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F A B EAAER WNIII.

Prurus , Cupip , and TIRIx .

F all the burt hens man muſt bear ,
Time ſeems moſt galling and ſevere :

Beneath this grievous load oppreſs ' d,
We daily mect ſome friend diſtreſs ' d.

What can one do ? I roſe at nine .
Tis full ſiæ hours before we dine :
Six hours ! no carthly thing to do !
Would I had doz ' d än bed till two.

pamphlet is before him ſpread ,
And almoſt lialf a page is read ;
Tir ' d with the ſtudy of the day ,
The flutt ' ring ſneets are toſt away .
He opes his ſnuff - box, hums an air ,
Then yawns and ſtretehes in his chair .

Not twenty , by the minute - hand !
Good gods ! ſays he, my watch muſt ſtand !
How muddling ' tis on boołks to pore !
Ithought I' d read an hour or more .
The morning , of all hours , J hate .
One can' t contrive to riſe too late .

To make the minutes faſter run ,
Then too liis tireſome ſelf to ſnun ,
To the next cofſechouſe he ſpeeds ,
Takes up the neys , ſome ſcraps he reads .
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Saunt ' ring , from chair to chair he trails
Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails .
He ſpies a partner of his woe ;
By chat afflictions lighter grow ;
Each other ' s grievances they ſhare ,
And thus their dreadful hours compare .

Says Tom , ſince all men muſt confeſs
That time lies heavy more or leſs ;
Why ſnould it be ſo hard to get ,
Till two, a party at Piquet ?
Play might relieve the lagging morn :
By cards long wintry nights are borne .
Does not Quadrille amuſe the fair ,
Night after night , throughout the year ?
Vapours and ſpleen forgot , at play
They cheat uncounted hours away .

My caſe, ſays Will , then muſt be hard ,
By want of ſkill from play debarr ' d.

5

Courtiers kill time by various ways ;
Dependence wears out half their days .
How happy theſe , whoſe time ne' er ſtands
Attendance takes it off their hands .
Were it not for this curſed ſhow' r ,
The park had whil ' d away an hour .
At court , without or place or view ,
Idaily loſe an hour or two.
It fully anſwers my deſign ,
When I have pick ' d up friends to dine .
The tavern makes our burthen light 31
Wine puts our time and care to flight .
At ſix ( hard caſel ) they call to pay .
Wnere can one g0 ? I hate the play .
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From ſix till ten ! Unleſs J ſleep ,
One cannot ſpend the hours ſo cheap .
The comedy ' s no ſooner done,
But ſome aſſembly is begun .
Loit ' ring from room to room I ſtray ;
Converſe , but nothing hear or ſay :
Quite tir ' d, from fair to fair Iroam .
So ſoon ! I dread the thoughts of home .
From thence , to quicken ſlow - pac ' d night ,
Again my tavern - friends invite :
Here tos our early mornings paſs ,
Till drouſy ſleep retards the glaſs .

Thus they their wretelied life bemoan ,
And make cach other ' s caſe their own.

Conſider , friends , no hour rolls on,
But ſomething of your grief is gone.
Were you to ſchemes of bus' neſs bred ,
Did you the paths of learning tread ,
Lour hours , your days would fly too faſt ;
Lou ' d then regret the mĩnute paſt .
Time ' s fugitive and light as wind ;
Tis indolence that clogs your mind :
That load from off your ſpirits ſhake ;
Jou ' ll own, and grieve for your mĩſtake .
A while your thoughtleſs ſpleen ſuſpend ,
Then read ; and (if yon can ) attend .

As Plutus , to divert his care ,
Walk ' d forth one morn to take the air ,

Cupid o eꝯrtook his ſtrutting pace.
Zach ſtard upon the ſtranger ' s face ,
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Till recollection ſet them right ;
For each knew t ' other but by ſight .
After ſome complimental talk ,
Time met ' em, bow' d, and join ' d their walk.
Their chat on various ſubjects ran,
But moſt , what each had done for man.
Plutus aſſumes a haughty air ,
Juſt like our purſe - proud fellows here .

Let kings ( ſays he) let coblers tell ,
Whoſe gifts among mankind excel.
Conſider courts : What draws their train ?
Ihink you ' tis loyalty or gaim?
That ſtateſman hath the ſtrongeſt hold ,
Whoſe tool of politics is gold .
By that , in former reigns , ' tis ſaid ,
The knave in pow' r hath ſenates led.
By that alone he ſway ' d debates ,
Enrich ' d himſelf , and beggar ' d ſtates .
Forego your boaſt . Jou muſt conelude ,
Thatẽ' s moſt eſteemꝰd that ' s moſt purſu ' d.
Think too, in what, a woful Plight
That wretch muſt live whoſe pocket ' s light .
Are not his hours by want depreſt ?
Penurious care corrodes his breaſt .
Without reſpect , or love, or friendsz
His ſolitary day deſcends .

Lou micht , ſays Cupid , doubt my parts ,
My knowledge too in human hearts ,
Should Ithe pow' r of gold diſpute ,
Which great examples might confute .
Iknow , when nothing elſe prevails ,
Perſuaſive money ſeldom fails ;
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That beauty too, ( like other wares) ,
Its price , as well as conſcience , bears .
Then marriage (as of late profeſt )
Is but a moncyjob at beſt .

Conſent , compliance may be ſold :
But love' s beyond the priee of gold.
Smugglers there are, who, by retail ,
Expoſe what they call love to ſale .
Such hargains arèe an arrant cheat :
Vou purchaſe flatt ' ry and deceit .
Thoſe who true love have ever try ' d,
( The common cares of life ſupply ' d) ,
No wants endure , no wiſhes make ,
But ev' ry real joy partake .
All comfort on themſelves depends ;
They want nor pou' r , nor wealth , nor friends .
Love then hath ev' ry bleſs in ſtore :
Tis friendſhip , and ' tis ſomething more.
Each other ev' ry wiſh they give .
Not to know love, is not to live.

Or love, or money , ( Time reply ' d) ,
Were men the queſtion to deeide ,
Would bear the prizæe: On both intent ,

My boon' s neglected , or miſ - ſpent .
Tis Iwho meaſure vital ſpace ,
And deal out years to human race.

Though little priz ' d, and ſeldom ſought ,
Without me, love and gold are nought .
How does the miſer time employ ?
Did Le' er ſee him life enjoy ?
By me forſook , the hoards he won,
Are ſcatter ' d by his laviſh ſon.
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By me all uſeful arts are gain ' d;
Wealth , learning , wiſdom is attain ' d.
Who then would think , ( ſince ſuch my pow' r ) .
That e' er IKknew an idle hour ?
So ſubtile and ſo ſwift I fly,
Love ' s not more fugitive than I.
Who hath not heard coquettes complain
Of days, months , years , miſ - ſpent in vain ?
For time miſuſed they pine and waſte ,
And love' s ſweet pleafures never taſte .
Thoſe who direct their time aright ,
If love or wealth their hopes excite ,
In each purſuit fit hours employ ' d,
And both by time have been enjoy ' d.
How heedleſs then are mortals grown
Hou little is their int ' reſt nown ?
In ev' ry view they ought to mind me;
For , when onee loſt , they never find me.

He ſpoke . The gods no more conteſt ,
And his ſuperior gift eonfeſt ;
That time ( when truly underſtood )
Is the moſt precious earthly good,

F A RH D‚

*e OwWI, he SWAN, zhe Cock , the Sproxk , lle

Ass , and the FAR MER.

To a MOTHER .

with your ſprightly boys ,
dour eyes have ſpoke the mother ' s joys⸗
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