg luaxxé\x; ol Barivls

: s i
Taxszal oQlarpas o8 T‘nc‘c'yag auTog sysvled

T aEoc

Verily, as little pleafance receiveth a true homebred
tafte, from all the fine finical new-fangled fooleries of
this gay Geothic garniture, wherewith they fo nicely
bedeck their court clowns, or clown courtiers (for
which to call them rightly I wot not) as would 2 pru-
dent citizen journeying to- his country-farms, fhould
he find them occupied by people of this motely make,
inftead of plain downright hearty cleanly folks, fuch
as be now: tenants to the burgefles of this realme.

Furthermore, it is my purpofe, gentle reader, to fet
before thee, as it were, a picture, or rather lively land-
fcape of thy own country, juft as thon mighteft fee it,
dideft thou.take a walk into the ficlds at the proger
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féafon : Even as Mailter Milton hath elegantly fee:
forth the fame.

-

As one. who long in populous city pent,
¢ Where houfes thick and fewers annoy the air,
Forth iffuing on a fummer’s morn to breathe

Among the pleafant villages and farms

Adjoin’d, from each thing met coneeives delight;
The fmell of grain, or tedded grafs, or kine,

Or daify, cach rural fight, each rural found.”

:

Thou wilt not find my fhepherdeffas idly piping on
oaten reeds, but milking the kine, tying up the [heaves,,
or, if the hogs are aflray, driving them to their ftyes.
My (hepherd gathereth none other npfegays but what.
are the growth of our own fields; he flecpeth not un-
der myrtle fhades, but under a hedge ; nor doth he vi-
gilantly defend his flocks from wolves, becaufe there
are none, as Maifter. Spencer well obferveth.

¢ Well is known, that fince the Saxzon king
¢ Neyer was wolf feen, many or fome
¢ Nor in all Kent, nor in Chriltendom.”

For as much as I have mentioned Maifter Spencer,.
foothly 1 muft acknowledge him a bard of fwceteft me=
morial. Yet hath his fhepherd’s boy at fome times
raifed his ruftick reed to rhimes more rumbling than
rural.  Diverfe grave points alfo hath he handled of
churchly matter and doubts in religion daily arifing,
to great clerks only appertaining. What liketh me beft
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are his names, indecd right

ple and meet for the
as Lobbin, Cuddy, Hobbinol, Diggon,

made bold to borrow,

country, fuch

and others, fome of which I haye

Morcover, ds he

led his Eclogues, The Bhepherd’s
Calendar, "and divided the fame into twelve months, I

have chofen {peradeenture not oves rafhly) to name

minc by the davs of the week, omitting Sunday or the

Sabbath, ours I fuppofed to be Chriffian fhep-

“herds, 404 tc

Yet further,
of many -of * Spencet’s ecl

it thay be ob-
ferved, though months they be

of the faid
months theréia nothi 18 s ercin I have
alfo efteemed him wort hy 1

T hat pring

ally, courteous re , whereof I would

t from the

have thee to be'

€); 15

foothly to
fpcken by the “cotintry maiden or the

courtly dame;

not only fuch as in the pr

times is nof ut-

ft: and, ifl

aright, will never bé utteréd in times fatare. I
ght,

but was never uttered in

having too much of the country to be fit for the court,
too much of the court to be ¢ for the country ; toe
much of the language of old times to be fit for the pre-
{ent, too much of the prefent to have béen fit for the
old; and too much of both to be fir for any time to
comie.

Granted alfo it is, that, in this my language,
I feem vinto myfelf as a London Mafom, who calcu-
lateth his work for a tefm of years, when he buildeth
with old matetials upon a ground-rent that is not his
own, which foon turneth to Tubbifh and ruins, ~ For
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this point, no reafon can I alledge, only deep learned
enfamples having led me thercunto.

But here, again, much comfort arifeth in me, from
the hopes, in that I conceive, when thefe words, in the
courfe of tranfitory things, fhall decay, it may fo hap,
in meet time, that fome lover of fimplicity fhall arife,
who f(hall have the hardinefs to render thefc mine e=
clogues into fuch more modern dialeét as fhall be then
underftood.

Gentle reader, turn over the leaf, and entertain thy=-
felf with the profpect of thine own country, limned ]
by the painful hand of

Thy loving countryman,

JOHN GAY.
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

LORD VISCOUNT BOLINGBROKE.

0, T-who erlt beneath a tree,
Sung Bumkinet and Bouzybee,

And Blouzelind and Marian bright,
In apron blue or apron white,
Now write my fonnets in a'book,
For my good Lord of Bolingbroke,

As lads and lafles ftood around
To hear my boxen hautboy found,
Our clerk came pofting o’er' the‘green
With doleful tidings-of the queen’;
That queen, he faid, to whom we owe
Sweet *¢ Peace that maketh riches flow ;™
That queen who eas’d our tax 'of late,
Was dead, alas l—and lay in Rate.

At this, in tears was Cic'ly feen,
Buxoma tore her pinners clean ;
In doleful dumps ftood ev'ry clown,
The parfon rent his band and gown.

For me, when as I heard that death
Had fnatch’d Queen Anne to El'zabeth,
Dy
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| 1 broke my reed, and fighing, fwore
{ I’d weep for Blouzelind ho more.
‘While thus we ftood as in a ftound,
And wet with tears, like dew, the gronnd
Full foon by bonefire and by bell

?

i ‘We learnt our liege was pafling well.

; h A fkilful leech (fo God him {peed)
They fay had wrought this blefled deed 5
Thisleech Arbuthnot was yclept,

‘Who many a night not once had flept 3

But watch’d our gracious fov’reign ftill; Thee

For who could reft when fhe. was ill?

Oh, may’ft thou henceforth fweetly fleep !

Sheer, fwains, oh fheer your. fofteft (heep

To fwell his couch ; for well T ween,

He fav’d th’ realm who fav’d the queen.
Quoth I, Pleafe God, I'll hie with glee

To court, this Arbuthnot to fes.

."‘T I fold my fheep and lambkins too,
[i ym" For filver loops and garment blue :
,»lli il My boxen hautboy, fweet of found,
;‘! :1 For lace that edg’d mine hat around ;
il ‘ For Lightfoot-and my ferip I got

A gorgeous fword, and ¢ke a kngt.

So forth I far’d to court with {peed,
Of {oldier’s drum withouten dread 3
e For peace allays the fhepherd’s fear
Of wearing cap of granadier.

There faw I ladies all a-row
Before their queen in feemly (how.
No more I'll fing Buxoma brown,
Like goldfinch in her Sunday gown 3
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Nor Clumfilis, nor Marjan bright,
Nor damfel that Hobnelia highe.

But Lanfdown frefh as Bower of May,
And Berkley Lady blithe andigay,;
And Anglefey whoft fpeech exceeds
The voice of

>€, or paten reedss;
And blooming Hyde, with eyes o tare,

ague beyond comparés

fair would I depaint
In roundelay or fonpet quaiat.
There mativ a wossholacmt e
There many a worthy 'wight 1!ée feen
In ribbon blue and ribbon green.
As Oxford, who a w

nd doth bear,
Like Mofes, in our Bibles f
Who for our traffic form defigns,
And gives to Britain Indian mines,
Now, fhepherds, clip your ficecy care,
Ye maids, your fpinning-wheels p

ir:

Ye weavers all your fhuttles throw,
And bid broad-cloths and ferges
For trading free (ball thrive ae

Nor leafings leud affright the fwain.
There faw | St John, fweet of mien,
Full ttedfalt both to church and queen @
With whofe fair name I’ll deck my ftrain,
St John, right courteous to the fwain.
For thus he told me on a day
Trim are thy fonnets, gentle Gay,
And certes, mirth it were to fee

Thy joyous madrigals twice three,
With preface
Imprinted f

meet, and notes profound,
d well y-bound.
D3
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Al fuddenly then home 1 fped,

And did even as my Lord had faid.
Lo, here thou haft mine eclogues fair;

But let not thefe detain thine ear.

Let not th” affairs of ftates and kings

‘Wait, while our Bouzybeus fings.

Rather than verfe of fimple fwain

Shou’d ftay the trade of France or Spain,

Or for the plaint of parfon’s maid,

Yon' Emp’ror’s packets be delay’d ;

In footh, I fwear by holy Paul,

1'd burn book, preface, notes and i,
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LOBBIN CLOUT, €CUDDY, CLODDIPOLE,

LOBBIN CLOUT.
TH Y younglings, Cuddy, are but juft awake,
No thrufties thrill the bramble-bufh forfake,
No chirping lark the welkin * fheen invokes,
No damfel yet the fwelling udder ftroaks ;
O'er yonder bill does feant4+ the dawn appear,
Then why does Cuddy leave his cott fo reart ?

CUDDY,

Ah Lobbin Clout! I ween §, my plight is gueft,
For ¢ he that loves a {tranger, is to reft ;"

* Welkin the fame a3 welken, an old Saxon word
fignifying a cloud ; by poetical licence it is frequently
taken for the clement or fky, as may appear by this
verfe in the Dream of Chaucher,

** Ne in all the welkin was no cloud.”
Sheen or fhine, an old ward for (hining or bright.

+ Scant, ufed in the ancient Britith authors for fearce,

} Rear, an expreflion in feveral counties of England,
for early in the morning,

§ To ween, from the Saxon, to think or conceives
D4
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If fwains belye not, thou haft prov’d the fmart,
'd Blouzelinda’s miltrefs of thy beart.

This rifing rear betokeneth well thy mind,
Thofe arms are folded for thy B

uzelind.
And well, I trow, our piteous plights ag

)
T'hee Blouzelinda fmites, Buxoma me.
LOBBIN CLOUT.

Ah Blouzelind ! I love thee more by half,

e

Than docs their fawns, or cows, the ne
Woe worth the tongue, may bl

'That names Buxoma, Blouzélind withal

1al.

CUDDY.

Hold, witlefs Lobbin Clout, I thee advife,
Left blifters fore on thy own tongue arife,
Lo yonder Cloddipole! the blithefome fwain,
The wifeft lout of all the neighb’ring plain !
From Cloddipole we learn’d to read the fkies,
To know when hail will fall, or winds arife.
He taught us erft * the heifer’s tail to view,
‘When ftuck aloft, that thow’rs would ftrait enfue;
He firlt that ufefuol fecret did explain,
That pricking corns foretold the gath’ring rain,
When fwallows fleet fore high and fport in air,
He told us that the welkin would be clear.
Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearfe,

And praife his fweetheart in alternate verfe.
T'll wager this fame oaken faff with thee,
"That ‘Cloddipole fhall give the prize to me.

* Erft, a contraétion of ere this; it ‘fignifies fomes
time ago, of formerly,
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LOBBIN CLOUT,

t fallow-deer 3

h

Made of the fkin of fleek
This pouch, that’s ty’d w

tape of redd

N e m

i DE my due.

T'll wager, that the prize

CUDD Y
Begin thy carols then, thou vaunting flouch,
Be thine the oaken ftaff, or mine the pouch.

LOBBIN CLOUT.
My Blouzelinda is the blitheft

Than primrof¢ fweeter, or the clover gi

Fair is the l\u'"-"'l p that in meadow blows,

Fair is the daify that befide her grows,

Fair is the gi
Fair is the m
But Blouzelind’s than gillgflow’r more fair,

iflow’r, of gardens fweet,
rygold, for pottage meet.

Than daify, marygold, or king-cup rare.

CUDDY.
My brown Buxoma is the featelt maic
That €’er at wake delightfome gambol play’d.

Clean as young lambkins, or the goofe’s down,
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown.
The witlefs lamb may fport upon the plain,
The fritking kid delight the gaping fwain,
The wanton calf may fkip with many a bound,
And my cur Tray play defteft * feats around ;

this tobacco-pouch, that’s lin’d with- hair,

* Deft, an old word, fignifying brifk or nimble.
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But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray,
Dance like Buxoma on the firft of May.

LOBBIN CLOUT.
Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near,
Of her bereft 'tis winter all the year,
With her no fultry fummer’s heat I know ;
In winter, when fhe’s nigh, with love I glow.
Come, Blouzelinda, eafe thy fwain’s defire,
My fummer’s hadow, and my winter's fire !

CUDDY.

As with Buxoma once I work’d at hay,
Ev’n noon-tide labour feem’d an holiday 3
And holidays, if haply fhe were gone,

Like worky-days I wifh’d would foon be done,
Eftfoons *, O fweetheart kind, my love repay,
And all the year fhall then be holiday.

LOBBIN CLOUT.
As Blouzelindz, in a gamefome mood,
Behind a haycock loudly laughing ftood,
I flily ran and fnatch’d a halty kifs,
She wip'd her lips, nor took it much amifs,
Believe me, Cuddy, while 'm bold to fay,
Her breath was fweeter than the ripen’d hay,

* Eftfoons, from eft, an ancient Britifh word, fig
nifying foon. So that eftfoons is a doubling of the
word foon, which s, as it were, to fay twice foon, oF
very foon,
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CUDDY.
As my Buzoma in a reorning fair, Hikl
With gentle finger ftrok’d her milky care,
Fqueintly * ftole a kifs ; at firlt, *tis true,
She frown’d, yet after granted one or two ;
Lobbin, 1 fwear, believe who willmy vows,
Her breath by far excell’d the breathing cows:

LORBBIN CLOUT. i

Leck to the Welch to Dutchmen butter’s dear;
Of Irith fwains potatoe is the chear ;
Oats for their fealts, the Seottifh (hepherds grind,
Sweet turnips are the food of Blonzelind.
While fhe loves turnips, butter I'll defpife,
Nor leeks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoc prize.

h CUDDY. L
Tn good roaft-beef my landlord fticks his knife;
The capon fat delights his dainty wife,
Pudding our Parfon eats, the fquire loves hare,
But white-pot thick is my Buxoma’s fare.
‘While fhe loves white-pot, capon ne'er fhall be,
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, foed for me.

* Queint has various fignifications in the ancient
Englith authors. I have ufed it in this place in the
fame fenfe as Chaucer hath done in his Miller’s Tale.
¢ As Clerkes being full fubtle and queint,” (by which
he means arch or waggifl), and not in that obftene
fenfe wherein he ufeth it ia the line immediately fol-
lowing.
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LOBBIN CLOUT,
As once I play’d at blindman’s-buff; it hapt

About my eyes the towel thick ‘was wrapt.

I mifs’d the fwains, and fciz'd on Blouzelind 5

True fpeaks that ancient proverb Lov

CUDDY.
As at Hot-cockles once T lai
And felt the weighty band of many a«clown;

me down,

Ruxoma gave a gentle tap, and 1
s % o 9 % sehHiel in Lot ede
Quick rofe, and read foft mifchicf in her eye.

LOBBIN CLOUT.

On two near elms the flacken’d cord I hung,
Now high, now low my Blouzelinda fwung.
With the rude wind her rumpled garment rofe,
And how’d her taper leg, and fearlet hofe,

CUDD Y.

Acrofs the fallen oak the plank I laid,
And myfelf pois’d againft the tott’ring maid.
leapt the plank ; adown Buxoma fell ;
1 {py’d—Dbut faithful fweethearts never tell.

LOBBIN CLOUT.
This riddle, Cuddy, if thou canft, explain,
This wily riddle pnzzles every {wain.
¢ * What flow’r is that which bears the virgin's
““ name,
The richeft metal joined with the fame IV

* Marygold.
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CUDDY,
Anfwer, thou carle; and judge this'riddle right,
I'll frankly own thee for a cunning wight.
¢ * What flow’r is that which royal honour craves,

I

¢ Adjoin the virgin, and ’tis ftrown on graves ?

CLODDIPOLE.
Forbear, contending louts, give o’er your ftrains,
An oaken ftaff each merits for his pains.
But fee the fun-beams bright to labour warn,
And gild the thatch of goodman Hodges’ barn.
Your herds for want of water ftand a-dry,
They’re weary of your fongs=—and fo am I

* Rofemary.
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MARTAN,

Oung Colin Clout, a:lad of peerlefs meed,

Full well could dance, and deftly tune the reed;
Tn ev'ry wood his carols fweet were known,
At ev'ry wake his nimble feats were thown.
When in:the ring the ruftic routs he threw,
The damfels pleafures with his conquefts grew ;
Or when aflant the cadgel threats his head,
His danger fmites the breaft of ev'ry maid;
But chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the fwain,
The parfon’s maid, and neateft of the plain,
Marian, that foft conld ftroak the udder’d cow,
Or leffen with her fieve the barley-mow 3
Marbled with fage the hard’ning cheefe fhe prefs'd,
And yellow butter Marian’s fkill confefs'd.
But Marian, now devoid of country-cares,
Nor yellow butter, nor {age-cheefe prepares.
For yearning love the witlefs maid employs,
And love, fay dwains, all bufy heed deftroys.

v

o v
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Colin makes mock at all her hideous {mart,
A lafs that Cic’ly hight, had won his heare,
Cic’ly the weftern lafs that tends the kee %
The rival of the parfon’s maid was fhe.
dn dreary fhade now Marian lies along,
And mix’d with fighs thus wails in plaining fong.
Ah woful day! ah woful noon and morn !
When firlt by thee my younglings white were fhorn
Then firft, I ween, T eaft a lover’s eye,
My theep were filly, but more filly 1.
Beneath the fheers they felt no lafting fmart;
They loft but fleeces, while T loft a heart,
Ah Celin ! can’ft thou leave thy fweetheart true;
‘What I have done for thee will Cic'ly do ?
Will the thy linen wath, or hofen darn,
And knit thee gloves made of her own fpun yarn?
Will fhe with hufwife’s hand provide thy meat,
And ev’ry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plaie 2
Which o’er thy kerfey doublet fpreading wide,
In fervice-time drew Cic'ly’s eyes afide,
Where’er I gad I cannot hide my care,
My new difafters in my look appear.
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown,
So thin my features that I'm hardly known ;
Our ncighbours tell me oft, in joking talk,
Of afhes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk 3
Unwittingly of Matian they divine,
And wift not that with thoughtful love T pine.
Yet Colin Clout, untoward fhepherd firain,
Walks whiftling blithe, while pitiful I plain,

* Kee, a weft-country word for kine or cowsy
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‘Whilom with thee ‘twas Marian’s dear delight,
To moil all day, and merry-makeat night.
1f in the foil you guide the crooked fhare,
Your early breakfalt is my conftant care;
And when with.even hand you ftrow the grain,
1 fright the thievifh rooks from off thie plain,
In mifling days when [ my threfher heard,
‘With nappy bear I to the barn repair’d 3
Loft in the mufic of the whirling fail,
To gaze on thee I leftithe fmoaking pale:
In harvelt when the fun was mounted high,
My leathern bottle did thy drought fupply 5
‘Whene’er you mow’d I follow’d with the rake,
And have full oft been fun-burat for thy fake :
‘When in the welkin gath’ring how’rs were feen,
1 lagg’d the laft with Colin on the green
And when at eve returning with thy car,
Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far 3
Straight on the fire the footy pot I plac’d 5
To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for haite,
‘When hungry thou ftood’t ftaring, kke an oaf,
T flic’d the luncheon from the burL:y loaf,
‘With crumbled bread I thicken’d well thy mefs;

Ah love me more, or love thy pottage lefs !
Laft Friday’s eve, when as the fun was fet,
I, near yon.{tile, three fallow gypfies met.
Upon my hand they caft a poring look,
{ Bid me bewave, and thrice their heads they fhook
They faid that many croffes I muft prove,
Some in my worldly gain, but moft in love.
{ Next morn I mifs’d three hens and our old cock,
And off the hedge.two pinniers and & finock,

W
Wi

Wiy
Th
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I bore thefe loffes with a Chriftian mind,
And no mithaps couid feel, while thou wert kind.
But fince, alas! I grew my Colin's {corn,

Fve known no pleafure, night} or noon, or morn.
Help me, ye gypflies, bring him home again,

And to a conftant lafs give back her fwain.

Have I not fat with thee full many a night,
When dying embers were our only light,

When ev'ry creature did in Qumbers lie,
Beflides our cat, my Colin Clout, and 1?
No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin move,
While I alone am kept awake by love.

Remember, Colin, when at laft year’s wake,
I bought the coftly prefent for thy fake:
Could(t theu fpell o’er the pofy on thy knife,
And with another change thy flate of life ?

If thou forget’ft, 1 wot I can repeat,

My memory can tell the verfe fo fweet.

As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine,

Sois thy image on this beart of mine.

But wo is me ! fuch prefents lucklefs prove,
For knives, they tell me, always fever love.

"Thus Marian wail’d, her eyes with tears brimfull,
When Goody Dobins brought her cow to bull,
With apron blue to dry her tears fhe fought,
Then faw the cow well ferv’d, and took a groat.




VEE DN E S D Al

OR, THE

Ui b e Gl s

SPARABELLA,

J‘I\ HE wailings of a maiden I recite,

A maiden fair that Sparabella hight.
Such ftrains ne’er warble in the linnet’s throat,
Nor the gay goldfinch chaunts fo feet a note.
No magpye chatter'd, nor the painted jay,

Nor ox was heard to low, nor afs to bray ;
No ruftling breezes play’d the leaves among,
‘While thus her madrigal the damfel fung.

® Dumps, or Dumbs, made ufe of to exprefsa fitol
the fullens. =~ Some have pretended that it is derved
from Dumops, a king of Egypt, that built a pyfﬂmidl
and died of melanchely. So Mopes, after the fan®
manner, is thought to have come from Merops, 4
| other Egyptian king that died of the fame diftempefs
but our Englith antiquaries have conje&ured that

I Dumps, which is a grievous heavinefs of fpirits, °°‘?‘s
i from the word Dumplin, the heavieft kind of puddits
that is eaten in this country, much ufed in Norfols
and other countics of England.
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A while, O D’Urfey, lend an ear or twain,
) iy Nor, though in homely guife, my verfe difdain j
*  Whether thon feek’{t new kingdoms in the fun *,
Whether thy mufe does at Newmarket run,
Or does with goffips at a feaft regale,
And heighten her conceits with fack and ale s L
Or elfe at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejoice, ‘
Where D’Urfey’s lyrics fwell in ev’ry voice 3
¥ Yet fuffer me, thou bard of wond’rous meed f,
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed.

Now the fun drove adown the weftern road,

And oxen la
The clown, fatigu'd, trudg’d homeward with his fpads,
Acrofs the meadow firetch’d the lengthen’d fhade:

t When Sparabella, penfive and forlorn,

Alike with yearning love and ur worn,

Lean’d on her rake, and ftrait with doleful guife,

Did this fad plaint in moanful notes devife.

Come night as dark as pitch, furround my head, /

From Sparabella Bumkinct is fled ;

The ribbon that his val’rous cudgel won,

Lalt Sunday happier Clumfilis put ou.

Sure if he'd eyes, (but Love, they fay, has noue),

1 whilhom by that ribbon had been known.

at reft forget the goad;

% An opera written by this author, calle
World in the Sun, or the Kingdom of Birds; he is
alfo famous for his fong on the Newmarket horfe-race,
and feveral others that ate fung by the Britifh fivains.

+ Meed, an old word for fame or renowi
Ez

d the "“ ‘.
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Ah; well-a-day ! I'm fhent with baneful fmart,
For with that ribbon he beftow’d his heart.

| My plaint, ye laffes, with this burden aid, e
gl "Tis bard fo true a ofel dies a maid.

Shall hezvy Clumfilis with me compare ?
i View this, ye lovers, and |
i Her blubber’d lip by finutty pipes is worn,

¢ me defpair.

1 And in her breath tobacco whiffs are borne

{1 The cleanly cheefe-prefs fhe could never turn,

| Her avkward fift did ne’er employ the churn 3§

If ¢’er (he brew’d, the drink would (trait go foury
Before it ever felt the thunder’s pow’r ;

No hufwifery the dowdy creature knew 3

‘To fum up all, her tongue confefs’d the fhrew.
My ple affes, with this burden aid,

*Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid.

Pve often feen my vifage in yon lake,
Nor are my features of the homelielt make.
Though Clumfilis may boaft a whiter dye,
Yet the black floe turns in my rolling eye;
And fairelt bloffoms drop with ev’ry blaft,
But the brown beanty will like hollies laft.
Her wan complexion’s like the wither’d leek,
‘While Katherine pears adorn my ruddy cheeks
Yet the, alas ! the witlefs lout hath won,
il And by her gain, poor Sparabell’s undane !
| Let hares and hounds in coupling ftraps unite, th
i The clucking hen make friendhip with the kite;
1 Let the fox fimply wear the nuptial noofs,
And join in wedlock with the wadling goofe ;

* Shent, an old word fignifying hurt or harmeds
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Sooner (hall i
And the flow

Sooner fhali

ch-owls batk in funny day,

on trees, like fquirrels; pl

Ison ir
Than [ forget my (hept

ect pinions rove,

me;‘ love.

e daffes,

Ah! did(k thon know what proffers T'with{{ocdy
When late I met the Squire in yonder wood !
To me

fped, regatdlefs of his game,
While all my cheek was
My lip he k:fa’ ,-and: pr;
Fhen from his pur

lowing red with fhame;
healthful look,
of filk a guinea took,

Into my hand he fore’d the tempting gold,

While [ with modeft ftrug broke hisi hold.
He fwore that Dick in-lix’ry ftripp'd with lace,
Should wed me foon, tokeep me from difgrace;
But I nor foctman priz’d nof yolden fee

For what is lace or gold comp
} My plaint, ye laffes, with
’Tis hard [o true a damfel di

’d to thee?

his burden aid,

id.
Now plain I ken + whence Love his rife begun ;
Sure he was born fome bloody butcher’s fon,

€5 a

t To ken: BScire, Chaucero, to ken, and kende

notus Ay Si cunnan Goth. Kunnan. Germanis Kend
F

* 3
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Bred up in fhambles, where onr younglings flain,
Erft taught him mifchief and to fport with pain.
The father only filly fheep annoys,
The fon the fillier thepherdefs deftroys.
Does fon or father greater mifchief do ?
The fire is cruel, fo the fon is too.

My plaint, ye laffes, with this burden aid,
*Tis bard fo true a damfel dies a maid.

Farewel, ye woods, ye meads, ye ftreams that flow;
A fudden death fhall rid me of my wo.
This penknife keen my windwipe fhall divide,
‘What, (hall I fall as fqueaking pigs have dy'd !
No—To fome tree this carcafe I'll fufpend
But worrying curs find fuch untimely end !
1’1l fpeed me to the pond, where the high ftool
On the long plank hangs o’er the muddy pool,
That ftool, the dread of ev’ry feolding quean 3
Yet, fure a lover fhould not die fo mean !
There plac’d aloft, I'll rave and rail by fits,
Though all the parith fay P've loft my wits;
And thence, if courage holds, myfelf Ill throw,
And quench my paffion in the lake below.

Ye lgffes, eafe your burden, ceafe to moan,
And, ?‘j my safe forewarn’d, go mind your own.

nen, Danis kiende. Iflandis kunna. Belgis kennef
This word is of general ufe, but not very commons
though not unknown to the vulgar.  Ken, for profpi*
eere, is well known, and ufed to difcover by the eyé
Ray, F. R, 5
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The fun was fet ; the night came on a-pace,
And falling dews bewet around the place;
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings,
And the hoarfe owl his woful dirges fings 3
The prudent maiden deems it now too late,

e

And, till to-morrow comes, defers her fate.
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1 firaightway fet a-running with fuch hafte,
Deb’rzh that won the
*Till fpent for 1

g bank Hi[wlmhn,

oek fcarce ran fo faft ;

weary grown,

Then doff” uj‘- my (hoe, and

Midfummer no fleep I {o
b

"1 brought,
I featter’d round the feed on every fide,

1 o
1 a bag of hemp

in a trembling accent cry'd,
d I o,

,
Wl mow.

the crop. fue
k, and if my eyes {peak truth,

wes mark the ground,
nd, arcund, around.

rds of kind

=
T B

Before the fun had ¢l
A ficld T went, amid the
< my Kine (for

O 1h

Thee firlt 1'{py’d, and the firlt fivai
In fpite of f
See, Lubberkin, each bird his pertner
And canit tuon then thy fweetheart dear l’)rf ke ?

itune fhall our true love

t Doff, and Don, contradted from the words do off,

and do on,
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my troth, I fwear,
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FOURTH PASTORAL 41

With my fbarp heel I three times mark the ground,
vice around, around, around.

HAnd turn me
Lalt May-day fair 1 fearched to find a fnail

That might my fecret lover’s name reveal 3

Upon a goofeberry-bulh a fnail [ found,

For always fnails near fweeteft fruit abound.

1 feiz’d the vermine, home I quickly fped,

And on the hearth the milk-white embers {pread.

Slow crawl'd the fnail, and if 1 right can fpell,

In the foft afthes mark’d a curious L :

Oh, may this wondrous omen lucky prove!

For L is found in Lubberkin and love.

be eraund.
he ground,

~

With my fharp beel I three times mark
And turn me thrice around, areund, around.

Two hazel-nuts I threw into the flame,
And to each nut I gave a {weetheart’s name.
This with the loude(t bounce me fore amaz’d,
That in a flame of brighteft colour blaz’d.
As blaz’d the nut fo may thy paffion grow,
For 'twas thy nut that did fo brightly glow.

With my fharp beel I three times mark the ground,
And turn me thrice around, around, around

As peafcods once I pluck’d, 1 chanc'd to fee
One that was clofely fill'd with three times three,
‘Which when I crop’d I fafely home convey’d,
And o'er the door the fpell in fecret laid,
My wheel I turn’d, and fung a ballad new,
While from the {pindle 1 the fleeces drew ;3

“The latch mov’d up, when who fhould firlt come it}

| But in his proper perfon,—Lubberkin.
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I broke my yarn, furpris’d the fight to fee,
Sure fign that he would break his word with me.
Eftfoons I join’d it with my wonted flight,
So may again bis love with mine unite!
With my fbarp heel I three times mark the ground,
And tarn me thrice around, around, around.
This Lady-fly I take from off the grafs,
Whofe fpotted back might fcarlet red furpafs.
Fly, Lady-bird, North, South, or Eaft, or Weft,
Fly where the man is found that I love beff.
He leaves my hand, fec to the Weft he’s flown,
To call my true-love from the faithlefs town.
With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground,
And turn me thrice around, around, around.
I pare this pippin round and round again,
My (hepherd’s name to flourith on the plain.
I fling th” unbroken paring o’er my head,
Upon the grafs a perfect L is read;
Yet on my heart a fairer L is {feen
Than what the paring marks upon the green.

With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground,
And turn me thrice around, around, arounds
‘This pippin fhall another trial make,
See from the core two kernels brown 1 take;
This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn,
And Boobyclod on t’other fide is borne.
But Boobyclod foon drops upon the ground,
A certain token that his love’s unfound,
While Lubberkin fticks firmly to the laft3
Oh were his lips to mine but join'd fo faft!

15
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BUMKINET, GRUBBINOL.

BUMEKINET. ﬁ

HY, Grubbinol, doft thou fo wiftful feem?
\’ There’s ferrow in thy look, if right I decns,
*Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear,
And chilly blafts begin to nip the year ;
From the tall elm a fhower of leavesis borne,
And their loft beauty riven beeches mourn.
Yet even this feafon pleafance blithe affords,
Now the fqueez’d prefs foams with our apple hoards,
Come, let us hye, and quaff a cheary bowl,
Let cyder now wafb forrow from thy foul.

* Dirge or Dyrge, a mournful ditty or fong of la-
mentation over the dead; not a contraéion of the Li-
tin Dirige in the Popith hymn Dirige greffus meos, as
fome pretend. But from the Tentonic Dyrke, Laudare,
to praife and extol, Whence it is poflible their dyrke
and our dirge was a laudatory fong to commemorate
and applaud the dead, Cowell's Interpreter,

") BADISCHE ;
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GRUBBINOL.,

Ah Bumkinet ! fince thou from hence wert gone,

ad plains all merriment is flown 3

From the
Should 1 reve
And make thine eye o’erflow with many a tear.

I my grief "twould {poil thy chear,

BUMEKINET.

Hang forrow ! Let’s to yonder hut repair,
And with trim fonnets caft away our care,
Gillian of Croydon well thy pipe can play,
Thou fing’{t moft {v
Of patient Griffel I devife to fir
And catches quaint fhall make the vaillies ring.
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this fhelter, come,

From herice we view our flocks fecurely roam,

, O’er hills and far away,

GRUBBINOL.
Yes, blithefome lad, a tale I mean to fing,
But with my wo (hall diftant vallies ring 3

The tale fhall make our kidlings droop their head,

For wo is me '——our Blouzelind is dead.

BUMKINET.

Is Blouzelinda dead ? farewel my glec!
No happinefs is now referv'd for me.
As the wood pigeon cooes without his mate,
So fhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate.
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell,
The peerlefs maid that did all maids excel.

+ Glee, joy ; from the Dutch glooren, to recreaté:
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Henceforth the morn fhall dewy forrow fhed,
And ev’ning tears upon the grafs be {pread ;
The rolling {treams with wat’ry grief (hall flow,
And winds fhall moan aloud—when loud they blow.
Henceforth, as oft as antumn fhall return,
The dropping trees, whene’er it rains, fhall mourn :
T'his feafon quite fhall firip the country’s pride,
For "twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy’d.
Where’er [ gad, I Blouzelind fhall view,
Woods, dairy, barn, and mows our paffion knew.
When 1 dire€t my eyes to yonder wood,
' Frefh rifing forrow curdles in my blood.
Thither I’ve often been the damfel’s guide,
‘When rotten (ticks our fuel have fupply’d;
There I remember how her faggots large,
Were frequently thefe happy fhoulders charge.
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown,
And {tuff’d her apron wide with nuts fo brown ;
Or when her fecding hogs had mifs’d their way,
Or wallowing *mid a feaft of acorns lay,
Th’ untoward creatures co the ftye I drove,
And whiftled all the way—or told my love.

1f by the dairy’s hatch I chance to hie,
I fhall her goodly countenance efpy ;
For there her goodly countenance 1've feen,
Set off with kerchief ftarch’d and pinners clean,
Sometimes, like wax, fhe rolls the butter round,
Or with the wooden lilly prints the pound.
Whilom I've feen her fkim the clouted cream,
And prefs from fpongy curds the milky ftream,
But now, alas ! thefe ears fhall hear no more
The whining fwine furround the dairy door,
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No more her care fhall fill the hollow tray,

| To fat the gu g hogs with floeds of whey.
it Lament, ye fwine, in grunting {pend your grief,

it For you, like me, have loft your fole relief.

/hen in the barn the founding flail I ply,
Where from her fieve the chaff was wont to fly,
| The pmaltx’y there will feem around to ftand,
i ‘Waiting upon her charitable hand ;
ik No fuccour meet the poultry now can find,

For they, like me, have loft their Blouzelind.
Whenever by yon barley mow I pafs,

i Before my eyes will trip the tidy lafs,
M 1 pitch’d the fheaves, (oh could I do fo now),
d ‘Which fhe in rows pil’d on the growing mow.

f There ev’ry deale my heart by love was gain’d,
There the fweet kifs my courtfhip has explain’d.
Ah Blouzelind! that mow I ne’er thall fee,
revive in me.

But thy memorial

Lament, ye fields, and rueful fymptoms fhow,
Henceforth let not the fmelling primrofe grow ;
Let weeds inftead of butter-flowers appear,

And meads, inftead of daifies, hemlock bear 3
s fweet let dandelions fpread,

For cou

| For Blouzelinda, blithefome maid, is dead ! it
Lament, ye fwains, and o’er her grave bemoan,
And fpell ye right, this verfe upon her ftone 3

Here Blouzelinda Alas, alas !

Weep, Jhepherds—an

remember flefh is grafs.

GRUBBIN O L.
Albeit thy fongs are fivee
Than to the thirlty cattle rivers clear ;

I to mine eary
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Or winter porridge to the lab’sis
Or buns and fugar to the damfel’s tooth ;
Yet Blouzelinda’s name fhall tune my lay ;

ng youth,

Of her I'll fing for everand for aye.

When Blouzelind expir’d, the weather’s bell
Before the drooping flock toll’d forth her knell ;
The folemn death-watch click’d the hour fhe dy’d,
And ihrilling erickets in the chimney cry’d’;
The bodding raven on her cottage fat,

And with hoarfe eroaking warn’d us of her fates
The lambkin, which her wontcd tendance bred,
Dropp’d on the plains that. fatal inftant dead 5
Swarm’d on a rotten ftick the bees I fpy’d,
Which erft 1 faw when Goody Dobion dy’d.

How fhall I, void of tears, her death relate,
While on her darling’s bed her mother fat!
Thefe words the dying Blouzelinda fpoke,

And of the dead let none the w

Mother, quoth fhe, let not the poultry need,
And give the goofe wherewith to raife her breed g

il vevoke.

Be thefe my filter’s care—and ey'ry morn

Amid the ducklings let her featter corn

The fickly calf that’s hous’d, be fure to tend,
Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend,
Yet, ere | die—fee, mother, yonder fhelf,

There fecretly 've hid my worldly pelf,

Twenty good fhillings in a rag I laid,

Be ten the parfon’s, for my fermon paid.

The reft is your’s—my fpinning-wheel and rake,
Let Sufan keep for her dear fifter’s fake ;

My new {traw-hat, that’s trimly lin'd with green,
Let Peggy wear, for fhe’s a damfel clean.

Vor. I. F
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My leathern bottle, long in harvelts try’d,

Be Grubbinol’s—this filver ring befide :

Three filver pennies, and a nine-pence bent,

'} A token kind, to Bumk
fitant Thus fpoke the maiden, while her mother cry’d,
it And peaceful, like the harmlefs lamb, the dy*d.

\ To fhow their love, the neighbours far and near,
Follow’d with witful look the damfel’s bier.
Sprigg’d rofemary the lads and laffes bore,

While difmally the parfon walk'd before.

Upon her grave the rofemary they threw, {

et is fent,

The daifie, butter-flow’r, and endive blue,
After the good man warn’d us from his text,
That none could tell whofe turn would be the next;
He faid, that Heav’n would take her foul, no doubt,
And fpoke the hovr-glafs in her praife—quite out.
To her fweet mem’ry flow’ry garlands {trung,
O’er her now empty feat aloft were hung.
With wicker rods we fenc’d her tomb around,
To ward from man and beaft the hallow’d ground,
Left her new grave the parfon’s cattle raze ;
For both his horfe and cow the church-vard graze.
Now we tl‘udg‘d homeward to her mother’s farm,
To drink new cyder mull’d, with ginger warm.
For gaffer Tread-well told us by the bye,
ve forrow is exceeding dry,
While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow,
Or lafles with foft ftroakings milk the cow 3
| Tk While padling ducks the ftanding lake defire,
Or batt’ning hogs roll in the finking mire;
While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raife,
So long fhall fwains tell Blouzelinda’s praife,
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Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy (train,
Till bonny Sufan fped a-crofs the plain ;
They feiz’d the lafs in apron clean array’d,
And to the ale-houft forc’d the willing maid 2
In ale and kiiles they forgot their cares,

And Sufan Blouzelinda's lofs repairs,
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BOUZYBE US.

S’Jﬂnmm ftrains, O ruftic Mufe, prepare ;
Forget a while the barn and dairy’s care ;

Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raife,

The drunkard’s flights require fonorous lays;

With Bouzybeus’ fongs exalt thy verfe,

‘While rocks and woods the varions notes rehearfe.
*Twas in the feafon when the reapers toil

Of the ripe harveft "gan to rid the {oil ;

Wide through the field was feen a goodly rout,

Clean damfels bound the gather’d fheaves about;

The lads with fharpen’d hook, and fweating browy
down the labours of the winter plow.

To the near hedge young Sufan (teps afide,

She feign’d her coat or garter was unty’d s
1

¢
a
, he ftoop’d adewn unfeen,

what they lift, will weem
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Soon fhe rofc up, and cry’d with voice fo fhrill

That Echo anfwer’d from the diftant hilk;

The youths and damfels ran to Sufan’s aid,

Who thought fome adder had the lafs difmay’d.
When faft afleep they Bonzybeus {py’d,

His hat and oaken ftaff lay clofe befide s

That Bouzybeus who could fweetly fing,

Or with the rofin’d bow torment the (tring:

That Bouzybeus who with finger’s {fpeed

Could call foft warblings from the breathing reed :

That Bouzybeus who with jocund tongue,

Ballads, and roundelays, and catches {ung.

They loudly laugh to fee the damfel’s fright,

And in difport furround the drunken wight,
Ah Bouzybee, why didft thou ftay fo long ?

The mugs were large, the drink was wond’rons ftrong F

Thou fhould’ft have left the fair before 'twas night,
But thou {zt’(t toping till the morning light.
Cic’ly, brifk maid, fteps forth before the rout,
And kifs’d with fmacking lips the fnoring lout ;
For cuftom fays, Whee'er this wventure proves,
For fuch a kifs demands a pair of gloves.
By her example, Dorcas bolder grows,
And plays a tickling ftraw within his nofe 3
He rubs his noftril; and in wonted joke
The fneering fwains with ftamm’ring fpecch befpoke ¢
To you, my lads, I'll fing my carols o’er;
As for the maids—I1've fomething elfe in {tore,
No fooner ’gan he raife his tuneful fong,
But lads and lafTes round about him throng.
Not ballad-finger, plac’d above the crowd,
Sings with a note fo fhrilling, fweet, and lond 3
F3
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Nor parifh~clerk, who calls the pfalm fo cleat,

I Like Bouzybeus foothes th’ attentive ear,

i Of Nature’s laws his carols firft begun 4,

1 Why the grave owl can never face the fun 5

R For owls, as fiwains obferve, deteft the light,

LT And only fing and feck their prey by night.

i How turnips hide their fwelling heads below,

| I | And how the clofing colworts upward grow 3

i How Will-a-wifp mifleads night-faring clowns,

O’er hills, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs.

Of fars he told that fhoot with fhining trail,

And of the glow-worm’s light that gilds his tail.

He fung where woodcocks in the fummer feed,

And in what climates they renew their breed ;

Some think to northern coafts their fight they tend,

Or to the moon in midnight hours afcend.

‘Where {wallows in the winter’s feafon keep,

And how the drowfy bat and dormoufe fleep.

How nature does the puppy’s eyelid clofe,

Till the bright fun has nine times fet and rofe s

For huntfmen by their long experience find,

That puppies (till nine rolling funs are blind.
Now he goes on, and fings of fairs and fhows,

ik For ftill new fairs before his eyes arofe.

il How pedlars ftalls with glitt’ring toys are laid,

‘The ¥agious fairings of the country-maid.

Long filken laces hang upon the twine,

And rows of pins and amber bracelets fhine;

T Our fiwain had poffibly read Tuffer, from whence
ght have colle@ted thefe philofophical obfervations,
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How the tight lafs knives, combs, and {eiffars {pies,
And looks on thimbles with defiring eyes.
Of lott’ries next with tuneful note he told,
Where filver fpoons are won, and rings of gold.
The Jads and lafles trudge the ftreet along,
And all the fair is crowded in his fong. ko
The mountebank now treads the {tage, and fells
. His pills, his balfams, and his ague-fpells ;
: Now o’er and o’er the nimble tumbler fprings,
And on the repe the vent'rous maiden {wings;
Jack Pudding, in his party-colour’d jacket,
Toffes the glove, and jokes at ev’ry packet.
Of raree-lhows he fung, and Punch’s fates,

& Of pockets pick’d in crowds, and various cheats
Then {ad he fang, The children.in the wood,
Ah, barb’rous uncle, {tain’d with infant blood!

; pluck’d in defarts wild, i

How blackberries th
And, fearlefs, at the glitt’ring faulchion fmil’d; v
Their little corps the Robin-red-breaft found,
And ftrow’d with pious bill the leaves arcund.
i Ah, gentle birds ! if this verfe lafts fo long,
Your names fhall live for ever in my fong:
For bugom Joan he fung the doubtful (trife ¥,
How the fly failor made the maid a wife.
To louder firains he rais’d his voice, to tell

g What woful wars in Chevy-chace befel;
When Piercy drove the deer with hound and horn,

Hars t i

o be wept by children yet unborn !

* A fong in the comedy of Love for Love, begin-
ping, A foldicr and a failor, &e.
Fa
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Ah With'rington, more years thy life had crown'd,
0 1f thou had{t never heard the horn or hound !
{ Vet fhall the fqui

e who fought on bloody ftamps,

be'wail’d in deleful dumps. 1
of Effex nest he chaunts *,
How to fleck mares ftarch quakers turn gallants 2
l How the brave brother ftood on bank fo B
i Happy for him.if mares had never been,
| j Then he was {éi
| :

reem,

2'd with a religions qualm,
d on a fudden fung the hundredth pial
I

m,
i He fung of Taffey Welch, and Sawney Scot,
‘ Lilybullero, and the Irith Trot. *r
Why fhould I tell of Bateman, or of Shore +, .
il Or Wantley's dragon, flain by valiant Moore,
| 1¢ bower of Rofamond, or Robin Hood,

And how the grafs now grows where Troy town flood ?
His The Lft'ning maids and fwains
Seem fiill to hear fome foft imperfect ftra
. | Sudden he rofe; and, as he reels al
LN Swe

carols ceas’d :
ins.

ong,

s kifles fweet thould well reward his fong. I
‘The damfels laughing fly : The giddy clown

Again upon a wheat-ftheaf drops a-down ;

The pow’s that guards the drunk his fleep attends,

Till, ruddy, like his face, the fun defeends,

il ® A fong of Sir J. Denham’s, Sec his poems.
T Old Englifh ballads,
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OR, THE
ART OF WALKING
THE STREETS OF Ii

QN D c0e N

Quo te Moeri pedes ? An, quo via ducit, in urbem ¥
VIRGs
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ADVERTISEMENT.

H E world, I believe, will take fo little notice of

me, that I need not take much of it. The cri-
tics may fee by this poem, that I walk on foot, which
probably may fave me from their envy. I fhould be
forry to raife that paffion in men whom I am fo much
obliged to, fince they allow me an honour hitherto
only fhown to better writers : That of denying me to
be the author of my own works,

Gentlemen, if there be any thing in this poem good
enough to difpleafe you, and if it be any advantage to
you to aferibe it to fome perfon of greater merit, I
fhall acquaint you, for your comfort, that, among
many other obligations, I owe feveral hints of it to Dr
Swift. And, if you will fo far continue your favour
a5 to write againft it, I beg you to oblige me in accep-
ting the following motto ;

———Non tu, in Triviis, indotte, folebas
Stridenti, mifcrum, ftipula, difperdere carmen ¥
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Of the Tuplements for walking the Streets, and Signs of
the Weaihers

THROU G H winter ftrects to fteer your courfe
aright,

How to walk clean by day, and fafe by night,

How joltling crowds with prudence to decline,

When to affert the wall, and when refign,

Ifing : Thou, Trivia, goddefs, aid my fong,

Through fpacious ftrects conduct thy bard alongs

By thee tranfported, I fecurely tray

Where winding alleys le:

1 the doubtful way,
The filent court, and op’ning fquare explore,
And long perplexing lanes untrod before,

To pave thy realm, and fmooth thy broken ways,
Earth from her womb a flinty tribute pays ;

For thee the fturdy payiour thumps the ground,
Whilft ev'ry ftroke his lab’ring lungs refound 3
For thee the feavenger bids kennels glide

Within their bounds, and heaps of dirt fubfide, i
My youthful bofom burns with thirft of fame, e
Trom the great theme to build a glorious name,
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il To tread in paths to ancient bards unknown,
il And bind my temples with a civic crown;

But more, my country’s love demands the lays,

My country’s be the profit, mine the praife.
11 When the black youth at chofen ftands rejoice, e
it And Clean your flives refounds from ev'ry voice 3
4 When late their miry fides ftage-coaches (how,
And their (iff borfes through the town move flow;
i When all the Mall in leafy ruin lies,
And damfels firflt renew their oyfter cries : {
Then let the prudent walker (hoes provide, tof
Not of the Spanifh or Morocco hide;

The wooden heel may raife the dancer’s bound,
And with the {callop’d top his ftep be crown’d :
Let firm, well-hammer’d foles proteét thy feet
Through freezing {nows, and rains, and foaking
fleet.
Should the big laft extend the fhoes too wide,
Eaca ftone will wrench th’ unwary ftep afide :
The fudden turn may (tretch the fwelling vein,
Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ancle fprain ;
And when too fhort the modifh (hoes are worn,
You'll judge the feafons by your Mhooting corn.
Nor fhould it prove thy lefs important care,
To chufe a proper coat for winter’s wear.
Now ir thy trunk thy D'Oily habit fold,

The filken drugget ill can fence the cold
The freez
And fhow’r
True Witney

s fpungy nap is foak’d with rain,
von drench the camlet’s cockled grain.

* broad-cloth, with its fhag unfhorn,

Unpierc'd is in the lafting tempeft worn s

¥ A town in Oxford(hire.
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Be this the horfeman’s fenice; for who would wear
Amid the town the fpoils of Ruffia’s bear ?

Wit
Hands, that ftretch’d forth invading harms prevent.
Let the loop'd bavaroy the fop embrace,

Or his.decp cloak befpatter’d o’er with lace.

That gar

the roquelaure’s clafp thy hands are pent,

nt beft the winter’s rage defends,
Whofe ample form without one plait depends;
By various * names in various counties known,
Yet held in all the'true Surtout alone;
Be thine of Kerfey firm, though fmall the coft,
Then brave unwet the rain, unchill’d the froft.
If the ftrong cane fupport thy walking hand,
Chairmen no longer (hall the wall command :
Lv’n fturdy carmen fhall thy nod obey,
And rattling coaches flop to make thee way :
This (hall direct thy cantious tread aright,

Though not one glaring lamp enliven night.
Let beaus their canes with amber tipt produce,
Be theirs for empty fhow, but thine for ufe,
In gilded chariots while they loll at eafe,
And lazily infure a life’s difeafe 5

s While fofter chairs the tawdry load convey

‘ To court, to White’s t, affemblies, or the play;
Rofy-complexion’d health thy fteps attends,
And exercife thy lafting youth defends,
linpruent men heav’n’s choiceft gifts profane 3
Thus fome beneath their arm fupport the cane :

* A jofeph, wrap-rafeal, &o.
T White’s chocolate-houfe in St James’s (treet.
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The dirty point oft checks the carclefs pace,

And miry fpots thy clean cravat difgraces

O! may I never fuch misfortune meet,

May no fuch vicious walkers croud the {treet,

May providence o’erfhade me with her wings,

‘While the bold mufe experienc’d dangers fings.
Not that I wander from my native home,

And (tempting perils) forcign cities roam.

Let Paris be the theme of Gallia’s mufe,

Where flay’ry treads the ftreets in wooden (hoess

Nor do [ rove in Belgia's frozen clime,

And teach the clamfy boer to fkate in rhime,

‘Where, if the warmer clouds in rain defeend,

No miry ways indultricus fteps offend,

The ruthing flood from floping pavements pours,

And blackens the canals with dirty thow'rs.

Let others Naples fmoother ftreets rehearfe,

And with prond Roman ftruétures grace their verfe

Where frequet rs wake the night with groans,

And bl in purple torrents dyes the ftones;

Nor fhall the mufe throngh narrow Venice ftray,
Where Gondolas their painted oars difplay.

O happy flreets, tor ng wheels unknown,

No carts, no coaches fh: the floating town !

Thus was of old Britannia’s city blefs’

e pride and luxury her fons poflefs’d :
Coaches and chariots yet unfafhion’d lay,
Nor late invented chairs perplex’d the way 2
Then the proud lady trip’d along the town,

And tuck’d up petticoats fecur’d her gown,

ra
DW dy
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But fince in braided gold her foot is bound,
And a long trailing mantua {weeps the ground,
Her fhoe difdains the ftrect ; the lazy faie
With narrow fteps affects a limping air.

Now gaudy pride corrupts the lavith age,
And the ftreets flame with glaring equipage ;
The tricking gamelter infolently rides,

With Loves and Graces on his chariot fides;
In faucy [tate the griping broker fits,

And langhs at honefty, and trudging wits
For you, O honeft men! thefe ufeful lays
The mufe prepares; I feek no other praife.

When fleep is firlt difturb’d by morning cries ;

From fure prognoftics learn to know the fkies,

Lelt you of rhenms and coughs at night complain ;

Surpris’d in dreary fogs, or driving rain.
When fuffocating mifts obfcure the morn,

Let thy worlt wig, long us’d to {orms, be worn;
This knows the powder'd footman, and with care,

Beneath his flapping hat fecures his hair.
Be thou, for every feafon, juftly dreft,
Nor brave the piercing froft with open brealt;
And when the burlting clouds a deluge pour,
Let thy furtout defend the drenching fhow’r.
The changing weather certain figns reveal,
Ere winter fheds her fnow, or frofts congeal.
You'll fec the eoals in brighter Alame afpire,
And fulphur tinge with blue the rifing fire 3
Your tender fhins the feorching heat decline,
And at the dearth of coals the poor repine;
Before her kitchen hearth, the nodding dame
In flannel mantle wrapt, enjoys the flame
Vor, L G"
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Hov'ring, upon her fecble knees (he bends,

And all'around the §
Nor do lefs certain figns the town advife,

Of milder weather, and ferener fkies.

The ladies gaily drefs™d, the Mall adorn

With varfous dyes, and paint the funny morn :

The wanton fawns with frifking pleafure range,

And chirping fparrows greet the welcome change :

Not that their minds with greater fkill are fraught,

Enda’d by inftinét, or by reafon taught,

rateful warmth afcends.

The feafons operate on ev'ry breaft ;
*Tis hence that fawns are brifk, and ladies drefs'd
W hen on his box the nodding coachman fnores,
And dreams of fancy’d fares ; when tavern-doors
The chairmen idly croud ; then ne’er refufe
To truft thy bufy fteps in thinner fhoes.

But when the {winging figns your ears offend
With creaking noife, then ny Aoods impend ;
Soon fhall the kennels fwell with

id {treams,

And rufli in muddy torrents to the

The bookfeller, whofe fhop’s

n open fquare,
Forelees the tempeft, and with early care
Of learning ftrips the rails; the rowing crew

To tempt a fair, eloath all their tilts in blue
On hofiers poles depending ftockings ty'd,
r with the flacken’d ¢

Church-mo
Then Niobe d

And fweats wit

ale from fide to fides
tel the

{ B IR
I0IVESs into a

ments fore : changing air 3

€ar,

fecret grief © You'll hear the founds

Of whiltling winc
Ut
And dropping vaults d

, ere kenncls break their bounds ;
rateful odours commo

n=fhores diffufe,

11} unwholefome dews,
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And {pouts on heedlefs men their torrents pour.
All fuperftition from thy breaft repel.

Let cred’lous boys, and pract’ling nurfes tell,

How, if the feftival of Paul be clear,

Plenty from lib'ral horn fhall ftraw the years

When the dark {kies diffolve in fnow or rain,

The lab’ring hind fhall yoke the {teer in vain ;

But if the threat’ning winds in tempefts roar,

Then War (hall bathe her wafteful fvord in gore.

How, if on Swithin’s feaft the welkin lours,

And ev'ry pent-houfe ftreams with hafty thow’rs,

Twice twenty days fhall clonds their fleeces drain,

And walh the pavements with inceffant rain.

Let no fuch vulgar tales debaft thy mind

Nor Paul nor Swithin rule the clouds and wind.
If you the precepts of the mufe defpife,

And flight the faithful warning of the [kies,

Others you'll fee, when all the town’s afloat,

Wrapt in th® embraces of a kerfey coat,

Or double-bottom’d freeze ; their guarded feet

Defy the muddy dangers of the f(treet,

While you, with hat unloop’d, the fury dread

Of {pouts high=ftreaming, and with cautious tread

Shun ev’ry dathing pool ; or idly ftop,

To feek the kind proteétion of a thop.

But bus’nefs fammons; now with halty feud

You jultie for the wall; thé {patter’d mud

Hides all thy hofe behind 3 in vain vou feow’r,

Thy wig, alas ! uncurl’d, admits the thow’rs

So fierce Aleto’s fnaky trefles fell,

When Orpheus charm’d the rig'rous power of hell,

Gz
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Or thus hung Glaucus’ beard, with briny dew
Clotted and ftrait, when firft his am’rous view
Surpris’d the bathing fair ; the frighted maid
Now ftands a rock, transform’d by Ciree's aid.

Good houfewives all the winter’s rage defpife,
Defended by the riding-hood’s difguife 3
Or underneath th’ umbrella’s oily fhed,

Safe through the wet on clinking pattens tread.
Let Perfian dames th’ umbrella’s ribs difplay,
To guard their beauties from the funny ray;

Or fiweating flaves fupport the (hady load,
When eaftern monarchs thow their (tate abroad 3
Britain in winter only knows its aid,

To guard from chilly fhow’rs the walking maid.
But, O! forget nat, Mufe, the patten’s praife,
That female implement (hall grace thy lays;
Say from what art divine th’ invention came,
And from its origin deduce its name.

Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny foil,
A goodly yeoman liv'd, grown white with toil §
One only daughter blefs'd his nuptial bed,
Who from her infanthaud the poultry fed :
Martha (her careful mother’s name) the bore,
But now her careful mother was no more.
Whillt on her father’s kaee the damfel play’d,
Patty he fondly call’d the finiling maid ;

As years increas'd her ruddy beauty grew,
And Patty’s fame o’er all the village flew.

Soon as the grey-cy’d morning ftreaks the fkies,
And in the doubtful day the woodcock Hies,
Her cleanly pale the pretty houfewife bears,
And, finging, to the diftant field repairs s
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And when the plains with ev'ning dews are {pread,
The milky burden fmoaks upon her head,
Deep through a miry lane fhe pick’d her way;
Above her ankle rofe the chalky clay.

Vulcan by chance the blooming maiden fpies,
With innocence and beauty in her eyes:
He faw, he lov’d ; for yet he ne’er had known
Sweet innocence and beauty mcet in one.
Ah, Mulciber ! recal thy nuptial vows,
., Think on the graces of thy Paphian fpoufe ;

Think how her eyes dart unexhaufted charms 3

ad And canft thou leave her bed for Patty’s arms ?

The Lemnian pow’r forfakes th’ realms above,
His bofomn glowing with terreftrial love:
Far in the lane a lonely hut he found,
No tenant ventur'd on th’ nnwholefome ground ;
Here {moaks his forge, he bares his finewy arm,
And early ftrokes the founding anvil warm ;
h Around his fhop the fteelly fparkles flew,
4As for the fteed he fhap'd the bending fhoe.

When blue-ey’d Patty near his window came,
His anvil refts, his forge forgets to flame.
; To hear his foothing tales fhe feigns d
What woman can refit the force of pra

At firft fhe coyly ev'ry kifs withftood,
And all her cheek was fluth’d with modeft blood :
With headlefs nails he now furrounds her thoes,
To fave her fteps from rains and picreing dews :
She lik’d his foothing tales, his prefents wore,

fe?

And granted kiffes, but would grant no more.
Yet winter chill’d her feet, with cold fhe pines,
And on her check the fading rofe declines ;

Gs
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No more her humid eyes their luftre boaft,
And in hoarfe founds her melting voice is loft.

This Vulean faw, and in his heay’nly thought,
A new machine mechanic faney wrought,

Above the mire her fhelter’d fleps to raife,
And bear her faf
Strait the new engine on his

y through the wint’ry ways,

anvil glows,

And the pale virgin on the patten rofe.

No more her lungs are thook with drooping rheums,
And on her cheek reviving i:c:ury blooms.

The god obtain’d his fuit ; though flatt’ry fail,
Prefents with female virtne muf(t prevail.
The patten now fupports cach frugal dame, L
Which from the blue-ey’d Patty takes the name,
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Of walking the Streets by Day.

HUS far the Mufe has trac’d
The pr nt’ry wayss;
Has taught the walker, with judicious eyes,
To read the various warpings of ‘the fkies,
Now venture, Mufe, from home to range the town,
And for the public

nfeful fays,

per implements for v

afety ritk thy own,

For eafe and for difpatch, the morning’s befts
No tides of paffengers the ftreet moleft.
You'll fee a draggled damfel here and there,
From Billingfgate her fithy traffic bear;
0Oi doors the fallow milkmaid chalks her gains
Ah! how unlike the milkmaid of the plains!

Before proud gates attending affes bray,

Or arrogate with folemn pace the ways

Thefe grave phyficians, with their milky chear,
The love-fick maid and dwindling beau repair ;
Here rows of drummers ftand in martial file,
And with their vellum thunder fhake the pile,

To greet the new-made bride.  Are founds like thefe

The proper prelude to a flate of peace?
G a
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Now Indultry awakes her bufy fons,
Full charg’d with news the breathlefs hawker runs;:
Shops open, coaches roll, carts fhake the ground,
And all the ftreets with paffing cries refound.

If cloath’d in black, you tread the bufy town,
Or if diftinguifh’d by the rev’rend gown,
Three trades avoid ; oft in the mingling prefs,
The barbers apren foils the fable drefs ;
Shun the perfumer’s touch with cautions eye,
Nor let the baker’s ftep advance too nigh :
Ye walkers, tooy that youthful colours wear,
Three fullying trades avoid with equal care;
The little chimney-fweeper fkulks along,
And marks with footy ftains the heedlefs throng;
When fimall-coal mermurs in the Loarfer throat,
From fml:lty dangers guard thy threaten’d coat :
The dult-man’s cart offends thy cloaths and eyes,
When through the fireet a cloud of alhes fies;
But whether black or lighter dyes are worn,
The chandler’s bafket, on his thoulder borne,
‘With tallow fpots thy coat ; refign the way,
‘To (hun the furly butcher’s greafy tray ;
Butchers, whofe hands are dy’d with blood’s foul ftainy
And always foremoft in the bangman’s train,

Let due civilitics be flrictly paid,
The wall furrender to the hooded maid 3
Nor let thy flurdy elbow's hafty rage
Juftle the feeble fteps of trembling age s
And when the porter bends beneath his load,
And pants for breath, clear thou the crouded road.
But, above all, the gropping blind direét,
And from the prefling throng the Jame proteé.
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You’ll fometimes meet a fop, of niceft tread,
Whofe mantling peruke veils his empty head,
At ev'ry [tep he dreads the wall to lofe,

And rifks, to fave a coach, his red-heel’d fhoes ;
Him, like the miller, pafs with caution by,

Left from his fhoulder clouds of powder fiy. I
But when the bully, with aflaming pace, 4
Cocks his broad hat, edg’d round with tarnifh’d lace,
Yield not the way; defy his ftrutting pride,

: And thruft him to the muddy kennel’s fide;

He never turns again, ner dares oppofe,

But mutters coward curfes as he goes.

If drawn by bus’nefs to a ftrect unknown,

Let the {worn porter point thee through the town ;
Be fure obferve the figns, for figns remain,
Like faithful land-marks to the walking train.
Seek not from ’prentices to learn the way,
Thofe fabling boys will turn thy fteps aftray;
i Afk the grave tradefman to direct thee right,
He ne’er deceives, but when he profits by’t.
’ Where fam’d St Giles’s ancient limits fpread,
An inrail’d column rears its lofty head,
Here to fev’n ftreets fev’n dials count the day,
And from each other catch the circling ray.
Here oft the peafant, with inquiring face,
Bewilder’d, trudges on from place to place;
He dwells on ev’ry fign with ftupid gaze,
Enters the narrow alley’s doubtful maze,
Tries ev’ry winding court and ftreet in vain,
i And doubles o’er his weary fteps again.
f Thus hardy Theftus with intrepid feet, LR 1)
Travers'd the dang’rous labyrinth of Crete ; it
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But (till the wand’ring pa forc’d his ftay,
Till Ariadne’s clue uawinds the way.

chief, confide

But do not thou, like that bo

Thy vent’rous footileps to a

She'll lead thee with delufive {miles along,

D

e in thy. fob;,

d drop thec in the throng.

When waggilh boys the {tunted befom ply

To rid tlic flabby pavement, pafs not by

Ere thou hait held their hands 3 fome heedlefs flirt
Wil overfpread thy calves with fpatt’ring dir.

I

¥

ads roll from carts aflope,
Or bre I
*Where counted billets are by carmen toft,
Stay thy rath ftep, and walk without the poft.

What though ¢ ath’ring mire thy fect befmear,
The voice of induflry is al ways near.
Hark ! the boy calls thee to his deftin’d {tand,
And the fhoe fhines beneath his
Here let the Mufe, fa
Adorn her precepts wi

vers down fleep cellars ftretch the rope,

ily hand.

i amid. the throng,

. digreflive fong;
Of fhirtlefs youths the fecret Fife to trace,
And fhew the parent of the fable race,
Like mortal man, great. Jove, (grown fond of
change),

Of old was wont this nether world to range

To feck amours 3 the monerch lov’d

Soon throngh the wide etherial court improv’d,
And ¢v'n the proudeft

Nould 1

defs;, now aad then,

ige a night among the fons of mén 3
deities defeends
Each, like her betters, had h

To v

7l

i
afhign,

archly paflion
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oddefs of the tide

s beneath the city glide)

h flame; the town (he rov’d 3

The mu

dry’d upon his

1es, heighten’d ev'ry

1
an beau

gh'd. For love

at feems faults to ev’ry com

on eye.

Now had the watchman walk’d his fecond round 3
When C|

Of her brown lover’s cart, for well the knows

¢

hears the rumbling found
That plealing thunder : Swift the goddefs rofe,

And through the f(treets purfu’d the diftant noife,

bofom panting with expected joys.
With the night-w harlot’s zirs (he paft,
Brufh’d hear his fide, and wanton glances calt ;
In the black form of cinder-wench the came,
When love, the honr, the place, had banifh’d fhame ;
To the dark alley arm in arm they move:
0 may no link-boy interrupt their love !

When the pale moon had nine times fill'd her {pacs,
‘The pregnant goddefs (cantious of difgrace)

1ds to earth 3 but fought no midwife’s aid,
*midft her anguifh to Lucina pray’d

nd'ring

* Cloatina was a goddefs whofe image Tatius (2 king
of the Sabines) found in the common-fhore, and not

defs it was, he called it Cloaci

what

knowir
from the place in which it was found, and

divine honours,  Lafawt, 1. 20, Minut. Fel, 0f

237,
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i No chearful goffip wifh'd the mother joy;
; i Alone, beneath a bulk fhe dropt the boy.

I The child through various rifks in years improv'd, i
Al At firft a beggar’s brat, compaffion mov’d 3
{id

His infant tongue foon learnt the eanting art,
A Knew all the pray’rs and whines to touch the heart.
e B Oh happy unown’d youths , your limbs can bear
| The feorching dog-ftar, and ifu winter’s air,
i While the rich infant, nure’d with care and pain,
| Thirlts with each heat, and coughs with ey ’ry rain
The goddefs long bad mark’d the child’s diftrefs,
And long had fought his fuff*rings to redrefs ; 3
She prays the gods to take the foundling’s part,
To teach his hands fome bencficial art
Pradtis’d in ftreets : The gods her fuit t allow’d,
And made him ufeful to the walking croud,
To cleanfe the miry feet, and o’cr the fhoe
‘With nimble {kill the glofly black renew.
Each power contributes to relieve the poor 3
‘With the ftrong briftles of the mighty boar
Dlana forms his brufh ; the god of day

od gives, amid the erouded wa
aife the dirty foot, and eafe his toil -
Kind Neptune fills his vafe with foetid ol
Prefs’d from th’ enormous whale ; the god of fire,
From whofe dominions {moaky clonds afpire,
Among thefe generous prefents joins his part,
And aids with foot the new japanning art.
il Pleas’d fhe receives the gifts ; fhe downward glides,
Lights in Flect-ditch, and fhoots beneath the tides.
I Now dawns the morn, the fturdy lad awakes,

I Leaps from hLis ftall, his tangled hair he fhakes,
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Then leaning o’er the rails, he mufing ftood,

And view'd below the black canal of mud,

Where common fhores a lulling murmuc keep;

Whofe torrents rfh from Holborn’s fatal fteep =

Penfive through idlenefs, tears flow’d apace,

Which eas’d his loaded heart, and wath’d his face ;

At length he fighing cry’d, That boy was bleft,

Whofe infant lips have drain’d a mother’s breaft;

But happier far are thofz, (if fuch. be known)

Whom both a father and a mother own ;

But 1, alas ! hard fortune’s ntmoft {zorn,

Who ne'er knew parent, was an orphan born !

Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants,

Belov'd by uncles, and kind good old aunts;

When time comes round, a Chriftmas-box they bear,

And one day makes them rich for all the year.

Had I the precepts of a father learn’d,

Perhaps I then the coachman’s fare had carn’d,

For leffer boys can drive ; I thirfty ftand,

And fee the doable flaggon charge their hand,

See them puff off the froth, and gulp amain,

While with dry tongue 1 lick my lips iu vain.
While thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide,

In widen'd circles beats on either fide ;

The goddefs rofe amid the inmoft round,

With wither’d turnip-tops her temples crown’d;

Low reach’d her dripping trefes, lank, and black

As the fmooth jet, or gloffy raven’s back 3

Around her wafte a cireling ecl was twin'd,

Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind.

Now beck’ning to the boy, fhe thus begun,

Thy prayers are granted ; weep no more, my'fon H
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Go thrive. « At fome frequent
il "This bruth I give thee, grafp

1 corner (tand,
t in thy band, Wi
Temper the foot within this vafe of oif, ithe
i And e the little tripod aid the toil ;

On this methinks ' fee the walking crew

| At thy requeft fopport the miry (hoe,
Wi The foot grows black that was with dirt imbrown'd,
| l And in thy poeket gingling halfpence found.
| The ge
| And dafhes 21l around her fhow'rs of mud :
i The youth ftrait chofe his poft; the labour pl}/‘d
! ‘Where branching ftreets from Charing-crofs divide;

defs plunges fwift beneath the flood,

His treble voice refounds along the Meufe,

Clean your Honour's fboess
Like the fweet-ballad, this amufing lay

And White-hall echoes:

Too long detains the walker on his way ;
‘While he attends, new dangers round him throng;
The bafy city alks inftrutive fong.

Where elevated o'er the gaping croud,
Clafp'd in the board the perjur'd head is bow'd,
Betimes retreat : Here, thick as hailltones pour,
Turnips, and half hateh’d eggs, (a mingled fhow'r)
Among the rabble rain : Some random throw
May with the trickling yolk thy check o’erflow.

Though expedition bids, yet never firay
! ‘Where no rang'd pofts defend the rugged way.

i Here laden carts with thundring waggens meet,

1 Wheels clath with wheels, and bar the narrow fireets
"The lathing whip refounds, the horfes ftrainy

And blood in anguith burlts the fwelling vein.

O barb’rous men, your cruel breafts affuage,
Why vent ye on the gen’vons fteed your rage?

BADISCHE
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Does not his fe earn your daily bread ?
Your wives, your children, by his labours fed !
I, as the Samian taught, the foul revives,
And, fhifting feats, in other b

lies lives,

Severe Mall be the brutal coachman’s change,
Doom’d in a hackney-horfe the town to range ¢
Carmen, transform’d, the groaning Joad fhall draw,
Whom other tyrants with the lafh (hall awe.

Who would of Watling-{treet the dangers fhare,
When the broad pavement of Cheapfide is near ?
Or who * that rugged ftreet would traverfe o’ery
That ftretches, © Fleet-ditch, from thy black fhore
To the Tower’s moated walls? Here ftreams afcend
That, in mix'd fumes, the wrinkled nofe offend.
Where chandlers cauldrons boil; where filhy prey
Hide the wet ftall, long abfent from the fea;

And where the cleaver chops the heifer’s fpoil,
And where huge hogtheads fweat with trainy oil,
Thy breathing noftril hold ¢ But how fhall I
Pafs, where in piles + Cornavian checfes lic ?
Cheefe, that the table’s clofing rites denies,

And bids me with th” unwilling chaplain rife.

O bear me to the paths of fair Pell-mell,

Safe are thy pavements, grateful is 'thy fmell !

At diftance rolls along the gilded coach,

Nor {turdy carmen on thy walks encroach

No lets would bar thy ways where chairs deny’d,
The foft fupports of lazinefs and pride;

Shops breathe perfumes, thro® fathes ribbons glow,
The mutval arms of ladies, and the beaus

* Thames-ftreet, t Chefbire, antiently (o called.
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Yet ftill even here, when rains the paffage hide,
Oft the loofe {tone fquirts up a muddy tide
Beneath thy carelefs foot ; and from on high,
‘Where mafons mount the ladder, fragments fly§
Mortar, and crumbled lime in thow’rs defeend,
And o’r thy head deltruétive tiles impend.
But fometimes let me leave the noify roads,
And filent wander in the clofe abodes
Where wheels ne'er fhake the ground ; there penfive
ftray,
In ftudious thought, the long uncrouded way,
Here I remark each walker's diff ‘rent face,
And in their look their various bus’nefs trace,
The broker here his {f
Upon his brow fit jealoufies and cares 3

cious beaver wears,

Bent on fome mortgage (to avoid reproach) o
He feeks bye-ftrects, and faves th’ expenfive coach. ':““
(he

Soft, at low doors, old letchers tap their cane,
For fair reclufe, who travels Drury-lane ;
Herc roams uncomb’d the lavith rake, to (hun
His Fleet-(treet draper’s everlalting dun,

Careful obfervers, {tudious of the town,
Shun the misfortunes that difgrace the clown ;
Untempted, they contemn the jugler’s feats,
Pafs by the Meufe, nor try the thimble’s cheats .
‘When drays bound high, they never crofs behind,
‘Where bubbling yeft is blown by gufts of wind:

And when up Ludgate-hill huge carts move flow, 1ot
Far from the ftraining fkeeds fecurcly go,

+ A cheat commenly pradtifed in the ftrocts with
three thimbles and a listle ball.
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Whofe dathing hoofs behind them fling the mire,
And mark with muddy blots the gazing ’fquire.
The Parthian thus his jav'lin backward throws,
And as he flies infefts purfuing foes.

The thoughtlels wits fhall frequent forfeits pay,.
Who ’gainft the fentry’s box dilcharge their tea.
Do thou fome court, or fecret corner feek,

Nor fluth with thame the pafling virgin’s cheek,

Yet let me not defcend to trivial fong,

Nor valgar circum{tance my verfe prolong ;

Why fhould I teach the maid when torrents poury
Her head to fhelter from the fudden (hower %
Nature will beft her ready hand inform,

With her {prcad petticoat to fence the ftorm.
Does not each walker know the warning fign,
When wifps of {traw depend upon the twine
Crofs the clofe (ireet ; that then the paver's art
Renews the ways, deny’d to coach and cart?
‘Who knows not that the coachman lathing by,
Oft with his flourifh cuts the heedlefs eye;

And when he takes his ftand, to wait a fare,

His horfes forcheads fhun the winter air ?

Nor will I roam, when fummer’s fuitry rays
Parch the dry ground, and fpread with duft the ways;
With whirling gufts the rapid atoms rife,

Smoke o’er the pavement, and involve the fkies.

Winter my theme confines; whole nitry wind
Shall cruft the Tlabby mire, and kennels bind3
She bids the fnow defeend in flaky fheets,

And in her hoary mantle cloath the ftreetse

Let not the virgin tread theft flippery roads,

The gathering flecce the hollow patten loads s

Vou, I H
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But if thy footftep flides with clotted froft,
Strike off the breaking balls again(t the pott.
On filent wheel the pafling coaches roll ;

Oft look behind, and ward the threatning pole.

In harden’d orbs the fehool-boy moulds the fnowy
To mark the coachman with a dextrous throw,
Why do ye, boys, the kennel's furface fpread,
To tempt with faithlefs pafs the matron’s tread ?
How can ye la

gh to fee the damfel fpurn,

Sink in your'frands, and' her green llc(‘iiing mourn {
At White’s the harnefs'd L’mr man idly ftands,

hl‘.‘l f\l:r"*

around his v 1ds @

his ting

an {tove beneath her footftool glows 3

[h !.:.l‘. whipt mullin necdles ufelefs ly,

And (huttle<cocks acrofs the counter fly

Thefe fports warm harmlefs ; why then will ye:prove;

Deluded maids, the dang’rous fame of love ?
Where Covent-Garden’s famous temple ftands,

That boalts the work of Jones’ iminortal hands:

Columns w

P]?'n m?,énlﬁitnf{. appcar,

And gracefol porches lead along the fquare :
Here oft my courfe I bend, when lo! from far,
1

The prentice quits his thop, to jein the crew,

y the furies of the football war s

Increafing crouds the flying game purfue.

Fhus,'as yonroll the hall o’er fnowy ground;

yments with ev'ry round:

! the throng draws nigh,
kims the fir

s now foars ¢n high }

The dext’rous glazier flrong returns the bound,

And gingling fathes on the pentheufe found.
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O roving Mufe, recal that wond’rous y
tannia’s air ; I

When winter reign’d in bleak B

When hoary Thames, with frofled ozicrs crown’d,

long moons in icy fetters bound:

he watecman, forlorn along the (hore,

Penfive reclines upon his v clefs oar;
{tony: tow:n 3

Sees harr L

{s’d fteeds d
And wander roads unftable not their own :

Wheels o

And raifc with whiten'd track
Here the. fat cook piles hi
Aud fearce the {pit can-turn the ficer entire. I
Booths fudcen hide the Thames, long ftrects appear,
And num’rous games proclaim the ¢rouded fa
ral bids the martial train

So when
Spread t

acampment o'er the fpacidys |

Thick rifing tents,a canvas city build, "
b o ; ¢ - '

And the loud dice refound through all the field,
'T'was - matron found a doleful f.te 3 »”

Let elegiac lay the woe relate,

Soft as the breath of diftant Avtes, at hours
When filent evening clofes up, the fowers 3
Lulling as falling, water’s hollow noife ;

Indulging grief, like Philomela’s voice,

Doll every day had walk’d thefe treach’rous roa
Her neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loads |
Of various fruit; fhe now a balket bore, 4
That head, alas! fhall bafket bear no morc.

Each booth fhe frequent paft, in queft of gain,
And boys with pleafure heard her (brillin
Ah Doll! all mortals muft refign their breath,
And induftry itfelf fubmit to death !

HiZ

{train,
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The cracking cry{tal yields, fhe finks, the dies,
Her bead chopt off, from her loft (houlders fiess
Pippins{he cry’d, but death her voice confounds,
And pip-pip-pip along the ice refounds.
So when the Thracian furies Orpheus tore,
And left his bleeding trunk deform’d with .gore,
His fever’d head fAoats down the filver tide,
His yet warm tongue for his loft confort cry’d ;
Lurydice with quiv'ring voice he monrn’d,
And Heber’s banks Eurydice return’d,
But now the weftern gale the flood unbinds,
And black’ning clouds move on with warmer winds,
‘I'he wooden town its frail foundation leaves,
And Thames’ full nrnirolls down his plenteous waves;
From ev'ry penthoufe fireams the flecting fnow,
And with diffolving froft the-pavements Row,
Experienc’d men,.inur'd to city=ways,
Need not the calendar to count their days.
When throngh the town with flow and folemn air,
Led by the noftril, walks the muzzled bear;
Behind him moves majeftically dull,
The pride of Hockley-hole, the furly bull ;
Learn hence the periods of the week to name,
Mondays and Thur{days are the days of game.
When filhy (talls with double ftore are laid 3
The golden=belly’d carp, the broad-finn'd maid,
Red-fpeckled trouts, the falmon’s filver jowl,
The jointed lobfter, and unfealy foale,
And lufcious *feallops to allure the taftes
Of rigid zealots to delicious feafts
Wednefdays and Fridays you’ll obferve from hence,
Days, when our fires were doom'd to abftinence.
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When dirty waters from balconies drop,
And dext’rous damfels twirl the fprinkling mop,
And cleanfe the fpatter’d fafh, and fcrub the ftairs 3
Know Saturday’s conclufive morn appears.
Succeflive cries the feafon’s change declare,
And mark the monthly progrefs of the year.
Hark, how the ftrcets with treble voices ring,
To fell the bounteous produét of the fpring!
Sweet-fmelling flow’rs, and elder’s early bud,
With nettle’s tender fhoots, to cleanfe the blood's i
And when Juve’s thunder cools the fultry fkics,
Lv’n Sundays are prophan’d by mackrel cries.
Walnats the fruit’rer’s hand in' autumn ftain,
Blue plums and juicy pears augment his gain ;
Next oranges the longing boys entice,
To truft their copper fortunes-to the dice.
When rofemary, and bays, the poet’s crown, 4
Are bawl’d, in trequent cries, through all the town,
Then judge the feltival of Chriltmas near, ’
Chriftmas, the joyous period of the year.
Now with bright holly all your temples ftrow,
With laurel green, and facred mifletoe.
Now, heav’n-born Charity, thy bleffings (hed ;

b

Bid meagre Want uprear her fickly head :
Bid fhiv’ring limbs be warm ; let plenty’s bowi
In humble roofs make glad the needy foul.
See, fee, the heaven-born maid her bleflings fhed;
Lo ! meagre Want nprears her fickly head,
Cloath’d are the naked, and the needy glad,
While felfith Avarice alone is fad.

Proud coaches pafs, regardlefs of the moan il
Of infant orphans, and the widow’s groan ;
Hjs

i

i

i
|
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While charity fiill moves the walker’s mind,

e r:‘st the lamec and blind.

"rs l]h;,]’.‘ p.n

are beftow'd,

rar fwieaps the roads
give evenat. demand,
*d liand.

rtun’d-each day,

cry s
renie; cheaply wipes his feore,
Lifts up his mn\, 2od:haftes to beggar more

/ krnocker; wrapt in'flannel band,
thunder of the footman’s hand;

Th’ upholder, rueful harbinger of death,

ts with impatiénce for the dying breath ;

s o’er a camp, with hov'ring fight,
fup the future carpage of the fight.

¢l

Here canft thou pafs, unmindful of a pr

That heav'n in mercy may thy brother fpare ?

ome, F ¥ %% fincere, experienc'd {riend,
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ev’n thy fees fufpend 5

Come let us leave the Temple’s filent walls,

1e bus'nels to my diflant ledging cal
Thro’ the long Strand together let us ftray s
With thee converfing I forget the way.

Beliold that narrow ftreet which (teep mutst,
‘Whofe buildine to the flimy: thore extends

s

Here Arur‘.dxl s fair firuéture rear’d its \1'.mu‘,

The fireet alene retains an empty name 3
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Where Titian’s glowing paint.the canyas warm ’dy
And Raphacl’s fair defign, with judgment, charm 'd;
Now hangs the bellman’s fong, and palted here
The colour’d prints of Overton appear.

Where {tatues breath’dithe works of Ph s hands,
A wooden pump, or lonély watch-houfe ftands.
orn’d the fhore,

There Effex’ {tately pile ad
There Cecil’s, Bedford’s, Villiers’ now no mortt.
Yet Burlington’s fair ;)al;\ce ftill remains;
Beauty within, without proportion reigns.
Beneath his eye declining art revives,
The walt with animated: picture lives ;
There Handel ftrikes the [trings, the melting ftrain
Tranfports the foul, and theills thro’ ev’ry veing
There oft | enter, (but with cleaner fhoes)
For Burlington’s belov’d by ev’ry mufe.

O ye aflociate walkers, O mwy friends,
Upon your ftate what happinefs attends !
‘What though no coach to frequent vifit roils,
Nor for your fhilling chairmen fling their polesg
Yet #till your nerves rheumatic pains defy,
Nor lazy jaundice dulls your faffron eye;
No wafting cough difcharges founds of death,
Nor wheezing afthma heaves in vain for breath §
Nor from your refllefs couch is heard the groan
Of burning gout, or fedentary ftone,
Let others in the jolting coach confide,
Orin the leaky boat the Thames divides
Or, box’d within the chair, contemn the ftreet;
And truft their fafety to another’s feet;
Still let mye walk 3 for oft the fudden gale
Ruffl¢s the tide, and fhifts the dang’rous fail,
Ha
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"Then fhall the paflenger too late deplore,
The whelming billow, and the faithlefs oar 3
The drunken chairman in the kennel fpurns,
The glafles fhatters, and his charge o’erturns.
‘Who can recount the coach’s various barms,
"The legs disjointed, and the broken arms ?
T've feen a beau, in fome ill-fated hour,
When  o'er the ftones choak’d kennels fwell the
fhow’r,
In gilded chariot loll ; he with difdain
Views fpatter’d paflengers all drench’d in rain ;
With mud fill'd high, the rambling cart draess near,
Now rule thy prancing fteeds, lac'd charioteer;
'The duftman lathes on with fpiteful rage,
His ponderous fpokes thy painted whecl engage,
Crufh’d is thy pride, down falls the fhricking beau,
The flabby pavement cryftal fragments (trow,
Black floods of mire th* embroiderd coat difgrace,
And mud enwraps the honours of his face.
So when dread Jove the fon of Phoebus hurl’d,
Scar’d with dark thunder, to the nether world 3
The headftrong courfers tore the filver reins,
And the fun’s beamy ruin gilds the plains.
If the pale walker pant with weak’ning ills,
His fickly hand is ftor’d with friendly bills :
From hence he learns the feventh-born docor’s fame,
From hence he learns the cheapeft tailor’s name.
Shall the large mutton fmoak upon your boards 2
Such, Newgate's copious market beft affords.
Would'ft thou with mighty beef augment thy meal ?
Scek Leadenhall ; St James's fends thee veal
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Thames-(treet gives cheefes; Covent-garden fruits;
Moorfields old books, and Monmouth-{treet old fuits,
Hence may(t thou well fupply the wants of life,
Support thy family, and cloath thy wife.
Volumes on fheltei’d ftalls expanded lie,
And various fcience lyres the learned eye; i
The bending fhelves with pond’rouns fcholiafts groan,
And deep divines to modern fhops unknown 3
Here, like the bee, that on induftrious wing
Collects the various odours of the fpring,
Walkers, at leifure, learning’s flow’rs may {poil,
Nor watch the wafting of the midnight oil,
May morals fnatch from Plutarch’s tatter’d page,
A mildew’d Bacon, or Stagyra’s fage.
Here fauntering 'prentices o’er Otway weep, h
O'er Congreve fmile, or over D** fleep;
Pleas’d fempltreffes the Lock’s fam’d Rape unfold,
And Squirts * read Garth, till apozems grow cold.
O Lintot, let my labours obvious lie,
Rang’d on thy ftall, for ev’ry curious eye;
So fhall the poor thefe precepts gratis know,
And to my verfe their futare fafetics know.
What walker thall his mean ambition fix
On the falfe luftre of a coach and fix ? !
Let the vain virgin, lur’d by glaring fhow, il
$igh for the liv'ries of th” embroider’d beau. i
Sec yon bright chariot on its braces {fwing,
With Flanders mares, and on an arched fprings

* The name of an apothecary’s boy in the poem of
the Difpenfary,
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That wretch, to gain an- equipage and place,

’d his filter to a lewd embrace, n
Hi e This coach, that with the blazon’d "featcheon glows

Vain of his unknown race, the coxcomb fthows.
Here the brib’d lawyer, funk in velvet, fleeps;

There Rames a fool, begirt with tinfel'd flaves,
1

‘Who walles the wealth of a wh wce of knaves.

T hat other; with a clu®’ring train behind,
Owes his new. honours to a fordid mind,
This next in court-fidelity excells,

The public rifles, and his country fells:
t May the proud charict never be iy fate,
i /)

¢ me {weet content on foot,

If purchas’d at fo mean, fo dear a r

Or rather gi
‘Wiapt in my virtue, and a good furtout !
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And traverfe o’cr the wide etherial roads,
een, put on thy robes of light,
| [air regent of the night.

¢ villain fheathes his fword, "
to {teal:the wealthy hoard. )
rom heay’n’s high bow’r,
n the midnight hour !

b-([
Or with ]m cl udy ul

DAIEU my fu(
J

he twinkling (tars appear,

s th
1t
{9 1}

When ni

W r“pu the air,

reet ; .u] C.ll‘,(.(ﬂn tred
g threat thy bead ;
rers home return, and join their {trength {
the tott’ring plank, or ladder’s léngth 3

8till fix thy eyes intent upon the throng,

wind along. I
columns of St Clement.ftand,

r o

Then {warms the b 1,

¢ thop windows fal

ds encroach upon the Strand §

1
low penthoufe bows the watker’s head,
ment wounds the yiclding tread;

And xhc rengh g

-]
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had Where not a poft proteéts the narrow {pace,
i And, ftrung in twines, combs dangle in thy face ;
] Summon at once thy courage, roufe thy care,
Stand firm, look back, be refolute, beware,
Forth ifluing from fteep lanes, the colliers fteeds I
Drag the black load; another cart fucceeds ;
Team follows team, erouds heap’d on cronds appear, |
And wait impatient till the road grow clear.
1 Now all the pavement founds with trampling feet,
| 4 And the mixt hurry barricades the (treet. s

I Entangl’d here, the waggon’s lengthen’d team

€racks the tough harnefs ; here a pond’rous beam

Lies overturn’d athwart; for flaughter fed d
Here lowing bullocks raife their horned head. Bt
Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jar,
And the fmart blow provokes the fturdy war;
From the high box they whirl the thong around,
| And with the twining lath their (hins refound =

"Their rage ferments, more dang’vous wounds they try;

And the blood gufhes down their paiaful eye.

And now on foot the frowning warriors light,

And with their pond’rous filts renew the fight ;

Blow anfwers blow, their cheeks are fmear’d with
blood,

Till down they fall, and grappling roll in mud.

So when two boars, in wild Ytene * bred,

Or on Weftphalia’s fatt’ning cheffouts fed,

Gnafh their fharp tufks, and rous’d with equal fire,
Difpute the rcign of fome luxurious mire ;

* New Foreft in Hamplhire, anciently fo called.
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4a the black flood they wallow o’er and o’er,

Til! their arm’d jaws diftil with foam and gore.
Where the mob gathers, fwiftly fhoot aleng, il

Nor idly mingle with the noify throng. !

Lur'd by-the filver hilt, amid the {warm,

The fubtil awtitt will thy fide difarm.

Nor is thy flaxen wig with fafety worn 3

High on the fhoulder in a bafket borne

Lurks the {ly boy ; whofe hand to rapine bred,

Plucks off the curling honours. of thy head.

Here dives the fkulking thief, with praétis’d flight,

And-unfelt-fingers make thy pockets light.

Where's now the watch, with all'its trinkets, flown™
And thy late fouff-box is no more thy own.
But lo ! his'bolder thefts-fome tradefman fpies,
Swift from his prey. the fcudding lurcher flies;
Dex’trous he 'feapes the coach with nimble bounds,
While ev’ry honeft tongue Stop thicf refounds,
So fpeeds the wily fox, alarm’d by fear,
Who lately filch’d the turkey’s callow care;
Hounds following hounds, grow londer as he flies,
And injur’d tenants join the hunter’s cries.
Breatblefs he ftumbling falls : 1ll-fated boy !
Why did.not honeft work-thy.youth employ ?
Sciz’d by-tough hands, he’s dragg’d amid the rout,
5 And ftretch’d beneath the pump'’s inceflant fpout :
Or plung’d in ‘miry ponds, he gafping les,
Mud choaks his mouth, and plaifters ¢’er his eyes. i
Let not the ballad-finger’s thrilling ftrain i
Amid the fwarm thy lil'ning ear detain : e |
Guard well thy pocket; for thefe Syrens ftand i
To aid the labours of the diving hand ;
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Confed’rate in the cheat, they draw the throng,

And cambrick handkerchiefs reward the fong;

g on,

The rabble part, in (hoals they backward run.

Lut foon as coach or cart drives ratt

So Jove's loud bolts the mingled war divide,
And Greece and Troy retreat on either fide.

If the rude throng pour on with furicus pace,

And hap to break thee from a friend’s embrace,
Stap fhort; nor l'h'u_{:gl-c lhrol'lgh the croud in vain,
But watch with careful eye the pamng train.

Yet I (perhaps too fond) if chance the tide
Tumultuous bear my partner from my fide,

Impatient venture back ; defpifing harm,

I force my paflage where the thickeft fwarm.

‘Thus his loft bride the Trojan fought in vain,

Through night, and arms, and flames, and hills of

flain.
Thus Nifus wander’d o’er the pa

hiefs grove,
To find the brave con panion of his love.

The pathlefs grove in vain he wanders o’er:

is now no more,

Euryalas,

That walker,

Turns oft to pore upoen the damfc

From fide to fide by, tt
Shall (rike his.aki

Or water, dafh’d from fithy (talls, (hall {tain

elbows tolt,

1g breaft again(t the polt 3

His haplefs coat with {pirts of fcaly rain.

Bur if jarily he chance to {tray,
Where twir

The thwa
And beat the wreteh ha

1g turnftiles intercept the. way,

paflenger fhall force them round,
hlefs to the gronnd.
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Let conftant vigilance thy footfteps guide,

And wary circumfpeétion guard thy fide;

Then (halt thou walk unharm’d the dang’rous night, |

Nor need th’ officious link-boy’s fmoky lig

Thou never wilt attempt to crofs the road,
Where alehoufe-benchies reft the porter’s load, i
Grievous to heedlefs fh

ins 3 no barrow’s wheel,
That bruifes oft the truant {chool-boy’s heel,

Behind thee rolling, with infidious pace,

Shall mark thy ftocking with a miry trace.

Let not thy vent'rous [teps approach too nigh,
Where gaping wide, low fteepy cellars lie,

Should thy fhoe wrench afide, down, down you fall,
And overturn the feolding huckfter’s ftall;

The fcolding huckiter fhall not o’cr thee moan,

But pence exaét for nuts and pears o’erthrown.

Though you through cleanlier alleys wind by day,
To fhun the burries of the public'way,
Yet ne’er to thofe dark paths by night retire;
Mind
Then no impervious courts thy hafte detain,

ly fafety, and contemn the mire.

Nor ing alewives bid thee turn again.

Where Lineoln’s-inn, wide fpace, is rail’d-around,
Crofs not with vent’rous fteps there oft is found
The lurking t
Made the walls echo with his begging tone
compaffion mov'd, fhall wound

, who while the day-light fhone,

That cracch which 1

Thy bleeding head, and fell thee to the ground.

Tho’ thou are tempted by the linkman's call, |

Yet trnft him not along the lonely wall;

ln the midway he’ll quench the Aaming brand, ! (!
And fhare the:booty with the pilf ’ring band.
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Still keep the publie ftreets, where oily rays

Shot from the cryftal lamp, o’erfpread the ways,
Happy Augufta ! law-defended town 1

Here no dark lanthrons fhade the villain’s frown

No Spanilh jealonfies thy lanes infeft,

Nor Roman vengeance {tabs th’ unwary breaft;

Here ty

But |

No bravoes here profefs the bloody trade,

-anny ne'er lifts her purple hand,

iberty and juftice guard the land;

Nor is the church the murd’rer’s refuge made.
Let pot the chairman, with afloming ftride,
Prefs near the wall, and rudely thruft thy fide;
fet him boundss his
Should ne’er encroach where pofls defend the (treet.
Yet who the footman’s arroga

‘The laws hav vile feet

nee can quell,
Whofe flambeau gilds the fafhes of Pell-mell,

‘Whenin long rank a train of torches flame,
To light the midnight vifits of the dame ?
Others, perhaps, by happier gnidance led,

May, where the chairman refls, with fafety tre
Whene'er I pafs, their poles unfeen below,
Make my knee tremble with the j:ming blow,
If wheels bar up theroad where ftreets are croft,
With gentle words the.coachman’s ear accoft 3
He ne'er the threat, or har(b command obe
But with contempt the {patter’d (hoe fur
Now man with utmoft fortitude thy foul,

bdi)

To crofs the way where carts and. coaches roll 5
Yet do not in thy hardy fkill confide,

Nor rafhly rifk the kennel’s fpacious fbrideg
Stay till afar the diftant wheel you hear,
Like dying thunder in.the breaking air ;
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Thy foot will flide upon the miry ftone,
And paffing coaches crufh thy tortur’d bone,
Or wheels inclofe the road ; on either hand
Pent round with perils, in the mid you ftand,
And call for aid in vain; the coachman fwears,
And carmen drive, unmindful of thy pray’rs.
Where wilt thou turn 2 ah ! whither wilt thou fly !
On ev’ry fide the preffing fpokes are nigh.
So failors, while Charybdis’ gulph they fhun,
Amaz'd, on Scylla’s craggy dangers run.
Be fure obferve where brown Oftrea ftands,
Who boafts her fhelly ware from Wallfleet fands,
There may’ft thou pafs, with fafe unmiry feet,
Where the rais’d pavement leads afhwart the {reet)
If where Fleetditch with muddy current Aows,
You chance to roam; where oylter~tubs in rows
Are rang'd befide the pofts; there ftay thy hafte,
And with the fav'ry fith indulge thy tafte :
The damfel’s knife the gaping fhell commands,
While the fak liquor fireams between her hands.
The man had fure a palate cover'd o'er
With brafs or fleel, that on the rocky fhore
Firft broke the oozy oyfter’s pearly coat,
And rifk’d the living morfel down bis throat.
What will not lux’ry talte ? Earth, fea, and aic
Are daily ranfack'd for the bill of fare.
Blood (tuff’d in fkins is Britith Chriftians’ food,
And France robs marfhes of the croaking brood 3
Spungy morels in (trong ragouts are found,
And in the foup the flimy fnail is drown’d,
When from high fpouts the dafhiog torrents fall,
Ever be watchful to maintain the wall ;
You. I. I
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For fhould’ft thou quit thy ground, the rufhing throng
Will with impetuous fury drive along ;
All prefs to gain thofe honours thou haft loft,
And rudely fhove thee far without the poft.
Then to retrieve the fhade you ftrive in vain,
Draggled all o’er, and foak’d in floods of rain,
Yet rather bear the thow'r, and toils of mud,
Than in the doubtful quarrel rifk thy blood.
O think on Oedipus’ detefted (tate,
And by his woes be warn’d to fhun thy fate.
Where three roads join'd he met his fire unknown;

(Unhappy fire, and more unhappy fon !)

Each claim’d the way, their fwords the ftrife decide;
The hoary monarch fell, ke groan’d, and dy’d!
Hence fprang the fatal plague that thin’d thy reign
Thy curfed inceft, and thy children flain !
Hence wert thou doom’d in endlefs night to ftray,
Through Theban {treets, and cheerlefs grope thy waj:

Contemplate, mortal, ‘on thy fleeting years;

See, with black train the funeral pomp appears!
Whether fome heir attends in fable ftate,
And mourns with outward grief a parent’s fate;
Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty’s bloom,
A croud of lover’s follow to her tomb.
Why is the hearfe with *fcutcheons blazon'd round,
And with the nodding plume of oftrich crown'd?
No : The dead know it not, nor profit gainj

1t only ferves to prove the living vain ;

How fhort is life! how frail is human truft!

Is all this pomp for laying duft to duft 2

Where the nail’d hoop defends the painted ftall,
Brufh not thy fiveeping fkirt too near the wall;
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Thy heedlefs fleeve will drink the colour’d oil,
And fpot indelible thy pocket foil.
Has not wife nature ftrung the legs and fect
With firmeft nerves, defign’d to walk the (treet !
Has (he not given us hands to grop aright,
Amidlt the frequent dangers of the night ?
And think’{t thou not the double noftril meant
To warn from oily woes by previous feent ?

+ Who can the various city-frauds recite,
With all the petty rapines of the night?
Who now the guinea-dropper’s bait regards,
Trick’d by the (barper’s dice, or jugg
Why thould T warn thee ne’er to join the fray,

Where the tham-quarrel interrupts the way ?
Lives there in thefe our days fo {oft a clown,
Brav'd L\y the bully’s oaths, or threat’ning frown !
[ need not {triét enjoin the pocket’s care,
When from the crouded play thou lead’ft the fair ;
Who has not here, or watch, or fnuff-box loft,
Or handkerchief that India’s fhuttle boaft ?

0! may thy virtue guard thee through the roads
Of Drury’s mazy courts, and dark abodes.
The harlots’ guileful paths, who nightly ftand,
Where Katherine-ftreet defcends into the Strand,
Say, vagrant Mufe, their wiles and fubtile arts,
To lure the trangers unfufpecting hearts :
So fhall our youth on healthful finews tread,
And city-checks grow warm with rural red.

"Tis fhe who nightly ftrolls with faunt’ring pace,
No ftubborn ftays her yielding fhape embrace;

t Various cheats formerly in praétice.
Ia
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Beneath the lamp her tawdry ribbons glare,

neat

‘T'he new=fcour’d mantua, and the fattern air;

Hi;h-thuggiud petticoats her travels thow,

And hollow checks with artful blnthes glow 3
With flatt’ring founds fhe foothes the cred’lons eary
My Noble Captain ! Charmer ! Love! My dear!
In riding-hood near tavern-doors fhe plies,

Or muffied pinners hide her livid eyes.

With empty band-box (he delights to range,

And teigns 2 diltant errand from the *Change;
Nay, fhe will oft the Qua
And trudge demure the rounds of Drury-lanes

er’s hoed profane,

She darts from farfbet ambuih wily leers,
Twitches thy fleeve, or with familiar
Her fan will pat thy cheek 3 thefe fnares difdain,

Nor gaze behind thee, when fhe torns again.

I knew a yeoman, who for thirlt of gain,
To the great city drove from Devon’s plain

His num’rous lowing 1; his herds he fold,

And his deep leathern pocket bagg’d with gold'®

Drawn by a frandful nymph, he gaz’d, he figh’ds
Unmindful of his home, and diftant bride;

She leads the willing vi€tim to his doom,

Through winding alleys to her cobweb-room,
Thence through the ftreet he recks from poft to poft,
Valiant with wi

, por knows his treafure loft.

it The v nt wretch th’ affembled watchmen fples;

He wav

s his hanger, and their poles defies 5

Deep in the Roundhoufe pent, all night he fnores,

And the next morn in vain his fate deplores.
Ah haplefs {wain, unus'd to pains and ills!
hou forego roalt-becf for naufcous pills ?
Canlt thou foreg (¥-beef f fcous pills ?
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How wilt thou lift to-heav’n thy cyes and hands,
When the long feroll the furgeon’s fees demands
Or elfe (ye gods avert that worlt difgrace !)
Thy ruin'd nofe falls.level with thy face ;

iy & Then fhall thy wife thy leathfome kifs difdain,

And wholefoare neighbours from thy mug refrain.
Yet there ar¢ watchmen, who with friendly light

Will teach thy reeling fieps to tread aright ;

For fixpence will fupport thy helplefs arm,

And home conduét thee, fafe from nightly harm :

But if they (hake their lanthorns, from afar

Tocall their brethren to confed’rate war

When rakes refift their pow’r 5 if haplefs you

Should chance to wander with the fcow'ring ‘crew 3

Thongh fortune yield thee captive, ne'er defpair,

But feck the conftable’s confid’rate ear ;

He will reverfe the watchman’s harlh decree,

Mov'd by the rhet’ric of a filver fee.

Thus would you gain fome fav’rite courtier’s word,
ty clerks, but bribe my Lord.

Now is the time that rakes their revels keep ;

Fee not the pet

Kindlers of riot, enemies of fleep.

His fcatter’d pence the flying Nicker * flings,
And with the copper thow’r the cafement rings. il
Who has not heard the Scowrer's midnight fame ?

Who has not trembled at the Mohawk$ name ?
Was there 2 watchman took his hourly rounds;

Safe from their blows, or new-invented wounds !

* Gentlemen who delighted fo break windows with |
half-pence. !
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I pafs their defp’rate deeds, and mifchiefs done,
Where from Snowhill black fteepy torrents run 3
How matrons, hoop'd within the hogfhead’s womb,
‘Were tumbled furious thence, the rolling tomb
O’er the ftones thunders, bounds from fide to fide 3
So Regulus to fave his conntry dy’d,

Where a dim gleam the paly lanthorn throws
O’er the mid pavement, heapy rubbilh grows ;
Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend,

Or the dark cave to common (hores defcend.

Oft by the winds extinét the fignal lies,

Or {mothered in the glimmering focket dies,

£'er night has half roll’d round her ebon throne;
In the wide gulph the fhatter’d coach o’erthrown
Sinks with the fnorting fieeds ; the reins are broke,
And from the crackling axle flies the fpoke.

So when fam’d Eddyftone’s far-fhooting ray,
That led the failor through the ftormy way,
‘Was from its rocky roots by billows torn,
And the high turret in the whirlwind borne,
Fleets bulg’d their fides againft the craggy land,
And pitchy ruins blacken'd all the ftrand.
Who then through night would hire the harnefs'd
fteced,
And who would chufe the ratt’ling wheel for fpeed ?
But bhark ! diftrefs with fcreaming voice draws
nigh'r,
And wakes the flamb’ring ftreet with cries of fire.
At firlt a glowing red enwraps the fkies,
And borne by winds the featt’ring fparks arife 3
From beam to beam the fierce contagion fpreads;
The fpiry flames now lift aloft their heads,
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Through the burft fath a blazing deluge pours,
% And fplitting tiles defcend in rattling fhow’rs.
; Now with thick crouds th’ enlighten’d pavement

{fwarms,

The ficeman fweats beneath his crooked arms,
A leathern cafque his vent’rous head defends,
Boldly he climbs where thickeft fmoke afcends 3
Mov'd by the mother’s ftreaming eyes and pray’rs,
The helplefs infant throagh the flame he beays,
With no lefs virtue, than through hoftile fire
The Dardan hero bore his aged fire.
See forceful engines fpout their levell’d ftreams,
: To quench the blaze that runs along the beams ; \
The grapling hook plucks rafters from the walls, :
And heaps on heaps the fmoky ruin falls. -
Blown by ftrong winds the fiery tempeft roars, i ’4
Bears down new walls, and pours along the floors § el
The heav'ns are all a blaze, the face of night ]
Is cover’d with a fanguine dreadful light;
*Twas fuch a light involv'd thy tow’rs, O Rome,
The dire prefage of mighty Caefar’s doom,
When the fun veil'd in ruft his mourning head,
And frightful prodigies the (kies o’erfpread.
Hark ! the drum thunders ! far, y¢ crouds, retire:
Behold! the ready match is tipt with fire,
The nitrous ftore is laid, the fmutty train
With running blaze awakes the barrel’d grain 3
Flames fudden wrap the walls; with fullen found
The thatter’d pile finks on the {imoaky ground.
So when the years fhall have revolv’d the date,
Th’ inevitable hour of Naples’ fate,
14
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Her {app’d foundations fhall with thunders fhake,
And heave and tofs upon' the fulph’rons | i
Earth’s womb at once the fiery flood fhall rend,
And ia th' abyfs her plunging tow’rs defcend,
Confider, reader, what fatigues I'yve knowo,

‘The toils; the perils of the wint'ry town ;

‘What riots feen, what buftling crouds I bor'd,
How oft T crofs’d where carts and coaches roar’d ;
Yet thall T blefs my labours] if mankind j ]
Their fature fafety fromy my dangers find,
Thus the bold teaveller, (inur’d to toil,
Whofe fteps have printed Afia’s defert foil,
The barb’rons Arabs haunty or (hiv'ring oroft
Dark Greenland’s mountains of eternal froft s

Whom providenee in length of years reltorcs
To the with'd harbour of his native fhores 1)
Sets forth his journals to the public view,

To caution, by his woes, the wand’ring crew.

ey

And now compleat my gei’rons labours lie, i
Finifh'd, and ripe for imimortality.
Death fhall entowb in'dult this mould’ring frame,
But never reach th’ eternal part, my' fame.
When W* and G**, mighty names, are dead ;
Or but at Chelfea under cuftards vead ;
When critics crazy bandboxes repair,
And tragedies, turn’d rockets, bounce in air
High rais'd on Fleet(treet pofts, confign’d to' fame
This w

fhall fhine, and walkers blefs my name.
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T-0-4A L.AD-Y,
Occafioned by the Arrival of ber Rovar HIGHNESS.

AD AM, to all your cenfures [ fubmit,
M And frankly own 1 fhould long fince have writ:
You told me, filence would be thought a crime,
And kindly (trove to teaze me into rhyme;
No more let trifling themes your Mufe employ,
Nor lavifh verfe to paint a female toy :
No more on plains with rural damfels fport,
But fing the glories of the Britifh court. jari |
By your commands and inclination fway’d, &
I call’d th’ uawilling Mufes to my aid ;
Refolv’d to write, the noble theme 1 chofe,
And to the Princefs thus the poem rofe.
¢ Aid me, bright Phoebus; aid, ye facred Nine ;
¢ Exdlt my genius, and my verfe refine.
¢ My ftrains with Carolina’s name T grace, |
¢ The lovely parent of our royal race. it
¢ Breathe foft, ye winds, ye waves in filence fleep 3 fihi
¢ Let profp’rous breezes wanton o’er the deep, i
* Swell the white fails, and with the ftreamers play, {
¢ To waft her gently o’er the wat'ry way.’
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Here I to Neptune form’d a pous pray'ry

To reid the winds, and guard the royal fair §

Bid the blue Tritons found their twilled fhells,

And call the Nereids from their pearly cells.
Thus my warm zcal had drawn the Mufe along,

Yet knew no method to-conduét her fong 2

1 then refolv’d fome model to purfue,

Perus’d French critics, and began anew.

l.ong open par

gyric drags at belt,
And praife is only praife when well addrefs’d.

Straight Horace for fome lucky ode I fought ;

And all along I trac'd him thought by tho
This n rformance to a frigad I fhow'd
For s he, what, imitate an ode !

I'd rather ballads write, and Grubftreet-lays,

mey

Than pillage Caefar for my patron’s praift :
One common fate all imitators | (hare;

To fave mince-pies, and cap the grocer’s ware,
Vex'd at the charge, 1 to the flames commit

Rhymes, fimilies, lords names, and ends of wit;
In blotted {tanzas fcraps of odes expire,
And fuftian mouuts in pyramids of fire,
Ladies, to you I next inferib’d my lay,
And writ a Jetter in familiar way ;
For ftillimpatient:till the Pringefs came,
You from defeription wilh’d to know the dame.
Each day my pleafing labout larger grew,
For {till new graces open’d to my view.
T welve lines ran on to introduce the theme,
And thenI thus purfu’d the growing fcheme ¢
¢ Beauty and wit were fure by nature join'd,
¢ And charmsare emanation$ of the mind §
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¢ The foul tranfpiercing through the fhining frame,

¢ Forms all the graces of the princely dame :

* Benevolence her converfation guides,

¢ Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye refides,

¢ Such harmony upon her tongue is found,

¢ As foftens Englifh to Italian found:

¢ Yet in thofe founds fuch fentiments appear,

¢ As charm the judgment, while they foothe the ear.
¢ Religion’s ehearful flame her bofom warms,

¢ Calms all her hours, and brightens all her charms,

¢ Henceforth, ye fair, at chapel mind your pray’rs,

¢ Nor catch your lover’s eyes with artful airs;

* Reftrain your looks, kneel more; and whifper lefs,

¢ Nor moft devoutly criticize on drefs.
¢ From her, form all your charalers of life,

¢ The tender mother, and the faithful wife.

¢ Oft have I feen her little infant train,

* The lovely promife of a futare reign ;

¢ Obferv’d with pleafure ev’ry dawning grace,

¢ And all the mother opening in their face;

¢ The fon fhall add new honours to the line,

¢ And early with paternal virtues fhine;

* When he the tale of Audenard repeats,

* His little heart with emulation beats;

¢ With conquefls yet to come his bofom glows,

¢ He dreams of triumphs, and of vanquifh’d foes.

¢ Each year with arts (hall flore his rip’ning brain,

* And from his grandfire he fhall learn to reign,’
Thus far I'd gone: Propitious rifing gales

Now bid the failer hoift the {welling fails,

Fair Carolina lands ; the cannons roar,

White Albion’s cliffs refound from fhore to fhore.
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i Behold the bright original appear
b All praife is faint when Carolina’s near. o
il it Thus to the nation’s joy, but poet’s coft, ;
‘ The Princefs came, and my new plan was loft
Since all my fchemes were baulk’d, my laft refort,
I left the Mufcs, to frequent the court ;
Penfive each night, from room‘to room I walk'd,
To one I bow’d, and with another talk’d;

Inquir'd what news, or fuch a lady’s name,
And did the nexe day, and the next, the fame.
Places, I found, were daily givén away,

And yet no friendly gazette mention’d Gay.
1 afk’d a friend what method to purfue j
He cry’d, I want-a placeias well as'you.

Another 2fk’d 'me, why' 1 had not writ ;

A poet owes his fortune to his wit,

Straight [ reply’d, With what a courtly grace,
Flows eafy verfe from him that has a place!

irgil me’er at court improv'd his ftrains,
He ftill had fung of flocks and homely fwains;
And had not Horace fweet preferment found,
The Roman lyre had never learnt to found.
Once ladies fair in homely guife I fung,
And with their names wild woods' and mountaies

{ rung’
{ Oh teach me now to {trike a fofter (train'!
The court refines the language of the plain.
You muft, cries one, the miniftry rehearfe,
And with each patriot’s name prolong your verfe,

b8t y But {ure this truth to poets fhould be kno
alike, 1s praifing none.

',

That praifing
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Another told me, If T wilb’d fuccefs,
To fome diftinguifh’d lord I muft addrefs ;
One whofe high virtues fpeak his noble blood,
One always zealous for his country’s good 3
Where valour and ftrong eloquence unite,

In council cautious, refolute in fight ;

Whofe gen’rous temper prompts him to defend,
And patronize the man that wants a friend.
You have, ’tis true, the noble patron thown;
But [, alas! am to Argyle unknown.

5
That writing was my method to fucceed ;
But now preferments fo poflefs’d my brain, >
That fcarce I could produce a fingle ftrain :
Indeed 1 fometimes hammer’d out a line,
Without conneétion, as without defign.

ev’ry one [ met in this agreed,

One morn upon the Princefs this I writ,
An epigram that boafts more truth than wit,

¢ The pomp of titles eafy faith might (hake,
¢ She fcorn’d an empire for religion’s fake:

¢ For this, on earth the Britifh crown is giv'n,
¢ And an immortal crown decreed in heav'n.’ |

Again, while GEoRGE’s virtues rais'd my thought,
The following lines prophetic fancy wrought. :
¢ Methinks I fee fome bard, whofe heav’nly rage |
¢ Shall rife in fong, and warm a future age;
¢ Yook back thro’ time, and, rapt in wonder, tracc,
¢ The glorious feries of the Brunfwick race. !
¢ From the firft George the godlike kings defcend, |
¢ A linc which only with the world thall end.
¢ The next a gen’rous prince renown’d in arms,
i And blefs'd, long blefs’d in Carolina charms;
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¢ From thefe the reft. *Tis thus fecure in peace,

¢ We plow the ficlds, and reap the year’s increafe :

¢ Now Commerce, wealthy goddefs, rears her head,

¢ And bids Britannia’s fleets their canvas fpread ;

¢ Unnumber'd (hips the peopled ocean hide,

¢ And wealth returns with each revolving tide.
Here paus'd the follen Mufe, in bafte I drefs'd,

And through the croud of needy courtiers prefs'd;

Though unficcefsful, happy whilft I fee
Thofe eyes that glad a nation, fhine on nie,
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE

EARL of BURLINGTON,

A Fourney to EXETER.

\/ HTLE you, my Lord, bid ftately pilesafcend,
Or in your Chifwick bow'rs enjoy your friend;

Where Pope unloads the bows within his reach,

The purple vine, blue plum, and blufhing peach 3

1 journey. far—You knew fat bards might tire,

And, mounted, fent me forth your trufty fquire.

*T'was on the day when city-dames repair
To take their w
When forth we trot : No carts the road infeft,

For (till on Sundays country-horfes reft.

y dofe of Hide-park air ;

Thy gatdens, Kenfington, we leave unfeen 3
Through Hammer{mith jog on to Turnhamgreen
That Turnhamgreen, which dainty pigeons fed

b ) Yl s 2

But feeds no more ; for Solomon * is dead.

* A man lately famous for fecding pigeons at
Turnhamgreen,
Vor, L
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‘Three dufty miles reach Brentford’s tedious town,
For dirty ftrects, and white-legg’d chickens known:
Thence o’er wide thrubby heaths, and furrow’d lanes,
il i We come, where Thames divides the meads of Stanes.

i1 ‘We ferry’d o’er; for late the winter’s flood

i
} '}
il Shook her frail bridge, 2nd tore her piles of wood.
il Prepar’d for war, now Bagfhot-heath we crofs, e
Where broken gamefters oft repair their lofs. 0

At Hartley-row the foaming bit we preft,
While the fat landlord welcom’d ev’ry gueft.
Supper was ended, healths the glaffes crown’d
Qur hoft extoll'd his wine at ev’ry round ;

H

Relates the juftices late meeting there,
J = »

How many bottles drank, and what their cheer;

What lords had been his guefts in days of yore,

And prais’d  their wifdom much, their drinking
more.

Let travellers the morning vigils keep :

8 The morning rofe, but we lay faft afleep.

! Twelve tedious miles we bore the fultry fun,
And Popham-lane was fearce in fight by one:

The [traggling village harbour’d thieves of old,
"T'was here the flage-coach’d lafs relign’d her gold
That gold which had in London purchas’d gOWNS,
And fent her home a belle to country towns.

But robbers haunt no more the neighb’ring wood :
Here unown’d infants find their daily food ;

For fhould the maiden-mother nurfe her {on,
"T'would fpoil her match when her good name is goReé
Our jolly hoftefs nineteen children bore,

Nor fail’d her breaft to fuckle nineteen more.
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Be jult, ye prudes, wipe off the long arrear:
Be virgins ftilkin town, but mothers here,

Sutton we pafs, and leave her fpacious down,
And with the fetting fun reach Stockbridge town,
O’er our parch’d tongue the rich metheglin glides,
And the red dainty trout out knife divides.

Sad melancholy ev’ry vifage wears ;
What, no eletion come in-fev’n long years!
1 Of all our race of mayors, fhall Snow alone
Be by Sir Richard’s dedication known ?
Qur ftreets no more with tides of ale fhall float,
Nor coblers fealt three years:upon one vote.
Next morn, twelve miles led o’er th’ unbounded
plain,
Where the cloak’d (hepherd guides bis fleecy train.
No leafy bow’rs a noon-day fhelter lend,
Nor from the chilly dews at night defend :
With wondrous art, he counts the ftraggling flock,
And by the fon informs you what’s a clock.
How are our fhephierds fallen from antient days!
No Amaryllis chaunts alternate lays ;
From her no lift’ning echoes learn to fing,
Nor with his reed the jocund vallies ring.

Here fheep the pafture hide, there barvefts bend,

See Sarum’s ftecple o’er yon hill afcend ;
Our horfes faintly trot heneath the heat,
And our keen ftomachs know the hour to eat.

4 Sir Richard Steel, member for Stockbridge, wrote
a treatife, called The Importance of Dunkirk confi-
dered, and dedicated it to Mr John Snow, Bailiff of
Stockbridge,
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Who can forfake thy walls, and not admire

The proud cathedral, and the lofty fpire ?

What fempltre(s has not prov’d thy fciffars good 2
From bence firft came th’ intriguing riding-hood.
Amid three boarding-fchools ¥, well ftock’d with

miﬁl—s,
Shall three knight-ersants ftarve for want of kifles?
O’er the green turf the miles flide fwift away,

And Blandford ends the labours of the day,

The morning rofe ; the fupper reck’ning paid,

And our due fees difeharg’d to man and maid,

The ready oftler near the ftirrup ftands,

And as we mount, our half-pence load his hands,

Now the fteep hill fair Dorchefter o'erlooks,

Border’d by meads, and walh’d by filver brooks.
Here {leep my two companions eyes fupprelt,

And, propt in elbow-chairs, they fnoring reft :

I weary fit, and with my pencil trace

Their painful poftures, and their eyelefs face;

Then dedicate each glafs to fome fair name,

And on the fafh the diamond ferawls my flame,
Now e’er trune Roman way our horfes found,
Graevius would kneel, and kifs the facred ground.
On cither fide low fertile vallies lie, 0
The diftant profpeéts tire the travelling eye. ]
Through Bridport’s ftony lanes our rout we take,
And the proud fteep defeend to Morcombe’s lake.
As hearfes pafs'd, our landlord robb’d the pall,
And with the mournful "fcutcheon hung his hall.

* There are three boarding fchools in this towns
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On unadulterate wine we here regale,
And ftrip the lobfter of his fearlet mail.

We climb’d the hills, when ftarry night arofe,
And Axminfter affords a kind repofe, g
The maid fubduw’d by fees, her trank unlocks,
And gives the cleanly 2id of dowlas fmokes.
Mean time our fhirts her bufy fingers rub,

While the foap lathers o%r the foaming tub.
If womens’ geer fuch pleafing dreams incite,
Lend us your fmocks, ye damfels, ev’ry night!
We rife, our beards demand the barber's art;
A female enters, and performs the part,
The weighty golden chain adorns ber neck,
And three gold rings her fkilful hand bedeck :
Smaoth o’er our chin her eafy fingers move,
Soft as when Venus ftroak’d the beard of Jove.
Now from the fleep, *midft featter’d farms and
groves,
Our eye through Honiton’s fair valley roves.
Behind us foon the bufy town we leave,
Where fineft lace induftrious laffes weave.
Now fwelling clouds roll’d on ; the rainy load
Stream’d down our hats, and fmok’d along the road;
When (O blefs'd fight!) a friendly fign we fpy’d,
Our fpurs are flacken’d from the horfes fide 3
For fure 2 civil hoft the houfe commands,
Upon whofe fign this courteous motto ftands 3
This is the ancient band, and eke the pen ;
Here is for horfes hay, and meat for men.
How rhyme would flourifh, did each fon of fame
Know his own genius, and direét his flame !
K3
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Then he, that could not epic flights rehearfe,
Might fweetly mourn in elegiac verfe.
But were his mufe for elegy unfit,
Perbaps a diftich might not ftrain his wit;
If epigram offend, his harmlefs lines
Tight in gold letters {fwing on ale-houfe figns.
Then Hobbinol might propagate his bays,
And Tuttlefields record his fimple lays ;
Where rhymes like thefe might lure the nurfes eyes,
While gaping infants fquall for farthing pies:
Treat here, ye [bepherds blithe, ye damfels fweet,
For pies and checfecakes are for damfels meet.
Then Maurus in his proper fphere might (hine,
And thefe proud numbers grace great William’s figns
* This is the man, this the Naffov

an, whom

T nam’d the brave deliverer fo come.

But now the driving gales fufpend the rain,
‘We mount our fteeds, and Devon’s city gain.
Hail happy native land !~—but I forbear,
‘What other counties muft with envy hear.

* Blackmore’s Prince Arthur, Boek Y.
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To THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

WILLIAM PULTENEY, Elq;

UrteNey, methinks you blame my breach .of
word 3
What, cannot Paris one poor page afford ?
Yes, I.can fagely, when.the times are paft,
Laugh at thofe follies which I flrove to tafte;
And each amufement, which we fhar’d, review,

Pleas

1 with mere talking, fince I talk to you.

But how (hall T de
Their balls, a
1o profe! you cry

ribe; in humble profe,
lies, operas, and beaux ?
Oh no, the Mufe mufk aid;

{us for the Tuilleries’ thade 3
Britannia’s city trod,
And led the draggled Mufe, with pattens:fhod,
Through dirty lanes, and alleys doubtful ways;
Refufe to write, when Paris afks his lays !

Well then, I'll try. Defcend, ye beauteous Nine,
Inall the colours of the rainbow fhine 3
Let fparkling ftars your;neck and ear adorn,
Lay on ghe blufhes of the ceimfon morn 3
Ka

Shall he who lat
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So may ye balls and gay affemblies grace,

And at the op’ra claim the foremoft place.
Trav'lers fhould ever fit expreffions chufe,

Nor with low phrafe the lofty theme abufe.

‘When they defcribe the ftate of eaftern lords,

Pomp-and magnificence (hould fwell their words 3

And when they paint the ferpent’s fealy pride,

Their lines fhould hifs, their numbers fmoothly flides

But they, unmindful of poetic rules,

Deferibe alike Mockaws and great Moguls.

Dampicr would thus, without ill-meaning fatire,

Drefs forth in fimple ftyle the petit-maitre.

¢ In Paris there’s a race of animals,
¢ (I've feen them at their operas and balls),

* They ftand ere@, they dance whene'er they walk,
¢ Monkeys in aétion, parroquéts in talk ;

¢ They’re crown’d with feathers, like the cockatoo,
¢ And, like camelions, daily change their hue;

¢ From patches juftly plac'd they borrow graces,

¢ And with vermilion lacker o’er their faces ;

¢ This cuftom, as we vifibly difeern,

¢ They, by frequenting ladies toilettes, learn.*
Thus might the trav’ler eafy truth impart

Into the fubject let me nobly ftart.

How happy lives the man, how fiire to charm,
Whofe knot embroider’d Alutters down his arm!
On him the ladies caft the yielding glanee,

Sigh in his fongs, and languifh in his dance 3

While wretched is the wit, contemn’d, forlorn,
Whofe gummy hat no fearlet plumes adorn H

No broidet’d flow’rs his worfted ancle grace,

Nor canc embefs'd with gold dire¥s his pace 3 A
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. No lady’s faveur on his fword is hung
. ‘What though Apollo ditate from his tongue ? I
His wit is fpiritlefs, and void of grace, |
Who wants th” aflurance of brocade and lace.
‘While the gay fop genteelly talks of weather,
The fair in raptures doat upon his feather 3
Like a court-lady though he write and fpell,
His minuet-ftep was fathion’d by Mareell *;
He drefles, fences. - What avails to know ?
For women chufe their men, like filks, for how.
Is this the thing, you cry, that Paris boafts ?
Is this the thing renown’d among our toafts ?
For fuch a fAutt’ring fight we need not roam
Our own aflemblies fhine with thefe at home.
Let us into the field of beauty ftart;
Eeauty’s a theme that ever warm’d my heart,
Think not, ye fair, that T the fex accufe :
How fhall I fpare you, prampted by the Mufe ?
(The Mufes all are prudes) fhe rails, fhe frets,
Amidft this fprightly nation of coquettes.

Vet let not us their loofe coquett’ry blame;

Women of ev’ry nation are the fame, M
You afk me, if Parifian dames, like ours, k|

b With ratt’ling dice profane the Sunday’s hours 3 '

1f they the gamefter’s pale-ey’d vigils keep,

And ftake their honour while their hufbands fleep ¥ i

Yes, Sir; like Englifl toafts, the dames of France

‘Will rifk their income on a fingle chance.

Nannette laft night a tricking Pharaon play'd,

The cards the taillier’s {liding hand obey’d ;

* A famous dancing-mafter.

"Y1} BADISCHE ;
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



154 E P L S;T,L5L B &

il To-day her neck no brilliant circle wears,
Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears.
Why does old Chloris an affembly hold ?
i Chloris each night divides the fharper’s gold,

it | Corinna’s check with frequent loffes buraos,
Ll And no bold Trente le va her fortune turns.

| I Ah! too rafh virgin ! where’s thy virtus lown ?
She pawns her perfon for the tharper’s loan!

: Yet who with juflice can the fair upbraid,

MR AT ‘Whofe debts of honour are fo duly paid ?

| But let me not forget the toil

te’s cares,

gl Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs :

i o This red’s too pale, nor gives a diftant grace ;
Madame to-day puts on her opera-face;

From this we fcarce extraét the milkmaid's bloom,
Bring the deep dye that warms acrofs the room :

Now flames her cheek ; fo (trong her charms prevail,

That on her gown the filken rofe looks pale!

Not but that France fome native beauty boafts,

\ Clermont and Charclois might grace our toafts.
When the fweet-breathing {pring unfolds the buds,

Love flies the dulky town for fhady woods,

Then Tottenham-fields with roving beauty fwarm,

And Hamftead-balls the city-virgin warm;

Then Chelfea’s meads o’erhear perfidious vows,

And the'prefs’d grafs defrauds the grazing cows.

s here the fame; but in a higher {phere,

For ev'n couri-ladies fin in open ai

I
What cit with a gallant would truft his fpoufe

Beneath'the te

1g (hade of Greenwich boughs ?

ce would let his duchefs rove
's clofeft woods invite to love ?

What peer o

W here Boulc

BADISCHE

LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



E

But here no wife can bla(t her hufband’s fame,
Cuckold is grown an honourablc name.

Stretch’d on the-grafs the fhepherd fighs his pain,
And on the grafs what fhepherd fighs in vain:?
On Chloe’s lap here Damon laid along, it
Melts with the anguith of her am’rous fong 3 !
There Iris flies Palaemon through the glade,
Nor trips by chance—till in the thickeft fhade;
Here Celimene defends her lips and breaft,

For kiflcs are by (truggling cloffer preft

Alexis there with eager. lame grows bold,

Nor can the nymph his waaton fingers hold;
Be wife, Alexis; what, fo near the road !

Hask, a coach rolls, and hulbands are abroad !
Such were our pleafures in the days of yore,
When am’rous Charles Britannia’s fceptre bores
The nightly fcene of joy the Park was made,
And love in eouples peopled ¢v'ry fhade,

But fince at court the rural tafte is loft,

What mighty fums have velvet couches coft !

Sometimes the Tuilleries gawdy walk I love,
Where 1 through crouds of ruftling mantuas rove.;
As here from fide to fide my eyes I caft,

And gaz’d on all the glitt’ring train that pafts
Sudden a fop {teps forth before the reft ;
1 knew the bold embtoid’ry of his veft.

He thns accofts me with familiar air,

« Parbleu! on a fait cet habit en Angleterre !

+¢ Quelle manche! ce galon eft grofliérement rangé ;

¢ Voila quelque chofe de fort beauet degagé!”

This faid : On his red heel he turns, and then

Hums 2 foft minuet, and proceeds again. (|
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¢ Well; row you've Paris feen, you'll frankly own
i * Your boafted London feems a country-town ;

¢ Has Chriftianity yet reach’d your nation ?

¢ Are churches built ? Are mafquerades in fafhion ?
¢ Do daily foups your dinners introduce ?

¢ Arc mufic, fouff; and eoaches yet in ufe ¥
Pardon me, Sir; we know the Paris mode,

And gather politeffe from courts abroad.

Like you, our courtiers Keep a num’rous train

To load their coach; and tradefmen dun in vain.
Nor has religion left us in the lurch,

And, as in France, our vulgar croud the chur
Our ladies too fupport the mafquerade,

\ The fex by nature love th’ intriguing trade.
Straight the vain fop in ign’rant rapture cries
¢ Paris the barb’rous world would civilize '
Pray, Sir, point out among the paffing band
The prefent beauties who the town command.
¢ See, yonder dame ; (Friét virtue chills her breaft,
* Mark in her eye demure the prude profeft;
¢ That frozen bofom native fire muft want,
¢ Which boafts of conftancy to one gallant !
¢ This next the fpoils of fifty lovers wears,
¢ Rich Dandin's brilliant favours grace her ears !
¢ The necklace Florio’s gen’rous flame beftow’d
¢ Clitander’s fparkling gems her finger load 5

|l ¢ But now her charms grow cheap by conftant uft,

| ! ¢ She fins for fearfs, clock’d ftockings, knots, and

il | ¢ fhoes.

! ¢ This next, with fober gait, and ferious leer,

 Wearies her knees with morn and ev’ning pray’rs

3
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¢ She fcorns th’ ignoble love of feeble pages,

¢ But with three abbots in one night engages.

¢ This with the cardinal her nights employs,

¢ Where holy finews confecrate her joys.

* Why have I promis’d things beyond my pow'r !
¢ Five aflignations wait me at this honr,

¢ The fprightiy Countefs firft my vifit: claims,

¢ To~morrow [hall indulge inferior dames.

¢ Pardon me, Sir, that thus 1 take my leave,

¢ Gay Florimella flily twitch’d my flecve.’

Adieu, Monfieur==The opera hour draws near.
Not fge the opera! all the world is there 3
Where on the ftage th’ embroider’d youth of France
In bright array attrac the female glanee :

This languifhes, this ftruts, to (how his mien,
And not a gold-clock’d ftocking moves unfeen.

But hark ! the full orcheftra frike the ftrings :
The hero ftruts, and the whole audience fings.

My jarring ears harfh grating murmurs wound,
Hoarfe and confus'd, like Babel's mingled found.
Hard chance had plac’d me near a noify throat,
That in rough quavers bellow’d ev’ry note.

Pray, Sir, fays 1, fufpend a while your fong,

The opera’s drown’d; your lungs are wond’rous ftreng;
I wilh to hear your Roland’s ranting ftrain,

While he with rooted forefts ftrows the plain.
Sudden he (hrugs furprife, and anfwers quick,

*¢ Monfieur apparemment n’aime pas la mufique.”
Then turning round, he join’d th’ ungrateful noife ;
And the loud chorus thunder’d with his voice,

O foothe me with fome foft Italian air,

Let barmony compofe my tortur’d ear!
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When Anaftatia’s voice commands the ftrain,

i The melting warble thrills through ev'ry veins

i : Thought ftands fufpenfe, and filence pleas’d attends,
114 ‘While in her notes the heav’nly choir defcends,
bl But you'll imagine I'm'a Frechman grown,

| Pleas’d and content with nothing but my own,

it So ftrongly with this prejudice poffefs*d,

| He thinks French mufic and French painting beft,
Mention the force of learn’d Corelli’s notes,

Some {craping fidler of their ball he guotes;

Talk ot the {pirit Raphael’s pencil gives,

Yet warm with life whofe fpeaking picture lives s
Yes, Sir, fays he, in colour and defign,

Rigaut and Raphael are extremely fine!

*Tis true his country’s love tranfports his brealt,
‘With warmer zeal than your old Greeks pmft:f'f-
Ulyfles lov’d his Ithaca of yore,

Yet that fage trav’ler left his native fhore;

‘What {tronger virtue in the Frenchman fhines !

He to dear Varis all his life confines.

Vm not fo fond. Tl

¢ are, I mult confefs,

Things which might make me love my country lefs.

1 fhould not think my Britain had fuch charms,

If loft to learning, if enflav’d by arms;

it France has her Richlicus and her Colberts known,
And then, 1 grant it, France in fcience fhone:

i ‘We too, I own, without fuch aids may chance

In ignorance and pride to rival F ;-u;1c(:,

| But let me not forget Corneille; Racine,
| il Boileau’s ftrong fenfe, and Moliere's hum’rous fcene.
Let Cambray’s name be fung above the reft,

Whofe maxims, Pult'ney, warm thy patriot breaft;
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In Mentor’s precepts Wifdom ftrong and clear
Dictates {ublime, and diftant pations hear.
Hear all ye princes, who the world controul,
What cares, what terrors haunt the tyrant’s foul 3
His conftant train are anger, fear, diftraft:

To be a king, is to be good and juft;

His people he proteéts, their rights he faves,
And feorns to rule a wretched race of flaves.

Happy, thrice happy (hall the monarch reign,
‘Where guardian laws defpotic pow’r reftrain !
There thall the ploughthare break the ftubborn land,
And bending harveft tire the peafant’s hand ;
There Liberty her fettled manfion boafts,

There Commerce plenty brings from foreign coafts,
O Britain ! guard thy laws, thy rights defend,
So fhall thefe bleflings to thy fons defcend !

You'll think ’tis time fome other theme to chufe,
And not with beaux and fops fatigue the Mufe:
Should 1 let fatire loofe on Englith ground,

There fools of varicus charater abound 3
But here my verfe is to onc race confin’d,
All Frenchmen arc of petit-maitre kind.
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PAUL METHUEN, Efg;

FI "H A T ’tis encouragement makes fcience fpread,

Is rarely pradis’d, though ’tis often faid 5
When learning droops and f{ickens in the land,
‘What patron’s found to lend a faving hand ?
‘True gen'rous {pirits profp’rous vice deteft,

And love to cherifh virtuoe when diftrefs’d z

But ere our mighty lords this {cheme purfue,

Qur mighty lords muft think and aét like you.
Why muft we climb the Alpine mountains fides

To find the feat where Harmony refides !

‘Why touch we not {o foft the filver lute,

The chearful hautboy, and the mellow flute ?

*Tis not th® Italian clime improves the found,

But there the patrons of her fons are found.
Why flourih’d verfe in great Anguftus’ reigﬂ?

He and Mecaenas lov’d the Mufe’s ftrain.
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But now that wight in poverty mult mourn
Who was (O crucl ftars!) a poet born.

Yet there are ways for authors to be great 3
Write ranc’rous libels to reform the (tates

Or if you chufe more fure and ready ways,
Spatter a minifter with fulfome praife
Launch out with freedom, flatter him enough 3
Fear not, all men are dedication-proof.

Be bolder yet, you muft go farcher ftill,

Dip deep in gall'thy mercenary quill.

He who his pen in party-quarrels draws,

Lilts an hir’d bravo to fupport the caufe s

He muft indulge his patron’s hate and fpleen,
And (tab the fame of thofe he ne’er hath feen.
Why then fhould authors mourn their defp’rate cafe ?
Be brave, do this, and then demand a place,
Why art thou poor? exert thy gifts to rife,
And banifh tim’rous virtue from thy eyes.

All this feems modern preface, where we're told
That wit is prais’d, but hungry lives and cold :
Again(t th® ungrateful age thefe authors roar,
And fancy learning ftarves, becaufe they’re poor.
Yet why fhould learning hope fuccefs at court ?
Why fhould our patriots virtue’s caufe fupport ?
Why to true merit thould they have regard ?
They know that virtue is its own reward.

Yet let not me of grievances complain,

Who (though the meaneft of the Mufe’s train}
Can boaft fubfcriptions to my humble lays,
And mingle profit with my little praife.

Afk Painting, why fhe loves Hefperian air?
Go view, fhe cries, my glorious labours there ;
Vor 1, L
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There in rich palaces I reign in ftate,
And on the temples lofty domes create.
The nobles view my works with knowing eyes ¢
‘They love the fcience, and the painter prize.

Why did(t thou, Kent, forego thy native land,
'T'o emulate in pi¢ture Raphael’s hand ?
Think’(t thou for this to raife thy name at home?
Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome
There on the walls let thy juft labours fhine,
And Raphael live again in thy defign.
Yet ftay a while; call all thy genius forth,
For Burlington, unbiafs’d, knows thy worth ;
His judgement in thy mafter-ftrokes can trace
Titian’s ftrong fire, and Guido's fofter grace :
But, oh confider, ere thy works appear,
Canft thon unhurt the tongue of Eavy hear !
Cenfure will blame, her breath was ever fpent
To blaft the laurels of the eminent.
While Burlington’s proportion’d columns rife,
Does not he (tand the gaze of envious eyes ?
Doors, windows, are condemn’d by pafling fools,
Who know not that they damn Palladio’s rules.
If Chandois with a lib’ral hand beltow,
Cenfure imputes it all to pomp and fhow ;
‘When, if the motive right were underftood,
His daily pleafure is in doing good.

Had Pope with grov’ling numbers fill'd his page,
Dennis had never kindled into rage.
*Tis the fublime that hurts the critic’s eafe;
Write nonfenfe, and he reads and fleeps in peace,
Were Prior, Congteve, Swift, and Pope unknown;,
Poor flander-flling Curl would be undone.
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He who would free from malice pafs his days,
Mault live obfcure, and never merit praife,
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell
The daily perils of deferving well,
A crow was [trutting o’er the (tubbled plain,
Jult as'a lark defcending clos’d his ftrain.
The crow befpoke him thus with folemn grace;
Thou moft accomplifh’d of the feather'd race,
What foree of lungs ! how cle:

! how fwect you fing!
And no bird {oars upon a ftronger wing.

The lark, who feorn’d foft Aatt’ry, thus replies 3

True, [ fing {weet, and on ftrong, pinions rife;

Yet let me pafs my life from envy free,
For what advantage are thefe gifts to. me?

My fong cc e to the wiry cage,

165 I

My flight provokes the faulcon’s fatal rage.
But, as you pafs, I hear the fowlcrs

¢r flung aways

To fhoot at crows is poy
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ToO HER GRACE

Hoh R L BT T

DUTCHESS cf MAR LBOROUGH

¥ CUSE me, Madam, if, amid(t your tears,
4 A Mufe intrudes, a Mufe who feels your cares

Numbers, like mufic, can ev’'n gricf cantroul,
And lull to peace the tumults of the foul.

If partners in our woes the mind relieve,
Confider for your lofs ten thoufand grieve.
Th® affliction burdens not your heart alone
When Marlbro’ dy’d, a nation gave a groan.

Could I recite the dang’rous toils he choft,

To blefs his country with a fix'd repofe,
Could T recount the labours he o’ercame,
To raife his conntry to the pitch of fame,
His councils, fieges, his vi€torions fights,
To fave his country’s laws and native sights,

e g
g
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No father (ev'ry gen’rous heart muft own)
Has ftronger fondnefs to his darling fhown,
Britannia’s fighs a double lofs deplore,
Her father and her hero is no more!
Docs Britain only pay her debt of tears ?
Yes. Holland fighs, and for her freedom fears.
When Gallia’s monarch pour’d his walteful bands,
Like a wide deluge, o’er her level lands,
She faw her frontier tow’ss in ruin lie,
Ev'n Liberty had prun’d her wings to fly 3
Then Marlbro’ came, defeated Gallia fled,
And (hatter’d Belgia rais'd her languid head,
In him fecure, as in her {trongeft mound,
That keeps the raging fea within its bound.
O Germany, remember Hock{tet’s plain,
Where proftrate Gallia bled at ev’ry vein !
Think on the refcue of th’ imperial throne,
Then think on' Marlbro’s death without a groan !
Apollo'kindly whifpers me : ¢ Be wife,
¢ How to his glory fhall thy numbers rife ?
¢ The force of verfe another theme might raife,
¢ But here the merit muft tranfcend the praife,
¢ Haft thou, prefumptuous bard, that godlike Aame
¢ Which with the fun fhall lalt, and Maslbro’s
¢ fame?
* Then fing the man. But who can boaft this fire ¢
‘ Refign the talk, and filently admire.’
Yet, fhall he not in worthy lays be read 2
Raife Homer, call up Virgil from the dead,
But he requires ot the (trong glare of verfe,
Let punétual hiftory his deeds rehearfe,
L3
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L.et truth in native purity appear,

You'll find Achilles and Aineas there.
1s this the comfort which the Mufe beftows ?

1 but indulge and aggravate your woes.

A prudent friend, who feeks to give relief,

Ne'er touches on the fpring that mov’d the gricf.

Ts it not barb’rous to the fighing maid

"T'o mention broken vows and nymphs betray’d !

Would you the ruin’d merchant’s foul appeafe,

With talk of fands, and rocks, and ftormy feas ?

Ev’n while T ftrive on Marlbro’s fame to rife,

I call up forrow in a daughter’s eyes.

Think on the Jaurels that his temples fhade,
Taurels that (fpite of time) fhall never fade;
Immortal Honour has enroll’d his name,
Detraction’s dumb, and Envy put to fhame;

Say, who can foar beyond his cagle flight !

Has he not reach’d to glory’s utmoft height ?

What could he more, had Heav'n prolong'd:his
date ?

All human pow’r is limited by fate.

Forbear. 'Tis cruel further to commend 5
1 wake your forrow, and again offend.

Yet fure your goodnefs muft forgive a crime,
Which will be fpread through ev’ry age and clime;
Though in your life ten thoufard fummers roll,
And though you compafs earth from pole to pole,
Where’er men talk of war and martial fame,
"They'll mention Marlborongh’s and Caefar’s name

But vain ate all the counfels of the Mufe,

A foul, like yours, could not a tear refufe:
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Could you your birth and filial love forego,
Still fighs mult rife, and gen’rous forrow fow 3

For when from carth fuch matchlefs worth re-
moves,

A great mind fuffers, Virtue virtue loves,
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An Axswir to the SomrNER’s PROLOGUE
of CHAUCER.

I Imitation of Chaucer’s Style.

HE Sompner leudly hath his prologue told,
T And faine on the freers his. tale japing and bold;
How that in hell they fearchen near and wide,

And nac one freer in all thilke place efpyde,
But lo! the devil turn’d his erfe about,
And twenty thoufand frecrs went in and out.
By which in Jeoffry’s rhyming it appears,
The devil’s belly is the hive of frecrs.
Mow liftneth lordings ! forthwith ye fhall hear,
What happen’d at a houfe in Lancafhire.
A mifere that had londs and tencment,
Who raketh from his villaines taxes and rent,
Owned a houfe which empty long y-{tood,
Full deeply fited in a derkning wood,
Murm’ring, a fhallow brook runneth along,
Mong the round ftones it maken doleful fong.
Now there {preading a ramour that everich night
The rooms ihaunted been by many a fprite;
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The miller avoucheth, and all there about,
That they full oft’ hearen the hellith rout ;
Some faine they hear the jingling of chains,
And fome hath yheard the pfautries’ ftraines,
At midnight fome the headlefs horfe imcet,
And fome efpien a corfe in a white fheet,
And oother things, faye, elfin and elfe,
And fhapes  that fear createn to it felfe,
Now it fo hapt, there was not. ferre away,
Of gray freers a fair and rich abbaye,
‘Where liven a freer yclcpcd Pere Thomas,
Who daren alone in derke through church-yerds paf.
This freer would lye in thilke houfe all night,
In hope he might efpyen a dreadful fprite,
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere,
And legends cke of faintes, and bdoks of prayere.
He entereth the room, and looketh round about,
And hafpen’the door, to bafpen the goblin out.
The candle hath he put clofe to the bed,
And in low tone his ave marye faid,
With water now befprinkled hath the floore;
And maken crofs on key-hole of the doore.
Ne was there not a moufe-hole in thilke place,
But he y-cfofled hath by God his grace :
He croffed hath this, and cke he croffed that,
With benedicite, and god knows what,
Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown,
When the clock had jult @tricken the twelfth foun ;
A Bethinketh him new what the caufe had ibeen,
i Why many {prites by mortals have been feen,
Hem remembereth how Dan Plutarch hath y-fed
That Caefar’s {prite came to. Brute his bed ;

BADISCHE '
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



et TR PR LSRR 173

Of chains that frighten er(t Artemidore,

The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more.

Hem thinketh that fome murdere here been done,

And he mought fee fome bloodye ghoft anone,

Or that fome orphlines writings herc be ftor'd,

Or pot of gold laine deep benecath a board :

Or thinketh hem, if he might fee no fprite,

The abbaye mought buy this houfe cheap outright.
As hem thus thinketh, anone afleep he lies,

Up ftarten Sathanas with faucer eyes.

He turned the freer upon his face downright,

Difplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white.

Then quoth Dan Sathanas as be thwacked him fore,

Thou didft forget to guard thy poltern-door.
h hath not crofled been :

There is an hole whic

Farewel, from whence 1 came, 1 creepen in.
Now plain it is ytellen in my verle,

1f devils in hell bear freers in their erfe,

On carth the devil in freers doth y-dwell 5

Were there no freers, the devil mought keep in hell
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M A N may lead a happy life,
Without that needful thing a wife:

This long have lufty abbots known,
‘Who ne'er knew fpoufes of their own,

What though your houfe be clean and neat,
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat 3
Though you each day invite a friend,
Though he fhould ev'ry dith commend,
On Bagthot-heath your mutton fed,
Your fowls at Brentford born and bred ;
Though pureft wine your cellars boaft,
Wine worthy of the faire(t toaft ;
Yet there are other things requir'd :
Ring, and let’s fce the maid you hir'd-
Blefs me! thofe hands might hold a broom,
Twirl round a mop, and wath a room :
A batchelor his maid fhould keep,
Not for that fervile ufe to fweep ;
Let her his humour uader(tand,
And turn to ev’ry thing her hand.
Get you a lafs that’s young and tight,
Whofe arms are, like her apron, whit
What though her fhift be feldom feen ?
Let that, though coarfe, be always
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She might each morn your tea attend,
And on your wrift your ruffle mend 3
Then if you break a roguifh jeft,

Or fqueeze her hand, or pat her breaft,
She cries, Oh dear Sir, don’t be naught!
And blufhes fpeak her laft night’s fault.
To her your houthold cares confide,
Let your keys gingle at her fide;

A footman’s blunders teaze and fret ye,
Ev’n while you chide, you fmile on Betty.
Difcharge him then, if he’s too {pruce,
For Betty’s for his mafter’s ufe.

Will you your am’rous fancy baulk,
For fear fome prudifh neighbour talk ?
But you'll object, that you're afraid
Of the pert freedoms of a maid :
Befides, your wifer heads will fay,
That (he who turns her hand this way,
From one vice to another drawn,

Will lodge your filver fpoons in pawn.
Has not the homely wrinkled jade L
More need to learn the pilf'ring trade?

For love all Betty’s wants fupplies,
Laces her [hoes, her mantua dyes ;
All her ftuff-fuits fhe flings away,
And wears thread fattin ev'’ry day.

Who then a dirty drab would hire,
Brown as the hearth of kitchen fire ?
When all muft own, were Betty put
To the black duties of the dut,

As well the fcow’rs or ferubs a floor,
And (till is goed for fomething moxes
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Thus, to avoid the greater vice,
1 knew a prieft, of confcience nice,
To quell his luft for neighbour’s {poufe,
Kept fornication in his houfe,

But you’re impatient all this time,
Fret at my counfel, curfe my rhyme.
Be fatisfy’d.  T'll talk no more,

For thus my tale begins Of yore
There dwelt at Blois a prieft full fair,
'With rolling eye and crifped hair,

His chin hung low, his brow was fleck,

Plenty lay balking on his cheek ;

Whole days at cloyfter grates he fat,

Ogled, and talk’d of this and that

So feelingly; the nuns lamented

That double bars were ¢’er invented.

1f he the wanton wife confelt

With downcaft eye, and heaving brealt ;

He ftroak’d her cheek, to flill her fear,

And talk’d of {ins en cavalier.

Each time enjoin’d her pennance mild,

And fondled on her like his child.

At ev'ry jovial goffip’s feaft

Pere Bernard was a welcome guelt 3

Mirth fuffer’d not the lealt reftraint,

He could at will fhake off the faint :

Nor frown’d be when they freely {poke,

But fhook his fides, and took the joke 3

Nor fail’d he to promote the jeft,

And fhar'd the fins which they confeft.
Yet, that he might not always roam,

e kept conveniencies at home,
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His maid was in the bloom of beauty,
Well-limb’d for ev’ry focial duty ;
He meddled with no houthold cares,
To her confign’d his whole affairs ;
She of his (tudy kept the keys,

For he was fludions———of his eafe ¢
She had the power of all his locks,
Could rummage ev’ry cheft and box ¢
Her honefly fuch eredit gain'd,

Not ev’n the cellar was reftrain’d.

In troth it was a goodly (how,
Lin’d with full hogfheads all a-row 3
One veflel, from the rank remov’d,
Far dearer than the reft he lov'd,

Pour Ja banne bouche twas fet afide,
To all but choiceft friends denied:

He now and then would fend a quart,
To warm fome wife's retentive heart,
Again(t confeflion’s {ulleq hour 3
Wine has all fecrets in its power.

At common feafts it had been wafte,
Nor was it fit for layman®s tafte.

If monk or friar were his gueft,

They drank it, for they know the beft.
Nay, he at length {6 fond was grown,
He always drauk it when—alone,

Who (hall recount his civil labours,
In pious vifits to his neighbouts ?
Whene’er weak hufbands went aftray,
He guefs'd their wives were in the way ;
*Twas then his charity was thown,

He chofe to fee them when alone.
Vor. 1, M
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He knew
His wife (a poor negg

1 of a hufban
Jl U ¥
How hard fhe ftruggled *gainf} tranfgreflion

s, in heat of blood,

To try how firm her virtue {t
Te knew that wine (to love beft aid)

Has oft made bold the fhame-fac’d maid,

Taught her to romp, and take more freed

Than nymphs train’d up at Smith’s or

A mig bottle flrait he chofe,

Such as their dofe ;

ette he call’d ;: The cellar daor

She ftraight unlocks, defcends before 3
He follow’d clofe. But when he fpies
His fav'rite cafk ; with lifted eyes
And lifted hands aloud he cries,

Heigh day ! my darling wine aftoop !

It muft, alas ! bave {fprung a hoop ;
That there’s a leak is palt all doubt,
(Reply’d the maid) I’ll find it out.
She fets the candle down in ha

Tucks her white apron round her wailt,

The hoglh

il She ftraddles wide, and downward bends;

' J So low fhe ftoops to feek the flaw,
Her coats rofe up, her mafter faw

i I fec—he cries—(then clafpt her faft)

The leak through which my wine has palt.

ead’s mouldy fide afcends,
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Then all in hafte the maid defcended,
And in a trice the leak was mended, |
He found in Nannette all he wanted, i
So Dennis’ brows remain’d unplanted. i

Ere fince this time all lufty friars
(Warm’d with predominant defires, 3
Wheneler the fcth wich {pirit Quarrels)

Look on the fex as leaky barrels. ‘
Beware of thefe, ye jealous fpoufes, ’#'
From fuch like coopers guard your houfes ;

For if they find not work at home,

For jobs through all the town they roan.
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EQUIVOCATION

A T A LE

N abbot rich (whofe tafte was good
Alike in fcience and in food)
His bifhop had refolv’d to treat
The bithop came, the bifhop ate;
*Twas filence, till their tomachs fail'd §
And now at heretics they rail’d ;
What herefy (the prelate faid)

Is in that church where priefis may wed !

Do not we take the church for life ?
But thofe divorce her for a wife ;

Like laymen keep her in their houfes,
And own the children of their fpoufes.
Vile pradtices! the abbot cry’d,

For pious ufe we're fet alide!

Shall we take wives ! marriage at befk
1s but carnality profeft.

Now as the bifhop took his glafs,

He fpy’d our abbot’s buzom lafs
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Who erofs’d the room, he mark’d her eye
That glow’d with love; his pulfe beat high.
Fye, father, fye, (the prelate cries)

i A maid fo young! for fhame, be wife. ‘
Thefe indifcretions lend a handle i’
To lewd lay-tongues, to give us fcandal 3 ‘

| 0-" For your vow‘slfake, this rule [ gi‘vc r'ye,
Let all your maids be turn’d of fifty.
The prieft reply’d, I have not fwerv’d, |

But your chafte precept well obferv'd;
That lafs full twenty-five has told,
Pre yet another who's as old; I' il
Into one fum their ages caft; "ﬂﬂ
5o both my maids have fifty paft. i

The prelate fmil’d, but durf* not blame;

i3
For why ? his Lordthip did the fame. W
Let thofe who reprimand their brothers, ”

Firft mend the faults they find in others.
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A TRUE STORY

OF AN

APP ARITION

~Ceprics (whofe firength of argument makes out
That wifdom’s deep inguiries end in doubt)

Hold this aflertion pofitive and clear,

*That {prites are pure delufions rais’d by fear.

ot that fam'd ghoft, which in prefaging found,

Call'd Brutus to Philippi’s fatal ground ;

Nor can ‘Tiberius Gracchus’ goary fhade

Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade.

Straight they with fmiles reply, Thofe tales of old

By v lﬁt ynary pricfts were made and told 3

Oh might fome ghoft at dead of night appear,

And make you own conviétion by your fear !

s my eafy faith accufe,

1 know your {&

Which with fuch idle legends fcares the Mufe

1k not that T tell thofe vulgar fprights,

frighted boys relate on winter- nights;

anly milk-maids meet the fairy train,

Tow headlefs horfes drag the clinking chain;

ht-roaming ghofts, by faucer eyubnlls knows,
common fpeétres of each country-town

.\\:, I fuch fables can like you defpife,

And laugh to hear thefc nurfe- invented liess
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Yet has not oft the fr
Compell’d him to reft
And can we doubt that h

han’s right?

hofts afcend,
Which on the confc {teps attend ?
Hear then, and let attefted truth prevail,

From faithful lips I le d the dreadful tale,
Where Arden’s foreft its limits wide,
Whofe branching paths the doubtful road divide,

A trav’ler took his folitary way ;
When low beneath the |
And now t

s Wis k the day.
th’ting darknefs lour,

The branc the threaten’d fhow'r ;
elt murmurs loud,

the fable cloud;

reaks, the tempeft ro

v [tores
y [tores.

fhelter 5 in vain,

ith the beating rai
n’d bridle lay,
ps th” uncer

And fhri
On his ft

‘Who chofe with ca ain v

and halts to hear

At length from far a {tfeam of |
Exten

he fees

d its level rays between the

3y

Thither he fpeeds, and, as he nearer came,

s domeftic flame

new'the lam
|

Joyful be k
That tremb

Darts forth the barking ¢

and ftands at bay.

s, that [tood

It wasan ancient lon ho

¥
Upon the borders of the fpacions wood =

Here tow’rs and antique batt
And there in heaps the mou

N a
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Some lord this manfion held in days of yore,
‘To chace the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar:
How chang’d, alas! from what it once had been,
*T'is now degraded to a public inn.
Straight he difmounts, repeats his loud commands;
Swift at the gate the ready landlord ftands;
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excule,
His houfe was full, and ev'ry bed in ufe.
‘What, not a garret, and no {traw to {pare !
Why then the kitchen«fire and elbow-chair
Shall ferve for once to nod away the night,
The kitchen ever is the fervants right,
Replies the hoft ; there all the fire around,
The Count’s tir’d footmen {nore upon the ground.
The maid, who liften’d to this whole debate,
With pity learn’d the weary {tranger’s fate.
Be brave, fhe cries, you {lill may be our gueft,
Our haunted room was ever held the beft;
If then your valour can the fright fuftain
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain 3
If your courageous tongue have power to talk,
‘When round your bed the horrid ghoft fhall walk;
If you dare afk it, why it leaves its tomb,
Y'll fee your fheets well air’d, and fhow the room.
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told,
The f{tranger enter’d, for his heart was bold.
The damfel led him through a fpacious hall,
Where ivy hung the half-demolith’d wall ;
She frequent look’d behind, and chang'd her hue,
While Fancy tipt the candle’s flame with blue.
And now they gain’d the winding (air’s afcent,
4And to the lonefome room of terrors went.
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When all was ready, fwift retir’d the maid 3

The watch-lights burn ; tuck’d warm in bed was laid
The hardy firanger, and attends the fprite

Till his accuftom’d walk at dead of night.

At firlt he hears the wind, with hollow roar,
Shake the loofe lock, and {wing the creaking doors
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful found
Of rattling chains, that dragg’d nupon the ground :
When lo! the fpectre came with horrid ftride,
Approach’d the bed, and drew the curtains wide !
In human form the ghaftly phantom ftood,
Expos’d his mangled bofom, dy’d with blood.
Then (ilent pointing to his wounded breaft,

Thrice wav'd bis hand. Beneath the frighted goeft
The bed-cords trembled, and with fhudd’ring fear,
Sweat chill’d his limbs, high rofe his briftled hair;
Then mutt’ring hafty pray’rs, he mann’d his heart,
And cry’d alond : Say, whence, and who thou art!
The ftalking ghoft, with hollow voice, replies :
Three years are counted, fince with mortal eyes

I faw the fun, and vital air refpir'd,

Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd,

Within thefe walls I flept. O thir(t of gain!

Sce, fiill the planks the bloody mark retain ;
Stretch'd on this very bed, from fleep I ftart,

And fee the fteel impending o’er my heart ;

The barb’rous hoftefs held the lifted knife ;

The floor ran purple with my gufhing life.

My treafure now they feize, the golden fpoil

They bury decp beneath the grafs-grown foil,

Far in the common field. Be bold, arife,

My fteps fhall lead thee to the fecret prize;
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There dig and find ; let that thy care
Call loud on Juftice, bid her not ret
To punith murder; lay my ghott at reft,

So fhall with peace fecure thy nights be bleft ;

And when beneath thefe board< my bones are found,

| Decent inter them in fome facred ground. '\'[
Here ceas'd the ghoft. The ftranger {prings from
bed,

And boldly follows where the phantom led ;
The half-worn ftony &
e paflages obfcure their arches bend.

irs they now defeend,

Silent they w alk 3 and now through groves [hcy pafs,
Now through wet meads their fteps imprint the grafs;
At length amidit a fpacious field they came :

here ftops the {peétre, and afcends in flame.
az’d he ftood ; no bufh, or briar was found,
To teach his morning fearch to find the ground ;
‘What could he do ? the night was hideous dark,
Fear fhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark s

A

With that he ftarting wak’d, and rais'd his head,
But found the golden mark was left in bed.

What is the ftatefman’s va(t ambitious fcheme,
But a fhort vifion, and a golden dream ?
Pow’r, wealth, and title elevate his hope
ces. - But for a garter finds a ropes

He w
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A PRUDE, at morn and ev’ning pray’r,
Had worn her velyet cufhion bare ;
Upward (he taught her eyes to roll,
As if (e watch’d her foaring foul;
And when devotion warm’d the crowd,
None fung, or {mote their breaft fo loud :
Pale Penitence had mark’d her face

rith all the meagre figns of grace.
Her mafs-book was compleatly lin’d
With painted faints of various kind 3
But when in ev’ry page (he view'd
Fine ladics who the flefh fubdn’d 5
As quick her beads fhe counted o’er,
She cry’d fuch wonders are no more !
She choft not to delay confeflion,
To bear at once a year’s tranfgreffion,
But ev'ry week fet all things ev'n,
And balanc’d her account with Heay'n,
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Behold her now in humble guife,
Upon her knees with downcalt eyes
Before the prielt : She thus begins,
And fobbing, blubbers forth her fins 2

Who could that tempting man refift ?
My virtue languifh'd, as he kis'd ;

I ftrove ’till I could ftrive no longer ¢ Con
How can the weak fubduc the ftronger ?

The father afk’d her where and when ?
How many ? and what fort of men ?

By what degrees her blood was heated ?
How oft the frailty was repeated ?

Thus have I feen a pregnant wench
All flufh’d with guilt before the bench,
The judges (wak’d by wanton thought)
Dive to the bottom of her fault,
They leer, they imper at her hame,
And make her call all things by name.

And now to fentence he proceeds,
Preferibes how oft to tell her beads ;
Shows her what faints could do her good,
Doubles her fafts to tool her blood.
Eas'd of her fins, and light as air,
Away fhe trips perhaps to prayer:
*T'was no fuch thing, Why then this hafte ?
The clock has ftruck, the hour is paft,
And on the fpur of inclination,
She feorn’d to bilk her affignation,

Whate'er fhe did, next week fhe came,
And pioufly confefs’d the fame ;
The pricft, who female frailtics pity’d,
Ficft chid her, then her fins remitred.
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But did fhe now her crime bemoan

In penitential fheets alone 2

And was no bold, no beaftly fellow

The nightly partner of her pillow?

WNo, none : For next time in the grove

A bank was conftious of her love.
Confeflion-day was come about,

And now again it all muft ont.

She feems to wipe her twinkling eyes.

‘What now, my child ? the Father criess

Again, fays fhe ! with threatning looksy

He thus the proftrate dame rebukes.
Madam, I grant there’s fomething in it,

That virtue has th’ unguarded minute 3

But pray now tell me what are whores,

But women of unguarded hours ?

Then you muft fure have loft 2ll thame.

What, ev’ry day, and fill the fame,

And no fault elfe ! ’tis ftrange to find

A woman to one fin confin’d!

Pride is this day her darling paffion,

The next day flander is in fathion

Gaming f{ucceeds; if fortune crofles,

"Then Virtue's mortgag’d for her lofles;

By ufe her fav'rite vice (he loaths,

And loves new follics like new cloaths ¢

But you, beyond all thought unchafte,

Have all fin center’d near your waift!

Whence is this appetite fo firong 2

Say, Madam, did your mother long H

Or is it luxury and high dict

That won’t let virtue flecp in quict I
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She tells him now with meeke(t voice,

That fhe had never err’d by choiee,

wn a virgin chafter,
difafter.

e a fav'rite lap-dog had,

fhe ftroak’d and kifs’d) grew mad;
p a wound indenting,

r youthful blood fermenting,

(t reply’d, with zealous fury,

Whic
And on her
Firft fet
The
You fhould have fought the means to cure ye.
Doclors by yarious ways; we find,
Treat thefe diftempers of the mind.
Let
To her, who rayes with fecornful pride ;

ly, ribbiands be deny’d,

And if religion crack her notions;

Lock up her volumes of devotions

But if for man her rage prevail,

Barr her the fight of creatures male,

Or elfe, to cure fuch venom’d bites,

And fet the fhatter’d thoughts arights,

They fend you to the ocean’s fhore,

And plunge the patient o’er and o’er,
The dame reply’d, Alas! in yain

My kindred forc’'d me to the main 3

Naked, and in the face of dayj

Look not, ye fithermen, this way !

‘What virgin had not done as 1:did ?

My modeft hand, by nature guided,

Debarr’d at once from human eyes

The feat where female hononr lies,

And though thrice dipt from top (g toe,

I ftill fecur’d the poft below,
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And guoarded it with grafp fo faft

Not one drop through my fingers paft;

Thus owe I to my bafbful care, il

That all the rage is fettled there. :
Weigh well the projeéts of mankind ;

a

Then tell me, Reader, canft thou find

The man trom madnefs wholly free ?

are mad. fave you and me.

t the ftatefman, fop, and wit,
i prove they’re bit ?
e they try'd,

1 the briny ¢

rt {till kept above the tide ?
Some men (when drench’d beneath the wave)

High o’er their heads their fingers fave ;
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive, *
Or in the pocket lightly dive : ;
Or more expert in pilf’ring vice, |
They burn and itch to cog the dice.
Plunge in a courtier; f{trait his fears
Direct his hands to ftop his ears.
And now truth feems a grating noife,
He loves the fland’rer’s whif]
He hangs on flatt’ry with delighe,
And thinks all fulfome praife is right.
All women dread a wat’ry death :
They f(hut their lips to hold their breath,
And though you duck them ne’er fo long,
Not one falt drop €’er wets their tongue ;
'Tis hence they fcandal have at will, |
And that this member ne'er lics fill. !

ring voice;
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BIRTH OF THE -SQUIRE:

| AREPCL 86 UL,

| In Imitation of the Porr1o of VIRGIL.

j? E fylvan Mufes, loftier (trains recite,
Not all in fhades, and humble cots delight,

Hark ! the bells ring 3 along the diftant grounds 1
The driving gales convey the fwelling founds ;

I
i
Th? attentive fwain, forgetful of his work, L

With gaping wonder, leans upon his fork.
What fudden news alarms the waking morn ?
| 'To the glad Squirc a bopeful heir is born. i
Mourn, mourn, ye ftags ; and all ye beafts of chafe, )
This hour deftruétion brings on all your race: 4
See, the pleas’d tenants duteous off’rings bear,
Turkeys, and geefe, and grocer's fweeteft ware;
With the new health the pond’rous tankard flows,
And old Oétober reddens ev'ry nofe.

Beagles and fpaniels round his cradle ftand,

Xifs his moift lip, and gently lick his hand ;

He joys to hear the fhrill horn’s echoing founds,
And learns to lifp the names of all the houndss
With frothy ale to make his cup o’erflow,

Barley fhall in paternal acres grow 5
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The bee fhall fip the fragrant dew from flow’rs,
To give metheglin for his morning hours ;
For him the cluft’ring hop fhall climb the poles,
And his own orchard fparkle in his bowls,

His fire’s exploits he now with wonder hears,
The monftrous tales indnlge his greedy ears;
How, when youth ftrung his nerves, and warm'd his

veins,

¥e rod the mighty Nimrod of the plains :
He leads the ftaring infant through the hall,
Points ont the horny fpoils that grace the wall 3
Tells how this ftag thro’ three whole counties fled,
‘What rivers fwam, where bay’d, and where he bled.
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats,
Deferibes the defp’rate chafe, and all his cheats;
How in one day beneath his furious fpeed,
He tir’d fev'n courfers of the flecteft breed ;
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch,
‘When the hound tore the haunches of the witch *!
‘Thefe ftories which defcend from fon to fon,
The forward boy fhall ene day make his own.

Ah, tap fond mother, think the time draws nigh,
That ealls the darling from thy tender eye;
How fhall his fpirit brook the rigid rules,
And the long tyranny of grammar {chools ?
Let younger brothers o’er dull authors plod,
Lafh'd into Latin by the tingling rod ;
No, let him never feel that fmart difgrace:
‘Why fhould'he wifer prove than all his race ?

* The moft common accident to fport{men, to hune
a witch in the fhape of a hare,
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When rip’ning youth with down o’erfhades his chin,
And ev'ry female eye incites to fin;
The milk-maid (thoughtlefs of her future thame) i
With fmacking lip thall raife his guilty fame; :
The dai
Shall oft be confcious of their (tolen iove,
3 | But think, Prifcilla, on that dreadful time,
When pangs and wat’ry quals il own thy crime ;
How wilt thon tremble when thy nif
To fee the white drops bathe thy fwclliog breatt!
Nine moons fhall publicly divulge thy fhame,
And the young Squire foreftall a father’s name.
When twice twelve times the reaper’s fweeping hand
With levell’d harvelts has beftrown the land,
On fam’d St Hubert’s fea(t, his winding horn
Shall checr the joyful hound, and wake the morn 3
| This memorable day his cager {peed
Shall urge with bloody beel the rifing (teed.
O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate,
Think on the murders of a five=bar gate !
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, |

ry, barn, the hay-loft; 2nd the grove,

¢’s prefs’d,

i Low in the dult his grov’ling honour lies, M
| Headlong he falls, and on the ragged ftone

Diftorts his neck, and cracks bis col]ar-bonc; i
edllay,

May’(t thou furvive the perils ftlus day !
ie'thall furvive, and in late yeays be fent
To fuore away debates in parliament. ‘
The time fhall come, when his more folid fenfe
With nod important fhall the laws difpenfe; ‘
A juftice with grave juftices fhall fit, I
He praife th

J O vent’rous youth, thy thirlt of ga
|
|

¢ir wifdom, they admire his wit.

N3
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No greyhound fhall attend the tenant’s pace,
No ralty gun the farmer's chimney grace ;
Salmons fhall leave their covers void of fear,

Nor dread the thievith net-or triple fpear s
Poachers (hall tremble at bis dwful name,

Whom vengeance now o’ertakes for murder’d game.

At me, Bacchius, and ye driinken pow'rs
To fing his friendfhips and his miduj

ight hours!
Why doft thou glory in thy ftrength of beer,

Firm-cork’d, and mellow’d till the twentieth years
Brew’d or when Phoebus warms the fleecy fign,
Or when his languid rays in Scorpio fhine?

Think on the mifchiefs which from hence have {prung !
It arms with curfes dire the wrathful tongue; «

Foul fcandal to the lying lip affords
And prompts the mem’ry with inju

us words.
O where is wifdom, when by this o’erpower’d ?
The f{tate is'cenfin’d, and the maid deflower’d!
And wilt thoy ftill, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrong ?
the dictates of prophetic fong,

ks I fee him in his hall' appear,
Where the long table floats in clammy bear,
'Midt mugs and

glafies fhatter’d o’er the floor,
Dead-drunk his fervile crew fupinely foore;
Trinmphant, o’er the proftrate brutes he ftands,
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands ;
Boldly he drinks, and, like his glorious fires,
In copious gulps of potent ale expires.
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A TOWN ECLOGUE,

N LYDIA.
N OW twenty {prings had cloth’d the park witl
green,
Since Lydia knew the blofTom .of fifteen :
No lovers now her morning hours molelt,
And catch her at ber toilette half undreft;
The thund’ri he ftreet no nore.

No chairs, no coa

g knoc

es croud her filent door 3
Her midnights once at cards and hazard fled,
W

Around her wait fhecks

h now, alas! fhe dreams away in bed.

mo: 'Sy and I‘r][)C‘.LCA\.\'S,

vs the mimicry of man,

1en grinning Pug gallants her £

And fmiles v
When Poll rej
For founds, like hi
With thefe al

Or at the dumb devotion of h

ats, the founds deceive hex ear,

once told her Dawon’s care.

one her tedious mornings pafs;
- glafz,

forth her h
uthful drefs gives youthful airs ;

N 4

She fmooths her brow, irsy

And fancic
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With erimfon wool fhe fizes ev'ry grace,
That not a blufh can difcompofe her face.
Reclin’d upon her arm fhe penfive fat,
And curs’d th’ inconftancy of youth too late.
O youth! O fpring of life! for ever loft !
No more my name fhall reign the fay’rite toaft,
On glafs no more the diamond grave my name,
And rhymes mif-fpell'd record a lover’s fame :
Nor fhall fide-boxes watch my reftlefs eyes,
And as they catch the glance, in rows arife
With humble bows 3 nor white-glov’d beaux encroach
In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach.
Ah, haplefs nymph?! fuch conquefls are no more,
For Chloe’s now what Lydia was before !
"Tis true, this'Chloe boafts the peach’s bgm;
But does her nearer whifper breathe perfume ?
I own her taper fhape is form’d to pleafe.
Yet if you faw her unconfin’d by ftays!
She doubly to fifteen may make pretence ;
Alike we read it in her face and fenfe,
Her reputation ! but that never yet
Could check the freedoms of a young coquette.
Why will ye then, vain fops, her eyes believe ?
Her eyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, deceive.
What fhall 1 do? how fpend the hateful day ?
At chapel fhall I wear the morn away ?
Who there frequents at thefe unmodith hours,
But ancient matrons with their frizled tow’rs,
And gray religious maids ? my prefence there,
Amid that fober train, wonld own defpair
Nor am Iyet fo old ; nor is my glance
As yet fix'd wholly to devotion’s trance.
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Straight then I'll drefs, and take my wonted range

Threugh ev'ry Indian fhop, through all the Changes
| Where the tall jar ereéts his coftly pride,
| With antique fhapes in China’s azure dy’d;
There carelefs lies the rich brocade unroll'd,
| Here fhines a cabinet with burnifh’d gold ¢
But then remembrance will my grief renew,
*Twas there the rafling dice falfe Damon threw 3
The raflling dice to him decides the prize:
*Twas there he firlt convers’d with Chloe’s eyes
Hence {prung th’ ill-fated caufe of 2l my fmart,
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart, H
But foon the perj'ry in the gift was found, t

| The fhiver'd China dropt upon the ground
Sure omen that thy vows would faithlefs prove ;
Frail was thy prefent, frailer is Iliy love,

O happy Poll ! in wiry prifon pent; ﬁq |
Thou ne’er haft known what love or rivals meant; : 1“1
And Pug with pleafure can his features bear, |
Who nc'er believ’d the vows that lovers fwear !
| How am I curs’d! (unhappy and forlorn)
| With perjury, with love, and rival’s fcorn !

Falfe are the loofe coquette’s inveigling airs,

Falfe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs;

Falfe is the cringing courtier’s plighted word, i
* Falfe are the dice, when gamelters ftamp the board §

Falfe is the fprightly widow’s public tear ;

Yet thefe to damon’s oaths are all fincere.

Fly from perfidious man, the fex difdain 3
Let fervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain.

Damon is practis’d in the modifh life,
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife.
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He games ; he fwears; he drinks ; he fights; he rovess

Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves.

Miltrefs and wife can well fupply his need,

A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for breed.

But Chloe’s air is unconfin’d and gay,

And can perhaps an injur’d bed repay ; T
Perhaps her patient temper can behold

The rival of her love adorn’d with gold.
Powder’d with diamonds; free frnmilhou o
A huband’s fullen humours the can bear

and care,

Why are thefe fobs? and why thefe (treaming cyes?
Is love the caufe ! no, I the fex defpifc ;
I hate, I loathe his bafe perfidious name.
Yet if he fhould but feign a rival flame ?
But Chloe boafls and trinumphs in my pains,
To her he’s faithful, ’tis to me he feigns.

Thus love-fick Lydia rav’d. Her maid appears 3
A band-box in her fteady hand fhe bears.
How well this ribband’s glofs becomes your face !

She cries, in raptures ; then, fo fweet a lace!

How charmingly you look ! fo bright! fo fair!
*Tis to your eyes the head-drefs owes its air,
Straight Lydia fmil'd ; the comb adjuits her locks,
And at the play-houfe Harry keeps her box,
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A TOWN ECLOGUE.

DORISand MELANTHE.

S.lint James’s noon-day bell for pray’rs had toll’d,

And coaches to the patron’s levee roll’d,

When Doris rofe.  And now through all the room

From flow’ry tea exhales’a fragrant fome.
Cup after cup they fipt, and talk’d by fits,
For Doris here, and there Melanthe fits,
Doris was young, a laughter-loviag dame,
Nice of her own alike and others fame ;
Melanthe’s tongue could well a tale advance,
And fooner gave, than funk a circum (tance :
Lock'd in her mem’ry, fecrets never dy’d ;
Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply’d.
DORIS.

Sylvia the vain fantaftic fop admires,
The rake’s loofe gallantry her bofom fires 3
Sylvia like that is vain, like this (he roves,
In liking them fhe but herfelf approves.
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MELANTHE,

Laura rails on at men, the fex reviles,
Their vice condemns, or at their folly fmiles.
Why fhould her tongue in jult refentment fail,
Since men at her with equal freedom rail ?

DORIS.

Laft mafquerade was Sylvia nymph-like feen,
Her hand a crook fuftain’d, her drefs was green ;
An am’rous (hepherd led her through the croud,
The nymph was innocent, the fhepherd vow'd;

But nymphs their innocence with fhepherds traft ;

So both withdrew, as nymph and fhepherd muft.
MELANTHE,
Name but the licence of the modern ftage,
Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage ;
The whining tragic love fhe fearce can bear,
But naufeons comedy ne'er thock’d her ear;
Yet in the gallery mobb’d fhe fits fec

C

And laughs at jefts that turn the box demure,
DORTS.

Troft not, ye ladics, to your beauty’s pow’r
For beanty withers like a fhrivell'd flow'r ;
Yet thofe fair flow’rs that Sylvia’s temples bind,
Fade not with fudden blights or winter’s wind ;
Like thofe her face defies the rolling years,
For art her rofes and her charms repalrs.

MELANTHE,

Laura defpifes ev'ry outward grace,
The wanton fparkling eye, the blooming face 3
The beauties of the foul are all her pride,
For other beautics nature has deny'd ;
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If affectation fhow a beauteous mind,
Lives there a man to Laura’s merit blind ? i
DORIS. |
| Sylvia be fure defies the town’s reproach,
Whofe difbabille is foil'd in hackney coach ;
| What though the fafh was clos’d, muft we conclude,
That (he was yielding, when her fop was rude ?

MELANTHE.

]
i
Laura learnt caution at too dear a coft : w
What fair could ¢’er retrieve her honour loft ? 4
if Secret fhe loves; and who the nymph can blame, i I
Who durft not own a footman’s vulgar flame ? i'
DORIS.
[ Though Laura’s homely tafte defcends fo low ; !z‘
Her footman well may vie with Sylvia’s bean. Bl

MELANTHE,
Yet why fhould Laura think it a difgrace,
When proud Miranda’s groom wears Flander’s lace?

DORIS.
What, though for mufie Cynthio boafts an ear ?
Robin, perhaps, can hum an operz air.
Cynthio can bow, takes fnuff, and dances well,
Robin talks common fenfe, can write and fpell:
‘ Sylvia’s vain fancy-drefs and fhow admires,
| But ’tis the man alone whom Laura fires.
MELANTHE.
Plato’s wife morals Laura’s foul improve :
And this, no doubt, muft be Platonic love !
Her foul to gen’rous aéts was ftill inclin’d;
What (hows more virtug than a humble mind ?
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DORIS.
What though young Sylvia love the Park’s cool fhade,
And wander in the dufk the fecret glade?
Mafqu’d

nd alone (by chance the met her {park) ;

ocence is weak which fhuns the dark.
MELANTHE.

for her flame has no pretence ;

1at inn

Her footman is a footman too in fenfe,

rudes I hate, and thofe are rightly curft,

fcandal’s double load, who cenfure firft.
DORIS.

And what if Cynthio Sylvia’s garter ty’d !

Who fuch a foot and fuch a leg would hide ;

When crook-kneed Phillis can expofe to vi

w

r tawdry fhoe ?

fer gold-clock’d ftocking, and |
MELANTHE.

If pure devotion

ter in the face,

{ cens’ring others fhew intrinfic grace,
If guilt to public freedoms be confin'd,
Prudes (all muft own) are of the holy kind !
DORIS.
Sylvia difdains referve, and fies conftraint :
She neither is, nor would be thought a faint,

MELANTHE.

Love is a trivial paffion, Laura
May 1 be blefs’d with friendfbip’s flricter ties ;

i To fuch a breaft all feerets we commend ;

a CI

Sure the whole drawing-room is Laura’s friend.
DORTIS.

At marriage Sylvia rails ; who men would truft ?

Yer hufbands )

loufies are fometimes juft,
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Her favours Sylvia fhares among mankind,
Such gen’rous love thould never be confin’d.

As thus alternate chat employ’d their tongue,
With thubd’ring raps the brazen knocker ring,
Laura and Sylvia came; the nymphs arife :

This nnexpeéted vifit, Doris cries,

Is doubly kind! 'Melanthe Laura led;

Bince I was lalt fo blefs’d my dear, fhe faid,

Sure 'tis an age! they fat; the hour was fet ;
all again that night at ombre met,
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ATOWN ECLOGUE.

SABINA. LUCY.
WICE had the moon perform’d her monthly race

Since firft the veil o’ercaft Sabina’s facc.
‘Then died the tender partner of her bed ¢
And lives Sabina when Fidelio’s dead 2
Fidelio’s dead, and yet Sabina lives :
But fee the tribute of her tears fhe gives ;
Their abfent lord her rooms in fable mourn,
And all the day the glimmering tapers burn ;
Stretch’d on the couch of ftate (he penfive lies,
While oft the fnowy cambric wipes her eyes.
Now enter’d Lucy; trufty Lucy knew
‘To roll a flecve, or bear a billet-doux;
Her ready tongue, in feeret fervice try’d,
‘With equal fuency fpoke truth, or ly'd 3
She well could Aufh, or humble a gallant,
And ferve at once as maid and confidant !
A letter from her faithfal (tays fhe took :
Sabina fnatch’d it with an angry look,
And thus in hafty words her grief confeft,
While Lucy ftrove to foothe her troubled baeaft.

SABIN A.
‘What, ftill Myrtillo’s hand ! his lame I fcorm,

Give back his pafion with the feal untorn.
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To break our foft repofe has man a right,

And are we doom’d to read whate’er they write §

Not all the fex my firm refolves fhall move ;

My life’s a life of forrow, not of love.

May Lydia’s wrinkles all my forehead trace,

And Celia’s palenefs ficken o’er my face,

May fops of mine, as Flavia’s favours, boaft,

And coqucts triumph in my honour loft;

May cards employ my nights, and never more

May thefe curs’d eyes behold a matadore!

Break china, perifh Shock, die Paroquet !

When I Fidelio’s dearer love forgets

Fidelio’s judgment fcorn’d the foppith train,

His air was eafy, and his drefs was plain,

His words fincere, refpect his prefence drew,

And on his lips fweet converfation grew.

Where’s wit, where’s beauty, where is virtue fled?

Alas! they’re now po more ; Fidelio’s dead!
LUCY.

Yet when he liv’d, he wanted ev’ry grace;
That eafy air was then an aukward pace :
Have not your fighs in whifpers often faid,
His drefs was flovenly, his fpecch ill-bred 2
Have not I heard you, with a fecret tear,

Call that fweet converfe fullen and fevere
Think not I come to take Myrtillo’s part3

Let Chloe, Daphne, Doris fhare his heart.

Let Chloe’s love in ev'ry ear exprefs

His graceful perfon, and genteel addrefs,

All well may judge what fhaft has Daphne hit,
Who fuffers filence to admire his wit.

His equipage and liv’ries Doris move,

But Chloe, Daphne, Doris fondly love.

Voul. 0
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Sooner fhall cits in fafhions guide the court,
And beaux upon the bufy "Change refort ;
Sooner the nation fhall from fauff be freed,
And fops apartments {fmoke with India’s weed 3
Sooner I'd wifh and figh through nunn’ry grates,
Than recommend the flame Sabina hates.,

SABIN A.

Becaufe fome widows are in hafte fubdu’d 5
Shall ev’ry fop upon our tears intrude 2
Can [ forget my lov’d Fidelio’s tongue,

Soft as the warbling of [talian fong ?

Did not his rofy lips breathe forth perfume,

Fragrant as fteams from tea’s imperial bloom ?
LUCY.

Yet once you thonght that tongue a greater curfe
Than fqualls of children for an abfent nurfe.
Have you not fancy'd in his frequent kifs
‘Th’ ungrateful leavings of a filthy mifs ?

SABIN A.

Love, I thy pow’r defy ; no fecond flame
Shall ever raze my dear Fidelio’s name,
Fannia without a tear might lofe her lord,
‘Who ne’er enjoy’d his prefence but at hoard.
And why Thould forrow {it on" Lefbia’s face?
Are there fuch comforts in a fot’s embrace !
No friend, no lover is to Lefbiadead,

For Lefbia long had known a fep’rate bed.

Guth forth, ye tears ; wafte, wafte, ye fighs, my breafl;

My days, my nights were by Fidelio bleft!
LUCY.

You cannot fure forget how oft you faid

His teazing fondnefs jealoufy betray'd !

wh
nien
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When at the play the neighb’ring box he took,
You thought you read fufpicion in his look!
‘When cards and counters flew around the board,
Have you not wifh'd the abfence of your lord 2
His company was taen a poor pretence,
To check the freedoms of a wife’s expence ?
SABI N A.
But why fhould I Myrtillo’s paflion blame,
Since love’s a fierce involuntary flame?
LUCY.
Could he the fallies of his heart withftand,
Why fhould he net to Chloe give his hand ?
For Chloe’s handfome, yet he flights her flame ;
Laft night fhe fainted at Sabina’s name.
Why, Daphne, doft thou blame Sabina’s charms !
Sabina keeps no lovet from thy arms,
At crimp Myrtillo pley’d, in kind regards
Doris dealt love; he only dealt the cards;
Doris was touch’d with fplecn ; her fan he rent,
Flew from the tabble, and to tears gave vent.
Why, Doris, doft thou curfe Sabina’s eyes 2
To her Myrtillo is 2 vulgar prize.
SABINA.
Yet fay, 1lov’d; how loud would cenfure raik !
So foon to quit the duties of the veil !
No ; fooner plays and op’ras I'd forfwear,
And change thefe China jars for Tunbridge ware;
Or truft my mother asa confidant,
Or fix a friendfhip with my maiden aunt ? .
Than till—to-morrow throw my weeds away.
Yet let me fee him, if he comes to-day}
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ASOBER'ECLOGUE.

Beiween twa of the People called QU AKERS,

CALEB. TABITHA.,
EneaTn the fhadow of a beaver hat,
Meck Caleb at a filent meeting fat
His eye-balls oft forgot the holy trance,
‘While Tabitha demure return’d the glance.
The meeting ended, Caleb filence broke,
And Tabitha ber inward yearnings {poke.

CALEB.

Beloved, fee how all things follow love,
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove difports with dove ;
Yet fondled lambs their innocence fecure,
And none can call the turtle’s bill impure 3
O faireft of our fifters, let me be
"The billing dove, and fondling lamb to thee.

TABITHA.

But, Caleb, kuow that birds of gentle mind
Eleét a mate among the fober kind,
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Not the mockaws, all deck'd in fearlet pride,
Entice their,mild and modeit hearts afide ;
But thou, vain man, beguil’d by Popifh thows,
Doateft on ribbands, flounces, furbelows.

If thy falfe heart be fond of tawdry dyes,

Go, wed the painted arch in fummer fkies ;
Such love will like the rainbow’s hue decay,
Strong at the firtt, but pafleth foon away,

CALEB.

Name not the frailties of my youthful days,
When vice mifled me through the harlot’s ways;
When I with wanton look the fex beheld,

And nature with each wanton look rebeli’d 3
Then party-colour'd pride my heart might move

With lace; the net to catch unhallow’d love.
All fuch-like love is fading as the flow’r,
Springs in a-day, and withereth in an Lours
But now I feel the 'fpoufal love within,
And 'fpoufal love no fifter holds a fin.
TABITHA.
I know thou longeft for the flaunting maid ;
Thy falfehood own, and fay I am betray’d;
The tongue of man is blifter’d o’er with lies,
But truth is ever read in woman’s eyes ;
O that my lip obey'd a tongue like thine!
Or that thine eye bewray’d a love like mine!
CALEB.
How bitter are thy words! forbear to teaze;
I too might blame——but love delights to pleafe.
Why fhould I tell thee, that when laft the fun
Painted the downy peach of Newington,
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Jofiah led thee through the garden’s walk,
And mingled melting kiffes with his talk ?
Ah, jealoufy ! turn, turn thine eyes afide,
How can 1 fee that watch adorn thy fide ?
For verily no gift the fifters take
For luft of gain, but for the giver’s fake.
TABITHA.
1 own, Jofiah gave the golden toy,
Which did the righteous hand of Quare employ;
When Caleb hath affign’d fome happy day,
1 look on this, and chide the hours delay
And when Jofiah would his love purfue,
On this I look, and fhun his wanton view.
Man but in vain with trinkets trics to move;
"The only prefent love demands is love.
CALEB.
Ah, Tabitha, to hear thefe words of thine,
My pulfc beats high, as if inflam’d with wine!
When to the brethren firft with fervent zeal
The {pirit mov’d thy yearnings to reveal,
How did [ joy thy trembling lip to fee
Red as the cherry from the Kentifh tree 5
When exftafy had warm’d thy look fo meek,
Gardens of rofes blufhed on thy cheek.
With what fiveet tranfport didft thou roll thine eyes,
How did thy words provoke the brethren’s fighs .
Words that with holy fighs might others move 5
But, Tabitha, my fighs were fighs of love,
TABITHA.
Ts Tabitha beyond her withes bleft!
Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaft ?
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Then hear me, Caleb, witnefs what I fpeak,
This folemn promife death alone can break ;
Sooner I would bedeck my brow. with lace,
And with immodeft fav’rites (hade my face ;
Sooner like Babylon’s lewd whore be dre(t

In flaring diamonds and a fearlet veft,

Or make a curt’fy in cathedral pew,

Than prove inconftant, while my Caleb’s true.

CALEB.

When I prove falfe, and Tabitha forfake,
Teachers fhall dance a jig at country-wake ;
Brethren unbeaver’d ‘then fhall bow their head,
#And with profane mince-pies our babes be fed.

TABITHA.:

If that Jofiah were with paffion fir'd,
Warm as the zeal of youth, when firft infpir'd ;
In fteady love though he might perfevere,
Unchanging as the decent garb we wear,
And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows,
Light as the feather.on the head of beaux s
Yet I for thee would all thy fex refign
Sifters, take all the reft: be Caleb mine.

CA LEB.

Though I had all that finful love affords,

And all the concubines of all the lords,

‘Whofe coaches creak with whoredom’s finful fhame,

Whofe velvet chairs are with adult’ry lame;
Ev'n in the harlot’s hall I would not fip

The dew of lewdnefs from her lying lip ;

I’d fhun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell,

More fweet than powder which the merchants fell 3
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O folace me with kiffes pure like thine !

Enjoy, ye lords, the wanton toncubine.

The fpring now calls us forth § come, fifter, come,
To fee the primrofe and the daify bloom.

Let ceremony bind the worldly pair,

Sifters efteem the brethren’s word fincere.

TABITH A.
Efpoufals are but forms. O lead me hence,
For fecret love can never give offence.
Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw g
True love is nature unreftrain’d by law.
This tenet all the holy fe&t allows;
So Tabitha took earneft of a fpoufe,

Tue END oF VoLUuME FIRST.

Baden-Wiirttemberg
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