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TO THE

R E A D E R

HE nation is in too high a ferment for me

to expe&t ecither fair war, or even fo much

as fair quarter, from a reader of the oppofite party.
All men are engaged cither on this fide or that; and
tho® confcienee is the common word, which is given by
both ; yet if a writer fall among enemics, and cannot
give the marks of their confcience, he is knocked down
before the reafons of his own are heard. A preface,
therefore, which is but a befpeaking of favour, is al-
together ufelefs.  What I defire the reader fhould
know concerning me, he will find in the body of the
poem, if he have but the patience to p erufe it. Only
this advertifement let him take before hand, which re-
lates to the merits of the caufe. No general charaéters
of parties (call them cither fe@ts or churches) can be fo
fully and exactly drawn, as to comprehend all the fe-
~eral members of them, at leaft all fuch as are recei-
ved under that denomination. For example, there are
fome of the church by law eftablithed, who envy not
liberty of confcierce to diffenters; as being well fa-
tisfied, that, according to their own principles, they
ought not to perfccute them. Yet thefe, by reafon of
their fewnefs, I could not diftinguith from the num-
bers of the reft, with whom they are embodied in one
xommon name. On the other fide, there are many of

Aa



N PREFACE.

our fects, and more indeed than I could reaf
have hoped, who have withdrawn themfelves fic
communion of the Panther, and embraced this
ous indulgence of his Majefty in point of tole
But neither to the one nor the other of thefcist
tire any way intended; ’tis aimed only at the refr
and difobedient on either fide. For thofe, wl
come over to the royal party, are confequently
pofed to be out of gunfhot. OQur phyficians ha
ferved, that, in procefs of time, fome difeafes
abated of their virulence, and bave in a manner
out of their malignity, {0 as to be no longer m
and why may I not fuppofe the fame concerning
of thofc who have formerly bcen enemies to |
government, as well as catholic religion? I hop
have now another notion of both, as having 1
by comfortable experience, that the dotrine o
fecution is far from being an article of our fait]
°Tis not for any private man to cenfure thi
ceedings of a foreign prince: But, without fi
on of flattery, I may praife our own, who has
contrary meafures, and thofe more fuitable to tt
yit of Chritianity. Some of the diflenters, in
addreffes to his Majefty, have fzid, ¢ That he h
¢ ftorcd God to his empire over confcience.” ]
fefs I dare ot ftretch the figure to fo great a bold
But I may fafely fay, that confcicnce is the royale
prerogative of every private man. He ic abfol
his own breaft, and acccuntable to no earthly
“for that which pafles only betwixt God and
Thofe who are driven into the fold are, gene
freaking, rather made hypocrites than converts.
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PREFACE, §

This indulgence being granted to all the fedts, it
ought in reafon to be expeéted, that they fhould both
receive it, and receive it thankfully. For, at this
time of day, to refufc the benefit, and adhere to thofe
whom they have efteemed their pericentors, what is it
ele, but publicly to own, that they futfered not be-
fore for confcicnce fake, but only out of pride and
obftinacy, to feparai¢ from a church for thofe impo-
fitions, which they now judge may be lawfuily obeyed ?
After they have fo long coutended for their claffical
ordination, (not to {peak of rites and ceremonies), will
they at length fubmit to an epifcopal ? If they can go
fo far out of complaifance to their old enemiss, me-
thicks, a little reafon thould perfuade them to take
another ftep, and fee whither that would lead them.

Of the receiving this toleration thankfully I fhall
fay no more, than that they ought, and I doubt not
they will, confider trom what Lund they reccived it.
'Tis not from a Cyrus, a Heathen Prince, and a fo-
reigner, but from a Chriftian King, their native fove-
reign, who expedts a return in fpe.ic from them, that
the kindnefs, which he has gracicufly fhewn them, may
be retaliated on thofe of Lis own perfuafion.

As for the poem in general, I will only thus far fa-
tisfy the reader, that it was ncither impofed on me;
nor fo much as the fubje@ given me by any man. It
was written during the laft winter, and the beginniag
of this fpring ; though with long interruptions of ill
health, and other hislrances. About a fortnight be¢
forc 1 had finithed it, his Majelty’s declaration or k-
berty of conieience came abroad : Which if [ hal fo

A3



é PREFACE.

foon expeted, T might have fpared myfelf the labour
of writing many things which are contained in the
third part of it. But I was always in fome hope that
the church of Englind might have been perfuaded to
have taken off the Penal Laws and the Teft, which
was one defign of the poem, when I propofed to my-
felf the writing of it.

*T'fs evident that fome part of it was only occafional,
and not firft intended : I mean that defence of myfelf,
to which every honeft man is bound, when he is in-
jurioufly attacked in print : And I refer myfelf to the
judgment of thofec who have rcad the ¢ Anfwer to
¢ the Defence of the late King’s papers,” and that of
theDuchefs, (in which laft I was concerned), how cha-
ritably I have been reprefented there. 1 am now in-
formed both of the author and fupervifers of this pam-
phlet, and will reply, when I'think he can affront me ¢
For Iam of Socrates’ opinion, thzt all creatmes can-
not. In the mean time, let him confidcr, whether he
deferved not a more fevere reprehenfion, than I gave
him formerly, for ufing fo little refpect to the memory
of thoft whom he pretended to anfwer; and, at his
leifure, look out for fome original treatife of humilir
written by any Proteftant in Englith ; 1 believe I m:
in any other tongue : For the magnified picce of Du.
comb on that fubjeét, which either he muft mean,
none, and with which another of his fcllows has
braided me, was tranflated from the Spanifh of k
guez ; though with the omiffion of the 17th, the
the 25th, and the laft chapter, which will be fouw
comparibg of the books.



PREFACE. ]

He would have infinvated to the world, that her
late Highnefs died not a Roman Catholic. He de-
clares himfelf to be now fatisfied to the contrary; in
which he has given up the caufe : For matter of fa&t
was the principal debate betwixt us. In the mean time,
he would difpute the motives of her change; how pre-
pofteroufly, let all men judge, when he feemed to deny
the fubjeét of the controverfy, the change itfelf. And
becaufe I would not take up this ridiculous challenge,
he tells the world I cannot argue : But he may as well
infer, that a Catholic cannot faft, becaufe he will not
take up the cudgels againft Mrs James, to confute the
Proteftant religion.

I have but one word more to fay concerning the
poem as fuch, and abftradting from the matters, either
religious or civil, which are handled in it. The firft
part, confifting moft in general chara&ters and narra-
tion, I have endeavoured to raife, and give it the ma-
jeftic turn of heroic poefy. The fecond, being matter
of difpute, and chiefly concerning church-autherity, I
was obliged to make as plain and perfpicuous as pof-
fibly I could ; yet not wholly negleéting the numbers,
though I had not frequent occafions for the magni-
ficence of verfe. The third, which Las more of the
nature of domeftic converfation, is, or ought to be,
more free and familiar than the two former.

There are in it two epifodes, or fables, which are
interwoven with the main defign; fo that they are
properly parts of it, though they are alfo diftinét fto=
sies of themfelves. In both of thefe I have made ufe
of the common places of fatire, whether true or falfe,

As



PREFACE.

which are wrged by the members of the one church a-
gaiaft the other : At which I hope no reader of either
party will be fcandalized, becaufe they are not of my
invention, but as old, to my knowledge, as the times
of Boceace and Chaucer on the one fide, and as thofe
of the reformation on the other.
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SEVERALOCCASIONS.

RICHLIICI BRI IO OO0,
T H E

HIND andthe PANTHER.

Milk-white Hind, immortal and unchang'd,
Fed on the lawns, and in the foreft rang’d ;
Without unfpotted, innocent within,
She fear’d no danger, for fhe knew no fin.
Yet had fhe oft been chas’d with horns and hounds,
And Scythian fhafts ; and many winged wounds
Aim’d at her heart ; was often forc'd to fly,
And doom’d to deatiy, though fated not to die.
Not fo her fo young; for their unequal line
Was hero’s make, half human, half divine.
T'heir earthly mold obnoxious was to fate,
7110’ immertal pait affum’d immortal ftate.




10 POEMS UPON

Of thefe a flaughter’d army lay in blood,
Extended o'er the Caledonian wood,

Their native walk ; whofe vocal blood arofe,
And cry’d for pardon on their perjur'd foes.
‘Their fate was fruitful, and tie fanguine feed,
Endu’d with fouls, increas’d the facred breed.
So captive Ifrael multiply’d in chains,

A numerous exile, and enjoy’d her pains.
With grief and gladnefs mix’d, their mother view'
Her waityr'd offspring, and their race renew’d ;
‘Their corps to perifh, but their kind to laft,

So much the deathlefs plant the dying fruit furpas
Panting and penfive now fhe rang’d alone,
And wander’d in the kingdoms, once her own.

‘The common hunt, tho® from their rage reftrain’c

By fov’reign pow’r, her company difdain’d ;
Grinn’d as they pafs’d, and with a glaring eye
Gave gloomy figns of fccret cnmity.

*T'is true, fhe bounded by, and tripp’d fo light,
‘They had not time to take a fteady fight.

For truth has fuch a face and fuch a mien,

As, to be lov'd, needs only to be feen.

The bloody Bear, an Independent beaft,
Unlick’d to form, in groans ker hate exprefs’d.
Among the timorous kind the Quaking Hare
Profefs’d neutrality, but would nut fivear.

Next her the Buffoon Ape, as Atheifts nie,
Mimic’d all fe€ts, and had his own to chufe :
Still when the lion look’d, his knecs Lie bent
And pay’d at church a courtier’s complimen
The Brift’d Baptift boar, impure as ke,

But whiten’d with the foam of fandity,



SEVERAL OCCASIONS.

And mountains levell’d in his furious race :
So firft rebellion founded was in grace.
But, fince the mighty ravage, which he made
In German forefts, had his guilt betray’d,
With broken tufks, and with a borrow’d name,
He Munn’d the vengeance, and conceal’d the fhame ;
So lurk’d in fe@ts unfeen. With greater guile
Falfe Reynard fed on confecrated fpoil :
The gracelefs beaft by Athanafius firit
Was chas’d from Nice, then by Socinus nurs’d :
Kis impious race their blafphemy 1enew’d,
And nature’s king thro’ natuie’s optics view'd.
Reveife they view’d him leflen’d to their eye,
Nor in an infant could 2 god defery.
New fwarming fe€s to this obliqucly tend,
lence they began, and here tiicy all will end.
What weight of ancient witnefs can prevail,
If private reafon hold the public feale?
Bur, gracious God, how well dolt thou provide
For erring judgments an unerring g uide ?
Thy throne is darkrefs in th’ aby 5 of light,
A blaze of glory that forbids the fight.
Oteach me to belicve tiee thus cenceai’d,
And fearch no farth.r than thyflf reveal’d 5
But her alone for my director take,
Whom thou haft promis’d never to forcfzke !
My thoughtlefs youth was wing’d with vain defires ;
My manliood, long mifled by wand’ring fires,
Follow’d falfe lights; and, when their glimpfe was gone,
My pride ftruck out new fparkles of her own.
Such was I, fuch by nature fiill Iam;
Be thine the glory, and be mine the fhame.

With fat pollutions fill'd the facred place, }
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Good life be now my tafk : My doubts are don
‘What more could fright my faith, than three in ¢
Can I believe eternal God could lie
Difguis’d in mortal mold and infancy!
‘That the great Maker of the world could die?
And, after that, truft my imperfet fenfe,
‘Which calls in queftion his omnipotence!
Can I my reafon to my faith compel ?
And fhall my fight, and touch, and tafte rebel ?
Superior faculties are fet afide;
Shall their fubfervient organs be my guide ?
Then let the moon ufurp the rule of day,
And winking tapers fhew the fun his way;
For what my fenfes can themfelves perceive,
I need no revelation to believe.
Can they, who fay the hoft thould be defcry’d
By fenfe, define a body glorify’d ?
Impaffable, and penetrating parts ?
Let them declare, by what myfterious arts
He thot that body through th’ oppofing might
Of bolts and bars impervious to the light,
And ftood before his train confefs’d in open figh
For, fince thus wondroufly he pafs’d, ’tis plain,
One fingle place two bodics did contain.
And fure the fame omnipotence as well
Can make one body in more places dwell.
Let reafon then at her own quarry fly,
But how can finite grafp infinity ?

*Tis urg’d again, that fuith did firft comme
By miracles, which aie appeals to fenfe,
And thence concluded, that our fenfe muft be
The motive flill of credibility.
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For latter ages muft on former wait,

‘] And what began belief muft propagate.

; But winnow well this thought, and you fhall find
"Tis light as chaff that flies before the wiad.

) Were all thofe wonders wronght by pow’r divine,
As means or ends of fome more deep defign ?
Moft fure as means, whoie end was this alone,
To prove the Godhead of th’ eternal Son.

God thus afferted, man is to believe

Beyond what fenfe and reafon can conceive,
Aund for myfterions things of taith rely

On the proponent, Heav’n’s authority.

Ifthea our faith we for our guide admit,

' Vain is the farther fearch of huma wit.

As when the building gains a furer ftay,

We take th’ unufeful fcafioldin g away.

Reafon by fenfe no more can underftand;

The game is play’d into anorher hand.

Why chufe we then like bilanders to creep

) Along the coaft, and land in view to keep,

}

When fafely we may lauach into the deep ?

In the fame veflel, whick cur Saviour bore,
Himfelf the pilot, let us leave the thore,

And with a betzer guide a Letter world explore.
Could he his Golhead veil with fleih and blood,
And not veil thefe again to be our food ?

His grace in both is equal in extent,

The firft affords s life, the fccond nour ithment,
And if he can, why all this frantic pain

To conftrae what his clearcft words contain, }
And make a riddle what he made {o plain ?
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‘To take up half on traft, and half to try,

Name it not faith, but bungling bigotry.

Both knave and fool the merchant we may call,

To pay great fums, and to compound the fmall

For who would break with heav’n, and wou’¢
break for all?

Reft then, my foul, from endlefs anguith freed ¢

Nor fciences thy guide, nor fenfe thy creed.

Faith is the beft infurcr of thy blifs ;

The bank above muft fail before the venture mi

But Heav’n and heav’n-born faith are far from t

Thou fitft apoftate to divinity ;

Unkennell’d range in thy Polonian plains ;

A fiercer foe th’ infatiate Wolf remains.

Too boaftful Britain, pleafe thyfelf no more,

That beafts of prey are banifh’d from thy iLore

The Bear, the Boar, and every favage name,

Wild in effe&, though in appearance tame,

Lay wafte thy woods, deftroy thy blifsful bow’r,

And, muzzled though they feem, the mutes dex

More haughty than the reft, the Wolfith race

Appear with belly gaunt, and famifth’'d face ;

Never was fo deform’d a beaft of grace.

His ragged tail betwixt his legs he wears,

Clofe clap’d for thame; but his rough creft he rc

And pricks up his predeftinating cars.

His wild diforder’d walk, his haggard eyes,

Did all the beftial citizens furprize.

T'hough fear’d and hated, yet he rul’d a-while,

As captain or companion of the fpoil.

Full many a year his hateful head had been

Tor tribute paid, nor fince in Cambria feen :
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‘he laft of all the litter fcap’d by chance,

nd from Geneva firft infefted France.

»me authors thus his pedegree will trace,

it others write him of an upftart race ;

caufe of Wickliff’s brood no mark he brings,

it his innate antipathy to kings.

1¢efe laft deduce him from th’ Helvetian kind,
‘ho near the Leman-lake his confort lin’d;

1at fi'ry Zuinglius firft th’ affe@ion bred,

nd meagre Calvin bleft the nuptial bed.

In Ifrael fome believe him whelp’d long fince,
‘hen the proud Sanhedrim opprefs’d the Prince,
r, fince he will be Jew, drive him high'r,

"hen Corah with his brethren did confpire

tom Mofes’ hand the fov’reign {way to wreft,
nd Aaron of his ephod to diveft :

7ill opening earth made way for all to pafs,

.nd cou’d not bear the burden of a c/:fs.

'he Foxand he came fhufl'd in the dark,

“ever they were ftow’d in Noah's ark :

ethaps not made : for all their barking train

‘he Dog (a common fpecics) will contain.

nd fome wild curs, who from their mafters ran,
bhoring the fupremacy of man,

1woods and caves the rebel-race began.

0 happy pair, how well kave you increas’d !
That ills in church and ftate have you redrefs’d ?
Tith teeth untry’d, and rudiments of claws,

our firft effay was on your native laws :

® Vid. Prct. to Hey!. Hift. of Prefb.
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&0 Prefbyt’ry and peftilential zeal

Can only flourith in a commonweal.

From Celtic woods is chas'd the wolfith crew ;
But ah! fome pity ¢’en to brutes is due:
Their native walks, methinks, they might enjoy,
Curb’d of their native malice to deftroy.

Of all the tyrannics on human-kind,

The worft is that which perfecutes the mind.
Let us but weigh at what offence we ftrike,

*Tis but becaufe we cannot think-alike.

In punithing of this, we overthrow

The laws of nations and of nature too.

Beafts are the fubjeéts of tyrranic fway,

Where ftill the ftronger on the weaker prey.
Man only of a fofter mold is made,

Not for his fellows ruin, but their aid :

Created kind, beneficent, and free,

The noble image of the Dreity.

One portion of informing fire was giv’'n
To brutes, th’ inferior family of Heav'n:
The fmith divine, as with a carelefs beat,
Struck out the mute creation at a heat :

But when arriv'd at laft to human race,

The Godhead took a deep confidering fpace;
And, to diftinguith man from all the reft,
Unlock’d the facred treafures of his breaft ;
And mercy mix’d with reafon, did impart,
One to his head, the other to his heart :
Reafon to rule, but mercy to forgive:

The firft is law, the laft prerogative.

Vo, lIL B
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And like his mind his outward form appear'ds

When, iffuiog naked, to the wondring herd,

He. charm’d their cyes 3 and, for they ov'd, they
fear'd '

Not arm’d with horns of arbitrary might, .

Or claws to {eize their forTY fpoils in fight, ‘g

Or with increafc of fect ¢ o'ertake *m in their flight

Of cafy hape and pliant ev'ry Ways 7

Confefling fiill the foftnefs of his clays q

And kind 28 Kkings upor their caronation-427 .

Thus kncaded U with milk, the acw-made man
His kingdom o'er his kindred world began
*Till knowledge mifapply’ds miﬁmdzrﬂood,
And pride of empire four'd his balmy blood.
"Then, firt rebelling, his own ftamp he coins 3
The murd rer Cain was latent in his loins 3
And blood began 1ts firft and loudeft crYs>
For diff” fing worfhip of the Deity-
Thus pcrfecut'xon rofe, and farther fpace
Produc’d the mighty hunter of his race.
Not fo the bleffed Pan his flock increas’d,
. Content 10 fold "em from the famifh’d beaft:
Mild were his laws 3 the theep and harmlefs hinc

Such pity Po¥ the pious paftor hows,

Such mercy {rom the Britifh lion flows,

That both provide protedtion from their foes
Oh happy regions, Ltaly and Spain,

Which never did thefe monfters cntertain ?
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sy The Wolf, the Bear, the Boar can there advance

No native claim of juft inheritance.

§ And felf-preferving laws, fevere in fhow,

‘R May guard their fences from th’ invading foe.

Where birth has plac’d "em, let ’em fafely fhare

The common benefit of vital air.

Themfelves unharmful, let them live unharm’d;
Their jaws difabled, and their claws difarm’d :

M| Here, only in nofturnal howlings bold,

They dare not feize the Hind, nor leap the foid.

More pow’rful, and as vigilant as they,

The Lion awfully forbids the prey.

Their rage reprefs’d, tho’ pinch’d with famine fore, ?
They ftand aloof, and tremble at his roar :

Much is their hunger, but their fear is more. S
Thef: are the chisf : "I'o number o’cr the reft,

[Aod (tand, like Adam, numing ev’ry beaft,

Were weary work ; nor will the Mufc deicribe

A flimy-born and fun-begotten tribe;

Who, far from ftecples, and their facred found,
No

Th

@ N =-d

L

ficlds their fullen conventicles found.
hefe grofs, half. animated lumps I leave;
r can I think what thoughts they can conceive.
if they think at all, ’tis fure no high’r
an matter, put in motion, may afpire:
uls that can fcarce ferment their mafs of clay;
o drofly, fo divifiLl: ure they,
's would but ferve pure bodies for allay : }
ch fouls as fherds produce, fuch beetle things
s only buz to heav’n with cv’ning wings;
ike in the dark, offending but by chance ;
Buch are the blindful blows of ignorance.
Ba
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They know not beings, and but hate a name

To them the Hind and Panther are the fame.
‘The Panther fure the nobleft, next the Hind,

And faireft creature of the fpotted kind ;

©h, could her in-born ftains be wafh’d away,

She were too good to be a beaft of prey!

How can I praife, or blame, and not offend,

Or how divide the frailty from the friend ?

Her faults and virtues lie fo mix’d, that the

Nor wholly (tands condemn’d, nor wholly frec.

‘Fhen, like her injur’d Lion, let me fpeak ;

He cannot bend her, and he would not break.

Unkind already, and eftrang’d in part,

Fhe Wolf hegins to fhare her wand’ring heart.

‘Though unpolluted yet with actual ill,

She half commits, who fins but in her will.

If, as our dreaming Platonifts treport,

There could be fpirits of a middle fort,

Too black for heav’n, and yet too white for hell,

‘Who juft drop’d half way down, nor lower fell;

So poiz’d, fo gently fhe defcends from high,

It fecms a foft dimiffion from the fky.

Her houfe not antient, whatfoc’er pretence

Her clergy heralds make in her defence.

A fecond ceatupy not half-way run,

Since the new honours of her blood begun.

A Lion old, obfcene, and furious made

By luft, comprefs'd her mother in a fhade;

Then, by aleft-hand marriage, weds the dame,

Covering adult’ry with a fpecious name:

So fchifm begot; and facrilege and fhe,

A well match’d pair got gracelefs herefy.
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Tod’s and kings rebels have the fame good caufe,
Totrample down divine and human laws :
Both wou’d be call’d reforniers, and their hate
Alike deftru@tive both to chiurch and ftate:
The fruit proclaims the plant; a lawlefs prince
By luxury reform’d incontinence 3
By rins, charity; by riots, abftiner.ce.
Confeflions, faflts, and penance fct afide;
Oh with what eafe we follow fuch a guide, }
Where fouls are ftarv’d, and fenfes gratify’d!
Where marriage pleafures midaight pray’r fupply,
And matine bells (a melancholy cry)
Are tun’d to merrier nctes, iucreafe and multiply. }
Religion fhows a rofy-colour'd face;
Not hatter’d out with drudging works of grace: }
A down-hill reformation rolls apace.
What flefh and blood wou’d crowd the hatrow gate,
Or, till they wafte their pamper’d paunches, wait !
All would be happy at the cheapelt rate.
Though our lean faith thefe rigid laws has given,

The full fed Muffulman goes fat to heav'n;
For his Arabian prophet with delights
Of fenfe allur’d his caftern profelytes.
Thejolly Luther, reading him, began
T interpret Scriptures by his Alcoran;
To grub the thorhs beneath our tender feet,
And make the paths of Paradife more fiveet :

ought him of a wife ¢’er half-way gone,
(For ’twas uneafy travelling alone;)
And, in this mafquerade of mirth and love,
Miftook the blifs of heav’n for Bacchanals alove.

B3
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Sure he prefum’d of praife, who came to ftock
Th’ etherial paftures with fo fair a flock,
Curnifh’d, and bat’ning on their food, to thow
T'he diligence of careful herds below.

Our Panther, tho’ like thefe fhe chang’d her
Yet as the miftrefs of a monarch’s bed,
Her {ront ere¢t with majefty the bore,
‘I'ke crofier wielded, and the mitre wore.
Her upper part of decent diftipline
Shew’d aricétation of an antient line ;
And futhers, councils, churcii and churches h
Were on ker reverend phyla&erics read.
But what disgrac’d and difavow'd the rcft,
‘Was Calvin’s brand, that ftigmatiz’d the beafl
Thus, like a creature of a double kind,
In her own labyrinth fhe lives confin’d.
To foreign lands no found of her is come,
Humbly content to be defpis’d at home.
Such is her faith, where good cannot be had,
At Laft fhe leaves the rcrute of the bad :
Nice in her choice of ill, though not of beft,
And leaft deform’d, becaule reform’d the leaf
In doubtful points betwixt her dilf*ring friend
Where one for fubftance, onc for figh contend
Their contradi@ing terins (e fhives to joing
Sign fhall be [ubflance, fubltance fhall be fign,
A real prefence all her fons allow,
And yet tis fat rlolatry to bow,
Becaufe the God-head’s t'cre they know not
Iler novices are taught, that bread and wine
Are but the vifible and cutward fign,
Receiv'd by thofe who ir.comn:union joia
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But th’ inward grace, or the thing fignify'd,
His blood and body, who to fave us dy’d;
The faithful this thing fignify’d receive :
What is’t thofe faithful then partake or leave?
‘or what is fignify’d and underftood,
s, by her own confeffion, flefh and blood.
“hen, by the fame acknowledgment, we know,
Chey take the fign, and take the fubftance too.
Che literal fenfe is hard to fleth and blood,
Jut nonfenfe never can be underftood.

Her wild belief on every wave is tofs'd;
lut fure no church can better morals boalt.
True to her king her principles are found;
) that her practice were but half fo found!
Stedfaft in various turns of ftate fhe ftood,
And feal’d her vow’d affcétion with her blood :
Nor will T meanly tax her conftancy,
That int’reft or obligement made the tye.
Bound to the fate of murder’d monarchy,
(Beforc the founding ax fo falls the vine,
Whofe tender branches round the poplar twine)
She chofe her ruin, and refign’d her life,
In death undaunted as an Indian wife :
A rare example! but fome fouls we fee
Grow hard, and fliffen with adverfity :
Yet thefe by fortune’s favours are undone;
Refolv’d into a bafer torm they run,
And bore the wind, but cannot bear the fun.
Let this be nature’s frailty, or her fate,
Or * Ifgrim’s counfel, her new-clofen mate;

* The Wolf.
B4
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Still fhe's the faireft of the fallen crew,
No mother more indulgent but the true.
Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try,

Becaufe the wants innate authority 3

For how can fhe conftrain them to obey,

‘Who has herfelf caft off the lawful fway?
"Rebhellion equals all, and thofe, who toil

In common theft, will fhare the common fpoil.
Let her produce the title and the right
Againft her old fuperiors firft to fight;

If fhe reform by text, ¢’en that’s as plain

For her own rebels to refarm again.

As long as words a diff’rent fenfe will bear,
And cach may be his own interpreter,

Our airy faith will no foundation find :

The word’s 2 weathercock for every wind
The Bear, the Fox, the Wolf, by turns prevail ;
The moft in pow’r fupplies the prefent gale.
The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid

To church and councils, whom fhe firft betray’d ;
No help from fathers or tradition’s train :
‘Thofe ancient guides fhe taught us to difdain,
And by that Scripture, which fhe once abus’d
To reformation, ftands herfclt accus’d.
‘Whatbills for breach of laws can fhe prefer,
Expounding which, fhe owns herfelf may err;
And, after all her winding ways are try’d,

1f doubts arife, the flips herfelf afide,

And leaves the private confcience for the guide.
If then that confcience fet th’ offender free,

1t bars her-claim to church-authority.

LY
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Alone fhe walk’d, and lock’d zround in vain,
With rueful vifage, for Ler vanith’d train :

None of her fylvan fubjcéts made their court;
Levees and couckees pafs without refort.

So hardly can ufurpers mznage well

Thofe whom they firft inftruéted to rebel.

More liberty begets defire of more;

‘Thke hunger ftill increafes with the ftore.
Without reipeét they brufh’d along the wood
Each in his clan, and, fill’d with loathfome focd,
Afk’d no peimiflion to the ncighbouring fiood.
‘The Paniker, tull of inward difcontert,

Since they would go, betore ’em wiiely went;
Supplying want of pow’r by drinking firft,

As if fhe gave ’em leave to quench their thirft.
Amorg the reft, the Hind, with fearful face,
Bekeld from far the common wat’ring place,
Nor durft zpproach ; ’till with an awful rear
‘The fov’reign lion bad her fear no more.
Encourag’d thus {be brought her younglings nigh
Watching the motions of her patron’s eye,

And drank a fober draught ; the rcft amaz’d
Stcod muicly ftiil, and on the ftranger gaz’d;
Survey’a her part by part, and fought to find
The ten horn’d, montter in the harmlefs Hind,
Such as the Wolf and Panther had defign’d.
They thought at firft they dream’d ; for *twas ofl
‘With them, to queftion certitude of fenfe,

Their guide in faith; but nearcr when they drew,
And had the fauliefs objet full in view,

Lord, how they all admir’d her heav’nly hue!
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‘ome, who hefore her fellowfhip difdain’d, ?
Scarce, and but fcarce, from in-born rage reftrain'd,
Now frifk’d about her, and old kindred feign’d. S
Whether for love or int'reit, every L&t
Of all the fuvage nation fhew'd retpeét.

The vice-roy Panther could not awe the herd;
The more tiie company, the lefs they fear'd.

The furly Wolfl with feeret envy burft,

Yet could nut howl; the Hind had teen him firlt:
But what he durft not fpeak. tize Panther durit.

For when the herd, fuffc’d, did late repair

To ferny hcaths, and to their tor(t Lare,

She made a mannerly excufe to ftay,

Prodi 'ring the Hind to weit her half the way :

That, fice the tky was cicar, an hour of talk

Mighit hiclp her to beguile the tedious walk.

With muci. goud-wiik the motion was cinbrad’d,
To chat a while on their alveatures pafs’d

Nor Lud the grazetat Hind fo fooa ivrgot

il friend and (dlos-iwfirer in the piot.

Tt wond’ing how of Late (he giew clirang’d,

Her forchead clouay, and hir count’nave ang’d,
She thouy ot this hour th’ oceion would predent
Toiwarn Lor teeret caute of diicontant,

Which, »cii lhe hop’d, might be with cafe redrefs'd,
Comidering “wra well-.red civil beait,

And wore a geutlcwomnan than the reit.

Atter feme couninon tulk what ramours ran,

The lady of the fpotted-muif began..




SECOND PART.

AME, f.id the Panther, times are mended v
Since late among the Philiftines you fell,
‘The toils were pitch’d, a fpacious track of groun:
With expert huntfmen was encompafs’d round ;
‘Th’ inclofure narrow’d; the fagacious pow’r
Of hounds, and death, drew nearer ev’ry hour.
*Tis true, the younger Lion fcap’d the fnare,
But all your prieftly calves lay ftruggling there;
As facrifices on their altars laid ;
‘While you their carcful mother wifely fled,
Not trufting deltiny to fave your head.
For whate’er promifes you have apply’d
‘To your unfailing church, the furer fide
1s four fair legs in danger to provide.
And whate’er tales of Peter’s chair you tell,
Yet, faving rev’rence of the miracle,
The better luck was yours to fcape fo well.
As I remember, faid the fober Hind,
Thofe toils were for your own dear felf defign’d,
As well as me; and with the felf-fame throw,
‘T'o catch the quarry and the vermin too,
(Forgive the fland’rous tongues that call’d you f
Howe’er you take it now, the common cry
Then ran you down for your rank loyalty.
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Kfides, in popery they thought you nurft,

(As evil tongues will ever fpeak the worft)

Becanfe fome forms, and ceremonices fome

You kept, and ftood in the main queftion dumb.

Dumb you were born indeed, but thinking long

The teft it feems at laft has loos’d yoar tongue.

And to explain what your forefathers meant,

By real prefence in the facrament,

(After tong fencing pufh’d againtt 2 wall)

Your f2}vo comes, that he’s not thereat all :

There chang’d your faith, and what may change

may fall.

Who can believe, what varies every day,

Norever was, nor will be at g ftay?
Tortures may force the toréue untruths to tell,

And I ne’er own’d myfelf infallible,

Reply’d the Panther : Grant fuch prefence were,

Yetin your fenfe I never own’d it there.

A real virtue we by faith receive,

And that we in the facrament believe.

Then faid the Hind, as you the matter ftate,

Not only Jefuits can equivocate ;

For real, as you now the word exponnd,

From folid-fubftance dwindles to a found.

Methinks an Zfop’s fable yon repeat;

You know who took the fhadow for the meat :

Your church’s fubftance thus you change at will,

And yet retain your former figure ftill.

IHreely grant you fpoke to fave your life;

For then you lay bencath the butcher’s knife.

Long time you fought, redoubl’d batt’ry bore,

But, after all, againft yourfelf you fwoie;
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Your former felf; for every hour your form
1s chop’d and chang’d, like winds before a ftor
‘Thus fear and int’reft will prevail with fome;
For all ‘have not the gift of martyrdom.

The Panther grin’d at this, and thus reply’d :
“That men may err was never yet deny’d.
But, if that common principle be true,
‘The canon, dame, is levell’d full at you.
Bat, thunning long difputes, 1 fain would fee
‘That wondrous wight infallibility.
Is he from heav’n, this mighty champion, come
Or lodg’d below in fubterranean Rome ?
Firft, feat him fomewhere, and derive his race,
Or elfe conclude that nothjng has no place.

Suppofe (though I difown it) faid the Hind,
‘The certain manfion were not yet aflign’d:
The doubtful refidence no proof can bring
Againft the plain exiftence of the thing.
Becaufe philofophers may difagree,
If fight b’ emiffion or reception be,
Shall it be thence inferr'd I do not fee ?
But you require an anfwer pofitive,
Which yet, when I demand, you dare not gir
1 or fallacies in univerfals live,
1 then affirm that this unfailing guide
In pope and general councils muft refide ;
Loth lawful, both combin’d; wkhat one decr
By numerous votes, the other ratifies :
On this undoubted fenfe the church relics.
*T'is true, fome do&ors in a feanticr fpace,
1 mean, in cach apart, contraQl the place.
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s, who to greater length extend the line,
churches after-acceptation join.
s laft circumference appears too wide;
e church ditfus’d is by the council ty’d;
; members, by their reprefentatives
alig’d to laws, which prince and fenate gives.
hus fome contra&, and fome enlarge the fpace :
o pope and council who denies the place, }
Affiited from above with God'’s unfailing grace ?
Thofe canons all the needful points contain;
Their fenfe {0 obvious, and their words fo plain,
That no difputes about the doubtiul text
Have hitherto the lab’ring world perplex’d.
Ifany fhould in after-times appear, [clear :
New councils muft be call’d, ‘to make the meaning
Becanfe in them the pow’r fupreme refides;
And all the promifes are to the guides.
This may be taught with found and fafe defence :
But mark how fandy is your own pretence,
Who, fetting councils, pope znd church afide,
Are ev’ry man his own prefuming guide.
The facred books, you fuy, are full and plain,
And every needful point of truth contain :
All, who can read, interpreters may be:
Thus, though your feveral churches difagree,
Yet ev’ry faint has to himfelf alone
The fecret of this philofophic ftone.
Thefe principles your jarring fe@s unite,
When diffring doétors and difciples fight.
Though Lutker, Zuinglivs, Calvin, holy chiefs,
Have made a battle royz! of belicfs;
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Or like wild horfes feveral ways have whirl’d
The tortur'd text about the Chriftian world ;
Each Jehu lathing on with furious force,
‘That Turk or Jew could not have us’d it wor:
No matter what diffenfion leaders make,
‘Where every private man may fave a take :
Rul'd by the Scripture and his own advice,
Each has a blind by-path to Paradifc;

‘Where driving in a circle flow or faft,
Oppofing fe€ts are fure to meet at laft.

A wond’rous charity you have in ftore

For all reform’d to pafs the narrow door :*

So much, that Mahomet had fcarcely more.
For he, kind prophet, was for damning none
But Chrift and Mofes were to fave their own :
Himf{elf was to fecure his chofen race,

‘Tho’ reafon good for Turks to take the place
And he allow’d to be the better man,

In virtue of his holier Alcoran.

True, faid the Panther, 1 fhall ne’er deny
My brethren may be fav’d as wellas [ :
Though Huguenots condemn our ordination,
Succeffion, minifterial vocation ;

And Luther, more miftaking what he read,
Misjoins the facred body with the bread
Yet, Lady, {ill remember I maintain,

The word in needful points is only plain.

Needlefs, or needful, I not now contend,
For ftill you have a loop-hole for a friend;
(Rejoin’d the matron:) But the rule you!
Has led whole flocks, and leads them ftill
In weighty poiats, and full damnation’s w
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For did not Arius firft, Socinus now,

The Son’s eternal God-head difavow ?

And did not thefe by gofpel-texts alone
Condemn our doétrine, and maintain their own?
Have not all heretics the fame pretence
To plead the Scriptures in their own defence?
How did the Nicene Council then decide

That ftrong debate? was it by feripture try'd 2
No, fure; to that the rebel would not yield ;
Squadrons of texts he marfhal’d in the field :
That was but civil war, an equal fet,

Where piles with piles, and cagles cagles met.
With texts point blank and plain he fac’d the foe;
And did not Satan tempt our Saviour fo?

The gocd old bithops took a fimpler way ;

Each afk’d but what he heard his father fay,

Or how he was inftruéted in his youth,

And by tradition’s force uphcld the truth.

The Panther fmil’d at this : AAnd when, faid fhe,
Were thoft firt councils difallow’d by me?

Or where did 1 at fure tradition ftrike,
Provided ftill it were apoftolic?

Friend, faid the Hind, you quit your former ground,
Where all your faith you did on Scripture found :
Now ’tis tradition join’d with holy writ;

But thus your memory betrays your wit.
No, faid the Panther; for in thatI vigw,
When your tradition’s forg’d, and wken ’tis true,
1 &t ’em by the rule, and, as they fquare,
@ deviste from undoabtéd do@rine there, %
"Fhis oral fiction, that old faith declare.
You. 11, C
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(Hind). The council fteer’d, it feems, a diff*ren|
They try’d the Scriptures by tradition’s force :
But you tradition by the Scripture try ;
Purfu’d by fe&ts, from this to that you fly,

Nor dare on one foundation to rely.

The word is then depos’d, and, in this view,
You rule the Scripture, not the Scripture y.'ou.
Thus faid the dame, and, finiling thus purfu’d .
1 fee, tradition then is difallow’d,

‘When not evinc’d by Scripture to be true,
-And Scripture, as interpreted by you.

But here you tread upon unfaithful ground ;
Unlefs you cou’d infallibly expound :

‘Which you reje& as odious popery,

And throw that do&trine back with fcorn on me
Suppofe we on things traditive divide,

And both appeal to Scripture to decide ;

By various texts we both uphold our claim,
Nay, often, ground our titles on the fame :
After long labour loft, and time’s expence,
Both grant the words, and quarrel for the fenfe.
Thus all difputes for ever muft depend;

For no dumb rule can controverfies end.

Thus, when you faid, tradition muft be try’d
By facred writ, whofc fenfe yourfelves decide,
You faid no more but that yourfelves muft be
‘The judges of the Scripture fenfe, not we.
Againft our church-tradition you declare,

And yet your clerks wou'd fit in Mofes chai
At leaft tis prov’d againft your argument,
‘The rule is far from plain, where all differ

If not by Scriptures, how can we be fure

{Reply’d the Panther) what traditioa’s pur
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For you may palm upon us new for old :
4ll, as they fay, that glitters is not gold.

How but by following her, reply’d the dame,

To whom deriv’d from firc to fon they came ;
Where ev’ry age does one another move,
Aund trufts no farther than the next above;
Where all the rounds like Jacob’s ladder rife,
The loweft hid in earth, the topmoft in the fkics.

Sternly the favage did her an{wer mark,

Her glowing eye-balls glittering in the dark,

And faid but this : Since lucre was your trade,
Succeeding times fuch dreadful gapes have made,
"Tis dangerous climbing ; to your fons and you
Ileave the ladder, and its omen to.

bR

(Hind.) The Panther’s breath was ever fam'd for fweet;

But from the Wolf fuch withes oft I mect :
You learn’d this language from the * blatant beaft,
Or rather did not fpeak, but were poflefs’d.
As for your anfwer, "tis but barely urg’d :
You muft evince tradition to be forg’d ;

Produce plain proofs; unblemith’d authors ufe
Asancient as thofe ages they accufe ;
"Till when, %tis not fufficient to defame ;

An old poffeffion ftands, ’till elder quits the claim,
Then for our int’reft, which is nam’d alone

Toload with envy, we retort your own.

For when traditions in your faces fly,

Refolving not to yield, you muft decry.

Aswhen the caufe goes hard, the guilty man
Excepts, aad thins his jury all he can 3

* A word ufed by Spencer.
C a2
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So when you fland of other atd bereft,

You to the twelve apoftles would be left.

Your friend the Wolf did with more craft provide
‘To fet thofe toys traditions quite afide;

And fathers too, unlefs when, reafon {pent,
He cites ’em but fometimes for ornament.

But, madam Panther, you, though more fincere,
Are not {o wife as your adulterer :

‘The private fpirit is a better blind,

‘Than all the dodging tricks your authors find.
For they, who lcft the Scripture to the erowd,
Each for his own peculiar judge allow’d ;

‘The way to pleafe ’em was to make ’em proud.
‘Thus, with full fails, they ran upon the fhelf;
‘Who ¢ou’d fufpcét a coz’nage from himfelf?
On his own reafon fafer 'tis to ftand,

Than be deceiv’d and damn’d at fccond-hand.
But you, who fathers and traditions take,
And garble fome, and fome you quite forfake,
Pretending church-authority to fix,

And yet fome grains of p:ivate {pirit mix,
Are like 2 mule made up of differing feed,
And that’s the rcafon why you ncver breed ;
At leaft not propagate your kind abroad,

For home diffenters are by ftatutes aw’d.

And yet they grow upon you every dav,
‘While you (to fpeak the beft) are at a ftay,
Tor feés, that arc cxtremces, abbor 2 middle way.
Like tricks of ftate, to {top a ragir.g flood,

Or moliify a mad-brain’d fenate’s mood :

Of all expedients never one was good.
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“they argue (nor can you deny)
:fix on church-authority,
i¢ beft, the fountain, not the flood;
t be better ftill, if this be good.
;ommand, who has herfelf rebell’d ?
rift by Antichrift expell’d?
lawful tyranny difplace,
ft a baftard of the race?
hefe wars to win the book, if we
interpret for ourfelves, but fhe? §
whoily flaves, or wholly free.
ng fires traditions mufl not fight;
nuft prove epifcopacy’s right.
¢ led horfes are from fervice freed ;
 mount 'em but in time of need.
:enaries, hir'd for home~defence,
not ferve againft their native prince,
omeftic foes of hierarchy
drawn forth, to make fanatics fly;
they fee their countrymen at hand,
againft "em under church-command, }
rey forfake their colour, and difband.
¢, nor cou’d the Panther well enlarge
< defence againlt fo ftrong a charge;
For what did Chrift his word provide,
church muft want a living guide ?
faving doétrines are not there,
penmen cou'd not make ‘em clear,
r-ages we fheuld hope in vain
, which men infpir’d cou'd not explaia.
he word was written, fakl the Hind,
ur preach’d kis faith to humaun kind:
C3
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From Lis apoftles the firft age receiv’d

Eternal truth, and what they taught believ’d.
‘Thus by traditian faith was planted firft;
Succeeding flocks fucceeding paflors nurs’'d.

This was the way our wife Redeemer chofe,
(Who f{ure could all things for the beft difpofe)
To fence his fold from their encroaching foes.

He cou’d have writ Lim!e!f, but well forefaw

Th’ eveat would be like that of Mofes’ law;
Some difference would arife, fome doubts remain,
Like thofe, which yct the jarring Jews maintain.
No written laws can be fo plain, fo pure,

But wit may glofs, and malice may obfcure;
Not thofz indited by his £rft command,

A propket grav’d the text, an angel held his hand.
Thus faith was ere the written word appear'd,
And men believ’d, not what they read, but heard
But fince th’ apoftles cou’d not be confin'd

To thefe, or thofe, but fcverally defign’d

Their large commiffion round ihe world to blow;
To fpread their faich, they fpread their labours tor
Yet ftill their abfent flock their pains did fhare;
They hearken'd (lill, for love produces care.
And as miitakes aroie, or dilcords fell,

Or bold feducers tanghit "em to rebel,

As charity grew cold, or faétion hot,

Or long negh @ their letfons had forgot,

For all their wants they wifely did provide,

And preaching by epiftles was fupply’d :

So great phyficians canaot all attend,

But fome they vifit, and to fome they fend
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letters were not writ to all;

:nded but occafional,

fermons; nor if they contain

foftrines, are thofc doétrines plain.

frequent preaching muft be wrought;

ut feldom, but they fcldom taught.

ne faint has faid of holy Paul,

rit, is true apply’d to alL.

wurity cou’d heav’n provide

itly than by a living guide,

-ofe, the difference to decide ?

therefore needful, therefore made;

ointed, fure to be obey’d.

due reverence to th’ apoftles writ,

y fons are taught, to which fubmit;

e truths, their facred works contain,

alone can certainly explain;

ing ages, leaning on the paft,

»n the primitive at laft.

thence the word no rule infer,

thout the church-interpreter.

I have urg’d befere, ’tis mute,

th.e fubject of difpute.

" apoftles their fucceflors taught,

next, from them to us is brought, E

ed fernfe which is in feripture fought.

the church is arm’d, when errors rife,

r entrance, and prevent furprife; %

trench’d within, her foes wi:hout defies.

feftring fores her councils heal,

or has difclos’d, or fhall reveal;

cannot end witheut a laft appeal. §
Ca

1
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Nor can a council national. decide,
But with fubordination: to her guide :
(I wih the caufe were on that iffue try'd.)
Much lefs the feripture; for fuppofc debate
Betwixt pretenders to a fair cftate,
Bequeath’d by fome legator’s laft intent;
‘(Such is our dying Saviour’s teftament :)
The will is prov’d, is open’d, and is read;
‘The doubtful heirs their diff 'ring titles plead :
All vouch the words their int’reft to maintain,
And each pretends by thofe his caufe is plain.
Shall then the teftament award the right ?
No, that’s the Hungary for which they fight :
‘The field of battle, fubject of debate ;
"The thing contended for, the fair eftate.
The fenfe is intricate, ’tis only clear
‘What vowels and what confonants are there.
Therefore 'tis plain, its meaning muft be try’d
Before fome judge appointed to decide.
Suppofe (the fair apoftate faid) I grant,
The faithful flock fome living guide thould want,
Your arguments an endlefs chace purfue:
Y’roduce this vaunted leader to our view,
‘This mighty Mofes of the chofen crew.
The dame, who faw her fainting foe retir’d,
With force renew’d, to vi€tory afpir'd;
And, looking upward to her kindred fky,
As once our Saviour own’d his Deity,
Pronounc’d his words--—-She whom ye feck am I.
Nor lefs amaz’d this voice the Panther heard,
“Than were thofe Jews to hear a God declar’d.
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‘hus the matron modeftly renew'd:
your prophets and their feéts be view'd,
¢ to which of *em yourfclves think fit
ndu¢t of your confcience to fubmit :
roielyte would vote his dotor beft,
>folute exclufion to the reft :
ou’d your Polifh dict difagree,
d as it began ia anarchy.
f the faireft for election ftand,

you feem crown-gen’ral of the land;
1 againft your fuperftitious lawn
refbyterian fabre would be drawn.
eftablith’d laws of fov'reignty

t fome fundamental flaw would fee,

I rebellion gotpel-liberty.

:ch-decrees your articles require

ion mollify’d, if not entire.

: deny’d, to cenfures you procced :

n Curtana will not do the deed,

that pointlefs clergy-weapon by,

the laws, your {word of juftice, fly.

is your feéts the more unkindly take
prying varlets hit the blots you make)
fome ancient friends of yours declare,
ly rule of fzith the Scriptures are,

ted by men of judgment found,

avery fe@ will for themfelves expound;
1k lefs rev’rence to their doctors due
vd interpretation, than to you.

by able heads, are undcritood

sther prophets, who reform’d abroad;

41
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Thofe able heads expound a wifer way,

‘That their own (heep their thepherd fhould ol
But if you mean yourfelves are only found,
That doctrine turns the reformation round,
And all the reft are falfe reformers found ;
Becaufe in fundry points you {tand alone,
Not in communion join’d with any one;
And therefore muft be all the church, or non:
Then, till you have agrced whofe judge is bef
Againft this forc’d fubmiffion they prote(t :
While found and fornd a diff*rent fenfe explair
Both play at hard-head till they break their b
And from their chairs each other’s force defy
‘While unregarded thunders vainly fly.

1 pafs the reft, becaufe vour church alone

Of all ufurpers beft eould fill the throne.

But neither you, nor any fect befide

For this high office can be qualify’d,

With neceflary gifts requir’d in fuch a guide.
For that, which muft direct the whole, muftt
Bound in one bond of faith and unity :

But all your feveral churches difagree.

The confubflaniiating eburch and prieft

Refufe communion to the Calvinift.

~ The French reform’d from preaching you refl
Becaufe you judge their ordination vuing
And fo they judge of yours, but donors m
In fhort, in do&rine, or in difcipline,

Not one reform’d can with ancther join :
But al! from cach, as from dumnation, fly ;
No union they pretend, but in Noa-Popery :
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>uld their members in a fyrod mect,
ny church prefume to mount the feat,
he reft, their difcords to decide;

ould obey, but cach would be the guide :
¢ to fuce diflenfions would increafe;

y diftance now preferves the peace.

1¢eir turns accufers, and accus’d :

as never half fo much corfus’d :

ne can plead, the reft can plead 2s well;
»ngft equals kes no laft appeal,

confefs themfelves are fallible.

nce you grant fome neceflary guide,
»can crr are juflly laid afide:

atruft fo facred to confer

vant of fuch a fure interpreter;

w can he be needful who can err?
-anting that uncriing guide we want,
ch tlere is you ftand oblig’d to grant:
‘jour elfe were wanting to fupply

ds, and obviate that ncceffity.

remains, that church can orly be

de, which owns unfailing ceruainty;
you flip your hcld, a=d change your fide,
g from a neceflury guide.

annex’d condition of the crown,

ity from ersors you difown; [down.

43

:n you fhrink, and lay your weak pretenfions }

ty royalties you raife debate;
: unfailing univerful ftate

n; nor dare fucceed to fuch a glorious weight

r that caufe tho'e promifes deteft,
hich our Saviour did his church inveft;

%
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‘But ftrive t’ evade, and fear to find ’em trus,

-As confcions they were never meant to you:

All which the mother-church afferts her own,
And with unrival’d claim afcends the throne.

So when of old th’ Almighty Father fate

In council, to redeem our ruin’d ftate,

Millions of miliions, at a diftance round,

Silent the facred confiftory crown’d, [pou
‘To hear what mercy, mix’d with juflice, could p
All prompt, with eager pity, to fulfil

The full extent of their Creator’s will,

But when the ftern conditions were declar’d,

A mournful whifper through the hoft was heard,
And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung dow:
Submiffively declin’d the pond’rous proffer'd crov
‘Then, not till then, th’ eternal Son from high
Rofe in the ftrength of all the Deity ;

Stood forth t’ accept the terms, and underwent
A weight, which all the frame of heav’n had ben
Nor he himfelf could bear, but as omnipotent.
Now, to remove the leaft remaining doubt,

‘That c’en the blear-cy’d fets may find her out,
Behold what heav’nly rays adorn her brows,
‘What from his wardrobe her belov’d allows,

‘To deck the wedding-day of his unfpotted fpoufe
Behold what marks of majefty fhe brings;
Richer than ancient heirs of eaftern kings:

Her right hand holds the fcepter and the keys,
To thew whom fhe commands, and who obeys:
With thefe to bind, or fct the finner frece,

With that ¢’ affert {piritual royalty.
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€ in herfdlf, not rent by fchifm, but found,
one folid fhinfug diamond;
rkles (hatterd into fets like you :

be church, and muft be, to be true :

tral principle of unity.

vided, fo from errors free,

in faith, fo one in fanétity.

:, and none but fhe, th’ infulting rage

ics oppos’d from ageto age :

m the giant-brood invades her throne,

ps from heav'n, and meets ‘em half way

down,

i. paternal thander vindicates her crown.
Egyvptian forcerers you (land,

aly iift aloft your magic wand, }
»away the fwarms of vermin from the land :
i, like them, with like infernal forces

the plague, but not arrcit the courfe.

1 the boila and blotches, with difgrace

iiic fcandal, {at upon the {ace,
vesattack’d : The Magi {trove no more,

v Ged’s firger, and their fate deplere; }
ves they could not cure of the dithoncit fore.
e, thus pare, behold her largely tpread,
fair ocean from her mother-bed ;

1 to weft triamphantly the rides,

:s are water'd by her wealthy tides.
rel-found, diffus’d from pole to pole,

inds can carry, and where waves can roll.

ks of the Cathoiic church from the Nicene
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‘The felf fame doétrine of the facred pag:
Convey'd to ev’ry clime, in ev’ry age.

Here let my forrow give my fatire pla
To raife new blufhes on my Britifh race;
Our failing fhips like common-fewers we
And through our diftant colonies diffufe
The draught of dungcons, and the ftench «
Whom, when their home-bred honetfty is |
‘We difembogue on fome far Indian coaft :
‘Thieves, panders, * paillards, fins of ev’ry .
‘Thofe are the manufactures we export;
And thefe the miffioners our zeal has made :
For, with my country’s pardon be it faid,
Religion is the leaft of all our trade.

Yet fome improve their traffic more than
For they on gain, their only god, rely,
And fet a public price on piety.

Induftrious of the ncedle and the chart,
‘They run full {ail to their Japonian mart;
Prevention fear, and, prodigal of fame,
Sell all of Chriftian to the very name;
Nor lcave cnough of that, to hide their nake«
Thus, of three marks, which in the creed
Not one of all can be apply’d to you:
Much lefs the fourth; in vain, alas! you fer
Th’ ambitious title of apoftolic :
God-like defcent! ’tis well your blood can t
Y’rov’d noble, in the third or fourth degree :

* A French word, fignifying Liftivions
where-rialers,
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I mean what is not borrow’d from our ftore)

a5 error fulminated o’erand o’er ?
"Old herefies condemn’d in ages paft,
By care and time recover'd from the blaft.

'Tis faid with eafe, but never can be prov’d,
“The church her old foundations has remov’d,
Aund built new do&trines on unftable fands :
Judge that, ye winds and rains; you prov’d her, yet

fhe ftands.

Thofe ancient doétrines charg’d on her for new,
8hew, when, and how, and from what hands they grew.
We claim no pow’r, when herefies grow bold,
To coin new faith, but ftill declare the old.
How elfe cou’d that obfcene difvafe be purg’d,
When controverted texts are vainly urg’d ?
To prove tradition new, there’s fomewhat more
Requir'd, than faying, twas not us’d before.
Thofe monumental arms are never (tirr'd,
"Till fchifm or herefy call down Goliah’s fword.

Thus, what you cull corruptions, are, in truth,
The firft plantations of the gofpel’s youth;
Old ftandard faith : But caft your eyes again,
And view thofe errors which new fe€ts maintain,
Or which of old difturl’d the church’s peaceful

reign;

And we can point each period of the time,
When they began, and who hegot the crime;
Can calculate how long th’ eclipfe endur’d,
Who interpos’d, what digits wcre obfeur’d :
Of all which are alrcady pafs’d away,
We know the rife, the progrefs, and decay.

Forll of ancient that you bad before, }
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Defpair at our foundations then to ftrike,
*Till you can prove your faith apoftolic ;

A limpid ftream drawn from the native fource;
Succeflion lawful in a lineal courfe.

Prove any church, oppos’d to this our head,
So one, fo pure, fo unconfin'dly fpread,

Under one chicf of the fpiritual (tate,

‘The members all combin’d, and all fubordinate.
Shew fuch a feamlefs coat, from fchifm fo free,
In no communion join’d with herefy.

If fuch a one you find, let truth prevail :

*Till when your weights will in the balance fail :
A church unprincipl’d kicks up the fcale.

But if you cannot think (nor fure you can
Suppofe in God what werc unjuft in man)
‘That he, the fountain of cternal grace,

Should fufler falthood, for fo long a fpace,

‘To banifh truth, a:d to ufuip her place:

That fev’n fucceflive ages fhould be loft,

And preach damnation: at their proper coft 3
‘That all your crring anceftors fhould die,
Drown’d in th’ abyfs of deep idolatry :

If picty forbid fuch thoughts to rife,

Awake, and open your unwilling eyes:

God hath left nothing for cach age undone,

From this to that wheicin he fent his Son: [don
Then think but well o him, and half your work
Sce how his church, adorn’d with ev'ry grace,
With open arms, a kind forgiving fuce,

Stands ready to prevent her long-loft fon’s embrac
Not moredid Jofcph o’er his brethren weep,

Nor lefs himfelf cou’d frem difcovery kecp,
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the crowd of fuppliants they were feen,
heir crew his beft-beloved Benjamin.

15 Jofeph in the church behold,

our famine, and refufe your gold ; *

h you exil’d, the Jofeph whom 7ou fold. }
while with heav'nly charity fhe fpoke,

ng blaze the filent thadows broke;

i the ikies, a chearful azure light:

; obfeene to forclts wing’d their flight,

ing graves recciv’d the wand'ring guilty
»right.

ere the pleafing trivmphs of the fky,

s his late no€turnal vi€ory ;

se of his almighty Patron’s love,

vorks which his angels made above.

iykelf the lambent cafy light

srown horror, and difpel the night :

enger with fpeed the tidings bore ;

rich three lab’ring nations did reftore; %
'n’s own nancias was arriv'd before.

, the Hind had reach’d her lonely cell,
surs rofe, and dews unwholfome fell.

:, by frequent obfervation wife,

'ho long on heav’n had fix’d her eyes,

| a change of weather in the (kies.

ern borders were with crimfon fpread,

n defeending look’d all Aaming red;

renunciation of the Benediftines to the abby

ota loguitur,
L D
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She thought good manners bound her to invite

The ftranger dame to be her gueft that night.

*Tis true, coarfe dict, and a fhort repaft,

(She faid) were weak inducements to the tafte

Of one fo nicely bred, and fo unus’d to faft :

But what plain fare her cottage cou’d afford,

A hearty welcome at a homely board,

‘Was frecly her'’s; and, to fupply the reft,

An honeft meaning, and an oper breaft :

Laft, with content of mind, the poor man’s wealtt

A grace-cup to their common patron’s health.

‘This fhe defir’d her to accept, and ftay,

For fear the might be wilder'd in her way,

Becaufe fhe wanted an unerring guide,

And then the dew drops on her filken hide

Her tender conftitution did declare,

‘Too lady-like a long fatigue to bear,

And rough inclemencies of raw noéturnal air.

But moft fhe fear’d that, travelling fo late,

' Some evil-minded bealts might lic in wait,

And without witnefs wreak thcir hidden hate.
The Panther, though fhe lent a lift’ning ear,

Had more of Lion in her than to fear:

Yet wifely weighing, fince fhe had to deal

‘With many focs, their numbers might prevail,

Return’a her all the thanks fhe could afford ;

And took her friendly hoftefs at her word :

‘Who ent’ring firft her lowly rocf, a thed

With hoary mof5, and winding ivy fpread,

Honeft enough to Lide an humble hermit’s kead,
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acionfly befpoke her welcome gueft :

t thefe walls, with your fair prefence bleft,
your dwelling-place of everlalting reft ;

a night, or quick revolving year,

¢ an owner, not a fojourner,

iceful feat my poverty fecures ;

lom enters but where wealth allures :
defpife it ; for this poor abode

eceiv’d, and yet reccives a God ;
rictorious of a Stygian race

1 his facred limbs, and fanétified the place.
an retreat did mighty Pan contain ;

»us of him, and pomp-difdain,

¢ not to debafc your foul to gain.

ilent ftranger flood amaz’d to fee

st of wealth, and wilful poverty :

ough ill habits are not foon controul’d,

: fufpended her defire of gold.

ly drew in her fhatpen’d paws,

ating hofpitable laws,

iify’d her tail, and lick’d her frothy jaws,
1ind did firft her country cares provide;
wuch’d herfelf fecurely by her fide.

Da



THE

THIRD P A R"

UCH malice mingled with a little wit,
Perhaps, may cenfure this mylterious writ :

Becaufe the Mufe has-peopled Caledon [koown,

With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beafts un-
As if we were not frock’d with monfters-of our own
Let Afop anfwer, who has fet to view

Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew ;
And Mother Hubbard, in her homgly drefs,

Has fharply blam’d a Britith Jionefs;

‘I'hat Queen, whofe feaft the factious rabble keep,.
Expos’d obfcenely naked and aflcep.

Led by thofe great examples, may not 1

The wanted organs of their words fupply ?

I men tranfaét like brutes, ’tis equal then

For brutes to claim the privilege of men,

Others our Hind of folly will indite,.

To entertain a dang’rous guclt by night.

Let thofe remember, that fhe cannot di¢

* Till rolling time is loft in round eternity;

Nor need fhe fear the Panther, though uatam’d
Becaufe the Lion’s peace was now proclaim’d :
The wary favage wou'd not give offence,

To forfcit the prote@ion of her prince;

But watch’d the time her vengeance to comp!
When all her furry fons in frequent fenate m
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ean-while fbe qnench'd her fury 2t the flood,

ndwitha Lenten fallad cool'd her blood.
*Leir commons, though but coarfe, were nothing {cant,

Jor did theif minds an equal 03n9° LW
‘hofc ncblc nature ftrove

For now the 130
T exprefs her P i
Did all the honours of her b

cbates diftar

Tor fricndips of itfelf an holy tye

Is made more facred bY adverfity-
: Gous tongues wou'd fay-

. s on the WaYs
offefs’d 5

The Panther nodded when h
And thank'd her coldly in2 hollow tone *
D3
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But faid, her gratitude h
For common offices of C
If to the lawful heir fhe
Ske paid but Czfar what
I mighr, fhe added, with
You'r futf’sing fone, and
But incenfe from my har
For gifts are fcorn’d whe
{ ferv'd a turn, and tken
You, like the gawdy fly,
And fip the fweets, and
This heard, the Matrc
‘What fort of malady had
DifJain, with gnawing en
And canker’d malice, flo
Ambition, int'relt, pride
And jealoufy, the jaundic
Revenge, the bloody min
‘With all the lean tormen
*Twas eafy now to guefs
Her new-made union wit.
Her forc’d civilities, her {
Affe€ted Kindnefs with an
Yet durft fhe not too deep
As hoping (till the nobler
But ftrove with anodynes
And mildly thus her med
Complaints of lovers he
It fhows a. reft of kindnefs
A friendfbip loath to quit
And confcious merit may
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Bot much more juft your jealoufy would thew,
If others good were injury to you :
Witnefs, ye beav’ns, how I rejoice to fee
Rewarded worth, and rifing loyalty.
Your warrior offspring that upheld the crown,
The fearlet honour of your peaceful gown,
Are the moft pleafing obje&s I can find,
Charns to my fight, and cordials to my mind:
When Virtue fpumes before a profperous gale,
My heaving wifhes help to fill the fail ;
And if my pray’rs for all the brave were heard,
Czfar fhould ftill have fuch, and fuch fhould ftill re-
ward.
‘The labour’d earth your pains have fow’d and till'd;
* I'is juft you reap the produét of the field :
Your's be the harveft, ’tis the beggar’s gain
To glean the fallings of the loaded wain.
Such fcatter’d cars as arc not worth your care,
Your charity for alms may fafely fpare, g
For alms are but the vchicles of pray’r,
My daily bread is lit’rally implor’d ;
1 have no barns nor granaries to hoard.
If Cacfar to his own his hands extends,
Say, which of yours his charity offends: [friends. g
You know he largely gives to mere than are his
Are you defrauded when he feeds the poor ?
Our mite decreafes nothing of your (tore.
I am but few, and by your fare you fee
My crying fins are not of luxury.
Some jufter. motive fure your mind withdraws,
And makes you break our friendthip’s holy laws;
For barcfac’d envy is too bafe a caufe.
Da
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Shew more occafion for your difcontent 3
Your love, the Wolf, woald help you to invent :
Some German quarrel, or, as times go now,
Some French, where force is nppermoft, will do.
When at the fountain’s head, as merit onght
To claim the place, you take a fwilling draught,
How cafy ’tis an eavious eye to throw,

And tax the fheep for troubling ftreams below ;
Or call her (when no farther caufe you find)

An enemy profefs’d of all your kind.

But then perhaps, the wicked world would think,
The Wolf defign’d to eat, as well as drink.

This laft illufion gall’d the Panther more,
Becaufe indeed it rubb’d upon the fore.

Yet feem’d the not to winch, tho’ fhrew’dly pain’d :
But thus her paffive chara&ter maintain’d.

I never grudg'd, whate’er my foes report,

Your flaunting fortune in the Lion’s court.
You have your day, or you are much bely’d,

But 1 am always on the fuffering fide :

You know my do&rine, and I need not fay

1 will not, but I cannot difobey. .

On this firm principle I ever ftood ;

He of my fons who fails to make it good,

By one rebcllious aét renounces to my blood.

Ah, fuid the Hind, how many fons have you,
Who call you mother, whom you never knew ¢
But moft of them, who that relation plead,

Are fuch ungracious youths as with you dead.
They gape at rich revenues which you hold,
And fain would nibble at your grandame gold 3

.



EVERAL OCCASIONS. g

-e into our years, and laugh to find

razy temper fhews you much declin’d.

‘ou not dim, and doted, you might fee

: of cheats that claim a pedegrez,

re of kin to you, than you to me.

: you Know, that, for a little coin,

s can foift a name into the line:

£k you blefling but for what you have,

:e poflefi’d of what with care you fave, }
inton boys would pifs upon your grave,

r fons of latitude that court your grace,

soft refembling you in form and face, §
- the wordt of your pretended race.

»ut [ bluth your honelty to blot,

+od you prove ’em lawfully begot :

fome popith libels 1 have read,

"olf has been too bufy in your bed;

t her hinder parts, the belly-picce,

wanch, and all that Scorpio claims, are his.
malice too a fore fufpicion brings ;

» they dare not bark, they fuarl at kings :
ime ’em for intruding in your line;

1oprics are ftill of right divine.

1k you, your new French profelytes are come
ve abroad, becaufe they ftarv’d at home ?
enefices twinkl’d from afar;

»und the new Meffiah by the ftar;

swifles fight on any fide for pay,

s the living that conforms, not they.

/ith what management their tribes divide ;
ick to you, and fome to t’ other fide,

any churches may for many mouths provide,
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Al o'
Thk:r..
Forc. .
Anlce
Your fLiis »i bie-
Thei: 105t z2na vicdi . - -

<

il
They ieit, aal takctire foure or 2z oald g
But harden, and preicrve it teft 1 gold.

Your Deiphic iword, tize Panther then reply’d, -
Is double-¢dg’d, and cuts on eitker fide.
Some fons of mine, who bear afon their hicld
Thrce ftecples argent in a fable ficld,
Have fharply tax'd your converts, who unfed
Have follow’d you ior niirecles of bread ;
Such who themfzlves of no religion are,
Allur'd with gain, for any will declare.
Bare lies with bold affertions they can face
But dint of argument is out of place.
The grim logician puts ’em in a fright;
> T'is eafier far to flourith than to fight.
Thus our eighth Henry’s marriage they defame; -
They fay, the fchifm of beds began the game,
Divorcing from the church to wed the dame:
Tho’ largely prov’d, and by himfelf profefs’d,
That confcience, confcience would not let him reft
I mean, not 'till pofic{s’d of her he lov'd,
And old uncharming Catharine was remov’d..
For fundry years before he did complain,
And told his gkoftly confeflor his pain ;.
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me impudence, without a ground, -
that, look the reformation round, g
» of Humility is found.

were, the gofpcl does not wanty ;
¢ preach’d it, and I hope you grant, §
1 on the mount was Proteftant.

t, reply’d the Hind, as fure as all
gs of St. Peter and St. Paul g
iifion let it ftand or fall.
ay converts, who, you fay, unfed
+’d me for miracles of biead ;
»y hear-fay, but obferve at leaft,
ir change, thcir loaves have been increaft.
buys ne converts ; if he did,.
Id be fold as faft as he eould bid.
of int’reft, whe conform for gain,

market of another rsign;
lway fons would never betoo nice

ith Calviu, if he paid their prices

three {tecples high’r, would change their note,
he caffock for the canting-coat. '
u damn this cenfure, as too bold,
surfelves, and think not others fold.
ne my foas accu.’d, by fame’s report,
tterdance at the Lion’s count,
th early crowds, nor flatter Jate;-
- they beg who daily wait.

.is beftow’d that comes unfought ;-
- is a bribe, and then ’tis bought.
hould fpeed, their fortus is untry’ds
afk, is not_to ks dery’d,
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For what they have, their God and king they blefs
And hope they fhould not murmur, had thcy lefs.
But, if reduc’d fubfiftence to implore,
In common prudence they would pafs your door.
Unpity’d Hudibras, your champion friend,
Has fhewn how far your charitics extend.
This lafting verfe fhall on his tomb be read,
«¢ He fham’d you living, and upbraids you dead.”

With odious atheift names you load your foes;
Your lib’ral clergy why did I expofe?
It never fails in charities like thofe.
In climes where true religion is profefs'd,
‘That imputation were no laughing jeft,
But Imprimatur, with a chaplain’s name,
Is here fufficient licence to defame.
‘What wonder is’t that black detra&tion thrives?
‘The homicide of names is lefs than lives ;
And yet the perjur’d murderer furvives !

This faid, the paus’d a little, and fupprefs’d
‘The boiling indignation of her breaft.
She knew the virtue of her blade, nor wou’d
Pollute her fatire with ignoble blood :
Her panticg foe fhe faw before her eye,
And back (he drew the fhining weapon dry.
So when the gen’rous Lion has in fight,
His equal match, he rouzes for the fight ;
But when his foe lies proftrate on the pliin,
He (heaths his paws, uncurls his angry mane; | .
And, pleas'd with bloodlefs honours of the day,, .
Walks over, and difdains th’ inglorious prey. ...
So James, if great with lefs we may compare, . .
Arrefts his rolling thunder-bolts in air; ’
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And grants ungrateful friends a lengthen’d {pace,
T’ implore the remnants of long-fuffering grace.
This breathing-time the Matron took; and then
Refum’d the thread of her difcourfe again.
Be vengeancee wholly left to pow’rs divine,
" And let heav’n judge betwixt your fons aud mine:
If joys hereafter muit be purchas'd here
With lofs of all that mortals hold fo dear,
i “Then welcome infamy and public thame,
, And la(t, a long farewel to worldly fame.
" *Tis faid with cafe, but, oh, how hardly try’d
By haughty fouls, to human honour ty’d! ;
© f(harp convalfive pangs of agonizing pride!
. Down then, thou rebel, never more to rife,
And what thou didft, and doft fo- dearly prize, z
i “That fame, that darling fame, make that thy facrifice.
" TTis nothing thou haft giv'n; then &d thy tears
For a long race of unrepenting years :
*Tis nothing yet, yet all thou haft to give;
Fhen add thofe may-be years thou haft to live :
¥et nothiag ftill ; then poor, and naked come; )
Thy Father will reccive his unthrift home, [fum. E
And thy blefl Saviour’s blood difcharge the mighty
Thus (fhe purfi’d) I aifcipline a fon,
‘Whofe uncheck’d fury to revenge would run;:
He champs the bit, impatient of his lofs,
And ftars afide, and flounders at the crofs,
_ Iaftru@ him better, gracious God, to know,
. As thine is vengeance, fo forgivenefs too ;
‘Fhat, fuff’ring from ill tongues, he bears no more
Than what his fov'reign bears, and what bis Saviour

hon;
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It now remains for you to {chool your child,
And afk why God’s anointed he revil’d 5
A King and Princefs dead! did Shimei worfe ?
The curfer’s punithment fhould fright the curfe :
Your fon was warn'd, and wifely gave it o’er,
But he, who counfell’d him, has paid the fcore;
“The heavy malice could no higher tend,
But woe to him on whom the weights defcend.
So to permitted ills the daemon flies ;
His rage is aim’d at him who rules the fkies ;
Conftrain’d to quit his caufe, no fuccour found,
The foe difcharges ev’ry tire around,
In clouds of fmoke abandoning the fight
But his own thund’ring peals proclaim his flight.
In Henry’s change his charge as ill fucceeds;
To that long ftory little anfwer needs :
Confront but Henry’s words with Henry’s deeds.
‘Were fpace allow’d, with eafe it might be prov’d,
‘What fprings his blefled reformation mov’d.
The dire effe@s appear’d in open fight,
‘Which, from the caufe, he calls a diftant flight,
And yet no larger lcap than from the fun to light.
Now laft your fons a double pacan foumd,
A Treatife of Humility is found;
*Tis found, but better it had ne’er been fought,
‘Than thus in Proteftant proceffion brought.
‘The fam’d original through Spain is known,
Rodriguez work, my cclebrated fon,
‘Which your’s, by ill tranflating, made his own ;
Conceal’d its author, and ufurp'd the name,
The bafeft and ignobleft theft of fame.
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7 altars kindled fir(t that living coal ;
ftore, or pratife better what you ftole:
at virtae could ¢his humble verfe infpire,
is all the reftitution I require.
Glad was the Panther that the charge was clos'd,
nd none of all her fav'rite fons expos’d.
or laws of arms permit each injur’d man,
o make himfelf a faver where he can.
erhaps the plunder’d merchant cannot tell
'he names of pirates in whofe hands he fell ;
ut at the den of thieves he juftly fiies,
\nd ev’ry Algerine is lawful prize.
{o private perfon in the foe’s eftate
lan plead exemption from the public fate,
Yet Chriftian laws allow no fuch redrefs;
Fhen let the greater fuperfede the lefs.
Jut let th® abetters of the Panther’s crime
Learn to make fairer wars another time.
¢ charalters may fure be found to write
ong her fons ; for "tis no common fight,
fpotted dame, and all her offspring white.
The Savage, though fhe faw her plea controul'd,
¢t would not wholly feem to quit her hold,
offer’d fairly to compound the ftrife,
d judg’d converfion by the convert’s life.
is true, fhe fuid, Ithink it fomewhat ftrange,
few fhou’d follow profitable change ;
Por prefent joys are more to fleth and bLlood,
Than a dull profpeé of a diftant good.
"Twas well alluded by a fon of mine,
{I'hope to quote him is not to purloin)
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Two magnets, heav’n and earth, allure to blifs;
‘The larger load{tone that, the nearer this ;
The weak attraétion of the greater fails;
We nod a while, but neighbourhood prevails :
But when the greatcr proves the nearer too,
I wonder more your converts come fo I w.
Methinks in thofe, who firm with me remain,
1t fhows a nobler principle than gain.

Your inf’rence wou’d be (trong (the Hind re
If yours were in effe@t the fuff 'ring fide:
Your clergy’s fons their own in peace poflefs,
Nor are their profpc&ts in reverfion lefs.
My profelytes are ftruck with awful dread 5
Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o’er theii
The refpite they enjoy bat only lent,
‘Fhe beft they have to hope, protrated punifbn
Be judge yourfelf, if int’reflt may prevail,
Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the f
While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous ea
‘Fhat is, ’till man’s predominant paffions ceafe,
Admire no longer at my flow increafe

By education moft have been mif-led ;
So they believe, becaufe they fo were bred.
‘The prieft continues what the nurfe began,.
And thus the child impofes on the man.
‘T'he reft } nam’d before, nor nesd repeat;
But int’reft is the moft prevailing cheat,
‘The fly feducers both of age and youth,
They ftudy that, and think they ftudy truth.
‘When int’reft fortifics an argument,
Weak reafon ferves to gain the will’s affent :
For fouls, already warpt, receive an eafy ben
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Addlong prefcription of eitablith’d laws,

And picque of honour to maintain a caufe;

And fhame of change, and fear of future ill,

4And zeal, the blind condudor of the will;

And, chief among the ftill-miftaking crowd,

The fame of teachers obitinate and proud,

And, more than all, the private judge allow’d ;

Difdain of fathers, which the dance began ;

And laft, uncertain whofe the narrower fpan,

he clown unread, and half-read gentleman,
To this the Panther, with a fcornful fmile ;

Yer ftill vou travel with unwearied toil,

4nd range around the realm without controul,

4mong my fons, for profclytes to prowl ;

And here and there you fhap fome filly foul.

You hinted fears of future change in ftate ;

Pray Heaven you did not prophefy your fate.

Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near,

But may miftake the feafon of the year;

The Swallow’s fortune gives you caufe to fear.

! For charity (reply’d the Matron) tell

What fad mifchance thofe pretty birds befel.
Nay, no mifchance (the favage dame reply'd)

But want of wit in their unerring guide,

H

5
§
§
§

And eager hafte, and gaudy hopes, and giddy pride, %

Yet, withing timely warning may prevail,

Make you the moral, and U'll tell the tale.
The Swallow, privileg’d above the reft

Of all the birds, as man’s familiar gue(t,

Purfues the {un, in fummer, brifk and bold,

But wifely fhunes the perfecuting cold :

7 VokiiL. -E



This merty 'chori(\ct had long PO efs'd

Her fummcr-fcat, and geather'd well her nefts

Tl frowning {kies began t© change their cheals
And time turn’d VP n
The (hedding trecs began the gm\md o ftrow
with ycllow Yeaves, and bitter blafts 0 blow.

Gad angunes of winter thence fbe drew,

Which by inftin&, ©F prophccy, fhe knews
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Wy, but of lofty mind,
ly’d, for a dignity defign’d,
a duace, as Martins are by kind.
Juvted canon-laws and code,
's which he never underftood ;
arning nceds in noble blood.
to fay, the {fwallow brought him in,
1d-chaplain, and her next of kin;
ion filly to excefs,
g fchemes, by planctary guefs;
rt-wing’d, unfit himfelf to fly,
retold foul weather in the fky.
a raven from a wither’d oak,
ir lodging, was obferv'd to croak.
lik’d him not; fo his advice
it fufety, bought at any price ;
pious care, that cover'd cowardice.
1en this, he told a boding dream,
aters, and a troubled {tream,
of anguilh, dangers and diftrefs,
thing more, not lawful to exprefs;
ie flily feem’d to intimate
t revelation of their fate.
cluded, once upon a time,
1 leaf inferib’d with facred rhime,
ique charaters did well denote
s hand of the Cumaean grot :
livinercfs had plainly writ,
uld come (but many ages yer)
finifter dettinies orain,

>u’d drown with all her lcather'd train,
om thence be call’d the Chelidonian main.

E 2
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At this, fome fhook for fear, thé mort
Arofe, and blefs’d themfelves from he:
*I'is true, fome ftagers of the wifer
Made all thefe idle wonderments their
They faid, their only danger was dela
And he, who heard what ev’ry fool ¢
Wou'd never fix histhought, but trim
The paflage yet was good; the wind,
‘Was fomewhat high, but that was not
No more than ufual cquinoxces blew.
The fun (already from the feales decl
Gave little hopes of beiter days behin
But change from bad to worft of weath
Nor need they fear the dampnefs of t
Should flug their wings, and hinder tl
*Twas only water thrown on fails too «
But, leaft of all, philofophy prefumes
Of truth in dreams, from melancholy
Perhaps the Martin, hous’d in holy g
Might think of ghofls that walk their
Till groffcr atoms, tumbling in the
Of fancy, madly met, and clubb’d in
‘As liztle weight his vain prefiges bea:
Of ill effe to fuch alone who fear :
Moft prophecics are of a picce with t
Each Noftradamus can foretel with ea
Not naming perfons and confounding
One cafuzl truth fupports a thonfand
Th’ advice was true, but fear had f
And all gosd counf:l is on cowards lo
The gueftion crulely put, to fhun del
"Twas carry’d by tlic major part to fk:
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His point thus gain’d, Sir Martin dated thence
His pow’r, and from a priéft became a prince.
Heorderd all things with a bufy care,
And cells, and refetories did prepare,
And large pruvifion laid of winter-fare:
But now and then let fall a word or two
Of hope, that heav’n fome miracle might fhow,
Acd, for their fakes, the fun fhou'd backward go;
Againft the laws of naturc upward climb,
Aund, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime:
For which two proofs in fucred ftory lay,
Of Ahaz’ dial, and of Jofhua’s day.
In expetation of fuch times as thefe,
A chapel hous’d ’em, truly call'd of eafc.
For Martin much devotion did not alk;
They pray’d fometimes, and that was all their tafk.
It happen’d (as beyond the reach of wit
Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit)
That this accomplith’d, or at leaft in part,
Gave great repute to their new Merlin’s art.
Some * Swifts, the glants of the Swallow kind,
Large-limb'd, ftout-hearted, but of ftupid mind,
(For Swiffes, or for Gibeonites defign’d ;)
Thefe lubbers, peeping through a broken pane,
To fuck frefh air, furvey’d the neighbouring plain;
And faw (but fcarcely could believe their eyes)
New bloffoms flourith, and new flow’rs arife;
As God had been abroad, and, walking there,
Had left his foot-fleps, aud reform'd the year.

* Otherwife called Martlets.
Ej
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The funny bills from far were feen to glow

With glitt’ring bearos, and in the meads below

The burnifh'd; brooks appear’d with liquid gold 1

flow.

At laft they heard the foolith Kuckow fing,

Whofe note proclaim’d the holy-day of fpring,
No longer doubting, all preparc to fly,

And repoflefs their patrimonial (ky.

The prieft before ’em did his wings difplay ;

And, that good omens might attend their way,

As luck wou'd have it, ’twas St Martin's day.
Who but the Swallow now triamphs alene?

‘The canopy of heaven is all her own :

Her youthful offspring to their h: unts repair,

And glide along in glades, and fkim in air,

And dip for infe&ts in the purling {prings,

And ftoep en.rivers to refrefh their wings.

‘T'heir mothers think a fair provifion madec,

That ev’ry fon can live upon his trade:

And, now the careful charge is off their hands,

Look out for hulbands, and new nuptial bandsz

The youthfui widow longs to be fupply’d;

But firft the lover is by lawyers ty’d

T'o fe:tle jointure-chimaies on the bride.

So thick they couple, in fo fhort a fl.ace,

‘That Martin’s marriage-olf rings rife apace.

‘Their ancient houfes running to decay,

Are furbifh'd up, and cemented with clay §

They teem alrcady; ftore of eg s are laid,

And brooding mothers call Lucina’s aid..
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Fame fpreads the news, and foreiga fowls appear
In flocks to greet the new returning year,
‘To blifs the founder, and partake the cheer.
And now ’twas time (fo faft their numbers rife)
To plant abroad, and people colonies.
The youth drawn forth, as Martin had defir'd,
(For fo their cruel deftiny gequir’d)
Were fent far off on an ill-fated day;
The reft wou'd needs conduét ’em on their way, §
And Martin went, becaufe he fear’d alone to ftay.
So long they flew with inconfiderate hafte,
That now their afternoon began to wafte;
And, what was ominous, that very morn
The fun was enter’d into Capricorn;
Which, by their bad aftronomers account,
That week the Virgia Balance fhould remount.
4n infant moon eclips’d him in his way,
And hid the fmall remainders of his day.
The crowd, amaz’d, pusfu’'d no certaia mark;
But birds met birds, and juftled in the dark :
Few mind the public in a panic fright;
Ard fear increas’d the horror of the night,
Night came, but unattended with repofe;
Alone fhe came, no fleep their eyes to clofe: ;
Alone, and black fhe came; no friendly ftars arofe.
What fhou’d they do, befet with dangers round,
No neighb’ring drop, no lodging to be found, g
But bleaky plains, and bare unhofpitable ground.
The latter brood, who juft began to fly,
Sick-feather’d, and unpradtis'd in the fky,
E g4
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For fuccour to their helplefs mother calls
Shefpread her wings ; fome Cew beneath "™

She fpread ‘em

T’ augment their woes, the winds begat to mMoOve |

Pebate in air,

ill Boreas got the

A drcadfu\

fkies, and po\lr’d amain

His rattling hail-ftones, T¥ & with foow and

defolation reign around.

The joylefs morning 13t¢ arofe, and found §
d.

Some bury’d in the

The reft were frogglin

fnow, fome frozen to the groun!

Fot well fhe mark’d the malice of the tale®
their church to Luther owes$

The peop\c’s 1356

the pcrfecm'\r\g ftate ¢

@ill,
change of winds with his prophet'\c b
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ep faid, I take th’ advice in friendly part;
u clear your confcience, or at leaft your heart :
thaps you fail'd in your forefecing fkill,
r Swallows are unlucky birds to kill: -
s for my fons, the family is blefs’d,
‘hofe ev’ry child is equal to the reft:
o church reform’d can boaft a blamelefs line;
xh Martin builds in yours, and more than mine:
relfe an old fanatic author lies, .
Tho fumm’d their fcandals up by centuries.
ut, through your parable, I plainly fee
‘he bloody laws, the crowd’s barbarity ;
‘be fun-fhine that offends the purblind fight :
fad fome their wifthes, it would foon be night.
ditake me not, the charge concerns not you:
{our fons are malcontents, but yet are true,
As far as non-refiftence make ’em fo;
But that’s 2 word of neutral fenfe you know,
Apaflive term, which no relief will bring,
But trims betwixt a rebel and a king.
Reft well aflard, the Pardelis reply’d,
My fons will all fupport the regal fide, [try’d.
Though heav’n forbid the caufe by battle fhould be
The Matron anfwer’d with a loud amen,
And thus purfir'd her argument again :
¥, as you fay, and as I hope no lefs,
Your fons will pra@tife what yourfelves profefs,
What angry pow’r prevents our prefent peace ?
The Lion, ftudious of our common good,
Oclires, (and kings defires arc ill withftood)
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To join our nations in a lafting love;

‘The bars betwixt are eafy to remove ;

For fanguinary laws were never made above.

If you condemn that prince of tyranny,

‘Whofe mandate forc'd your Gallic friends to fly
Make not a worfe example of your ownj;

Or ceafe to rail at caufcle(s rigour fhown,

And let the guiltlefs perfon throw the ftone.

His blunted {fword your fuff’ring brotherhood
Have feldom felt ; he ftops it fhort of blood :
But you have ground the perfecuting knife,
And fet it to a razor-edge on life.

Curs’d be the wit, which cruelty refines,

Or to his father’s rod the Scorpion’s joins:
Your finger is more grofs than the great mona

loins.
But, you, perhaps, remove that bloody note,

And ftick it on the firft reformer’s coat.
Oh let their crime in long oblivion fleep :
*T was theirs indeed to make, ’tis yours to keep.
Unjuft, or juft, is all the quellion now;
*Tis plain, that not repealing you allow.

T'o name the Teft would put you in a rage;
You charge not that on any former age,
But fiile to think how innocent you ftand,
Arm’d l'y a weapon put into your hand.
Yet {till remember that you wiekl a fword
Forg’d by your foes again(t your fovereign lord ;
Defign’d to hew th’imperial cedar down,
Def.aud fucceflion, and dif-heir the crown.
T’ab':or the mukers, aad their laws approve,.
Is to hate traitors, and the treafon love.
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neans it elfe, which now your children fay,

de it not, nor will we take away !

ofe fome great oppreffor had, by flight

, difleis’d your brother of his right, }

ymmon fre furrend’ring in a fright;

you to that unrighteous tite ftand,

- the villain’s will to heir the land?

1t was Judas, who Lis Saviour fold;

rilegious bribe he cculd not hold, ;

ng in peace, before he rendercd buck the gold.

nore could you have do.:, tl an now you do,

its and Bedlow, and theii ! .t beea tmc’

secious rcatons for thefe wrongs were 1.,und;

ire magicians threw thdir mifts around, }

ifc men walk’d as on inchznted ground.

v when time has made th’ impofture plain,

qough he follow’d truth, and limping hild her
train)

ew delufion charms your cheated eycs again ?

inted harlot migit a whiie bew :ch,

7 the hag uncas’d, and all ¢bicene with itch?

firlt retormers were a modeft ruce;

s pofleis’s in peace their native place;

1en revcllious arms o’erturn’d the tlate,

ifer’d only in the common tate:

1 the fov'reign mcuats the regal chair,

tr:] feats are fuil, yeu Dav' i’ - uch is bare.

fwer 15, they were not difpoficit;

'ed but rub their metal on the Teft,

e their ore; twere well if gold alone

uch’d and tried on your dscerning ftoae;
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But that unfaithful teft unfound will pafs

‘The drofs of athiefts, and feftarian brafs;

As if th’experiment were made to hold

For bafe prodution, and rejeét the gold.

‘Thus men ungodded may to places rife,

And fects may be preferr’d without difguife *

No danger to the church or ftate from thefe;

“The papift only has his writ of eafe.

No gainful office gives him the pretence

To grind the fubjed, or defraud the prince.

‘Wrong confcience, or no confcience, may deferve

‘To thrive, but ours alone is privileg’d to ftarve.
Still thank yourfelves, you cry; your noble race

‘We banifh not, but they forfake the place;

Our doors are open; True, but ere they come,

You tofs your ’cenfing Teft, and fume the room;’

As if *twere Toby’s rival to expel,

And fright the fiend who could not bear the fmell.
To this the Panther fharply had reply’d;;

But, having gain’d a verdi& on her fide,

She wifely gave the lofer leave to chide ;

Well fatisfy’d to have the but and peace,

And for the plaintiff®s caufe fhe car’d the lefs,

Becaufe the fu’'d in forma pauperis ;

Yet thought it decent fomething fhould be faid;

For fecret guilt by filence is betray’d :

So neither granted all, nor much deny’d,

But anfwer’d with a yawning kind of pride.
Methinks fuch terms of profer’d peace you br

As once /Eneas to th’ Italian king;

By long pofleffion all the land is mine;

You ftrangers come with your intruding line,

'To fhare my feeptre, wkich you call to join
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"ou plead, like him, an ancient pedigree,

nd clim a peaecful feat by Fate’s decree.

iready pomp your facrificer ftands,

unite the Trojan and the Latia bands,

1, that the league more firmly may be ty'd,

'mand the fair Lavinia for your bride.

wus plaufibly you veil th’ intended wrong,

: ftill you bring your exil'd gods along ;

d will endeavour, in fucceeding fpace,

ofe houthold puppets on our bearths to place.

haps fome barb’rous laws have been prefertyl;

rake againft the Te(t, but was not heard;

eft to refcind, and peerage to reftore,

- gracious fov’reign would my vete implore :

we him much, but owe my confcicnce more.

lonfcience js then your plea, reply’d the Dame,

iich well inform’d will ever be the fame.

syour’s is much of the Camelion hue,

change the dye with cv’ry diflant view.

1en firft the Lion fat wich awfud fway,

ur confcience taught your duty to obey :

might have hed your fatutes and your Teft;

- eenicience but of ful ju&s was profeis’d.

found your temper, and no farther try’d.

t on that broken reed, your church, rely’d.

vain the fc&s etlay’d ti.cir utmoft art,

ith offer’d treafure to cipoufe their part;

1eir treafures were a bribs too mcan to move his
_beart.

it when by long expericnce you had prov'd,

ow far he could forgive, how well he lov'd;
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A goodnefs that excell’d his god-like race, -
And only fhost of heav'n’s unbounded grace;
A flood of mercy that o’erflow’d our ifle,
Calm in the rife, and fruitful as the Nile;
Forgetting wheace your Egypt was fupply’d,
You thought yoor fov’reign bound to fend the tide
Nor upward look’d on that immortal fpring,
But vainly deem’d, he durft not be a king:
Then confcience, aareftrain’d by fear, began
To ftretch her limits, and extend the fpan;
Did his indulgence as her gift difpofe,
And make a wife alliance with her foes.
Can confcience own th’ affociating name,
And raife no blufhes to conceal her thame?
For fure fhe has been thought a bafhful dame.
But if the caufe by battle thould be try’d,
You grant fhe muft efpoufe the regal fide :
O Proteous confcience, never to be ty’d!
‘What Phocbus from the Tripode fhall difclofe,
‘Which are, in laft refort, your friends or foes ?
Homer, who learn’d the language of the ky,
"The feeming Gordian knot would foon unty;
Immortal pow’rs the term of confcience know,
But intereft is her name with men below.
Conftience or int’reft be’t, or both in one,
(The Panther anfwer'd in a furly tone)
The firft commands me to maintain the crown,
The laft forbids to throw my barriers down.
Our penal laws no fons of your’s admi,
Cur Teft excludes your tribe from benefit.
Thefe are my banks your ocean to withftand,
Which proudly rifing overlcoks the land 5
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4od once ket in, with unrefifted fway,

Would fiveep the pattors and their flocks away.

Thiok not my judgment leads me to comply

With laws unjuft, bat hard neceffity :

lmperious need, which cannot be withitood,

Makes ill authentic, for a greater good.

Dloflefs your foul with paticnce, and attend :

A more aufpicious planct may afcend ;

Good fortune may prefent tome happicr time,

With means to cancel my unwilling crime;

(Uowilling, witnefs all ye powers above) *

To mend my errors, and redeem your love

That little fpace you fafely may allow;

Your all-difpenfing power proteéts you now.

Hold, faid the Hind, ’tis ncedlefs to explain;

You would poftpone me to another reign;

'Till when you are content to be unjult :

Your part is to poflefs, and mine to truft.

A fair exchange propofs'd of fature chance,

For prefent profit and inheritance.

Few words will ferve to finith our difpute;

Who will not now repeal, would perfecute.

To ripen green revenge your hopes attend,

Withing that happier planet would afcend.

For fhame let confcience be your plea no moze ¢

To will hereafter, proves th: might before

But fh="s a bawd to gain, and holds the door.
Your care about your banks infers a fear

Of threatning floods, and inundations near;

If fo, a juft reprife would only be

Of wh at the land ufurp’d upo:n the fas

ke

E
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And all your jealoufies but ferve to (how,

Your greund is, like your ncighbour-nation, low,
T’ intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws,
Is to diftruft the jultice of your caufe ;

And argues that the true religion lies

In thofe weak adverfaries you defpife.

Tyranaic force is that which leaft you fear
The found is frightful in a Chriftian’s ear :
Avertit, Heav’'n! nor let that plague be .fent
To us from the difpeopled continent,

But picty commands me to refrain;

Thofe pray’rs are needlefs in this monarch’s reig
Bchold ! how he proteéts your fricuds opprefs'd,
Reccives the banifh’d, fuccours the diftrefs’d :
Relhoid, for youn may read an honelt open breaft.
He ftauds in day-light, and difdains to hide

An ad@, to which by honour he is ty’d,

A generous, laudable, and kingly pride.

Your teft he would repeal, his peers reftore ;
This when he fuys he means, he means no more
Weli; faid the Panther, [ believe him juft,

And yet-----eee

And yet, 'tis but becaufe you muft;

You would be trufted, but you would not truft.
The Hind thus bricily; and difdain‘d € enlarge
On pow'r of kings, and their fuperior charge,
As Heav’n’s truftees before the people’s choice
Tho’ fure the Panther ¢id rot much rejoice

To hear thofe echo.s giv’n of her once loyal voit

The Matron woo’d her kindnefs to the laft,
But could not win; her hour of grace was paft.
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petfifting, when fhe could not bring
Wolf, and to believe her king,

up, and fairly wiik’d her joy
eaty with her new ally :
the hop’d would more fuccefsful prove,
¢ Pigeon’s, and the Buzzard’s love.
*afk’d, what concord there could be
kinds whofe patures difagree?

ply’d; *Tis fung in ev’ry Rreet,

1 chat of goffips when they meet;
heard by you, 'tis worth your while
holefomettale, tho’ told in homely flile.
»od man, whofe name is underftood,
rve the name of plain and good)
lineal lordfips ftood poflefs’d,

s reafon was, upon the beft.

-dfhips from his early youth,

¢ done, and fuffer’d for his truth;

| fea, in many a doubtful fight,

nown a more advent’rous knight,
drew his fword, and always for the
ght.

1e would (his fortune came, tho’ late)
leflion of his juft eftate ;

1is tenants with encreafe of rent ;

> fparing, nor too largely fpent;

‘d his hinds; their pay was juft,

for he fcorn’d to go un truft:

lve, but in performance quick ;

: he was aukward at a trick.

. F
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For little fouls on litttle fhifts rely,

And cowards arts of mean expedients try ;
‘The noble mind will dare do any thing but ]
Falfe friends, his deadlieft foes could find no
But fhows of honeft bluntnefs, to betray :
‘That unfufpeted plainnefs he believ'd;

He look’d into himfelf, and was deceiv’d.
Some lucky planet fure attends his birth,

Or heav’'n would make a miracle on earth ;
For profp’rous honefty is feldom feen

"To bear fo dead a weight, and yet to win.,

It looks as fate with nature’s law would ftri:
To thew plain dealing once an age may thriv
And, when fo tough a frame fhe could not b
Exceeded her commiffion to befriend.

This grateful man, as Heav’n increas’d hi:
Gave God again, and daily fed his poor.
His houfe with all convenience was purvey’d
The refthe found, but rais’d the fabric where
And in that facred place his beauteous wife
. Employ’d her happieft hours of holy life.

Nor did their alms extend to thofe alone,
‘Whom common faith more ftrictly ‘made th
A fort of Doves were hous’d too near their |
‘Who crofs the proverb, and abound with g
‘Tho’ fome, ’tis true, are paffively inclin’d,
‘The greater part degenerate from their kind
Voracious birds, that hotly bill and breed,
And largely drink, becaufe on falt they feed
Small gain from them their bounteous owner
Yet, bound by premife, he fupports their ca
As corporations privileg’d by laws.
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houfe, which harbour to their kind affords,

ilt, long fince, God kunows, ror better birds;

’ring there they neftic rear the throne,

1ge in habitativns not their own, }

- high crops, and corny gizzards known.

arpies they could feent a plenteous board 5

» be fure they never fail'd their lord :

t was form, and bare attendance paid 3

runk, and cat, and grudgingly obey'd.

»re they fed, they raven’d ftill for more;

rain’d from Dan, and left Beerfheba poor.

i they had by law, and none repin'd ;

ef’rence was but due to Levi’s kind :

en fome lay-preferment fell by chance,

urmands made it their inheritance.

ance poffefs’d, they never quit their claim;

'n "tis fanétify’d to Heav'n’s high name ;

allow’d thus, they cannot give confent,

ft fhould be profan’d by worldly management.

r flelh was never to the table ferv’d ;

is not thence fnferr'd the birds were ftarv'd §

t their mafier did not like the food,

k, and brecding melancholy blood.

1 it with his gracious nature fuit,

10’ they were not Doves, to perfecute:

refus’d (nor could they take offence)

slutton kind thould teach him abftinence.

nfecrated grain their wheat he thought,

« new froim treading in their bills they broughit :

t his hinds each in his private pow'r,

hofe, who like the bran, might leave the fow'r.
Fa
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He f-r himfelf, and not for ethers, chofe,

Nor would he be impos’d on, nor impofe ;
But in their faces his devotion paid,

And facrifice with folemn rites was made,
And fucred incenfe on his altars laid.

Befides thefe jolly birds, whofe corpfc impure
Repaid their commons with their falt-manare ;
Another farm he had behind his houfe,

Not overftock’d, but barely for his ufe :
‘Wherein his poor domettic poultry fed,

And from his pious hands receiv’d their bread.
Our pamper’d Pigeons, with malignant eyes,
Beheld thefe inmates, and their nurferies :
‘Tho’ hard their fare, at ev’ning, and at morn,
A cruife of water, and an ear of corn;

Yet ftill they grudg’d that modicum, and thought
A fheaf in ev’ry fingle grain was brought.

Fain would they filch that little food away,
‘While unreftrain’d thofe happy gluttons prey.
And much they griev’d to fee fo nigh their hall,
‘The bird that warn’d St Peter of his fall ;
That he fhould raife his mitred creft on high,
And clap his wings, and call his family

‘To facred rites; and vex th’ etherial powers
‘With midnight mattins, at uneivil hours:
Nay more, his quiet neighbours fhould moleft,
Juft in the fweetnefs of their morning reft,
Beaft of a bird, fupinely when he might

Lie foug and fleep, to rife before the light
‘What if his dull forefarhers us’d that cry,
Could he not let a bad example die ?
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all’n into an cafier way;
ctter, than to raft and pray,
:red worfhip would appear
‘hey might end the ycar.
mer times had wrought the falls
iticleers in cloyfter’d walls,
, and for their lands, they fled ;
t with her hooded head
¢, becaufe the would not pray a-bed.
the rettiff world to God,
¢ difciplining rod,
ind foreign forms of pray'r :
us with a mien fevere.
reform her into cafe,
ndrefs to make her pleafe :
I bear aloft the mind,
sgage of good works behind,
in the Pigeon-houfe were taught :
how wond’roufly they wrought ;
non cry was all for thefe,
-ecepts both encourag’d eafe.
allaring baits might fail,
ver all their arts prevail ;
sntlefs, and of harden’d face,
fight of awful grace)
: of their foes they drew,
>ks, nor thades, nor colours true;
ue defign expos’d to public view.
hought it fome Lgyptian picce,
s, and barking deities,
Ptolomy has ftuck the fkies.

F3
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All fo perverfe a draught, fo far unlike,

It was no libel where it meant to ftrike.

Yet ftill the daubing pleas’d, and great and fmalk

To view the montftcr crowded Pigeon-hall.

There Chanticleer was drawn upon his knees,.

Adoring fhrines, and ftocks of fuinted trees ;

And by him, a mif-fhapen, ugly, race;

The curfe of God was feen on every face :

No Holland emblem could that malice mend,

But ftill the worfe the laok, the fitter for a fiend.

. The mafter of the farm, difpleas’d to find

So much of rancour in fo mild a kind,

Enquir’d into the cavfe, and came to know,

The pafiive church had ftruck the feremoft blow;

‘With groundlefs fears, and jealoufies pofleft,

As if this troublefome intruding gueft

‘Would drive the birds of Venus from their neft.

A deed his in-born equity abhorr’d : [word.

But ict’reft will not truit, tho’ God fhould plight his
A law, the fource of many future harms,

Had banifh’d all the poultry from the farms ;

With lofs of life, if any (hould be found

‘To crow or peck on this forbidden ground.

That bloody ftatute chicfly was defign’d

For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind :

But after-malice did not long forget

‘The lay that wore the robe, and coronet.

For them, for their inferiors and allies,

Their foes a deadly Shibboleth devife :

By which unrightcoufly it was decreed,

‘That none to truft, or profit fhould fucceed, [weed:

Who would not fwallow firft a poifonous wickcd%
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which old Socrates was curft,

juice to fwell "em till they burft.

»n (as in reafon) thought it hard

nquifition in his yard,

& fovereign was of fubje@s ufe debarr’d-

neans he try’d, which might withdraw

f fo unnatural a law:

Dove-houfe obftinately ftood

r own, and to their neighbours good ;

1 was worfe, (if any worfe could be)

f their boafted loyalty :

the champions of a cruel caufe,

with fumes of popular applaufe;

hom God to ruin has defign’d,

ate, and firft deftroys their mind.

bts indeed they daily ftrove to raife,

angers, interpos’d delays;

ry Pigeons had in ftore,

Meccan Prophet us’d of yore,

counfels in their patron’s ear;

their falfe advice with zealous fear.

{mil’d to fee 'em work in vain,

m out, and make an idle reign :

: fuffer’d their protradtive arts,

by mildnefs to reduce their hearts :

us’d that grace to make allies,

- clos’d with former enemies ; }

:e doubly fools, endeavouring to be wife.

;rave confult what courfe were beft,

mature in folly than the reft,

nd told ’em, with his head afide,

ate cures maft be to defp’rate ills apply’d ¢
Fga
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And therefor, fince their tain impendiig fear
‘Was from th’ increafing race of Chanticleer,
Some potent bird of prey they ought to find,
A foe profefs’d to him, and all his kind :
Some haggard Hawk, who had her eyry nigh,
Well poune'd to faften, and well wing’d to fiy;
One they might truft, their common wrongs to wreal
‘The Mufquet, and the Coyftrel were too weak,
‘Too fierce the Falcon; but, above the reft,
‘The noble Buzzard ever pleas’d me beft ;
Of fmall renown, ’tis true ; for, not to lye,
‘We call him but a Hawk by courtefy.
1 know he hates the Pigeon-houfe 2nd farm,
And more, in time of war, has donec us harm :
But all his hate on trivial points depends;
Give up our forms, and we fhall foon be friends,
For Pigeons flefh he feems not much to care ;
Cram’d Chickens are a more delicious fare,
On this high potentate, without delay,
I wifh you would confer the fov’reign fway;
Petition him ¢ accept the government,
And let a fplendid embafly be fent.
This pithy fpeech prevail’d, and all agreed,
Old enmities forgot, the Buzzard fhould fucceed.
Their welcome fuit was granted, foon as heard,
His lodgings furnith’d, and a train prepar’d,
‘With B’s upon their breaft, appointed for his gnard.
He came, and crown’d with great folemnity,
God fave King Buzzard, was the gen'ral cry.
A portly prince, and goodly to the fight,
He fcem'd a fon of Anach for his height ;
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yHom ftature did to crowns prefer :
d, and bluff, like Homer’s Jupiter :
d, and brawny-built for love’s delight;
‘orm’d to make a female profelyte.

: more by nced, than genial beat ;
fharp, by nature confident.

1 his a&tions was difcern’d ;

d than honeft, more a wit than learn’d :
+ fear, or by his profit led, )
join’d, his native clime he fled :

the virtues of his heav’n along;
riour, and a fluent tongue.

h all his arts he could not thrive ;
lucky parafite alive.

5 to prepare his paths he fent,

imfelf purfu’d his compliment ;

:rfe of fortune, chas'd away,

longer than their author ftay :

ie duft againft th’ ungrateful race,
:he ftench of ordures in the place.
atter’d, and blufphem’d the fame ;
rage, he fpares no fov’reign’s name :
1d the tyrant change their ftyle

- meafure that they frown or fmile.
‘eceiv’d by hofpitable foes,

he returns, is to expofe :

s, tho’ undeferv’d and great,

:in felon minds beget;

» his wit the churl receives the treat.
" foes is venomoufly nice ;

it turns a virtue to a vice :

d bountiful, forwarns us twice.

%
§
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Seven facraments he wifely does difown,
Becaufe he knows confeffion (tands for onez
Where fins to facred filence are convey’d,
And not for fear, or love, to be betray’d :
But he, uncall’d, his patron to controul,
Divulg’d the fecret whifpers of his foul
8tood forth th’ accufing Satan of his crimes,
And offer’d to the Moloch of the times.
Prompt to aflail, and carelefs of defence,
Invulnerable in his impudence,

Me dares the world ; and, eager of a name,
He thrufts about, and juitles into fame.
Frontlefs, and fatire-proof, he fcow’rs the ftreet
And runs an Indian-muck at all he meets.
So fond of loud report, that not to mifs

Of being known (his laft and utmoft blifs)
He rather would be known for what he is.

Such was, and is the captain of the Teft,
Tho’ half his virtues are not here exprefs'd ;
‘The modefty of fame conceals the reft.

The fpleenful Pigeons never could create

A prince more proper to revenge their hate :
Indeed, more proper to revenge, than fave;

A king, whom in his wrath th’ Almighty gave;
For all the grace the landlord bhad allow’d,

But made the Buzzard and the I’igeons proud;
Gave time to fix theirfriends, and to feduce the cro
They long their fellow-fubjects to inthral,
‘Their patron’s promife into queftion call,

And vainly think hc meant to make *em lords of

Falfc fears their leaders fail’d not to fuggeft,
Asif the Doves were to be difpofle(s’d ;»
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r fighs, nor groans, nor gogling cyes did want;

r now the Pigeons too had learn’d to cant.

¢ houfe of pray’r is ftock’d with large increafe;

r doors, nor windows can contain the prefs :

r birds of ev’ry feather fill th’ abode;

'n atheifts out of envy own a God ;

d recking from the ftews adult’rers come,

te Goths and Vandals to demolith Rome.

at confcience, which to all their crimes were mute,
w calls alond, and cries to perfecute;

rigour of the laws to be releas’d,

d much the lefs, becaufe it was there lord’s requeft;
ey thought it great, their fov’reign to controul,

d nam'd their pride, nobility of foul.

I'is true, the Pigeons, and their prince clect,

:rc thort of pow’r, their purpofe to effeét;

: with their quills did all the hurt they cou’d,

id cuff’d the tender chickens from their food ;

& much the Buzzard in their caufe did (tir,

o' naming not the patron, to infer

£h all refpeét, he was a grofs idolater. §
3ut when th’ imperial owner did efpy,

at thus they turn’d his grace to villany,

¢ futl’ring wrath to difcompoft his mind,

ftrove a temper for th’ extremes to find,

to be jutt, as he might {till be kind ; }
ien, all maturely weigh'd, pronounc'd a doom
facred ftrength for every age to come,

- this the Doves their wealth and ftate poflefs,

» rights infring’d, but licence to opprefs :

ich pow’r have they as factious lawyers long

2 crowns afcrib’d, that kings can do no wrong.
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But fince his own domeftic birds have try’d
The dire effeéts of their defruétive pride,
He deems that proof a meafure to the reft,
Concluding well within bis kingly breaft,
His fowls of nature too unjuftly were oppreft.
He therefore makes all birds of ev’ry fect
Free of his farm, with promift to refpect )
Their fev'ral kinds alike, and equally protet.
His gracious ediét the fame franchife yiclds
‘To all the wild increafe of woods and fields,
And who in rocks aloft, and who in fteeples builds
To Crows the like impartial grace affords,
And Coughs and Daws, and fuch republic birds:
Secur’d with ample privilege to feed,
Each has his diftriét, and his bounds decreed :
Combin’d in common int’reft with his own,
But not to pafs the Pigeons Rubicon.
Here ends the reign of his pretended Dove;
All prophecics accomplifh’d from-above,
For Shiloh comes the fceptre to remove.
Reduc’d from her imperial high abode,
Like Dionyfius to a private rod,
‘The paffive church, that with pretended grace
Did her diftin&ive mark in duty place,
Now touch’d, reviles her Maker to his face.
What after happen’d is nnt hard to guefs:
The fmall beginnings had a large increafe,
And arts and wealth fucceed the facred fpoils of peact
*Tis faid, the Doves repented, though too late,
Become the fmiths of their own foolifh fate :
Nor did their owner haften their ill hour;
But, funk in credit, they decreas’d in pow'r:
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's in warmth that mildly pafs away,

in the filence of decay.
zzard, not content with equal place,
: feather’d Nimrods of his race;
1¢ thinnefs of their fock from fight,
»gether make a feeming goodly Hight:
1ave fep'rate int’refts of their own ;

s are one too many for a throne.
h’ yfurper long abftain from food
i has tafted Pigeons blood:

be tempted to his former fare,
s indulgent lord fhall late to heav’n repair.
ing times, and moulting months may come,
gging late, they cannot reach their home;
1 {chifm (for fo their fate decrees)
-umultuous college of the bees,

t their quarrel, by themfelves opprefs’d;
1t finiles below, and wits the falling fealt.
id the gentle Hind her fable end,
4 the Panther blame it, nor commend ;
aticéted yawnings at the cloie,
» require her natural repofe:
the ftreaky light began to peep;
g ftars admonith’d both to fleep.
: withdrew, and, withing to her gueft,
= of heav'n, Letook ketfelf to reft.
fand angels on her flumbers wait,
-ious vifions of her futuse (tate.



AN

ESSAY upon SATII
By Mr DRYDEN and the Earl of MU LGRA

O W dull, and how infenfible a beaft

Is man, who yet would lord it o’cr the reft
Philofophers and pocts vainly ftrove
In every age the lumpifh mafs to move :
But thofe were pedants, when compar’d with th
‘Who know, not only to inftruét, but pleafe.
Poets alone found the delightful way,
Myfterious morals gently to convey
In charming numbers; fo that, as men grew
Pleas’d with their poems, they grew wifer too.
Satire has always thone among the reft,
And is the boldeft way, if not the beft,
To teli men freely of their fouleft faults,
To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thongh
In fatire too the wife took different ways,
To cach deferving its peculiar praife.
Some did all folly with juft fharpnefs blame,
‘Whilft others laugh’d and feorn’d em iuto fhar
But, of thefe two, the laft fucceeded beft,
As men aim righteft when they fhoot in jeft.
Yet, if we may prefume to blame our guides,
And cenfure thofe, who cenfure all befides;
1n other things they jultly are preferr’d ;
1n this alone methinks the ancicats err’ds
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inft the groffeft follies they dec'aim ;

L they purfue, but hunt ignoble game.

hing is eafier than fuch blots to hit,

1'tis the talent of cach vulgar wit:

ies, ’tis labour loft; for who would preach
als to Armftrong, or dull Afton teach?
being devout at play, wife at a ball,
bringing wit and friendihip to Whitchall.
with fharp eyes thofe nicer faults to find,
ich lie obfcurely in the wifelt mind ;

it little fpeck, which all the reft does fpoil ;
wafh off that would be a noble toil;

ond the loofe-writ libels of this age, -

he forc’d feenes of our declining ftage:

we all cenfure too, each little wit

| be fo glad to fee the greater hit;

o judging better, though concern’d the moft,
uch corre€tion will have caufe to boaft.

ich a fatire all would feck a fhare,

1 every fool will fancy he is there.
ftory-tellers too muft pine and die,

fee their antiquated wit laid by ;

¢ her, who mifs’d her name in a lampoon,
d griev’d to find herfelf decay’d fo foon.
common coxcomb muft be mention’d here;
rthe dull train of dancing fparks appear;

r fluttering officers who never fight;

fuch a wretched rabble who would write ?
ach lefs half wits : That’s more again(t our rules;
i they are fops, the other are but fools.

'ho would not be as filly as Dunbar,

4dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr?
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‘The cunning courtier thould be flighted too,
Who with dull knavery makes fo much ado;
°[ill the threwd fool, by thriving too too fatt,
Like Efop’s fox, becomes a prey at laft.
Nor fhall the royal miftrefles be nam’d,
‘Too ugly, or too eafy to be blam’d;
‘With whom ecach rhiming fool keeps fuch a pather,
They are as common that way as the other :
Yet faunt’ring Ch--—s between his beaitly brace,
Meets with diffembling ftill in cither place,
Affe€ted humour, or a painted face.
In loyal libcls we have often told him,
How one has jilted him, the other fold him :
How that affcéts to laugh, how this to weep;
But who can rail fo long as he can flcep ?
‘Was ever prince by two at once mifled ;
Falfe, foolith, old, ill-natur’d, and ill-bred ?
Earnely, and Aylef-—-ry, with all that race
Of bufy blockheads, fhall have here no place;
At council fet, as foils on D-—'s fcpre,
To make that great falfe jewel fhinc the more;
‘Who all that while was thought exceeding wile,
Only for taking pains and telling lics.
But there’s no meddling with fuch naufeous men;
Their very names have tir'd my lazy pen:
*Tis time to quit their company, and chufe
Some fitter fubject for a (hurper Mufe.

Firft, let’s behold the merrict man alive
Againft his carelefs genius vainly ftrive;
Quit his dear cafe, fome deep defign to lay,
*Gainft a fet time, and then forget the day :
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Yet he will laugh st his beft friends, and be
Juft as good company as Nokes and Loc.
But when he aims at reafon or at rule,
He turns himfelf the beft to ridicule.
Let him at bufinefs ne’er fo carmelt Gt,
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with witg
That fhadow of a jeft ihall be enjoy’d;
Though he lefs alt mankiod to bo deftroy’d,
8o cat transform’d fat gravely and demure,
Till moufe appear'd, and thought himfelf fecures
But foon the lady had him in her cye,
And from her friend did jult as odly fly.
Reaching above our natare does no good 3

- 'We muft fall back to our old fieth and blood.

As by our little Machiavel we find,
(That nimbleft creature of the bufy kind),
His limbs are crippled, and his body fhakes;
Yet his hard mind, which all this buftle makes,
No pity of its poor companion takes. g
‘What gravity eka hold from holding out,
To fec hitn drag his feeblé legs about,
Like hounds ili-coupled ? Jowler lugs him fhill
Through hedges, ditches, and through all that’s ill.
"Twere crime in any man but him alone,
‘To ufe a body fo, though ’tis one’s own :
Yet this falfe comfort never gives him o'er,
That, whilft he creeps, his vigorous thoughts can foar :
Als! that foaring, to thofe few that know,
Is but a bufy groveling here below.
8 men-in raptures think they mount the ky,
WLilit on the ground th’ intrenched wretcheslic: €
So modern fops have fancied they could fly.
Vov. II G
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As the new earl, with parts deferving praife,
And wit enough to laugh at his own wayi;
Yet lofes all foft days and fenfual nights, . -
Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune flights;
Striving againft his quict all he can,

For the fine notion of a bufy man, .
And what is that, at beft, but one, whofe mind,
Is made to tire himfelf and all mankind ?

For Ireland he would go; faith let him reign;
For if fome odd fantaftic lord would fain
Carry in trunks, and all my drudgery do,

I'll not only pay him, but admire him too.
But is there any other beaft that lives,

‘Who his own harm fo wittily contrives?

‘Will any dog that has his teeth and ftones,
Refin’dly leave his bitches and bis bones,

“To turn a wheel, and bark to be employ’d,
While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy’d ?

Yet this fond man, to get a ftatefman’s name,
Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame.

Though, fatire nicely writ, no humour ftings

But thofe who merit praife in other things;
Yet we muft needs this one exception make,
And break our rules for folly Tropo's fake;
‘Who was too much defpis’d to be accus’d,
And therefore fcarce deferves to be abus’d;
Rais’d only by his mercenary tongue,

For railing fmoothly, and for reafoning wrong.
As boys, on holy days let loofe to play,

9.ay wagsgith traps for girls that pafs that way ;
.Then fhout to fee in dirt and deep diftrefs,
‘Some filly cit ia her flower'd foolifh drefs :
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‘%have 1 mighty fatisfaltion found,

To fee his tinfel reafon on the ground :
Yo fee the florid fool defpis’d (and know it)
By fome who fearce have words cnough to fhow it
{For fenfe fits filent, and condemns for weaker
The finer, nay, fometimes the wittic(t {fpeaker)
But "tis prodigious fo much cloquence
Should be acquired by fuch little fenfe;
For words and wit did anciently agrec ;
And Tully was no fool, though this man be:
At bar abufive, on the bench unable,
Kauave on the woolfack, fop at council-table.
“Thefe are the grievances of fuch fools as wou'd
Be rather wife than honeft, great than good.
Some other kind of wits muft be made known,
‘Whofe barmlefs errors hurt themfelves alone;
Excefs of luxury they think can pleafe,
And lazinefs call loving of their cafe:
To live diffolv'd in pleafures flill they feign,
"Though their whole life’s but intermitting pain :
So much of furfeits, head-achs, claps are feen,
We fearce perceive the little time between :
‘Well-meaning men who make this grofs miftake,
And pleafure lofe only for pleafure’s fahe;
Each pleafure has its price, and when we pay
Too much of pain, we fquander life away.
Thus D——¢t, purring like a thoughtful cat,
Married, but wifer pufs nc’er thought of that :
And firt he worried her with railing rhime,
Like Pembroke’s maftives, at his kindeft time;
Then for one night fold all his flavifh life,
A teeming widow, but a barren wife;

. G a

654899 N
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Swell’d by contaét of fuch a fulfome toad,.
He lugg’d about the matrimontial load;
Till fortune, blindly kind as-well as he,
Has ill reftor’d him to his liberty;
Which he would ufe in his old fneaking way,
Drinking all night, and dozing all the day;-
Dull as Ned Howard, whom his britker times:
Had fam’d for dulnefs in malicious rhimes,
Mul——--ve had much ado to ’fcapo the fiare,
Though learn’d in all thofe arts that cheat the fairt’
For after all his vulgar marriage-mocks,
With beauty dazzled Numps was in the ftocks;®
Deluded parents dry’d their weeping eyes,
'To fee him catch his tartar for his prize:
Th’ impatient town waited the wifh’d-for change,.
And cuckolds finil’d in hopes of fweet revenge;
Till Petworth plot-made us with forrow fee,
As Lis cftate, his perfon too was free :-
Him no foft thoughts, ne gratitude could move;:
To gold he fled from beauty and from love;
Yet failing there, he keeps his freedom (ill,.
Forc'd to iive hapgily againft his will:
*T'is not his fault, if too much wealth and power
Break not his boafted quiet every hour.
And little Sid. for fimile renown’d,
Pleafure has always fought but never. found :
Though all his thoughts on wine and women falk.
His are fa bad, fure he ne'er thinks at all:
The fleth he lives upon is rank and firong,.
His meat and milt-effes are kept too long..
But fure we all miftake this pious mao,.
Who mortifies his perfon all he cans.
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: uncharitably take for fin,
- ruled of this odd capuching
r hermit, under grave pretence,
. more contrary to common feafe s
a miracle we mey fappofe,
nefs offends Lis fkilfal nofe;
rom all ftink can with peculiar art
perfume, and eflence from a f——t:
g fupper is his great delight;
all day but to be drunk at night.
er his cups this night-bird chirping fits
akes Hewet and Jack Hall for wits.
«-r I defpife for want of wit,
thought to have a tail and cloven feet}
be he mifchief means to all mankind,
alone the il effe&s does find.
like witches jultly fuffers fhame,
1atmlefs malice is fo much the fame.
c-his words, affeted is his wit;
he does aim, fo feldom hit ;
y face he cringes while he fpeaks,
n the back is turn’d the head he breaks :
cach a&ion, lewd in every limb,
s themfelves are mifchievous in him :

"y

fthat chance alone makes every creature.

Kilig—--w, without good nature.

it a Beffus has he always liv'd,

s own-kickings notably contriv'd ?

rre’s the folly that’s ftill mix’d with feary

s more blows than any hero bear;

ing fparks fome may their pleafures fay,

a bolder thing to run away : .

rld may well forgive him all his ill,-
€3
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For every fault does prove his penance ftill ¢ .
Falfely he falls into fome dangerous noofe,
And then as meanly labours to get loofe :

A life fo infamous is better quitting,

Spent in bafe injury and low fubmitting.

1’d like to have left out his poctry;

Forgot by all almoft as well as me.

Sometimes he has fome humour, never wit,,
And if it rarely, very rarely, hit,

*T'is under fo much nafty rubbith laid,

To find it out’s the cinder-woman’s trade;
‘Who, for the wretched remnants of a fire,
Mutt toil all day in afhes and in mire :

So lewdly dull his idle works appear,

The wretched texts deferve no comments here;
‘Where one poor thought, fometimes, left all alon:
Tor a whole page of dulnefs muft atone.

How vain a thing is man, and how unwife
E’en he, who would himfelf the moft defpife !
1, who fo wifc and humble feem to be,

Now my own vanity and pride can’t fee.

‘While the world’s nonfenfe is fo fharply fhewn,
We pull down others but to raife our own;
That we nfay angels {cem, we paint them elves,
And are but fatires to fet up ourfelves.

1, who have all this while been finding fault,
E'en with my mafter, who firlt fatire taught ;:
And did by that defcribe the tafk fo bard,

It feems ftupendous and above reward ;

Now labour with unequal force to climb

That lofty hill, unreach’d by former time :
*Tis jult that I fhould to. the, bottom fall, -
Learn to write well, or not to write at alk
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TO THE

UTCHESS of YORK,

vher return from SCOTLAND in the Year 168a.

rHEN fadtious rage to cruel exile drove

The queen of beauty, and the court of love,
Mufes droop’d, with their forfaken arts,
the fad Cupids broke their ufelefs darts
‘ruitfu] plains to wilds and defarts turn’d,
Eden’s face, when banifh’d man it mourn'd.
was no more, when loyalty was gone, .
gréat fupporter of his awful throrc.
could no longer after beauty ftay,
7ander’d northward to the verge of day, }
"the fun and he had loft their way.
row th’ illuftrious nymph, return’d again,
s ev’ry grace triumphant in her train.
wond’ring Nereids, tho’ they rais’d no ftorm,
low’d her paflage, to behold her form.
me cry’d, A Venus; fome, A Thetis, paft;
his was not fo fair, nor that fo chafte.
rom her fight flew Faction, Strife, and Pride ;
envy did but look on her, and dy’d.
te’er we fuffer’d from our fullen fate,
fight is purchas’d at an eafy rate.
¢ gloomy years againft this day were fet;
‘his one mighty fum bas clear’d the debt :
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Like Jofeph’s dream, but with a better doom,
‘The famine paft, the plenty ftill to come.

For her the weeping heav’ns become ferene ;

. For her the-ground is clad in chearful green :
For her the nightingales are taught to fing,
And Nature has for her delay’d the fpring.

The Mufe refumes her long forgottcn lays,

And Love, reftor’d, his antient realm furveys,
Recalls our beauties, and revives our plays; . ;
His wafte dominions peoples once agaia,

And from her prefence dates his fecond reign.
But awful charms on her fair forehead fit,
Difpenfing what fhe never will admit :

Pleafing, yet cold, like Cynthia’s filver beam,
‘The people’s wonder, and the poet’s thenie.
Diltemper’d zcal, fedition, cankes’d hate,

No more fhall vex the church, and tear the ftate;
No more fhall fation civil difcords move,

Or only difcords of too tender love :

Difeord, like that of mufic’s various parts ;
Difcord, that makes the harmony of hearts 3
Difcord, that only this difpute fhall bring,

Who beft fhall love the Duke, and ferve the Kink.
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bad

my honoured Friend Dr CHarrLETONRE,.
8 his learned and ufeful works; but
ore particularly his Treatife of Stonz-
ENGE, by him reftored to the true

unders.

'E longeft tyranny that ever fway'd,

Vas that wherein our anceftors betray’d
free-born reafon to the Stagyrite,’

1ade his torch their univerfal light.

h, where only onc fupply’d the fiate,
carce, and dear, and yet fophifticate.

was bought, like emp’ric wares, or charms,
rords feal’d up with Ariftotle’s arms.

5us was the firft that fhook his throne ;.
yund a Temp'rate in a Torrid Zone;
v’1ifh air fann’d by a cooling breeze,
aitful vales fet round with fhady trees;
riltlefs men, who danc'd away jheir time,.
s their groves, and happy as their clime,

: ftill paid that -homage to a name,

only God and Nature juftly claim 3
eftern feas had been our utmoft bound,

poets ftill might dream the fun was drown’d s

1 the ftars that fhine in fouthern fkics,
cn admir’d by none but favage eyes.

»ng th’ afferters of free reafon’s claim,
tion’s not the leatt in worth or fame,
orld to_Bacon does not only owe

fent knowledge, but its future tao.
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Gilbert fhall live, ’till load-ftones ceafe to draw,
Or Britith fleets the boundlefs ocean awe.

And noble Boyle, net lefs in nature feen,

‘Than his great brother read in ftates and men.
The circling ftreams, once thought but pools, of bk
(Whether life’s fucl, or the body's food)

From dark oblivion Harvey's name fhall fave;
‘While Ent keeps all the honour that he gave.
Nor are you, learned friend, the leatt renown'd;
‘Whofe fame, not circamferib’d with Englith grom
Flies, like the nimble journies of the Hght,

And is, like that, uafpent too in its flight.
‘Whatever truths have been, by art, or chance,
Redeem'd from error, or from ignorance,

‘Thin in their authors (like rich veins of ore)
Your works unite, and ftill difcover more.

Such is the healing virtue of your pen,

‘To perfeét cures on books, as well as men.

Nor is this work the leaft; you well may give
‘To men new vigour, who make fYones to live.
‘Through you, the Danes (their fhort dominion k
A longer conqueft than the Saxons boaft.
SToEN-HENGE,once thought a temple, you have
A throne, where kings, our earthly gods, were cro
Where by their wond’ring fubje@ts they were feen
Joy’d with their ftature, and their princely mien.
Our Sovereign heére above the rett might ftand,
And here be chofe again to rule the land.

Thefe ruins fhelter’d once his fatred head,
When he from Wor'lter’s fatal battle fled § -
Watch’d by the genius of this royal place,

And mighty vifions of the Danifh-race.
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Wis refuge, then, was for a temple (hown s
3\1t, he reftor’d, ’tis mow become a throne.

To the Lady CasTrEmarx, upon her en-
couraging his firlt Play.

§ feamen, fhipwreek’d on fome lmppy fore,

Difeover wealth in lands unknown before
And, what their art had labous’d loag in vain,
By their misfortunes happily obtain 3
S0 my much envy’d Mufe, by ftorms long toft,
Is thrown upon your hofpitable coaft,
Aad finds more favour by her ill faccefs,
Than fhe conld hope for by her happinefs.
Once Cato’s virtue did the gods oppofe;
While they the vi®or, he the vanquifli'd chofe ;
But you have done what Cato could not do,
To chufe the vanquifh’d, and reftore him toos
Let others ftill triumph, and gaiu their canfe
By their deferts, o5 by the world’s applaufe;
Let merit crowns, and juftice laurels give,
But let me happy by your pity live.

" True poets empty fame and praife defpifs,

Fame is the trumpet, but your fiile the prize,
You it abowe, and fec vain men below
Conterrd for what you only can beftow ¢

But thofe great adtions; others do by chanee,
Are, like your beauty, your inhcritance :

So great a foul, fuch fweetnefs join’d in one,
Could only fpring from noble Grandifon.
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You, like the ftars, not by reflexion bright,

Are born to your own heav’n, and your own light}
Like them are good, but from a nobler caufe,
From your own knowledge, not from Nature’s laws.
‘Your pow’r you never ufe, but for defence,

‘To guard your own, and others innocence ;.

Your foes are fuch, as they, not you, have made,
And Virtue may repel, tho’ not invade.

Such courage did the ancient heroes fhow,

Who, when they might prevent, would wait the bk
‘With fuch affurance as they meant to fay,

‘We will o’ercome, but fcorn the fafeft way.

‘What further fear of danger can there be?
Beauty, which captivesall things, fets me free.
Pofterity will judge by my fuccefs,

I had the Grecian poet’s happinefs,

‘Who, waving plots, found out a better way 3
Some god defcended, and preferv'd the play.
When firft the triumphs of your fe&ts were fung
By thofe old poets, Beauty was but young,

And few admir'd the native red and white,

*Till poets drefs’d them up, to charm the fight :
So Beauty took on truft, and did engage

For fums of praifes till (he came to age.

But this long-growing debt to poetry

You, juftly, Madam, have difcharg’d to me,
‘When your applaufe and favour did infufe

New life to my condemn’d and dying Mule.
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To my honoured Friend Sir Romerr
Howarp, on his excellent Poems. .

S there is mufic uninform’d by art
In thofe wild notes, which with a merry heart
The birds in unfrequented fhades exprefs,
Who, better taught at home, yet pleafe us lefs
% in your verfe a native fwcetnefs dwells,

" Which fhames compofure, and its art excells.
Singing no more can your foft numbers grace,
Than paint adds charms unto a beauteous face.
Yet as, when mighty rivers gently creep,

Their even calmnefs does fuppofe them deep ;
Such is your Mufe : No metaphor fwell'd high,
With dangerous boldnefs litts her to the fky 3
Thofe mounting fancies, when they fall again,
Shew fand and dirt at bottom do remain,
So firm a ftrength, and yet withal fo fweet,
Did never but in Samfon’s riddle meet.
*Tis firange each line fo great a weight thould bear,
And yet no fign of toil, ne fweat appear.
Either your art hides art, as Stoics feign
‘Then leaft to feel, when moft they fuffer pain;
And we, dull fouls, admire, but cannot fee
‘What hidden fprings within the engine be :
Or tis fome happinefs that ftill purfues

Each at and motion of your graceful Mufe.

Or is it Fortune’s work, that in your head

The cufious * nct that is for fancies {pread,

* Rete mirabile,
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Lets thro® its mefhes ev’ry meaner thought,
While rich ideas there ase only caught ?

Sure that’s not all; this is a piece too fair

To be the child of chance, and not of care.

No atoms cafually together hurl’d

Could c’er produce fo beautiful a2 world,

Nor dare I fuch a do&rine here admit,

As would deftroy the providence of wit.

*Tis your ftrong genius, then, which does not feel
‘Thofe weights, would make a weaker fpirit recl,
To carry weight, and 1un fo lightly too,

Is what alone your Pegafus can do.

Grcat Hercules himfelf could ne’er do more,
‘T'han not to feel thofe heav’ns and gods he bore.
Your cafier odes, which for delight were penn’d,
Yet our inftruction make their fecond end;
‘We're both enrich’d and pleas’d, like them that wor
At once a beauty and a fortune too. ’

Of moral knowledge Poefy was queen,
And ftill fhe might, had wanton wits not been ;

Who, like ill guardians, liv’d themfelves at large,
And, not content with that, debauch’d their charge.
Like fome brave captain, your fuccefsful pen
Reftores the exil’d to her crown again ;

And give us hope, that having feen the days
When nothing flourifh’d but fanatic bays,

All will at length in this opinion reft,

¢ A fober prince’s government is beft.”

This is not all ; your art the way has found

To make th” improvement of the richeft ground,
That foil which thofe immortal laurcls bore,
That once the facred Maro’s temples wore,

~



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. "3

fa’s griefs are fo exprefs’'d by you,

ey are too cloquent to have been true,

d fhe fo fpoke, Kneas had obey’d

hat Dido, rather than what Jove had faid.
‘uneral rites can give a ghoft repofe,

ur Mufe fo juftly has difcharg’d thofe,

f2’s fhade may now its wand’ring ceafe,

d claim a title to the fields of peace.

tif Zneas be oblig’d, no lefs

ur kindnefs great Achilles doth coufefs 3

ho, drefs’d by Statius in too bold a look,

d ill become thofe virgin robes he took.
'underftand how much we owe to you,

¢ muft your numbers, with your author’s, view
1en we fhall fee his work was lamely rough,

ch figure ftiff, as if defign’d in buff:

s colours laid fo thick on ev’ry place,

ionly fhew’d the paint, but- hid the face.

tas in perfpeétive we beautics fee,

hich in the glafs, not in the picture, be;

here our fight obligingly miltakes

1at wealth, which his your bounty only makes:
ws volgar difhes are, by cooks difguis’d,

ore for their drefling, than their fubftance priz’d,
ur curious * notes fo fearch into that age,

hen all was fable but the facred page,

1, fince in that dark night we needs muft ftray;
‘are at leaft mis-led in pleafant way.

it what we moft admire, your verfe no lefs-

* Annotations on Statius.
YoL. IL. H.
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The prophet than the poet doth confefs.

Ere our weak eyes difcern’d the doubtful ftreak

Of light, you faw great Charles his morning breke
So fkillful feamen ken the land from far,

‘Which fhews like mifts to the dull paffenger.

To Charles your Mufe firft pays her duteous lov,
As ftill the ancients did begin from Jove.

With Monk you end, whofe name preferv'd thall bt,
As Rome recorded 4 Rufus’ memory,

‘Who thought it greater honour to obey

His country’s int'reft, than the world to fway.

But to write worthy things of worthy men,

Is the peculiar talent of your pen :

Yetdet me take your mantle up, and L

Wil venture in your right to prophefy.

¢ ‘This work, by merit firft of fame fecure,

¢ Is likewife happy in its geniture :

¢ For, fince ’tis born when Charles afcends the thioo
¢ It fhares, at once, his fortune and its own.”

.To the Earl of Roscommon, on hiser
cellent Effay on Tranflated Verfe.

Hether the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian fhore,
The feeds of arts and infant-fcience bore,
*Tis fure the noble plant, tranflated firft,
Advanc’d its head in Grecian gardens nurft.
The Grecians added verfe; their tuneful tongue

4 ¢ Hic fitus eft Rufus, qui, pulfo vindice, quo®
¢ Imperium afferuit non fibi, fed patria€
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re firt, and Nature’s God their fong.
ranflation here : For conqu’ring Rome,
an fpoils, brought Grecian numbers home;
7 thofe Athenian Mufes more,
¢ vanquifh’d world could yield before.
ous nations, and more barb’rous times,
¢ majefty of verfe to rhimes;

at firft : A Kkind of hobbling profe,
d along, and tinkled in the clofe.
eviving from the trance
, Goth, and Monkifh ignorance,
s, cadence, and well-vowel’d words,
: graces a good ear aftfords,
e an art, and Dante’s polith'd page
filver, nota golden age.
rch follow'd, and in him we fee,
e improv'd in all its height can be:
leafing found, and fair barbarity.
1 purfu’d their fteps ; and Britain, laft,
weetnefs all the reft furpafs’d.
of Greece, the gravity of Rome,
dted in the Britith loom :

empire is reftor’d again,
his reign, and by Rofcommon’s pen,
ly he does his work furvey,
. finith’d poem an Essavy.
needful rules are fcatter’d here;
sthly told, and pleafantly fevere ; g
1t difguis’d, for nature to appear.
hofe rules to give tranflation light
ample is a flame fo bright;

’ Ha
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‘That he, who but arrives to copy well,
Unguided will advance, unknowing will excel.
Scarce his own Horace could fuch rules ordain,
Or his own Virgil fing a nobler ftrain,

How much in him may rifing Ireland boaft,
How much in gaining him has Britain loft !
‘Their ifland in revenge has ours reclaim’d;
T'he more inftruéted we, the more we ftill are fha
*Tis well for us Lis generous blood did flow
Deriv’d from Britifh channels long ago,

‘That heie his conqu'ring anceftors were nusft ;
And Ircland but tranflated England firft : !
By this reprifal we regain our right,

Elfe muft the two contending nations fight ;

A nobler quarrel for his native earth,

‘Than what divided Greece for Homer’s birth.
‘T'o what perfection will our tongue arrive,
How will invention and tranflation thrive,
‘When authors nobly born will bear their part,
And not difdain th’ inglorious praif¢ of art!
Great generals thus, defcending from command,
‘Witl, their own toil provoke the foldiers hand.
How wiil fweet Ovid’s ghoft be pleas’d to hear .
His fame augmented by an Englifh peer *;
How he embellifhies his Helen’s loves,

Out-does his foftacfs, and his fenfe improves ;
‘Wken thefe tranflate, and teach tranflators too,
Nor firftling kid, nor any vulgar vow,

* The Earl of Mulgrave.
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ofcommon writes ; to that aufpicious kand,

ufe, feed the bull that fpurns the yellow fand.
ofcommon, whom both court and camps commend,
rue to his prince, and faithful to his frignd ;
ofcommon firft in ficlds of honour known, }

1ould at Apollo’s grateful altar ftand : }

rft in the peaceful triumphs of the gown 3

'ho both Minervas juftly makes his own.

ow let the few belov'd by Jove, and they

"hom infus’'d Titan form’d of better clay,

n equal terms with ancient wit engage,

or mighty Homer fear, nor facred Virgil’s page :
ur Englifh palace opens wide in ftate;

.nd without (tooping they may pafs the gate.

A Letter to Sir GEorRGE ETHEREGE,

O you who live in chill degree,
As map informs, of fifty three,
nd do not much for cold atone,
y bringing thither fifty onec,
[cthinks all climes thould be alike,
rom Tropic c'en to Pole Artique 3
nce you have fuch a conftitution
s no where fuffers dimination.
ou can be old ia grave debate,
nd young in love-affairs of ftate;
nd both to wives and hutbands how
he vigour of a plenipo.
ike mighty miffioner you come
d partes infideliam.
Hjs
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A work of wond’rous merit fure,

So far to go, fo much t’ indure;

And all to preach to German dame,
Where found of Cupid never came.
Lefs had you done, had you been fent
As far as Drake or Pinto went,

For cloves or nutmegs to the Line-a,
Or €’en for oranges to China.

‘That had indeed been charity ¢

Where love-fick ladies hel plefs lie,
Chapt, and for want of liquor dry.
Rut yon have made your zeal appear
Within the circle of the Bear.

"What region of the earth’s fo dull,
That is not of your labours full?
Triptolemus (fo fung the Nine)
Strew’d plenty from his cart divine.
But, fpite of all thefe fable-makers,
He never fow’d on Almain acres @
No, that was left by fate’s decree,

‘To be perform’d and fung by thee.
‘Thou break’(t thro’ forms with as much eafe
As the French King thro’ articles.

In grand affiirs thy days are {pent,

In waging weighty compliment,
‘With fuch as monarchs reprefent.
They, whom fuch vaft fatigues attend,
Want fome foft minutes to unbend,
To fhew the world that now and then
Great miniiters are mortal men.

Then Rhenith rummers walk the round

In bumpzrs ev'ry king is crown’d ;
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Befides three holy mitred Heétors,
4And the whole college of Ele&tors.
No health of potentate is funk,
That pays to make his envoy drunk.
Thefe Du ights, I mention’d laft,
Suit not, 1 kedw, your Englith tafte:
For wine to leave a whore or play
Was ne’er your Excellency’s way.
Nor need this title give offence,
For here you were your Excellence,’
For gaming, writing, fpeaking, keeping,
His Excellence for all but fleeping.
Now, if you top in form, and treat,
*Tis the four fauce to the fweet meat,
‘The fine you pay for being great.
Nay, here’s a harder impofition,
‘Which is iadeed the court’s petition,
‘That, fetting worldly pomp afide,
‘Which poet has at font deny’d,
You would be pleas’d in humble way
‘To write a trifle call’d a play.
This traly is a degradation,
But would oblige the crown and nation
Next to your wife negotiation.
1f you pretend, as well you may,
Your high degree, your friends will fay,
The Duke St Aignon made a play.
If Gallic wit convince you fcarce,
His Grace of 3ucks has made a farce,
And you, whofc comic wit is terfe all,
Can hardly fall below Rehearfal.
Hg

119
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Then finith what you have begun ;
But feribble fafter if you can :

For yet no George, to our difcerning,
Has writ without a ten years warning.

To Mr SOUTHERN, on his ngly cal-
led The Wives Excufe.

SURE there’s a fatc in plays, and ’tis in vain
To write, while thefe malignant planets reign.
Some very foolifth influence rules the pit,

Not always kind to fenfe, or juft to wit:

And whiltt it lafts, let buffoonry-fucceed,

To make us laugh ; for never was more need.
Farce, in itfelf, is of a nafty feent;

But the gain fmells not of the excrement.

The Spanith nymph, a wit and beauty too,

With all her charms, bore but a fingle thow :
‘But let a monfter Mufcovite appear,

He draws a crowded audience round the year.
May be thou haft not pleas’d the box and pits
Yet thofe, who blame thy tale, applaud thy wit:
So Terence plotted, but fo Terence writ.

Like his thy thoughts arc true, thy language clean
E’en lewdnefs is made moral in thy fcene.

‘The hearers may for want of Nokes repine ;

But reft fecure, the readers will be thine.

Nor was thy labour’d drama damn’d or hifs'd,
But with a kind civility difmifs’d ;

With fuch good manners, as the * Wife did ufe,
‘Who, not accepting, did baut juft refufe.

* The Wife in the play, Mrs Friendzll.
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tre was a glance at parting; fuch a look,
bids thee not give o'er, for one rebuke.
if thou wouldft be feen, as well as read,

'y.one Jising author, and onc dead :
¢ ftan thy ftyle let Etherege be ;
wit, th* is#ilertal fpring of Wycherly ;

rn, after both, to draw fome juft defign,
1 the next age will learn to copy thinc.

ToMr LEeE, on his Alexander.

'HE blaft of common cenfiire cou’d I fear,
Before your play my name fhou'd not appear;

*twill be thought, and with fome colour too,

y the bribe [ firft receiv’d from you ;

t mutual vouchers for our fame we ftand,

| play the game into cach other’s hand ;

1 as cheap pen’orths to ourfelves afford,

Beflus and the brothers of the fword.

1 libels private men may well endure,

en ftates and kings themfelves are not fecure:

ill men, confcious of their inward guilt,

nk the beft actions on by-ends are built.

1 yet my filence had not *fcap’d their fpite 3

:n, envy had not fuffer’d me to write;

, fince I con’d pot ignorance pretead,

h merit I muft envy or commend,

many candidates there {tand for wit,

lace at court is fearce fo hard to get 5
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In vain they crowd each other at the door;

For c’en reverfions are all begg’d before ¢

Defert, how known foc’er, is long delay’d;

And then too fools and knaves are better paid.
Yet, as fome actions bear fo great a name,
That courts themfelves are juft, for fear'of thame;
So has the mighty merit of your play

Extorted praife, and forc’d itfelf a way.

*Tis here, as tis at fea; who fartheft goes,

Or dares the moft, makes all the reft his foes.
Yet when fome virtue much out-grows the reft,
It thoots too faft, and high, to be exprefs’d ;-

As his herioc worth ftruck eavy dumb,

‘Who took the Dutchmar, and who cut the boom
Such praife is yours, while you.the paffions move,
‘That ’tis no longer feign’d, ’tis real love,

‘Where nature triumphs over wretched art 5

‘We only warm the head, but you the heart..
Always you warm; and if the rifing year,

As in hot regjons, brings the fun too near,

*Tis but to make your fragrant {pices blow,
‘Which in our cooler climates will not grow.
They only think you animate your theme

‘With too much fire, who are themftlves all phleg:
Trizes wou’d be for lags of flowett pace,

Were cripples made the judges of the race.
Defpife thofe drones, who praife, while they accus
‘T'he too much vigour of your youthful Mufe.
That humble ftile, which they their virtue make,
Is in your pow’r; you need but ftoop and takc.
Your beauteous images muft be allow’d

By all, but fome vile peets of the crowd..
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Ut how fhou’d any fign-poft dauber know

be worth of Titian or of Angelo?

'rd features ev’ry bungler can command;
draw true beauty fhews a mafter’s hand,

my dear Friend Mr CoNGREVE, on his
Jomedy called The Double Dealer.

7'F. L L then, the promis’d Lour is come at laft ;
The prefent age of wit obfcures the paft:

1g were our fires, and as they fought they writ,

j’ring with force of arms, and dint of wit :

irs was the giant racc before the flood;

thus, when Charles return’d, our empire flood.-

: Janus he the ftubborn foil manur'd,

1 rules of hufbandry the ranknefs cur’d;

’d us to manners, when the ftage wus rude;

boiftrous Englith wit with art indu’d.

age was cultivated thus at length;

what we gain’d in [kill we loft in &rength.

builders were with want of genius curs’d;

fecond temple was not like the firft :

you, the beft Vitruvius, came at length ;

beauties equal, but excel out firength.

1 Doric pillars found your folid bafe :

fair Corinthiun crowns the higher fpace:

sall below is ftrength, and all above is grace. %

ify dialogue is Fletcher’s praife;

nov'd the mind, but had not pow’r to riife.
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Great Johnfon did by ftrength of judgment plesf
Yet, doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants his eafe.
In dif*ing talents both adorn’d their age;

One for the ftudy, t’other for the ftage.

But both to Congreve juftly fhall fubmit,

One match’d in judgment, both o’er-match’d in 1
In him all beauties of this age we fec,

Etherege his courtthip, Southern’s purity,

The fatire, wit, and ftrength of manly Wycherly
All this in blooming youth you have atchiev’d :
Nor are your foil’d contemporaries griev’d.

So much the fweetnefs of your manners move,
‘We cannot envy you, becaufe we love,

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he faw

A beardlefs conful made againft the law,

And join bis fuffrage to the votes of Rome ;
Though he with Hannibal was overcome.

Thus old Romano bow’d to Raphael’s fame, -
And fcholar to the youth he taught became.

O that your brows my laurel had fuftain’d!
Well had I been depos’d, if you had reign’d:
The father had defcended for the fon 3
For only you are lineal to the threne.

Thus, when the ftate one Edward did depofe,
A greater Edward in his room arofe.
But now, not I, but Poetry is curs’d;
For 'Tom the fecond reigns like Tom the firft.
But let 'em not miftake my patron’s part,
. Nor call his charity their own defert.
Yet this I prophecy; Thou thalt be feen,
i Though with fome fhort parenthefis between)
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High on the throne of wit, and, feated there,

Not mine (that’s little) but thy laurel wear.,

‘Thy firft attempt an early promife made;

That carly promife this has more than paid.

So bold, yet fo judicioufly you dare,

‘Ihat your leaft praift is to be regular.

‘T'ime, place, and aétion, may with pains be wrought 3

But genius mult be bofn, and never can be taught.

‘This is yeur pertion; this your native ftore;

Hecav’n, that but once was prodigal before, [more.

To shakefpear gave as much; the could not give him
Maintain your poft; that’s all the fame you need;

For ’tis impoflible you fhou’d proceed.

Already 1 am worn with cares and age,

And juft abandoning th’ ungrateful ftage:

Unprofitably kept at Heav’n’s cxpence,

1 live a rent-charge on his providencc:

But you, whom ev’ry Mufe and Grace adorn,

Whom I forefee to better fortune born,

Be kind to my remains; and O defend,

Againft your judgment, your departed friend!

Let not th’ infulting foe my fame purfue,

But fhade thofe laurels wkich defeend to you:

Ard take for tribute what thefe lines exprefs :

You mezit more; nor cou’d my love do lefs,

[
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. -
To Mr GraxvirLLE ¥, on his excellentTr
gedy called Heroic Love.

Ufpicious poet, wert thoi not my friend,
How cou’d I envy, what I muft commend!

But fince tis Nature’s law in love and wit, )
"That youth fhou’d reign, and with’ring age fubmit,
‘With lefs regret thofc laurels I refign,
Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine.
With better grace an ancient chief may yield,
‘The long contended honours of the eld,
‘Than venture all his fortune ata caft,
And fight, like Hannibal, to lofc at Jaft.
Young princes, obftinate to win the prize,
Though yearly beaten, yearly yet they rife:
Old monarchs, though fuccefsful, ftill in doubt,
Catch at a peace, and wifely turn devout.
‘Thine be the laurel then ; thy blooming age
Can beft, if any can, fupport the ftage;
Which fo declines, that fhortly we may fee
Players and plays reduc’d to fecond infancy.
Sharp to the world, but thoughtlefs of renown,
They plot not on the ftage, but on the town,
And, in defpair their empty pit to fill,
Set up fome forcign monfter in a bill.
Thus they jog on, fill tricking, never thriving,
And murd’ring plays, which they mifcal reviving.

* Lord Landfdowne.
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Qur fenfe is nonfenfe, through their pipes convey'd ;
Sarce can a poet know the play he made;

*Tis fo difguis’d in death; nor thinks *tis he

‘That fuffers in the mangled tragedy.

Thus Itys firft was kill'd, and after drefs’d

For his own fire, the chicf invited gue@.

16y not this of thy fuccefsful fcenes,

Where, thine was all the glory, theirs the gains,
With length of time, much judgment, and more toil,
Not ill they ated, what they cou’d not fpoil.

Their fetting-fun * ftill fhoots a glimmering ray,
Like ancient Rome, majeftic in decay :

Aud better gleanings their worn foil can boaft

Than the crab-vintage of the neighb’ring coat ¢.
This diff’rence yet the judging world will fee;

Thou copicft-Homer, and they copy thee.

lo my Friend Mr MoTTEUX, onhis Tragedy
called Beauty in Diftrefs.

1S hard, my friend, to write in fuch an age,
As damns, not only pocts, but the ftage,
That facred art, by heav’n itfelf infus’d,
Which, Mofes, David, Solomon have us'd,
Is now to be no more: The Mufes’ foes
Wou'd fink their Maker’s praifes into profe.

¢ Mr Betterton’s company in Lincoln's‘inn-Ficlds.
t Drury-Lane play-houfe,
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‘Were they conteat to prune the lavith vine

Of fhaggling branches, and improve the wine,
‘Who. but a madman. would his thoughts defendi
- All would fubmit; for all but fools-will mend.
But when to commonr fenfe they give the lye,
And turn diftorted words to blafphcmy,

‘They give the fcandal; and the wife difcern,
‘Their gloffes teach an age, too apt ta learn.
‘What I have loofcly, or profancly writ,

Lect them to fires, their due defert, commit :
Nor, when accus’d by me, let them complain;
Their faults, and not their fun&ion, Iarraign.
Rebellion, worfe than witcheraft, they purfu'd;:
‘The pulpit preach’d the crime, the people ru’d.
‘The ftage was filenc’d ; for the faints would fee.
In fields perform’d their plotted traged:.

But let us firft reform, and then fo live,

‘That we may teach our teachers to forgives
Our defk be plac’d below their lofty chairs;
Ours be the'pradtice, as the precept theirs,

'The moral part, at leaft, we may divide,
Hunmility reward, and punith pride;

Amtition, int'reft, avarice accufe:

Thefe are the province of a tragic Mufe.

‘Thele haft thou chofen; and the public voice
Has equal’d thy performance with thy choice.
‘Time, aion, place, are 1o preferv’d by thee,
That ¢’en Corneille might with envy fce

Th’ alliance of his tripled urity.

Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are fown;
But toe much plenty is thy fault alore.
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At leaft but two éan that good crime commit,
Thou in defign, and Wycherly in wit.

Let thy own Gauls condemn thee, if they dare;
Contented to be thinly tegular:

Born there, but not for them, our fruitful foil

With more increafe rewards thy happy toil.

Their tongue enfeebl’d, Is refin’d too much;

Aud, like pure gold, it bends at &v'iry touch s

Our fturdy Teuton yet will att obty,

More fit for manly thought, and ftrengthen’d with alliy.
But whenee art thon Infpir'd, and thiou alont,

To flourifh in an fdiom not thy own ?

It moves our wonder, that a foreign gueft
Should over-match thé moft, and match the beft,
In under-praifing thy deférts, 1 wrong;

Here find the firft deficience of our tongue: °
Words, once my ftock, are wanting, tb cornend
Sogreat a poet; and fo good 4 friend.

To Henry Hicpew, Efg; on his tranflation
of the Tenth Satire of Juvenal.

HE QGtecidn wits, who fatifé firlt began,

Were pleafhnt Pafquins on the life of man;
At mighty villailis, who the ftate opprefs'd,
They durft not rail, perhaps; they lafth’d, at leaft, %
And turn’d them out of office with a jeft.
No fool could peep abroad, but ready ftand
The drolls to clap a bauble in his hand.

Vou. 1L I
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Wife legiflators never yet could draw

A fop within the reach of common law;

For pofture, drefs, grimace, and affe@ation,
Though foes to fenfe, are harmlefs to the nation.
Our laft redrefs is dint of verfe to try,

And fatire is our court of chancery.

‘This way took Horace to reform an age,

Not bad ¢nough to need an author’s rage.

But yours *, who liv’d in more degenerate times,
‘Was forc’d to faften deep, and worry crimes.
Yet you, my friend, have temper'd him fo well,
You make him fmile in fpite of all his zeal;

An art peculiax-to yourfelf alone,

‘To join the virtues of two ftiles in one.

Oh! were your author’s principle receiv'd,

Half of the lab'ring world would be reliev’d :
. For.not to wifh is not to be deceiv’d.

Revenge would into charity be chang’d,

Becanfe it cofts too dear to be reveng’d.

1t cofts our quiet and content of mind,

And when ’tis compafs’d leaves a fting behind.
Suppofe | had the better end o’ th’ ftaff,

‘Why fhould I help th’ill-natur’d world to laugh?
*Tis all alike to them, who get the day;

‘They love the fpite and mifchief of the fray.
No; I have cur'd myfelf of that difeafe;

Nor will I be provok’d, but when I pleafe :

But let me half that cure to you reflore;

You gave the falve, I laid it to the fore,

* Juvenal.

~
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ond a tavern, or a tedious play,

take your book, and laugh our fpleen away.
11 your tribe, too ftudious of debate, -

uld ceafe falfe hopes and titlesto create,’

1 by the rare example you begun,

:nts would fail, and lawyers be undone.

yur kind relief againt a rainy day, g

o Sir Goprrey KNELLER, principal
Painter to his Majefty.

N C E I beheld the faireft of her kind,
> And ftill the fweet idea charms my mind :
ue, fhe was dumb; for Nature gaz'd fo long,
as’d with her work, that fhe forgot her tongue;
t, fmiling faid, fhe till thall gain the prize;
nly have transferr'd it to her eyes.
ch are thy pitures, Knellér; fuch thy fkill ;
1at Nature feems obedient to thy will;
mes out, and meets thy pencil in thy draught ;
ves there, and wants but words to fpeak her thought.
: leaft thy pictures look a voice; and we ;
iagine founds, deceiv’d to that degree,
¢ think ’tis fomewhat more than juft to fee, %
Shadows 2re but privations of the light;
t, when we walk, they fhoot before the fight;
ith us approach, retire, arife, and fall;
othing themfelves, and yet expreffing al.
ch are thy pieces, imitating life
) near, they almoft conquer in the @rife;
nd from their animated canvafs came,
:manding fouls, and loofen’d from the frame..

Ia
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Prometheus, were he here, won’d caft away
Mis Adam, and refufe a foul to clay;

And cither wou'd thy noble work infpire,
Or think it warm enough, without his fire.

But vulgar hands may vulgar likenefs raifes
This is the leaft attendant on thy praife:
From hence the rudiments of art began;

A coal, or chalk, firft imitated man:
Perhaps, the thadow, taken on a wall,

Gave outlines to the rude original;

Ere canvafs yet was ftain’d, before the gmee
Of blended colours found their ufe and place,
Or cyprefs tablets firft receiv’d a face.

By flow degrees the godlike art advanc'd s
As man grew polifh’d, pi@ure was inhanc'd :
Greece added pofture, fhade, and perfpe@ive;
And then the mimic picce began to live.

Yet perfpective was lame, no diftance true,

But all came forward in one common view;

No point of light was known, no bouads of. art;
When light was there, it knew not to depast,
But glaring on remoter objets play’'d;

Not languifh’d, and infenfibly decay’d.

" Rome rais’d not art, but barely kept alive,
And with old Greece unequally did ftrive:
*Till Goths and Vandals, a rude Northem saee,
Did all the matchlefs momuments deface.
Then all the Mufes in one ruin lie,

And rhime began t’ enervate poetry.
Thus, in a ftupid military ftate,
The pen and pencil find an equal fate.
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Flat faces, fuch as would difgrace a fereen,
Such as in Bantam’s embafly were feen,
Unrais’d, unrounded, were the rude delight
Of brutal nations, only born to fight.
Long time the fifter arts, in iron fleep,
A heavy {abbath did fupinely keep :
Atlength, in Raphael’s age, at once they rife,
Stretch all their limbs, and open all their eyes.
Thence rofe the Roman, and the Lombard line :
One colour’d beft, and onc did belt defign.
Raphael’s, like Homer’s, was the nobler part,
But Titian’s painting look’d like Virgil’s art.
Thy genius gives thee both; where true defign,
Yoftures unforc’d, and lively colours join.
Likenefs is ever there; but ftill the beft,
Like proper thoughts in lofty language dreft:
Where light, to fhades defcending, plays, not ftrives,
Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives.
Of various parts a perfe@ whole is wrought :
Thy pi@tures think, and we divine their thought.
* Shakefpear, thy gift, I place before my Gight;
With awe, Iafk his blefling ere I write;
With rev’rence look on his majeftic face:
Proud to be lefs, but of his godlike race.
His foul infpires me, while thy praife I write,
And 1, like Tencer, under Ajax fight;
Bids thee, thro’ me, be bold; with dauntlefs breaft
Contemn the bad, and emulate the beft.

* Shakefpear’s picture, drawn by Sir Godfn:y Kaoels
ler, and given to the author.

13
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Like his, thy critics in th™attempt are loft-;
When moft they rail, know then they envy mo{L
In vain they fharl aloof ; a noify crowd,
Like women’s anger, impotent and loud..-
‘While they their barren induftry deplore,
Pafs on fecure, and mind the goal before.
Old as fhe is, my Mufe fhall march behind,
Bear off the blaft, and intercept the wind.
" Our-arts are fifters, though not twins in births
For hymns were fung in Eden’s happy earth;
But oh, the painter Mufe, though. laft in place,
Has feiz’d the bleffing firft, like Jacob’s.race.
Apelles’ art an. Alexander found ;
And Raphael did with Leo’s gold abound 3-
But Homer was with barren laurel crown’d.
Thou hadft thy Charles a- while, and fo had I
But pafs we that unpleafing image by..
Rich in thyfelf, and of thyfelf divine:
All pilgrims come anc offer at thy fhrine, .
A graceful truth thy pencil can commands .
The fair themfelves go mended from:thy hand.
Likenefs appears in.every. lincament;
But likenefs in. thy work is eloquent.
Though Nature there her true refemblance bars,
A nobler beauty in thy piece appears. :
So warm thy work, fo glows the gen’rous frame,
Flefh looks lefs living in the lovely dame.
Thet paint’(t as-we deferibe, improving fill,
‘When on wild nature we ingraft our {kill
But not creating beauties at our will,

But pocts are confin'd in narrower fpace,

‘To fpeak the language of their native place; -
!
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¢ painter widely ftretches his command;
y pencil fpeaks the tongue of ev'ry land.
'm hence, my friend, all climates are your own,
r can you forfeit, for you hold of none. »
nations all immunities will give
make you theirs, where’er you pleafe to live; g
d not fev’n cities, but the world would ftrive.
jure fome propitious planet then did fmile,
1en firft you were conduéted to this ifle; _
r Genius brought you here, t’ enlarge our fame;
r your good ftars are ev’ry where the fame.
y matchlefs hand, of ev'ry region free,
lopts our climate, not our climate thee,
* Great Rome and Venice early did impart
+ thee th” examples of their wond’rous art.
1ofe mafters then, but feen, not underftood,
ith generous emulation fir’d thy blood :
v what in natare’s dawn the child admir'd,
1¢ youth endeavour’d, and the man acquir’d.
If yet thou haft not reach’d their high degree,
‘is only wanting to this age, not thee.
hy genius, bounded by the times, like mine, ’
Tudges on petty draughts, nor dare defign ;
. more exalted work, and more divine,
or what a fong, or fenfelefs opera
i to the living labour of a play 3
'r what a play to Virgil’s work would be,
uch is a fingle piece to hiftory.
But we, who life beftow, ousfelves muft live ¢
Cings cannot reign, unlefs their fubjeéts give ;

* He travelled very young into Italy.
14
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And they, whe pay the taxes, dear the rule:
Thus thou, fometimes, art forc’d to draw:a fool:
But fo his.follics in thy. poftuss fink,

The fenfelefs ideot feems at lagt to think.

.Good heav’n! that fots and knaves thould be fove
To wifh their vile refemblance may remain !
And ftand recorded, at their own requeft,

‘To future days, a libel o a jeft!

Elfe fhould we fec your noble pencil trace
Our unities of action, time, 'and place:
A whole compos’d of parts, and thofe the, beft,
‘With ev’ry various charafter expreft :
Heroes at large, and at a nearer view;
Lefs, and at diftance, an ignobler crew.
While all the figures in one a&tion join,
As tending to.complete the main defign,

More cannot be by morta} agt, exprelt ;
But venerable age fhall add the reft.
For Time fhall with his ready pencil ftand ;
Retouch your figures with his ripening band ;
Mellow your colours, and imbrown the teint ;
Add ev’ry grace, which Time along can grant;
‘Te future ages fhall your fame convey,
And give more beauties.than he takes away.
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R OLOGUTF
TO THE

VERSITY of OXFORD, 1674.

Spoken by Mr HART,

iTS, your fubje¢ts, have their parts affign’d
” unbend, and to divert their fov’reign’s mind 3
. tir'd with following nature, you think fit
k repofe in the eool (hades of wit,
‘rom the {weet retreat, with joy furvey
refts, and what is conquer’d, of the way.
‘ree yourfelves from envy, care, and ftrife,
ew the various turns of human life: °
our fcene, through dangerous courts you go,
1ndebauch’d, the vice of cities know.
heories are here to pradtice brought,
mechanic operations wrought;
1an, the little world, before you fet,
¢ the {phere of cryftal fhew’d the great,
re are you above all mortal kind,
our fortunes you can fuit your mind §
t to fee, and fhun, thofe ills we fhow,
-imes on theatres alone to know.
oy we bring what our dead authors writ,,
:g from you the value of their wit ;
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‘That Shakefpear’s, Fleteher’s, and great Johnfon®s clai
May be renew’d from thofe who gave them fame.’
None of our living pocts dare appear ;

For Mufes fo fevere are worfhipp’d here,

That, confcious of their faults, they fhun the eye,
And, as profane, from facred places fly, }
Rather than fee thy’ offended God,-and die.

‘We bring no imperfeéions, but our own ;

Such faults as made are by the makers fhown :

And you have been fo kind, that we may boaft,
‘The greateft judges flill can pardon moft.

Pocts muft ftoop, when they would pleafe our pit,
Debas’d ev’a to the level of their wit ;

Difdaining that, which yet they know will take,
Hating thémf{elves what their applaufe muft make:
But when to praife from you they would afpire,
‘Though they like eagles mount, your Jove is higher:
8o far your knowledge all their pow’r tranfcends, *
As what fbould be beyond what is extends.

Prorocus, fpoken at the opening of Llle
New Houfe, March 26. 1674.

Plain built houfe, after fo long a ftay,
.A. Will fend you half urifatisfy’d away ;
‘When, fall’n from your expeéted pomp, yon find"
A bare convenience only is defign’d.
You, who each day can theatres behold,
Likc Nero’s palace, fhining all with gold,
Our mean ungilded ftage will fcorn, we fear, -
And, for the homely room, difdain the chear.

]
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- Yet now cheap druggets to a mode are grown,

And a plaio fuit (fince we can make but one)
Is better thaa to be by tarnith’d gawdry known.
They, who are by your favours wealthy made,
Vith mighty fums may carry on the trade :
We, broken bankers, half deftroy’d by five,
With our fmall ftock to humble roofs retire ;
Pity our lofs, while you their pomp admire,
For fame and honour we no langer ftrive,
We yield in both, and only beg to live :
Unable to fupport their vaft expence,
‘Who build and treat with fuch magnificence;
"That, like th’ ambitious monarchs of the age,
They give the law to our provincial Rage.
Great neighbours envioufly promote excefs,
While they impofe their {plendor on the lefs.
But only fools, and they of vatt cftate,
"Th’ extremity of medes will imitate,
The dangling knee-fringe, and the bib-cravat.
Yet if fome pride with waat may be allow’d,
We in our plainnefs may be juftly proud :
Our royal mafter will’d it (hould be fo ;
Whate’er he’s pleas’d to own, can need no fhow 3
That facred name grives ornament and grace,
And, like his ftamp, makes bafe(t metals pafs.
*Twere folly now a flately pile to raife,
To build a play-houfe while you throw down plays,
While fcenes, machines, and empty operas reign,
And for the pencil you the pen difdain ¢
While troops of famifh’d Frenchmen hither drive,
And laugh at thofc upon whofc alms they live ;
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©Old Englifh authors vanith, and give place

*T'o thefe new conqu’rors of the Norman race.

More tamely than your fathers you fubmit ;

You're now grown vaffals to *em in your wit.

Mark, when they play, how our fine fops advance
The mighty merits of their men of France, }
Keep time, cry bon, and humour the cadence.

‘Well, pleafe yourfelves ; but fure 'tis underftood,
‘That French machines have ne'er done England good.
1 would not prophely our houfe’s fate :

But while vain fhows and fcenes you over-rate,

*Tis to be fear'd
‘That as a fire the former houfe o'erthrew,
Machines and tempefts will deftroy the new.

EriLoGuE on the fame occafion.

Hough what our prologue faid was fadly true,
Yet, gentlemen, our homely houfe is new,
A charm that feldom fails with, wicked, you,
A country lip may have the velvet tonch 5
‘Though the’s no lady, you may think her fuch
A ftrong imagination may do much.

But you, loud firs, who through your curls look big,

Critics in plume and white Vallancy wig,

‘Who lolling on our foremoft benches fit,

And ftill charge firft (the true forlorn of wit;) .
‘Whofe favours, like the fun, warm where you rowl,
Yet you, like him, have neither heat nor foul ;

So may your hats your foretops never prefs,
Untouch’d your ribbons, facred be your drefs ;
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o may you flowly to old age advance,

And have th’ excufe of youth for ignorance :

3o may Fop~corner full of noife remain,

And drive far off the dull attentive train ;

30 may your midnight fcowrings happy prove,
And morning batt’ries force your way to love;
30 may not France your warlike hands recal,
3ut leave you by each others {words to fall :

Ass you come here to ruffie vizard punk,

When fober, rail, and roar when you are drunk.
But to the wits we can fome merit plead,

And urge what to themfelves has oft been faid :
Our houfe relieves the ladics from the frights
Of ill-pav’d {treets and long dark winter nights 3
“The Flanders horfes from a cold bleak road,
Where bears in furs dare fcarcely look abroad ;
The audience from worn plays and fuftian ftaff
Of rhime, more naufeous than three boys in buff.
Though in their houfe the poets heads appear,
‘We hope we may prefume their wits are here.
The beft which they referv’d they now will play;

For, like kind cuckolds; tho’ w’ have not the way

To pleafe, we’ll find you abler men who may.

If they thould fail, for laft recruits we breed

A troop of frifking Monficurs to fucceed 3

You know the French fure cards in time of need.

143
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PROLOGUE T CIRCE

By Dr. DAVENANT. 1675.

E RE you but half fo wife as you're fevere,
Our youthful poet fhould not need to fear:
To his green ears your cenfures you would fuit,
Not blaft the bloffom, but expect the fruit.
The fex,-that bet does pleafare uaderftand,
Will always chufe to err on t’ other hand.
They check. not him that’s ankward in delight,
But clap the young rogue’s check, and fet him right.
Thus hearten’d well, and flefh’d upon his prey,
The youth may prove a man another day.
Your Ben and Fletcher, in their firft young flight,
Did ni? Volpone, nor no Arbaces write;
But hopp’d about, and fhort excurfions made
From bough to bough, as if they werc afraid,
And each was guilty of fome Skghted maid.
Skiakefpear’s own Mufe her Pericles firft bore;
‘The Prince of Tyre was elder than the Moore :
*His miracle to fee a firlt good play,
All hawthorns do.not bloom on Chriltmas-day.
A flender poct muft have time to grow,
And fpread and burnifh as his brothers do.
‘Who ftill looks lean, fure with fome pox is curft 3
But no man can be Falftaff fat at firft,
Then damn not, but indulge his rude eflays,
Encourage him, and blow him up with praife,

[P |
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“That he may get more bulk before he dies:
He's not yet fed enough for facrifice.

Perhaps, if now your grace you will not grudge,
He may grow up to write, and you to judge.

EriLogue, intended to have been fpoken
by the Lady Henr. Mar. Wentworth,
when Califto { was a&ed at court.

S Jupiter, I made my court in vain;
I'll now affume my native fhape again.

T'm weary to be fo unkindly us’d,
And would not be a god to be refus’d.
State grows uneafy when it hinders love ;
A glorfonls burden, which the wife remove.
Now as a nymph 1 need sot fue, nor try
The force of any lightning but the eye.
- Beauty and youth more than a god command ;
Xo Jove could e’cr the force of thefe withftand.
*Pis here that fov’reign power admits difpate ;
Beauty fometimes is juftly abfolute.
Our fullen Cato’s, whatfo'er they fay,
Even while they frown and ditate laws, obey.
You, mighty Sir, our bonds more cafy make,
And gracefully, what all muft fuffer, take:
Above thotfe forms the grave affe to wear;
For ’tis not to be wife, to be fevere.

{ A Mafque by Mr Crown, 1673,
Vor. II, ’ K
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T'rue wifdlom may fome galiantry admit,

And foften bufinefs with the charms of wit.
Thefe peaceful triumphs with your cares you bo
And from the mid?t of fighting nations brought
You only hear it thunder from aiar,

And fit in peace the arbiter of war:

Peace, the loath’d manna, which hot brains def
You knew its worth, and wade it early prize:
And in its happy leifure fit and fee

‘I'he promifes of more felicity :

Two glorious nymphs of your own god-like lin:
‘Whofe morning rays like noontide ftrike and fh
‘Whom you to fuppliant monarchs fhall difpofe,
‘To bind your friends, and to difarm your foes.

EriLoGuE to the Man of Mobe
or Sir ForLinG FLuTTER.

(Bj Sir G. ETHEREGE. 1676.)

OST modern wits fuch monftrous fool:
fhown,

They feem not of heav’n’s making, but their ov
Thofe naufeous Harlequins in farcc may pafs;
But there goes more to a fubftantial afs :
Something of man muft be expos'd to view,
That, gallants, they may more refcmble you.
Sir Fopling is a fool fo nicely writ,
The ladies would miftake him for a wit;
And, when he fings, talks loud, and cocks, woul
1 vow, mcthinks, he’s pretty company;
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So brilk, fo gay, fo travell’d, fo refin’d,

«\s he took pains to graft upon his kind.

T rue fops help nature’s work, and go to fchool,
To file and finith God Almighty’s fool.

Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call;
He’s knight o’ th’ fhire, and reprefents ye all.
From each he meets he culls whate’er he cans
Lcgion’s bis name, a people in a man.

His bulky folly gathers as it goes,

AAnd, rolling o’cr you, like a fnow-ball grows.
His various modes from various fathers follow ;
One taught the tofs, and one the new French wallow.
His fword-kot this, his cravat that defign’d;
And this, the yard-long fnake he twirls behind.
From one the facred periwig he gain’d,

‘Which wind ne’er blew, nor touch of hat profan’d.
Another’s diving bow he did adore,

‘Which with a fhog calfts all the hair before,

Till he with full decorum brings it back,

And rifes with a water-fpaniel thake,

As for his fongs (the ladics dear delight)

Thefe fure he took from moit of you who write.
Yet ev’ry man is fafe from what he fear'd ;

For no onc fool is hunted from the herd.
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EPi1LOGUE to MITHRIDATES,

King of PonTus.
(By Mr N. LEe. 1678.)

Ou’ve feen a pair of faithfal lovers die:

Avd much you care; for moft of you willay,

‘Twas a juft judgment on their eonftancy.

For, heav’n be thank'd, we live in fuch an age,

‘When no man dies for love, but on the ftager
And ¢’en thofe martyrs are but rare in playss
A curfed fign how much true faith decays.
Love is no more a violent defire;
*Tis a meer metaphor, a painted fire.
In all our fex, the name examin'd well,
*Tis pride to gain, and vanity to tell.
In woman, ’tis a fubtle intereft made:
Curfe on the punk that made it firft a trade !
She firft did wit’s prerogative remove,
AnJd made a fool prefun:c to prate of love.
Let honour aud preferment go for gold;
But glorious beauty is not to be fold :
Or, if it be, ’tis at a rate fo high,

. That nothing but adoring it fhould buy.
Yet the rich cullies may their boafting fpares
They purchzic but fophifticated ware.
*Tis prodigaiky that buys deccit,
Where both the giver and the taker cheat.
Men but refine on the cld half-crown way;
And women fight, like Swiflers, for their pay.

i
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ProrocuEe to Caesar Borcia.

(By Mr N. LEE. 16%0.)

YH’ unhappy man, who once has trail’d a pen,
Lives not to plea’e himfelf, but other men;

Iways drudging, waftes his life and blood,

only eats and drinks what you think good.

at praife foc’er the poctry deferve,

ev’ry fool can bid the poet ftarve.

it fumbling letcher to revenge is bent,

wfe he thinks himfelf or whore is meant :

ne but a cuckold, all the city fwarms;

m J.eadenhall to Ludegate is in arms.

-¢ there no fear of Antichrift or France,

he bleft time poor poets live by chance.

ier you come not here, or, as you grace

ie old acquaintance, drop into the place,

:lefs and qualmifh with a yawning face:
fleep o’er wit, and by my troth you may;

1 of your talents lic another way.

. love to hear of fome prodigious tale,

: bell that toll’d alone, or Irith whale.

vs is your food, and you enough provide,

h for yourfclves, and all the world befide.

: tlteatre there is of vaft refort,

ich whilom of Kegrefts was call'd The Court ;
now the great Exchange of Ncws ’tis hight,

d full of hum and buz from noon till night.

K3
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VUp ftairs and down you run, as for a race,

And each man wears three nations in his face,

8o big you look, though claret you retrench,
That, arm'd with bott’d ale, you huff the French
But all your entertainment ftill is fed

By villains in your own dull ifland bred.

‘Wou’d you return to us, we dare engage

‘To (hew you better rogues upon the ftage.

You know no poifon but plain ratfbane here;
Death’s more refin’d and better bred elfewhere.
‘They have a civil way in Italy

By fmelling a perfume to make you die;

A trick would make you lay your fnuff-box by.
Murder’s a trade fo known and pratis’d there,
That tis infallible as is the chair.

Rut, mark their fealt, you (hall behold fuch prank
‘The pope fays grace, but ’tis the devil gives thank

PrROLOGUE to SOPHONISBA.

At Oxford, 1680,

Hefpis, the firlt profeflor of our art,
At country-wakes, fung ballads from a care.
To prove this true, if Latin be no trefpafs,
Dicitur et plauftris vexiffe poemata Thefpis.
But ZEfchylus, fays Horace in fome page,
Was the firt mountebank that trode the (tage:
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Yet Athens never knew your learned fpost
Of toffing poets in a tennis-court.

But ’tis the talent of our Fnglith nation,

Still to be plotting fome new reformation z
And few years hence, if anarchy goes on,
Jack Presbyter thall here ereét his throne,
Knock out a tub with preaching once a day,
And ev’ry prayer be longer than a play.
Then all your heathen wits fhall go to pot,
For difbelieving of a Popif-plot :

Your poets fhall be us’d like infidels,

And worft the author of the Oxford bells :

Nor fhould we ’fcape the fentence, to depart,
E'en in our firft original, a cart,

No zealous brother there would want a ftone,
To maul us cardinals, and pelt Pope Foan :
Religion, learning, wit, wou'd be fupprefs'd,
Rags of the whore, and trappings of the beaft :
Scot, Suarez, Tom of Aquin, muft go down,
As chief fupporters of the triple crown ;

And Ariftotle’s for deftru&ion ripe;

Some fay, he call’d the foul an organ-pipe,
Which, by fome little help of derivation,
Shall then be prov’d 2 pipe of infpiration,
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ProvroGuk to the Univerfity of Oxrorp,

1681.

HE fam’d Italian Mufe, whofe rhimes advance
Orlando, and the Paladins of France,

Records, that, wheu our wit and fenfe is flown,
"Tis lodg’d within the circle of the moon,
Tn carthen jars, which one, who thither foar’d,
Set to his nofe, fauff’d up, and was reftor’d.
Whatc’er the flory be, the moral’s true ;
The wit we loft in town, we find in you.
Our pocts their fled parts may draw from hence,
And fill their windy heads with fober fenfe.
When London votes with Southwark’s difagree,
Here may they find their long-loft loyalty.
Here bufy fenates, to th’ old caufe inclin’d,
May fouff the votes their fellows left behind ¢
Your country neighbours, when their grain grows deat
May come, and find their /af provifion bere :
Whereas we cannot much lament our lofs,
Who neither carry’d back, nor brought one crofs.
We look’d what reprefentatives wou’d bring 3
But they help’d us, juft as they did the king.
Yet we defpair not ; for we now lay forth
The Sibyls books to thofe who know their worth 3
And tho’ the firlt was facrific’d before,
Thefe volumes doubly will the price reftore.
Our poet bad us hope this grace to find,
To whom by long prefcription you are kind.
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idaunted Mufe, with loyal rage,
ir'd the vices of the age,

nothing that his fpleen can raifc,
arn his fatire into praife.

£ to his Rovar HiGgunEss, up-
firt Appearance at the Duke’s
:, after his Return from Scor-
1682.

d regions which no fummers chear,
ooding darknefs covers half the year,
wes the thiv’ ring natives go H

broad, and huat in tracks of fnow :

: tedious twilight wears away,

>w paler at th’ approach of day,
crowds to frozen mountains run ;
fir(t can fce the glimm’ring fun

rage offspring difappear,

e bright ficcetlor of the year. .
rough bears in covert feck defence,
{tay, with fecming innocence : §
kind with day-light can difpenfe.
brong’d fo full with Reynard’s race,
1bjeéts fearce can find a place:

truth is caft behind the crowd :

; too low ; hypocrify too loud.

irft to flatter in fuccefs ;

¥, but guilt has nezd to prefs.
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Once, when true zeal the fons of God did cal
‘To make their folemn fhew at Heav’'n’s Whit
The fa»‘vning devil appear’d among the reft,
And made as gaod a courtier as the beft.
‘The friends of Job, who rail’d at him before,
Came cap in hand when he had three times
Yet late repentance may, perhaps, be true;
Kings can forgive, if rebels can but fue:

A tyrant’s pow’r in rigour is expreft 5

The father yearns in the true prince’s breaft.
We grant, an o’ergrown Whig no grace can
But moft are babes, that know not they offen
The crowd, to reftlefs motion ftillinclin’d,
Are clouds, that tack according to the wind.
Driv'n by their chiefs they ftorms of hailfton
Then mourn, and foften to a {ilent fhow'r,

O welcome to this much-offending land,
The prince that brings forgivenefs in his han
‘Thus angels on glad meflages appear ;

‘Their firft falute commands us not to fear:
‘Thus Heav’n, that cou’d conftrain us to obey
{With rev’rence if we might prcfume to fay)
Seems to relax the rights of fov’reign fway :
Permits to man the choice of good ard ill,
And makes us happy by cur cwn free-will.
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ProroGuE to the Eart of Essex.

(By Mr J. BANKS. 1681.)

Spoken to the King and Queen at their coming to the
Houfe.

HEN firft the ark was landed on the fhore,
V And Heav’n had vow’d to curfe the ground no.
hen tops of hills the longing patriarch faw, [more;
1d the new fcene of earth began to draw;
ie deve was fent to view the waves decreafe,
1d firft brought back to man the pledge of peace.

s needlefs to apply, when thofe appear,

10 bring the olive, and who plant it here,

: have before our eycs the royal dove,

linnocent, as harbinger to love:

c ark is open’d to difmifs the train,

d people with a better race the plain.

I me, ye pow’rs, why fhou’d vain man purfue,

th endlefs toil, cach objcét that is new,

ud for the feeming fubftance leave the true ? }
2y fhou'd we quit for hopes his certain good,

1d loath the manna of his daily food ?

uft England fHll the fcene of changes be,

ot and tempeftuous, like our ambient fea 2

uft (till our weather and our wills agree ? }
‘ithout our blood our liberties we have:

'ho that is frec wou'd fight to be a flave ?
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Or, what can wars to after-times affure,

‘Of which our prefent age is not fecure ?

All that our monarch wou’d for us ordain,

Is but t’ enjoy the blefiings of his reign.

‘Our land’s an Eden, and the main’s our fence,
‘While we preferve oar ftate of innocence :

That loft, then beafts their brutal force employ,
And firft their lord, and then themfelves deftroy.
‘W hat civil broils have coft, we know too well;
Oh'! let it be enough that once we fell !

And cv’ry heart confpire, and ev’ry tongue,
§till to have fuch a king, and this king long.

ProrocuEe to the Lovar BrorTHu:
Or, The PersiaNn Prince.

(By Mr SOUTHERN. 1682.)

Oets, like lawful monarchs, rul'd the ftage,

Till critics, like damn’d Whigs, debauch’
Mark how they jump: Critics wou'd regulate
Qur theatres, and Whigs reform our ftate :
Both pretend love, and both (plague rot ’em!) h
The critic humbly fcems advice to bring ;
The fawning Whig petiticas to the King :
But one’s advice into a fatire flides;
I’ other’s petition a remonftrance hides.
Thefe will no taxes give, and thefe no pence;
Critics would flarve the poet, Whigs the prince.
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“The critic all our troops of friends difcards ;
Juft fo the Whig wou'd fain pull down the guards.
Guards are illegal, that drive foes away,
As watchful thepherds, that fright beafts of prey.
Kings, who difband firch needlefs aids as thefe,
Are fafe-—-as long as ¢’er their fubjcéts pleafe :
And that wou’d be "till next Queen Befs’s night 3
Which thus grave penny chroniclers indite.
Sir Edmond Bury firft, in woful wife,
Leads up the fhow, and milks their maudlin eyes.
There's not a butcher’s wife but dribs her part,
And pitics the poor pageant from her heart;
Who, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire,
And, with a civil congee, does retire,
But guiltlefs blood to ground muft never fall;
There's Anticoriit bebind, to pay for all.
The punk of Babylon in pomp appears,
A lewd old gentleman of feventy years:
Whofe age in vain our mercy wou'd implore ;
¥or few take pity on an old caft whore.

TFhe dev'l, whio brought hini to the fhame, takes part ;
Sits cheek by jowl, ia black, to cheer his heart ;
Like thief and parfon in a Tyburn-cart.

"The word is giv'n, and with a loud huzza
The mitred puppet from Lis chair they draw :
On the flain corps contending nations fall :
Alas! what’s one poor pope among *em all!
He burns; now all true hicarts your triumphs ring ;
Aud next (for fathion) cry, God fave the King..
A necdful cry in midft of fuch alarms,
When forty thoufand men are up in arms.
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But after he’s once fav'd, to make amends,

In cach fucceeding health they damn his friends:
So God begins, but ftill the devil ends.

‘What if fome one, infpir'd with zeal, fhov’d call,
Come, let’s go cry, God fave him at Whitehall?
His beft friends wou’d not like this over-care,
Or think him c’er the fafer for this pray’r.

Tive praying faints arc by an a&t allow’d;

But not the whole church-militant in crowd.
Yet, thou’d Heav’n all the truc petitions drain

Of prefbyterians, who wou'd kings maintain,

Of forty thoufand, five wou'd fcarce remain,

Erirocus to the fame.

Virgin poet was ferv’d up to-day,
Who, till this hour, ne’er cacki’d for a play.
He's ncither yet a Whig nor Tory boy 3 }

But, like a girl, whom fev'ral wou'd enjoy,

Begs leave to make the beft of his own nat’ral toy.
Were 1 to play my callow author’s game, S
*The king’s houfe wou’d inftru@ me by the name. A
"There’s loyalty to one : I with no more :

A commonwealth founds like a common whore.
1.et hufband or gallant be what they will,

One part of woman is true Tory fill, l
If any factious fpirit thould rebel, =

Our fex, with eafe, can ev'ry rifing quell.

"Then, as you hope we thou’d your failings hide,

An honeft jury for our play provide.
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at their poets never take offence ;

fave dull culprits, who have murder’d fenfe.
ronfenfe is a naufeous heavy mafs,

shicle call’d fa&tion makes it pafs.

n in plays the common-wealth-man’s bribe 3
aden farthing of the canting tribe :

void in payment laws and (tatutes make it,
sighbourhood, that knows the man, will take it,
¢tion buys the votes of half the pit ;

s is the penfion-parliament of wit.

~-clubs their venom let them vent 3

cre ’tis fafe, in its own element.

where their madnefs can have no pretence,
em forget themfelves an hour of fenfe.
poorifle, why {hou’d two faQions be?
diff’rence in your vices I can fee: }
1k and drabs both fides too well agree.

.there were more preferments in the land :
es fell, the party cou’d not ftand.

: damn’d grievance ev'ry Whig complains ;
;runt like hogs, till they have got their grains.
ime you fee what trade our plots advance ;

J each year good money into France;

rey that knew what merchandife we need,
*er thue proteftants to mend our breed.
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EriLoGUE to ConsTANTINE the GrraT.

(By Mr N, LEg. ,1684.)

UR hero’s happy in the play’s conelofion;

- The holy rogue at laft has met confufion :
Tho’ Arius all along appear’d a faint,
The laft a&t (hew’d him a true Proteftant.
Eufebius (for yon know I read Greek anthors,)
Reports, that, after all thefe plots and flaughters,
‘The court of Conftantine was full of glory,
And ev’ry Trimmer turn’d addrefling Yory.
‘They follow’d him in herds as they were mad :
‘When Claufe was king, then all the world was ghd
‘Whigs kept the places they pofleft before,
And moft were in a way of getting more;
‘Which was as much as faying, Gentlemen,
Here’s pow's and money to be rogues again.
Indeed, these were a fort of peaking tools,
Some call them modeft, but I call them fools,
Men much more loyal, tho’ not half fo loud;
But thefe poor devils were calt bebind the crowd.
For bold knaves thrive without one grain of fenfe,
But good men ftarve for want of impudence.
Befides all th.cfc, there were a fort of wights,
(I think my author calls them Tekelites)
Such hearty rogues againft the king and laws,
‘They favour’d ¢en a foreign rebel’s caufe.
‘When their own damn’d defign was quath’d and aw’d,
At leaft, they gave it their good word abroad.
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s many a man, who, for a quiet life,

eeds out his baftard, nat to noife his wife ;

hus o’er their darling plot thefe Trimmers cry;

nd tho’ they cannot keep it in their eye, }
hey bind it prentice to Count Tekely.

hey b’lieve not the latt plot ; may I be cnft,

"I believe they €’er believ'd the firft.

fo wonder their own plot no plot they think 3

‘he man, that makes it, never fmells the ftink.

ind now it comes into my head, I'll tell

Vhy thefz damn’d Trimmers lov’d the Turks fo well.
Ch’ orig’nal Trimmer, tho’ a friend to no man,

‘etin his heart ador’d a pretty woman;

fcknew that Mahomet laid up for ever,

iind black-cy’d rogues for cv’ry true believer;

And, which was more than mortal man e’er tafted,
Jne pleafure that for threefcore twelvemonths lafted .
lo turn for this, may furely be forgiven :

¥ho’d not be circumcis’d for fuch a heav’n?

¥oL. II. L. °
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ProLoGUE to the DisspPOINTMENT,

Or, The MoTHER in Fasuiox.
By Mr SOUTHEEN. 1684.

Spoken by Mr BETTERTON.

HOW comes it gentlemen, that now-a-days,
When all of you fo threwdly judge of plays,
Our pocts tax you ftill with want of fenfe?

All prologues treat you at your own expence.
Sharp citizens a wifer way can go;

They make you fools ; but never call you fo.
They, in good manners, feldom make a flip,

But treat a common whore with ladyfhip :

But here cach faucy wit at random writes,

And ufes ladies as he ufes knights.

Our author, young and grateful in his nature,
Vows, that from him no nymph deferves a fatire:
Nor will he ever draw~----1 mean his rhime,
Againft the fweet partaker of his crime.

Nor is he yet fo bold an undertaker,

To call men fools ; ’tis railing at their Maker.
Befides, he fears to fplit upon that fhelf ;

He’s young enough to be a fop himfelf :

And if his praife can bring you all a-bed,

He fwvears fuch hopeful youth no nation ever bred.
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Your father chofe, becaufe he lik’d the face;

And, often, they fupply’d your mother’s place.

Che dry nurfe was your mother’s ancient maid,

Who knew fome former flip fhe ne’er betray’d.

Betwixt “em both, for milk and fugar-candy,

Your fucking bottles were well ftor’d with brandy.
Your father, to initiate your difcourfe, §

Your nurfes, we prefume, in fuch a cafe, %

Meant to have taught you firft to fwear and curfe ;
But was prevented by each carcful nurfe.

For, leaving dad and mam, as names too common,
They taught you certain parts of man and woman.
I pafs your fchools ; for there when firft you came,
You wou’d be fure to lcarn the Latin name.
In colleges you. fcorn’d the art of thinking,
But learn’d all moods and figures of good drinking :
Therce come to town, you pradife play to know
The virtues of the high dice, and the low.
Each thinks himfelf a tharper moft profound :
Me cheats by pence; is cheated by the péund.
With thefe perfections, and what clfe he gleans,
The fpark fets up for love behind our fcenes; - %
Hot in purfuit of princefles and queens.
There, if they know their man, with cunning carriage,
"Twenty to one but it concludes in marriage.

He hires fome homely room, love’s fruits to gather,
And garret-high rebels againtt his father :

Buthe once dead-+—----

Brings her in triumph, with her portion, dowa,

A toilet, dreffing-box, and half a crown.

Some marry firft, and then they fall to fcowring,
Which is, refining martiage into whoring.

L2
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Our women batten well on their good-nature 5
All they can rap and rend for the dear creature.
But while abroad fo liberal the dolt is,

Poor {poufe at home as ragged as a colt is.
Laft, fome there are, who take their firft degrees
Of lewdnefs in our middle galleries.

The doughty bullies enter bloody drunk,

Invade and grubble one another’s punk :

‘They caterwaul, and make a difmal rout,

Call fons of whores, and ftrike, but ne’er lug out:
Thus while for paltry punk they roar and ftickle,
They make it bawdier than a conventicle.

Provrocukt to the King and Queen,
upon the Union of the two Companices
in 1686, '

INCE faétion ¢hhs, and rogues grow out of fafhionr
D Their penny-feribes take care t” inform the natiody
How well men thrive in this or that plantation:

How Penfylvania’sair agrees with Quakers,
And Carolina’s with aflociators :
Both ¢€’en too good for madmen and for traitors.

Truth is, our land with faints is fo run o’er
And ev'ry age produces fuch a ftore,
That now there’s need of two New-Englands more
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What's this, you’ll fay, to us and our vocation ?
Only thus much, that we have left our (tation,
And made this theatre our new plantation.

The factious natives never cou’d agree ;
But aiming, as they call’d it, to Le frec,
Thofe play-houfec Whigs fct up for property.

Some fay, they no obedience paid of late;
But would new fears and jealoufies create ;
Till topfy-turvy they had turn’d the ftate.

Plain fenfe, without the talent of foretelling,

Might guefs ’twould end in downright knocks and
quelling :

For feldom comes there better of rebelling.

When men will, needlefsly, their freedom barter

For lawlefs pow’r, fometimes they catch a Tartar;

There’s a damn’d word that rhimes to this, call’'d
charter.

But, fince the vi€tory with us remains,
You fhall be call’d to twelve in all our gains;
If you’ll not think us faucy for our pains.

0ld men fhall have good old plays to delight ’em :

And you, fair ladies and gallants that flight em,

We'll treat with good new plays; if our new wits can
write "em.

L 3



166 POEMS UPON

‘We'll take no blund’ring verfe, no fuftian tumon
No dribling love, from this or that prefumer:
-No dull fat fool fhamm’d on the ftage for humot

For faith, fome of "em fuch vile ftuff have made,
As none but fools or fairies ever play’d;
But ’twas, as fhop-men fay, to force a trade.

*We've given you tragedies, all fenfe defying,
And finging men, in woeful metre dying;
This ’tis when heavy lubbers will be flying.

All thefe difafters we will hope to weather;
‘We bring you none of our old lumber hither:
‘Whig pocts and Whig (heriffs may hang together,

EriLoGue on the fume Occafion.

E W minilters, when fir{t they get in place,
Muft have a care to pleufc; and that’s our ¢
Some laws for public welfare we defign,
If you, the pow’r fupreme, will pleafe to join:
‘There are a fort of prattlers in the pit, '
Who either have, or who pretend to wit.
"Thefe noify firs fo loud their parts rehearfe,
‘That oft the play is filenc’d by the farce.
Let fuch be dumb, this penalty to fhun,
Each to be thought my lady’s eldeft fon.
But ftay; me thinks foime Vizard Mafk I fee,
Caft out ker lure from thc mid gallery s
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About her all the flutt’ring fparks are rang’d;
The noife continues, though the fcene is chang’d.
Now growling, fputt’ring, wauling, fuch a clutter, .
’Tis juft like pufs defendant in a gutter. .
Fine love no doubt; but ere two days are o’er ye,
The furgeon will be told a woeful ftory.
Let Vizard Mafk her naked face expofe,
On pain of being thought to want a nofe.
Then for your lacqueys, and your train befide,
{By whate’er name or title dignify’d)
‘They roar fo loud, you’d think behind the ftairs
‘Tom Dove, and all the brotherhood of bears :
They’re grown a nufance, beyond all difafters;
We've none fo great, but their unpaying mafters.
We beg you, firs, to beg your men, that they
Would pleafe to give you leave to hear the play.
Next in the play-houfe {pare your precious lives;
Think, like good Chriftians, on your bairns and wives 3
Think on your fouls; but by your lugging forth,
It feems you know how little they are worth.
If none of thefe will move the warlike mind,
Think on the helplefs whore you leave bebind.
We beg you, lalt, our fcene-room to forbear,
And leave our goods and chattles to our care.
Alas! our women are but wathy toys,
And wholly taken up in ftage-employs

. Poor willing tits they are; but yet I doubt
‘This double duty foon will wear ’em out. .
Then you are watch’d befides with jealous care,.
What if my lady’s page (hou'd find you there ?
My lady knows t’ a tittle what there’s in ye; .
No paffing your gilt fhilling for a guinca.

Ls

-~
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Thus, geatlemen, we have fumm’d up in {hott,
Our gricevances, from country, town, and court:
‘Which humbly we fubmit to your good pleafure;
But fir(t vote money, then redrefs at leifure.

ProroGue to the Princess of CLEVEs.

(By Mr N. LEEe. 1689.)

Api1gs! (I hope therc’s none behind to hear)
I long to whifper fomething in your ear;

A fecret, which does much my mind perplex:
There’s treafon in the play againft our fex.
A man that’s falfe to love, that vows and cheats,
And kiffes every living thing he meets.
A rogue in mode ([ dare not fpeak too broad) .
One that does fomething to the very bawd.
Out on him, traitor, for a filthy beaft;
Nay, and he’s like the pack of all the reft :
None of ’em ftick at mark; they all deceive.
Some Jew has chang’d the text, I half believe;
Their Adam cozen’d our poor grandame Eve.
T'o hide their faults, they rap out oaths, and tear:
Now, though we lie, we're too well bred to fivear.
So we compound for half the fin we owe,
But men are dipt for foul and body too;
And when found out, excufe themfelves, pox cant "em,
With Latin tuff, perjuria ridet amantum.
I'm not book-learn’d, to know that word in vogue;
But 1 fufpec 'tis Latin for a roguc.
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°m fure, I never heard that fcreech-ow! hollow’d
amy poor ears, but feparation follow’d.

Jow can fuch perjur'd villains e’er be faved ?
Achitophel’s not half fo falfe to David.

Vith vows and foft expreflions to allure,

“hey ftand, like foreman of a thop, demure :

lo fooner out of fight, but they are gadding,

.nd for the next new face ride out a padding.

et, by their favour, when they have been kiffing,
Te can perceive the ready money miffing.

"ell! we may rail; but ’tis as good e’en wink;
mething we find, and fomething they will fink.
it fince they're at renouncing, ’tis our parts,

> trump thcir diamonds, as they trump our hearts.

EriroGguEe to the fame.

\. Qualm of confeicnce brings me back again,
To make amends to you befpatter’d men.

¢ women love like cats, that hide their joys,
growling, fqualling, and a hideous noife.

ail’'d at wild young iparks; but, without lying,
ver was man woric thought on for high-flying.
ie prodigal of love gives cich her part,

«d fquand’ring fhows, at leaft, a noble heart.

» heard of men, who, in fome lewd lampoon,
ve hir'd a friend, to mak= their valour known.
at accufation ftraight this queftion brings;

1at is the man that does fuch haughty things?

deda
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‘The fpaniel lover, like a fncaking fop,
Lies at our feet; he’s fearce worth takis
*Tis true, fuch heroes in a play go far;
But chamber-practice is not like the bar,
‘When men fuch vile, fuch faint petitior
We fear to give, becaufe they fear to ta
Since modefty’s the virtue of our kind,
Pray let it be to our own fex confin’d.
‘When men ufurp it from the female na
*Tis but a work of fupercrogation-—-
‘We thew’d a princefs in the play, ’tis tr
‘Who gave her Cacfar more than all his
‘Told her own faults: But I fhould muc
‘To chufe a hufband for my confeffor.
You fec what fate follow'd the faint-like
For telling tales from out the nuptial-fcl
Our play a merry comedy had prov
Had the confcfs’d fo much to him f{t
True prefbyterian wives the means w
But damn’d confefling is fiat pcpery

PRrRoOLOGUE to the Wipow

(By Mrs BEHN. 169c

Eav'n fave ye, gallants, and this

Y’ are welcome to the downfal of -

The fools have labour’d long in their v
And vice (the manufactures of the nati
O’critocks the town fo much, and thriy
‘That fops and knaves grow drugs, and
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vain our wares on theatres are thown,
hen each has a plantation of his own.
is caufe nc'er failss for whatfoe’er he fpends,
here’s ftill God’s plenty for himfelf and friends.
wou’d men be rated by poetic rules,
word! what a poll would there be rais’d from fools!
Iean time poor wit prohibited muft lie,
i if twere made fome French commodity.
ools you will have, and rais’d at vaft expence;
wnd yet, as foon as feen, they give offence.
“ime was, when none wou’d cry, That oaf was me;
ut now you ftrive about your pedigree.
iauble and cap no fooner are thrown down,
iut there’s a mufs of more than half the town.
‘ach one will challenge a child’s part at leaft;
A fign the family is well increas’d.
)f forcign cattle therc’s no longer need,
Vhen we're fupply’d fo fuft with Englifh breed.
Vell! flourith countrymen, drink, fivear, and roar ;
stev’ry free-born fubject keep his whore,
lod, wand’ring in the wildernefs aboue,
it end of forty ycars not wear her out,
ut when you fee thefe pictares, let none dare
0 own beyond a limb or fingle thare:
or where the punk is common, he’s a fot,
"ho necds will father what the parifh got.
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ErirLocue to HEnrvy IL
(By Mr MouNTFORT. 1693.)
Spoken by Mrs BRACEGIRDLE.

HUS you the fad cataftrophe have feen,
‘Qccafion’d by a miftrefs and a queen.
Queen Eleanor the Proud was French, they fay;

But Englith manufature got the day.

Jane Clifford was her name, as books aver:
Fair Rofamond was but her nom de guerre.

Now tell me, gallants, wou'd you lead your life
With fuch a miftrefs, or with fuch a wife?

1f one muft be your cholce, which d’ye approve,
‘The curtain leéture, or the curtain love?

Wou'd ye be godly with perpetual ftrife, .

Still drudging on with homely Joan your wifes
Or take your pleafure in a wicked way,

Like honeft whoring Harry in the play ?

I guefs your minds: The miltrefs wou’d be taken;
And nauteous matrimony fent a packing.

The devil’s in you all; mankind’s a rogue;

You love the bride, but you deteft the clog.
After a year, poor fpoufe is left i’ th’ lurch,
And you, like Haynes, rcturn to mother-church.
Or, if the name of church comes crofs your mindy
Chapels of eafe behind our fcenes you find.

The play-houfe is a kind of market-place 3

One chatfers for a voice, another for a face:
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Nay, fome of you (I dare not fay how many)
“Woud buy of me a pen’worth for your penny.
Een this poor face (which with my fan I hide)
Wou'd make a fhift my portion to provide,
‘With fome fmall perquifites I have befide.
“Though for your love, perhaps, I thou'd not care,

X cou’d not hate a man that bids me fair.

‘What might enfue, ’tis hard for me to tell;

But I was drench’d to-day for loving well,

And fear the poifon that wou’d make me fwell.

A PROLOGUE.

In that which reafonable men fhould write;
To them alone we dedlicate this night.
The reft may fatisfy their curious itch
With city Gazcttes, or fome faétious fpeech,
Or whate’er libel, for the public good,
Stirs up the Shrove-tide crew to fire and blood.
Remove your benches, yeu apoftate pit,
And take, above, twelve-penny-worth of wit;
Go back to your dear dancing on the rope,
Or fee what’s worfe, the devil and the pope,
The plays that take on our corrupted ftage,
Methinks, refemble the diitradted age;
Noife, madnefs, all unreaforable things,
That f{trike at fenfe, as rebels do at kings.
The ftile of Forty-one our poets write,
And you are grown to judge like Forty-cight.

IF yet there be a few that take delight E
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Such cenfures our miftaking audience make,
‘That 'tis almoft grown fcandalous to take.
They talk of fevers that infe& the brains;
But nonfénfe is the new difeafe that reigns.
Weak ftomachs, with a long difeafe opprefs’s
Cannot the cordials of ftrong wit digeft.
‘Therefore thin nourithment of farce ye chufe
Decodtions of a barley-water Mufe ;

A meal of tragedy would make you fick,
Unlefs it were a very tender chick.

Some fcenes in fippets wou'd be worth our ti
‘Thofe would go down; fome love that’s |
If thefe thould fail-—-

We muft lic down, and, after all our coft,
Keep holy-day, like watermen in froft;
While you turn players on the world’s great
And a&t yourfelves the farce of your own ag

ErirocuE toa Tragedy

TAMERLANE.
(By Mr SAUNDERS.)

ADIES! the beardl f; author of this d
Commends to you the fortune of his pl:
A woman wit has often grac’d the ftage ;
But he’s the firft boy-poet of our age.
Early as is the year his fancies blow,
Like young Narciflus peeping through the fi
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“X hus Cowley bloffom’d foon, yet flourith’d long ;
"X his is as forward, and may prove as ftrong.
Y outh with the fair fhou’d always favour find,
Or we are danin’d diffemblers of our kind.
“What’s all this love they put into our parts?
*Tis but the pit-a-pat of two young hearts.
Should Hag and Grey-Beard make fuch tender moan,
Faith, you'd ¢’en truft ’em to themfelves alone,
<Aund cry, Let’s go, here’s nothing to be done.”
Since love’s our bufinefs, as ’tis your delight,
“The young, who beft can pratife, beft can write.
“What tho’ he be not come to his full pow’r,
¥e’s mending and improving cv’ry hour.
You flie fhe-jockies of the box and pit,
Are pleas’d to find a hot unbroken wit :
By management he may in time be made,
Butthere’s no hopes of an old batter’d jade
Faint and unnerv’d he runs into a fweat,
And always fails you at the fecond heat.

AN EPILOGUE.

O U faw our wifej was chafte, yet throughly try'd,
And, without doubt, y* arc hugely edify’d ;

For, like our hero, whom we fhew’d to-day,

You think no woman true, but in a play.

Love once did make a pretty kind of fhow; }

. Efteem and kindnefs in one breaft will grow :

i But ’twas Heav’n knows how many years ago.
Now fome fmall chat, and guinea expetation,
Gets all the pretty creatures in the nation :
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In comedy your little felves you meet ;
*Tis Covent-Garden drawn in Bridges-ftrect.
Smile on our author then, if he has fhown
A jolly nut-brown baftard of your own.
Ah! happy you, with eafc and with delight,
‘Who aé&t thofe follies poets toil to write!
‘The fweating Mufe does almoft leave the chafe ;
She puffs, and hardly keeps your Prctean vices |
Pinch you but in one vice, away you fly
‘To fome new frifk of contrariety.
You rowl liks fnow-balls, gathering as yon run,
And get feven dev’ls, when diipoffefs’d of one.
Your Venus once was a Platonic queen 3
Nothing of love befides the face was feen s
But ev'ry inch of her you now uncafe,
And clap a vizard-mafk upon the face.
For fins like thefe, the zealous of the land,.
‘With little hair and little or no band,
Declare how circulating peftilerces
Watch, ev’ry twenty years, to foap offenccs.
Saturn e’en now takes dotoral degrees ;
He'll do you work this fammer, without fees.
Let all the boxes, Phoebus, find thy grace,
And, ah, preferve the eighteen-penny place !
But for the pit confounders, let ’em go,
And find as little mercy as they fhow :
‘The afors thus, and thus thy poets pray ;

! For ev’ry critic fav'd, thou damn’it a play..
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ProroGuE to the PrROPHETESS.

(By Beaumont and Fletcher. Revived by Mr Dryden.)

Spoken by Mr BETTERTON,

Hat Noftradame, with all his art, can guefs
The fate of our approachjng Prophetefs ?
A play, which, like a perfpeétive fet right,
ents our vaft expences clofe to fight

But turn the tube, and there we fadly view

Our diftant gains; and thof¢ uncertain too :

4 fweeping tax, which on ourfelves we raife,
And all, ljke you, in hopes of better days.
When will our loffes warn us to be wife ?

Our wealth decreafes, and our charges rife.
Mogey, the fweet allurer of our hopes,

Ebbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops.
Werzife new objeéts to provoke delight;

But &ou grow fated ere the fecond fight.

Falie men ! e’en fo you ferve your mittrefles :
They rife three ftories in their tow’ring drefs ;
And, after all you love not long enough

To pay the rigging, cre you leave ’em off.

Never content with what you had before,

But trae to change, and Englith men all o’er.
Now honour calls you hence ; and all your care
Is to provide the horrid pomp of war.

In plume and fearf, jack-boots, and Bilbo blade,
Your filver goes, that thou’d fupport our t.radc’

Vor. IL M
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Go, unkind heroes, leave our ftage to mourn;
*Till rich from vanquifh’d rebels you return;
-And the fat fpoils of Teague}in triumph draw,
His firkin butter, and his ufquebaugh.

Go, conqu'rors of your male and female foes;
Men without hearts, and women without hofc.
Each bring his love a Bogland captive home;
Such proper pages will long trains become;
‘With copper collars, and with brawny backs,
Quite to put down the fafhion of our blacks.
Then fhall thé pious Mufes pay their vows,
And furnifh all their laurels for your brows ;
‘Their tuneful voice thall raife for your delights;
‘We want not pocts fit to fing your fights.

But you, bright beauties, for whofc only fake
Thofe doughty knights fuch dangers uadertake,
‘When they with happy gales are gone away,
‘With your propitious prefence grace our play ;
And with a figh their empty feats furvey :
‘Then think-—on that bare bench my fervant fat;
I fee him ogle ftill, and hear him chat;
Selling facetious bargains, and propounding
That witty recreation, call’d dum-founding.
Their lofs with patience we will try to bear ;
And wou'd do more, to fee you often here 3
That our dead ftage, reviv'd by your fair eyes,
Under a female regency may rife.
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RoLoGUE to the Univerfity of Oxrorp.

Spoken by Mr Hatt, at the adling of the

SiLENT WoMAN.

X7 Hat Greece, when learning flourith’d, only knew,
Athenian judges, you this day renew.
lere too are annual rites to Pallas done,
ind here poctic prizes loft or won.
lethinks I fee you, crown’d with olives, fit,
\nd ftrike a facred horror from the pit.
\ day of doom is this of your decree,
Vhere ev’n the belt are but by mercy free: [to fee.
«day, which none but Johnfon durft have wifh’d
lere they, who long have known the ufeful ftage,
ome to be taught themfelves, to teach the age.
\s your commiffioners our pocts go,
‘0 cultivate the virtue which you fow ;
1your Lycacum firt themfelves refin’d,
«nd delegated thence to human-kind.
ut as ambafladors, when long from home,
or new inftrutions to their princes come ;
o poets, who your precepts have forgot,
‘eturn, and beg they may be better taught :
‘ollies and faults elfewhere by them are fhown,
't by your manners they correét their own.
b’ illiterate writer, emp’ric like, applies
lo minds difeas’d, u{lfafc, chance remedies :
M 2
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The learn’d in fchools, where knowledge firft began,
Studies with care th’ anatomy of man;

Sees virtue, vice, and paffions in their caufe,

And fame from fcience, not from fortune, draws.
So poetry, which is in Oxford made

An art, in London only is a trade.

‘There haughty dunces, whofe unlearned pen |
Could ne’er fpell grammar, would be reading men. |
Such build their poems the Lucretian way ; |
So many huddled atoms make a play ;

And if they hit in order by fome chance,

They eall that nature, which is ignorance.

To fuch a fame let mere town-wits afpire,

And there gay nonfenfe their own cits admire.

Our poct, could he find forgivenefs here,

‘Would wifh it rather than a plaudit there.

Hec owns no crown from thofe practorian bands,

But knows that right isin the fenate’s hands.

Not impudent enough to hope your praife, }

Low at the Mute’s feet his wreath he lays,

And, where he took it up, refigns his bays.

Kings make their poets whom themfelves think fit,
But ’tis your futfrage makes authentic wit.

EriLocue, fpoken by the fame.

O poor Dutch peafant, wing’d with all his fear,
Flies with more hafte, when the French arms
draw near,
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7ith our poetic train come down,

- hither, from th’ infe¢ted town ¢

r our fins this Summer has thought fit

i with il the plagues of wit.
troop firfl fwept ull things in its way ;

10t Monfieurs were too quick to ftay :

r coft, in that (hort time, we find
their itch of novelty behind.

a Merry-Andrews took their place,
debauch’d the ftage with lewd grimacc :
wit, and humours, your delight
to fee two hobby-horfes fight ;

ramoucha with ruth lance rode in,

1 tilt at Centaur Arlequin.
ou heard how amorous affes bray’d,
in gutters gave their ferenade.

15 out of count’nance, and each day

/-born monfter (hewn you for a play.
all fail’d, to ftrike the ftage quite dumb,
ked engines, call’d machines, are come.
and lightning now for wit are play’d,

tly fcenes in Lapland will be laid:

: is for poetry profe(t;
and dogs, and each obfeener beaft,

. AEgyptian dotards once did bow,
Englith ftage are worfhipp’d now.
ft reigns there, and raifes to renown

, and Simon Magus of the town ;

s defpis’d, your Johnfon’s out of fathion,

the only drug in all the nation.

M3
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1n this low ebb our wares to you are thown ; °

By you thofe ftaple authors worth is known;

For wit’s a manufafture of your own,

When you, who only can, their fcenes have prais'd,
We'll boldly back, and fay, their price is rais'd.

EriLocuk, fpoken at Oxrorp,

By Mrs MARSHALL.

F'T has our poet wifh'd, this happy feat
Might prove his fading Mufe’s laft retreat :

1 wonder’d at his wifh, but now I find
He fought for quiet, and content of mind ;
‘Which noifeful towns, and courts can never know,
And only in the fhades like laurels grow.
Youth, ere it fees the world, here ftudies reft,
And age rcturning thence concludes it beft.
‘What wonder if we court that happinefs
Yearly to fhare, which hourly you poffefs,
Teaching ¢’en you, while the vext world we fhow,.
Your peace to value more, and better know 2
*Tis all we can return for favours paft,
‘Whofe haly memory fhall ever, laft,
For patronage from him whofe care prefides
O’er ev’ry noble art, and ev’ry fcience guides:
Bathurft, a name the learn’d with reverence know,,
And fearcely more to his own Virgil owe;
‘Whofe age enjoys but what his youth deferv’d,
To rule thofe Mufes whom before he ferv'd.

P
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ning, and untainted mannerstoo,

!, Athenians, are deriv'd to you :
icient hofpitality there refts

s, as dwelt in the firft Grecian breafts,
kindnefs was religion to their guefts.

odefty did to our fex appear,
| there been no laws, we need not fear, }

«ch of you was our protector here.

¢ fo chafte, and fo ftrit virtue thown,
ht Apollo with the Mufes own.

- return, we might defpair to find

fo juft, fo knowing, and fo kind.

.0GUE to the Univerfity of Oxford.

ord and plots, which have undone our age,
fith the fame ruin have o’erwhelm’d the ftage.
e bas fuffer’d in the common. woe, :
¢ been troubled with Scotch reb:ls too.
thren here from Thames to Tweed departed,
our fifters all the kinder hearted,
1borough gone, or coach’d or carted.
mny bluecape there they aét all night
tch half-crown, in Englifh three-pence hight.
mph, to whom fat Sir Jofin' Falltaff"s lean,
vith her fingle perfon fills the feene.
r, with long ufe and age decay’d,
ere old woman, and rofe there a maid.
{ty door-keepers of former time
trut and fwagger in heroic rhime..

M.4 :

hads .
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Tack but a copper-lace to drugget fuit,

And there’s a hero made without difpute : -
‘And that, which was a capon’s tail before,
;chmés a plume for Indian emperor.

‘But all his fubjects, to exprefs the care

-Of imitation, go, like Indians, bare:

Lac’'d Iinen there would be a dangerous thing ;
It might perhaps a néw rébellion bring;

The Scbt, who wore it, would be chofen king.
But why fhould I thefe rencgades deferibe,
‘When you yourfelves have feen a lewder tribe?
‘Teague has been here, and to this tearned pit,
‘With Irith action flander’d Englith wit;

You have beheld fuch barb’rous Mac’s appcar,
As nerited a fecond maflacre s

Such as, like Cain, was branded with difgrace,
And had their country ftamp’d upon their face. -
When firolers durft prefume to pick your purfe,
‘We humbly thought éur broken troop not worfe.
" How ill foc’er guir aétion may deferve,

Oxford’s a place, wherc wit can never ftarve,

Prorocue to the Univerfity of Oxford.

H O’ aftors cannot imuch of learning boaft,
Of all who waat it, we admire it moft;_
‘We love the praifes of a learned pit,
As we remotely are ally’d to wit.
We fpeak our poet’s wit, and trade in ore,
Like thofe who touch upon the golden fhore;
Betwixt our’ judges can diftin@tion make,
Difcern how much, and why, our poems take;
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Mark if the fools, or men of fenfe, rejoice;
cther th’applaufe be only found or voice.
en bur fop-gallants, or our city-folly;
Clzp over-loud, it makes us melancholy :
“"We doubt that fcene which does their wonder ralfe,
“And, for their ignorance, contemn their praife.
Judge then, if we who a&, and they who write,
Shou'd not be proud of giving you delight.
Xondon likes grofsly ; but this nicer pit
Examines, fathoms, all the depths of Wit ;
“The ready finger lays on every blot;
Xnows what fhou’d juftly pleafe, and what thou'd not.
Nature herfelf lies open to your view 3
You judge by her, what draught of her is true,
“Where out-lines falfe, and colours feem too faint,
Where bunglers daub, and where true poets paint.
But by the facred genius of this place,
‘By ev’ry myfe, by each dometftic grace,
Be kind to wit, which but endeavours well,
And, wher¢ you judge, prefumes not to excel.
Our poets thither for adoption come,
As nations fu'd to he made free of Rome:
Not In the fuffragating tribes to ftand,
Bt in your utmoft, laft, provincial band.
If his ambition may thofe hopes purfue,
Who with religion loves your arts and you,
Ozford to him a dearer name fhall be,
Than his own mother-univerfity.
Thebes did his green, unknowing, yeuth, engage;
He chufes Athens in his\riper age.
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PROLOGUE to ALBUMAZAR.

O fay, this comedy pleas’d long ago,

Is not enough to make it pafs you now :
Yet, gentlemen, your anceftors had wit;
When few men cenfur'd, and when fewer writ.
And Johnfon, of thofe few the be(t, chofe this,
As the beft model of his mafter-piece :
Subtle was got by our Albumazar, ,
‘That alchymift by this aftrologer;
Here he was fafhion’d, and we may fuppofe
He lik’d the fathion well, who wore the cloathes.
But Ben made nobly bis what he did mould; '
‘What was another’s lead becomes his gold :
Like an unrighteous conqueror he reigns,
Yet rules that well; which he unjuftly gains.
But this our age fuch authors does afford,
As make whole plays, and yet fcarce writ one wod
‘Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob zll,
And what’s their plunder, their poffeffion call:
Who, like bold padders, fcorn by night to prey,.
But rob by fun-fhine, in the face of day:
Nay fcarce the common ceremony ufe
Of, Stand, Sir, and deliver up your Mufe;
But knock the poet down, and, with a grace,.
Mount Pegafus before the owner’s face.
Faith, if you have fuch country Toms abroad,.
>Tis time for all true men to leave that road.
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t it were modeft, could it but be faid,

aey firip the living, but thefe rob the dead;

are with the mummies of the Mufes play,

1d make love to them the Egyptian way;

, as a rhiming author would have faid,

in the dead living to the living dead.

ch men in poetry may claim fome part:

iy have the licence, though they want the art;
1d might, where theft was prais’d, for laureats ftand,.
<ts, not of the head, but of the hand.

ey make the benefits of other ftudying,

uch like the meals of politic jack-pudding,

hofe difh to challenge no man has the courage;

‘is all his own when once h* has {pit i’ th’ porridge--
it, gentlemen, you’re all concern’d in this;

>u are in fault for what they do amifs :

o they the thefts itill undifcover’d think,

nd durft not fteal, unlefs you pleas’d to wink,
srhaps, you may award by your decree,

hey thow’d refund; but that can never be;

or fhould you letters of reprifal feal,

hefe men writ that which no man elfe would fteal..
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ProLoGUE to Arviracus and P
revived. .

(By Lobowsc CarLeLL, Eff

Spoken by Mr HART,

1T H fickly aftors and dn old houfe

We're match’d with glorious theatn
And with our ale-houfe fcenes, and cloathes
Can neither raife old plays, nor new adorn
If all thefe ills could not undo us quite,
A brifk Prench troop is grown your dear d
‘Who with broad bloody bills call you each
‘To Jaugh and bteak your battons at their p
Or fee fome ferious piece, which we prefum
Is fall’'n from fome incomparable plume}
And therefore, Meffienrs, if you'll do us g
Send lacquies early to preferve your place.
‘We dare not on your privilege intrench,
Or afk you why you like ’em ? they are Fri
Therefore fome go with courtefy exceeding

" Neither to hear nor fee, but fhow their bn

Each lady ftriving to out-laugh the reft;
‘To make it feem they underftood the jeft.
Their countrymen come in, and nothing |
To teach us Englith where to clap the play
Civil Igad! Our hofpitable land
Bears all the charge, for them to underftas
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san time we languith, and negleéted lic,

ke wives, while you keep better companys

nd with for your own fakes, without a fatire,

n’d lefs good breeding, or had more goed nature.

oLoGUE fpoken the firft day of the King’s
Houfe acing after the Fire.

v O fhipwreck’d paflengers efcape to land,

) 50 look they, when on the bare beach they ftand
ropping and cold, and their firt fear fcarce o'er,
xpedting famine on a defart fhore.

rom that hard climate we muft wait for bread,
Thence €’en the natives, forc'd by hunger, fled.

ur ftage does human chance prefent to view,

it ne’er before was feen fo fadly true:

ou are chang’d too, and your pretence to fes

but a nobler name for charity.

yur own provifions furnifh out our feafts,

‘hile you the founders make yourfelves the gucfts.

f all mankind befides [‘ate had fome care,

t for poor wit no portion did prepare, }
is left a rent—charge to the brave and fair.

»u cherifh’d it, and now its fall you mourn,

hich blind unimanner’d zealo.s make their fcorn;
ho think that fire a judgmeit on the ftage,

"hich fpas’d not temples in its furious rage.

1t as our new built city rifes Ligher,

» from old theatres may new afpire, }
ace Fate cantrives magnificence by fire..
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‘Our great metropolis does far furpafs i3
‘Whate’er is now, and equals all that was: A
Our wit as far does foreign wit excel,
And, like a king, hou'd in a palace dwell. =
But we with golden hopes are vainly fed,

Talk high, and entertain you in a fhed :

Your prefence here (for which we humbly fue)

Will grace old theatres, and build up new.

Prorogue for the Women, when they
afted at the old Theatre in Lincoln,’y
Inn-Fields. :

E RE none of you, gallants, ¢’er driven fo hard,
As when the poor kind foul was under. guard,
And could not do’t at home, in fome by-ftreet '
To take a lodging, and in private meet ?
Such is our cafe, we can’t appoint our houfe,
‘The lover’s old and wonted rendezvouz 3
But hither to this trufty nook remove;
The worfe the lodging is, the more the love,
For much good paftime, many a dear fwcet hug,
Is ftol’n in garrcts on the humble rug.
Here’s good accommodation in the pit,
The grave demurely in' the midft may fit;
And fo the hot Burgundian on the file
Ply vizard mafk, and o’cr the benches ftride :
Here are convenient upper-boxes too,
For thofe that make the moft triumphant fhow; }
All that keep coaches muft not fit below,
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“here, gallants, you betwixt the adls retire,
And at dull plays have fomething to admire::
MNe, who look up, can your addreffes mark ;
And fee the creatures coupled in the ark:

‘o we expeét the lovers, braves, and wits;

Che gaudy houfe with fcenes will ferve for cits.

An Er1rocue for the King’s Houfe.

E a& by fits and ftarts, like drowning men,
But juft peep up, and then pop down again.

Let thofe, who call us wicked, change their fenfe;
Fqr never men liv’d more on providence.
Not lott’ry cavaliers are half fo poor,
Nor broken cits, nor a vacation-whore.
Nor courts, nor courtiers living on the rents
Of the three laft ungiving parliaments :
So wretched, that, if Pharach could divine,
He might have fpar’d his dream of feven lean kiae,
And chang’d his vifion for the Mufes nine.
The comet, that, they fay, portends a dearth,
Was but a vapour drawn from play-houfe carth :
Pent there Tince our laft fire, and, Lilly fays,
Forethows our change of ftate, and thin third-days.
"Tis not our want of wit that keeps us poor ;
For thea the printer’s prefs would fuffer more.
Their pamphleteers each day their venom fpit,;
They thrive by treafon, and we ftarve by wit,
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Confefs the truth, which of you'has not laid

Four farthings out to buy the Hatfield Maid]
Or, which is duller yet, and more wou'd fpite v,
Democritus his war with Heraglitus

Such are the authars, who have ruo us down,
And exercis’d you critics of the town.

Yet thefe are pearls to your lampooning rhimes;
Y’ abufe yourfclves more dully than the times.
Scandal, the glory of tiie Englith nation,

Is worn to raggs, and ribbled qut of fathion.
Such harmlefs thrufts, as if, like fencers wife,
‘They had agreed their play before their prize.
Faith, they may hang their harps upon the willows
*Tis juft like children when they box with pillows.
‘Then put an end to civil war for thame;

Let each knight-errant, who has wrong’d a dnmc,
‘Throw down his pen, and give her, as he can,
The fatisfaction of a gentleman,

A PROLOGUE

Allants, a bafhful poct bids me fay,
He’s come to lofe his maidentcad to-day.

Be not too fierce; for Le’s but green of age,
And ne’er, till now, debauch’d uy on the ftage.
He wants the fuff’ring part of retolution,
And comes with bluthes to his execution.
Ere you deflow’r his Mufe, he hopes the pit
Will make fome fettlement upoa his wit.
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Promife him well, before the play begin;

For he wou'd fain be cozen'd into fin.

"Tis not but that he knows you mean to faily
But, if you leave him after being frail, }
He'll have, at leaft, a fair pretence to rail;

To call you bafe, and fwear you us’d him ill,

And put you in the new deferters bill.

Lord, what a troop of perjur'd men we fec ;-
Enow to fill another Mercury !

But this the ladies may with patience brook :
Theirs are not the firft colours you forfook.

He wou'd be loth the beauties to offend

Bat, if he fhou’d, he’s not too old to mend.

He's a young plant, in his firft year of bearing ;

But his friend fwears, he will be worth the rearing.

His glofs is ftill upon him; tho’ ’tis true

He’s yet unripe, yet take him for the blue,

You think an Apricot half green is beft;

There’s fweet and four, and one fide good at leaft.
Mango’s and limes, whofe nourithment is little,
Tho’ not for food, are yet preferv’d for pickle.
So this green writer may pretend, at leaft,

‘To whet your fiomachs for a better feaft.

He makes this difference in the fexes too ¢

He fells to men, he gives himfelf to you.

To both he wou’d contribute fome delight ;

A meer poctical bermaphrodite.

‘Thus he’s equipp’d, both to be woo’d, and woo ;
With arms offenfive, and defenfive too }
"Tis hard, he thinks, if ncitker part will do,

Voi. 1L N
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To the Right Hoaourable, the

EARL of ABINGDON, &c.

My Loxbp,

[‘ HE commands, with which you honour’d me
fome months ago, are now performed : They
d been fooner ; but, betwixt ill health;, fome bufi-
f5, and many troubles, I was forced to defer them
Il this time. Ovid, going to his banithment, and
riting from on fhipboard to his friends, excufed the
ults of his poetry by his misfortunes; and told
em, that good verfes never flow but from a ferene
id compos’d fpirit. Wit, which is a kind of Mer--
iry, with wings faftned to his head and heels, can
y but flowly in a damp air. I therefore chofe rather
1 ober you late than ill; if at leaft I'am capable of
riting any thing, at any time, which is worthy your

fal 2nd your patronage. I cannot fay that I have
cap’d froma ﬂlipw;eck 5 but have only gained a rock
y hard fwimming ; where [ may pant a while and.
ather breath : For the dotors give me a fad affu-
ance, that my difeafc never took its leave of any
an, but with a purpofe to return. However, my
word, I'have laid hold on the interval, and managed
he fmall ftock, which age has left me, to the beft 3d-
rantage, in performing this inconfiderable fervice to.
ay Lady's memory. We, who are priefts of Apollo,,

N4
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have not the infpiration when we pleafe; but muf
wait till the god comes rufhing en us, and invadesus
with a fury which we are not able to refift: Which
gives ps double fhrength while the fit contimmes, amd
leaves us languifhing and fpent at its departure. Let
me not feem to boaft, my Lord; for 1 have really fek
it on this occafion, and propheficd beyond my nate
ral power. Let me add, and hope to be belicved, thet
the excellency of the fubjeét contributed much to the-
happinefs of the execution ; and that the weight of
thirty years was taken off me, while I was writing. 1.
fwam with the tide, and the water ander me was
buoyant, The reader will cafily obferve, that I wa'
tranfparted by the multitude and .variéty of my finde"
litudes; which are generally the produét of a luxar
ant fancy, and the wantonnefa of wit. Had I called tn.
my judgment to my affiftance, I had certainly -
trenched many of them. But I defend them not ket
them pafs for beautiful faults amongft the better fort’
of critics : For the whole poem, though written in
that which they call heroic verfe, is of the Pindarl¢
nature, as well in the thought as the expreffion ; and,
as fuch, requires the fame grains of allowance for.”
Jt was intended, as your Lordfhip fees in the tide,
not for an elegy, but a pancgyric: A kind of apothe-
ofis, indeed, if a Heathen word may be applied to £
Chriftian ufe. And on all occafions of praife, if we
take the ancients for our patterns, we are bound by
prefeription to employ the magnificence of words,
and the force of figures, to adorn the fablimity of
thoughts. Ifocrates-amongft the Grecian orators, and
Cicero, and the younger Pliny, amongft the Romans,
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loft us their precedents for our fecurity : For i
.1 meed not mention the inimitable Rindar, who
bes on thefe pinions out of fight, and is carried
£d, as it were, into another world.
iis, at leaft, my Lord, I mayjuftly plead, that,
ave pot performed fo well as I think I have, yet
¢ ufed my beft endeavours to excel myfelf. One
antage I have had, which is, never to have
uor feen my Lady: And to draw the lincaments
r mind, from the defcription, which I have se-
| from others, is for a painter to fet himfelf at
without the living original before him : Which,
ore baautiful it is, will be fo much the more dif-
for him to conceive, when he hasonly a relation
him of fuch and fuch features by an acquaiatance
fricod, without the nice touches, which give
&t refemblance, and make the graces of the pic-
Every artift is apt enough to flatter himfelf
[ among the reft) that their own ocular obferva-
would have difcovered more perfe&ions, at leaft
» than have been delivered to them : Though I
eceived mine from the beft hands, thatis, from
swho neither want a jult underftanding of my
s worth, nor a dus veneration for her memory.
2or Donne, the greate(t wit, though not the
% poet of our nation, acknowledges, that he
ever feen Mrs Drury, whom he has made im-
lin his admirable anniverfaries. Ihave had the
ortune, though I have not fucceeded to the fame
However, I have followed his footfteps in the
of his panegyric; which was to raife an emula-
the living, to copy out the example of the dead.
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And therefore it was, that I once intended to have
called this poem, The pattern: And though, on af-
eond confideration, I changed the title into the pame
of the illuftrious perfon, yet the defign continues, and
Eleonora is ftill the pattern of charity, devotion, and
humility ; of the beft wife, the beft mother, and the
beft of friends.

And now, my Lord, though I havc endeavoured to
anfwer your commands, yet I could wot anfweritto
the world, nor to my confcience, if Igave not your.
Lordfhip my teftimony of being the beft hufband pow
living : I fay my teftimony* only; for the praife of it
is given by yourfelf. They who defpifc -the suks
of virtue both in their practice and their morals, will
think this a very trivial commendation. But | thiok :
it the peculiar happinefs of the Countefs of Abingdoa
to have been fo truly loved by you, while fhe was
living, and fo gratefully honoured after (he was dead.
Few there are who have either had, or could have,
fuch alofs ; and yet fcwer who carricd their love and
conftancy beyond the grave. The exteriors of mourn-
ing, a decent funeral, and black habits, are the ufuak
fints of common hufbands : And perhaps their wives
deferve no better than to be mourned with hypoerify, -
and forgot with eafe. But you have diftinguifhed
yourfelf from ordinary lovers, by a real and lafting
grief for the deceafed ; and by endeavouring to riife
for her the moft durable monument, which is that of
verle. And fo it would have proved, if the workman
had been equal to the work, and your choice of the
artificer as happy as your defign.  Yet, as Phidias,
when he bad made the flatue of Minerva, could nov
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orbear to ingrave his own name, as author of the
fece : So give me leave to hope, that, by fubferibing
mine to this poem, I may live by the goddefs, and
nanfmit my name to pofterity by the memory of hers..
‘Tis-no flattery to affure your Lordfhip, that fhe is
remembered, in the prefent age, by all who have had.
the honour of her. eonverfation and acquaintance;
and that T have never been in any company,. fince the
news of her death was firft bronght me, where they
liave not extolied her virtues, and even fpoken the
fime things of her in profe, which I have done in
verle.

1 therefore think myfelf obliged te thank your:
Lordthip for the commiffion which you have given.
me: How I have acquited myfelf of it, muft be left.
tothe opinion of the world, in fpite.of any protefta~
tion which 1 can enter againft the prefent age, as in-
cmpetent or corrupt judges. For my ccmfort, they
are but Englithmen, and, as fuch, if they think ill of
me to-day, they are inconftant enough to thick well:
of me to-morrow. And, after all, I have not much to-
think my fortune that I was born amongft them.
The good of-'both fexes are {o few, in England, that
they ftand like exceptions againft general rules: And
theogh one of them has dcferved a greater commen-
datlon than I could give her, they have taken care that.
1 boald not tire my pen with frequent exerciie on
the like fubje@s; that praifes, like taxes, thould be
ippropriated, and left almoft as individual as the per--
fon. They fay, my talent is fatire: If it be fo, ’tis a.
fraitful age, and there is an extraordinary crop to gae
ther. But a fingle hand is infufficient for fuch a has-
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veft: They have fown the dragons tecth them
and ’tis but juft they fhould reap each other i
poons. You, my Lord, who have the chara&ier
nour, though 'ds not my happine(s to know you
ftand afide, with the fmall remainders of the I
nobility, truly fuch, and, unhurt yourfelves, |
the mad combat, If I have pleafed you, and for
others, | have obtzined my end. You fec I ba
abled myfelf, like an elefted Speaker of the
yet like him I have undertaken the charge, 20
the burden fufficiently recompenfed by the hi
Be pleafed to accept of thefe my unworthy la
this paper-monument; and let her pious me

which I am furc is facred to you, not only ple
pardon of my many faults, but gain me you'r;
don, which is ambmouﬂy fought by,

M; Lorp,
Your Lordbip’s
Moft obedient Servant,

Joun Dry



"L E O N O R A:
A Panegyrical Po E M.

Dedicated to the Memory of the late Countsfi of .

ABINGDON,

A_s when fome great and gracious monareh dies,
Soft whifpers, firft, end mournful mormurs rife,
imong the fad attendants; then the found

oon gathers veice, and fpreads the news avonnd,
“hrough town and eountry, till the dnad.f-l blaft -
; blown to diftant colonies st Jaft;

Vho, then, perhaps, wese offering vows in vain,

‘'or his long life, and for his happy reign:

o flowly, by degrees, unwilling Fame

»id matchlefs Eleonora’s fate proclaim,

'ill public as the lofs the news became. .
‘1 he nation felt it in th” extremeft parts,

Vith eyes o’erflowing, and with bleeding hearts

't moft the poor, whom daily fhe fopply’d,
.cgummg to be fuch, but when fhe dy’'d.

‘or, while fhe liv'd, they flept in peace by night,
ecure of bread, as of returning light ;

And with fuch firm dependence on the day,

Chat Need grew pamper'd, and forgot to pray

[ VN
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- 8o fure the dole, fo ready at thelr call,
They ftood prepar’d to fee the manna fall.
Such multitudes fhe fed, fhe cloath’d, fhe nurs'd,
That he, herfelf, might fear her wanting firft.
Of her five talents, other five fhe made; |
Heav'n, that had Iarge‘ly giv'n, was largely paid:
And in few lives, in wond’rous few, we find
A fortune better fitted to the mind.
Nor did her alms from oftentation fall,
Or proud defire of praife; the foul gaveall:
-Unbrib’d it gave ; or, if a bribe appear,
No lefs than heav’n ; to heap huge treafures there.
. Want pafs’d for merit at her open door :
Heav'n faw, he fafely might increafe his poor,
And truft their foftenance with her fo well,
As not to be at charge of miracle.
None cou’d be needy, whom fhe faw, or knew ;
All in the.compafs of her fphere fhe drew =
He, who could touch her garment, was as fare,
As the firft Chriftians of the Apoftles’ cure.
‘The diftant heard, by fame, her pious deeds,
And laid her up for their extremeft needs ;
A future cordial for a fainting mind;
Far, what was ne’er refus’d, all hop’d to find,
Each in his turn: The rich might freely come,
As toa friend; but to the poor, 'twas home.
As to fome holy houfe th’ affli€ted came,
‘The hunger-ftarv’d, the naked and the lame §
‘Want and difeafes fled before her name.
For zeal like hers her fervants were too flow;
She was the firft, where need requir’d, to go;
. Herfclf the.foundrefs and attendant too. .
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1ad guefts fometimes to entertain,
{guife, of her great Mafter’s train :
imfelf might come, for aught we know
rvant’s form he liv'd below :

roof he might be pleas’d to ftay;
iighted angel, in his way,
iis wings, and, feeing Heav’n appear
ork of mercy, think it there : '
¢ deeds of charity and love
‘onftant method, as above,
n ; all of a piece with theirs ;
ms, as diligent her cares ;

praifes, and as warm her pray'rs. }
¢ not profufe ; but fear’d to wafte,
nanag’d, that the ftock might laft ;

ht be fupply'd, and fbe not grieve,
s appear’d, fhe had not to relieve:
wvent, fhe ftill increas’d her ftore;
1 fpar’d, that fhe might give the more.
or fome greater king than he,

the feventh neceffity @

above his magazines to frame;

was prevented ere it came.

, though all-fufficient, thews a thrift
'my, and bounds his gift :

oar day, one fingle light ;
xion too fupplies the night.
>ufand other worlds, that li¢

us, and latent in the ky,

by his beams, and kindly nurft;
- earthly dunghill is the worft.
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Now, as all virtues keep the middle line,
Yet fomewhat more to ane extrerne incline,
Such was her foul ; abhorring avarice,
Bounteous, but almoft bounteous to = vice :
Had fhe giv'n more, it had profufion been,
And turn'd th’ excefs of goodnefs into fin.

Thef virtues rais’d her fabric to the fky ;
For that, which is next Heav'n, is charity,
Baut, as high turrcts, for their airy fteep,
Require foundations, in proportion deep;
And lofty cedars as far upwards fhoot, .

As to the neather heavens they drive the root:
So low did her fecure foundation lic,

She was not humble, bat humility.

Scarcely e knew that the was great, or fais,
Or wife, beyond what other women are,

Or, which is better, knew, bat never durft comy
For to be conftious of what all admire,

And not be vain, advances virtuc high'r.

But {till fhe found, or rather thought fhe fouad,
Her own worth wanting, others to abound ;.
Afcrib’d above thelr dueto ev'ry one,

Unjuft and fcanty to herfelf alone,

Such ber devotien was, as might give rules

Of fpeculation to difputing fchools,

And teach us eqmally the feales to hold

Betwixt the two extremes of hot and cold;

‘That pious heat may mod'ratcly prevail,

And we be warm’a, but. not be fecorch’d with zei
Bufinefs might fhorten, not diturb, her pray'’r;
Heav'n had the beft, if not the greater fhare,
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a aétive life long oraifons forbids ;

t ftill the pray'd, for flill fhe pray’d by deeds.

Her ev’ry day was Sabbath ; only free

om hours of pray’r, for hoors of charity.

ch as the Jews from fervile toil releatt ;

here works of mercy were a part of reft 3

ch as bleft angels exercife above,

ry’d with facred hymns and a@ts of love z

ch Sabbatlis as that one the now enjoys,

cu that perpetual one, which fhe employs,

or fuch viciflitudes in heav'n there arc)

praife alternate, and alternate pray’r.

1 this fhe practis’d here; that when fhe fprmng

nidft the choirs, at the firft fight fhe fung ¢ -

ng, and was fung herfelf in angels lays ;

v, praifing her, they did her Maker praife.

11 offices of reav’n fo well fhe knew,

fore {he came, that nothing there was new :

1d fhe was o familiarly receiv’d,

i one returning, not as one arriv’d.

Mufe, down again precipitate thy flight :

«r how can mortal eyes fuftain immortat light ?

t as the fun in water we can bear,

it not the fun, but his reflexion there,

+ let us view her, here, in what fhe was,

nd take her image in this wat’ry glafs:

2t look not ev’ry lincament to fee ;

yme will be caft in fhades, and fome will be

»lamely drawn, you'll fearcely know ’tis fhe. }

or wheré fuch various virtues we recite,

lis like the Milky-way, all over bright, % -

atfown fothick with ftars, ’tis undiftinguifh’dlight.
Yor. 11, (o]



sto FHOEMS UPON -

Her virtue, not her virtues let us call ;
For oxe heroic comprchends *em all :
One, as a confiellation is but one,
Though ’tis a train of ftars, that, rolling on,
Rife in their turn, and in the Zodiac run :
Ever in motion ; now ’tis faith atcends,
Now hope, now charity, that upward tends,
And downwards with diffufive good defcends.
As in perfumes compos’d with art and coft,
*T'is hard to fay what fvent is uppermoft;
Nor this part mufk or civet can we call,
Or amber, but a rich refult of all;
So the was all 2 fweet, whofe ev’ry part,
In due proportion mix’d, preclaim’d the Maket's
No fingle virtue we cou’d moft commend,
‘Whither the wife, the mother, or the friend ;
For fhe was all, in that fupreme degree,
That as no one prevail'd, fo all was fhe.
The fev’ral parts lay hidden in the piece;
Th’ occafion but exerted that, or this.
A wife as tender, and as tiue withal,
As the fir(t woman was before her fall :
Made for the man, of whom the was a part ;
Made, to attract his eyes, and keep his heart.
A fecond Eve, but by no crime accurft;
As beauteous, not as brittle, as the firft.
Had the been firft, ftill Paradifc had been,
And death had found no entrance by her fin,
$o fhe not only had preferv’d from ill
Her fex and ours, but liv’d their pattern fhill,
" S.ove and obedience to her lord fhe bore ;
8he much obey'd him, but fhe lov'd him more :
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t aw’d to duty by fuperior fway,
.t:ugnt by his indulgence to obey.
us we love God, as zuthor of our good 3
fubjedls love juft kings, or fo they fhou’d.
r was it with ingratitude return’d ; i
equzl fires.the blirsiul couple burn’d; [mourn’d.
¢ joy poflefs’d ’em both, and in one grief they
s pafficn ftill improv’d; he lov’d fo faft,
if he fear’d each day wou'd be her Izt
o true a prophet to forefes the fate
at thou’d fo feon divide thdr happy ftate :
1en ke to Heav’n entirely muft reftore
at love, that heart, where he went halves before'
: as the foul is all in ev’ry par,
God and he might cuch have all her heart.
jo had her children too 5 for Charity
is not more fruitful, or more kind than fhee
:h under other by degrees they grew; -
goodly peripettive of diftant view.
chifes look’d not with fo pleas’d a face,
aumb’ring o’er his future Roman race,
d marfhalling the heroes of his name,
, in their order, next, tu'light they came.
r Cybele, with half {o kind an eye,
~vey'd her fons and daughters of the tky; -
oud, thall I fay, of her immortal fruit ?
i far as pride with hicav’nly minds may fuit.
ir pious love exceli’d to all the bore;
tw objeéts only multiply’d it more.
nd asthe chofen fdund the pearly grain
s much as ev'ry velfel cou’d contain;
Oz



*ly FOEMS UPON

As in the blifsful vifion each fhall fhare

As much of glory, as his foul can bear;

So did fhe love, and fo difpenfe her care.
Her cldeft thus, by confequence, was beft,
As longer cultivated than the reft.

The babe had all that infant-care beguiles,
And carly knew his mother in her fmiles ¢
Rut when diiated organs let in day

‘To the young foul, and gave it room to play,
At his firft aptnefs, the maternal love
‘Thofe rudiments of reafon did improve :
The tender age was pliant to command ;
Like wax it yiclded to the forming hand :
True to th’ artificer, the labour’d mind:
With cafe was pious, generous, juftand kind 3
Soft for impreflion, from the firft prepar’d,
*Till virtue with long exercife grew hard:
With ev’ry aét confirm’d, and made at laft
So durable as not to be effac’d,

It turn’d to habit; and, from vices free,
Gooduefs refolv’d into neceffity.

‘Fhus fix’d fhe virtue’s image, that’s her own,
Till the whole mother io the childsen fhone;
For that was their perfeCtion: She was fuch,
‘They ncver cou'd exprefs her mind too much.
So unexhaufted her perfetions were,

That, for more children, the had more to fpare
For fouls unborn, whom her untimely death
Depriv'd of bodies, and of mortal breath ;

And (cou’d they take th’ impreffions of her mind}
Encugh ftill left to faactify her kind.
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vonder not to fce this foul extend
ds, and feck fome other felf, a friend :
1g feas to gentle rivers glide,
:pofe, and empty out the tide;
Il foul, in narrow limits pent,
contain her, fought a vent -
ut, and in fome friendly breaft
- her treafures, and fecurely reft :
'«m all the fecrets of her heart,
d advice, but better to impart.
1¢e blifs of friendthip’s holy ftate,
1¢cir. minds, and to communicate;
rodies cannot, fouls can penetrate : %
rer choice, inviolably true,
ly chufing, for fhe chofe but few,
muft have; but in no one cou’d find
tted for fo large a mind. )
ils of friends like kings in progrefs are”
:ir own, though from the palace far :
friend’s heart her country dwelling was,
:tirement to a coarfer place ;
'mp and ceremonies enter’d not,
catnefs was fhut out, and bus’nefs weli forgot.
th’ imperfeét draught; but fhort as far
1¢ height and bignefs of a ftur }
he meafures of th’ aftronomer.
above, wc know; but in what place,
the throme, and hcav’n’s imperial face,
ak optics is but vainly gueft;
ind altitude conceal the reft.
1all thefe rare endowments of the mind
narrow fpace of life confin’d,
03
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The Sgure was with full perfe@icn crown’d;
Though not {o large an orb, as truly round.

As when in glory, through the public place,
The 1poils of conquer’d nations were to pafs,
And but one day for triumph was allow’d,
‘The conful was conftrain’d his pomp to crowd ;
And fo the fwift proceffion Lurry’d on,

That 2ll, though not diltinétly, might be fhows
So in the fraiten’d bounds of life confin’d,

She gave but glimpfes of her glorious mind 5
And multitudes of virtues pafs’d along

Each prefling foremoft in the mighty throng,
Ambitious to be feen, and then make room
For greater multitudes that were to come.

Yet unemploy'd no minute fipp’d away 3
Moments were precious in fo fhort a flay.

The halte of heav’n to have her was fo great,
‘That fome were fingle aéts, tho® each complete
But ev’ry aét ftood ready to repeat.

Her fellow-faints with bnfy care will look
For her blefs’d name in fate’s eternal book 3
And, pleas’d to be outdone, with joy will fee
Numberlefs virtues, endlefs charity :

But more wili wonder at {o fhort an age,

To find a blank beyond the thirti’th page;
And with a pious fear begin to doubt

‘I'he piece imperfeét, and the reft torn out.

But 'twas her Saviour’s time; and cou'd there |
A copy near th’ original, *twas fhe.

As precious gums are not for lalting fire,
They but petfume the temple, apd expires



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. ns

So was fhe foon exhal’d, and vanifh’d hence;
<A fhort fweet odour, of a vait expence.
She vanifh’'d, we can fcarcely fay the dy'd:
For but a No w did heav’n and earth divide :
She pafs’d ferenely with a fingle breath;
“This moment perfeét health, the next was death s
©One figh did her eternal blifs affure;;
So little penance needs, when fouls are almoft pure.
As geatle dreams our waking thoughts purfues
Or, one dream pafs’d, we flide into a new;
So clofe they follow, fuch wild order keep,
We think ourfelves awake, and are afleep :
So foftly death fucceeded life in her:
Slie did but drecam of heav’n, and fhe was there.
No pains fhe fufier’d, nor expir’d with noife;
Her foul was whiiper’d out with God’s {tjll voice;
As an old friend is beckon'd to a feaft,
And treated iike a long-familiar gueft,
He tock her as he tound, but found her fo,
As one in hourly readinefs to go:
E’en on that day, in ail her trim prepar'd;
As early notice fhe from heav'n had heard,,
And foine deicending courier from above
I#ad giv'n her timely warning to remove ;
Or counfell’d her to drcfs the nuptial room,
Tor oa that night the bridegroom was to come.
He kept his hour, and found her where (he lay
Cloath’d all in white, the liv’ry of the day :
Scarce had fhe finn’d, in thought, or word, cr adt, _
Unlefs omiffions were to pafs for faét :
That hardly Death a confequence could draw,.
To make lier liable to Nature's law.
04
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And, that fhe dy’d, we only have to how
‘The rorzal part of her the left below :

‘The reft {{o fmooth, fo fuddenly the went)
Look’d like tranflation through the firmament,
Or like the fiery car, on the third errand fent.

O happy foul! if thou caafl vicw from high,

Where thou art all intelligence, all eye,

If looking up to God, or down to us,

‘Thou find'ft that any way be pervious,
Survey the ruins of thy houfe, and fee

Thy widow'd, and thy orpban’d family : .
Look on thy tender pledges left behind ;
And, if thou canft a vadant minute find
From heav’nly joys, that interval afford

To thy fad children, and thy mourning lord.
See how they grieve, miftaken in their love,
And fhed a beam of comfort from above;
Give ’em, as much as mortal eyes can bear,
A tranfient view of thy full glories there;
That they with mod’rate forrow may fuftain
And mollify their loffes in thy gain,

Or clfe divide the grief; for fuch thou wert,
‘That fhould not all relations bear a part,

It were enough to break a fingle heart.

Let this fuffice; nor thou, great faint, refufe
‘This humble tribute of no vulgar Mufe :
‘Who, not by cares, or wants, or age deprefs’d,
Stems a wild deluge with a dauntlefs breaft ;
And dares to fing thy praifes in a clime
‘Where vice triumphs, and virtue isa crime s
‘Where ¢’en to draw the picture of thy mind,
Is fatire on the moft of buman kind4

}

§ :
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hile yet ’tis praife; before my rage,

ft, break loofe on this bad age;

t thou thyielf hadft no defence

but barely by dcparting hence.

1d where thou art: To with thy place, -
¢ beft, prefumption more than grace.
(fuch thy works of mercy are)

is pocm, been my holy care.

y body keeps, thy foul the tky,

i verfc prefcrve thy memory 5

alt make it live, becaufe it fings of thee.

ious Memory of the accomplifhed

Lady, Mrs ANNE KiLLIGREW,
nt in the two fifter-arts of Poefy
tinting. An Obs.

I.
youngeft virgin-daughter of the fkies,
in the laft promotion of the blefs’d ;
15, new pluck’d from Paradife,
; branches more fublimely rife,
nmortal green above the reft:
{opted to fome neighb’ring ftar,
above us, in thy wand’ring race,
roceffion, fix’d and regular,
vith the heav'n’s majeftic pace;
1 to more fuperior blifs,
{t with feraphims the vaft abyfs :
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‘Whatever happy region is thy place,
Ceaft thy celeftial fong a little fpace:
‘Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine;
Since heaven’s eternal year is thine.
Hear then a mortal mufe thy praife rehearfe,
In ro ignoble verfc;

But fuch as thy own voice did pratife here,

‘When thy fir(i-fruits of poefy were giv'n;

‘To make thyfelf a welcome inmate theres

While yet a yourg probationer,
And candgidate of heav'n.
I
" 1f by tradution came thy mind,
Our wonder is the lets to find

A foul o char ring from a ftock fo goods

Thy father was transfus’d into thy blcod s

So wert thou born into a tuneful ftrain,

An carly, rich, and inexhaufted vein.

But if thy pre-exifting foul
Was form'd, at firit, with myriads move,

It did through all the mighty poets roil,
Who Greek or Latin laurcis wore,

And was that Sapho laft, which once it was befc
If {o, then ceafe thy flight, O heav’n-born mi
Thou haft no drofs to purge from thy rich or
Nor can thy foul a fairer manfion find,
Than was the beauteous frame fhe left behine

Return to fill or mend the choir of thy ccleflial ki

I
May we prefume to fay, that, at thy birth,

New joy was fprung in heav'n, as well as b

carth?
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For fure the milder planets did combine
©n ihy au!picious horofcope to thine,
And €'en the moft malicious were in trine.
Thy orother-angels at thy birth
Strung each his lyre, and tun’d it higlr,
‘That ail the people of the fky
Might know a poctefs was born on earth.
Aud then, if ever, mortal cars
Had kcard the mufic of the fpheres.
And if no cluft’ring fwarm of bees
On thy fweet mouth diftill’d their golden dews
"Twas that fuch vulgar miracles
teav'n had not leifure to renew :
For all thy biefs’d fraternity of love
slemniz’d there thy birth, and kept thy holy-dey
above.
) v,
O gracicus God! how far have we
rephan’d tihvy heav’niy gift of peety?
‘ade proilitute and profiigate the Niute,
cbas’d to cach obicenc and impious ute,
‘hofe harmony was firtt ordain’d above
or tongues of angels, and for hymas of love?
wrciched wel why were we hurry’d down
‘This labrique and adult’rage age,
Nay added fat pollutions of our own)
* increafe the (teaming ordures of the ftage!
“hat can we fay t’ excufe cur fecond fall,
et this thy veftal, Heav'n, atonc for ail:
ler Arethufian fiream remains unfoil’d,
child., . )

‘nmix’d with foreign filth, and undefil’d 3

ler wit was more than man, her innocence a
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V.
Art fhe had none, yet wanted
For Nature did that want fup;
So rich in treafures of her own
She might our boafted ftores ¢
Such noble vigour did her verfe a
That it feem’d borrow’d, where *t!
Her morals too were in her bofom
By great examples daily fed,
What in the beft of books, her fat
And to be rcad berfelf fhe nced n
Each teft, and ev'ry light, her My
Though Epictetus with his lamp -
P’en love (for love fometimes her
“Was but a lambent flame which pl
Light as the vapours of a mornin
80 cold herfelf, while the foch wa
*Twas Cupid bathing in Diana’s {
VI.
Born to the fpacious empire of the
One would have thought, the thou
To manage well that mighty gove
But what can young ambitious fou
To the next realm the ftretch’c
For Painture near adjoining la
A plenteous proviace, and allurin
A Chamber of Dependencies wa
(As conquerors will never want p1
When arm’d, tovj,uﬂify th’ offe
And the whole fief, in right of po
‘The country open fay without defe
For poets froqueat inroads there t
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And perfeétly could reprefent
The fhape, the face, with ev’ry Enecament
nd all the large domains which the dumb fiffer fway'de
All bow'd beneath her government,
Receiv’d in triumph wherefoe’er fhe went.
er pencil drew, whate’er her foul defign’d,  [mind.
nd oft the happy draugbt furpafs’d the image in hew
‘The filvan fcenes of herds and flocks,
And fruitful plains and barren rocks,
Of fhallow brooks that flow’d fo clear,
The bottom did the top appear;
- Of deeper too and ampler floods,
Which, as in mirrors, fhew’d the woods:
Of lofty trees, with facred fhades,
And perfpe@tives of pleafant glades,
Where nymphs of brighte(t form appear,
And (haggy fatyrs ftanding ncar,
Which them at once admire and fear.
‘The ruins too of fome majeftic picce,
Boafling the pow’r of ancient Rome or Greece,
Whofe itatues, freezes, columns broken lic,
And, though defac’d, the wonder of the eye
What nature, art, bold ftion ¢’er durlt frame,
Her forming hand gave feature to the name.
So ftrange a concourfe nc’er was feen before,
1t when the peopl’d Ark the whole creation bore.
. VIL
The fcene then chang’d, with bold ere&ted look
Jur martial king the fight with rev’rence ftrook :
or not content t’ exprefs his outward part,
er band calP’d out the image of his heart :
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His warlike mind, his foul devoid of fear,
His hig,h-defigning thoughts were figur’d there,
As when, by magic, ghofls are made appear.
o™ phoentx queen was pourtray’d too fo bright,
Beauty alone could beauty take-fo right :
Her drcfs, her ilape, her matchlefs grace,
Were all obterv’d, as well as heav’nly face.
With fuch a peerlefs majeity fhe ftands,
As in that day fhe took the crown from facred hands:
Before a train of heroines was feen,
In beauty foremotft, as in rank, the queen.
Thus nothirg to her genius was deny’d,
Bat like a ball of firc the further thrown,
Still with a greater blaze fhe fhone,
And her bright foul broke out on ev’ry fide.
‘What next fhe had defign’d, Heav’n only knows :
‘To fuch inrmod’rate growth her conquett rofe, §
‘That fate zlone its progrefs could oppofe.
VIIL
Now all thofe charms, that blooming grace,
‘The well-proportion’d fhape, and beauteous face,
Shall never more be feen by mortal eyes 3
In earth the much-lamented virgia lies.
Nor wit, nor picty could fatc prevent 5
Nor was the cruel Deffiny content
‘To finith all the murder at a Llow,
To fweep at once her life; and beauty too ;
But, like a Larden’d fclon, took a pride
To work more imifchievouily flow,
And plunder’d firfl, and then deftroy’d.
‘O double facrilege on things divine,
To rob the relic, and deface the thrine !
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But thus Orinda dy’d @
Heav’n, by the tame difcafe, did both tranflate; .
Ass cqual were their {ouls, fo equal was their fate.
X. :
Mcan-time her warlike brother on the feas
His waving fireamers (o tl.e winds difplays,
And vows for Lis return, with vain devotion, pays.
Ah generous youth, that with forbear,
The winds too feor will waft thee here!
Slack all thy fails, and fear to come,
Alas thou know’{t not, thou art wreck’d at home!
No more fhalt thou bel:old thy fifter’s face,
T hou haft already had her laft embrace.
But look aloft, and if thou ken’ft from far,
<\mong the Plciads a new-kindled ftar,
If any fparkles than the reft more bright,
*Tis the that (hines in that propitious light.
X

When in mid-air the golden trump fhall found,
To raife the nations under ground ;
When in the valley of Jchothaphat,
The judrring God fhall clofz the book of fate;
. And there the lalt affizes keep,
For thofe who wake, and thofc who fleep :
When rattling bones together fly,
From the four corners of the fky ;
When fincws o'er the fkelctons are fpread,
Thofe cloth’d with flefh, and life infpires the dead 5
The facred pocts firft thall hicar the found,
And foremoil from the tomb fhall bound,
For they are-cover'd with the lighteft ground;

-
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And ftraight, with is-bom vigour, on the wing,
Like mountain larks, to the new morning fing,
“There thou, fweet faint, before the quire fhall go,
As harbinger of hear’n, the way to fhow,
‘The way which thos fo well haft learnt below.

On the death of AMynTas.

A PastorarL ErLzGY.

s"TYWAS on a joylefs and a gloomy morn,

Wet was the grafs, and bung with pearis the tho
‘When Damon, who defign’d to pafs the day.
‘With hounds and homns, and chafe the flying prey,
Rofe carly from his bed ; but foon he found
The weikin pitch’d with fullen clouds around,
An caftern wind, and dew upon the ground.
Thus while he ftood, and fighing did forvey
The fields, and curft th* ill omens of, the day,

He faw Menalcas come with heavy pace ;

‘Wet were his eyes, and chearlefs was his face :
¥e wrung his hands, diftraéted with his care,
And fent his voice before him from afar.
Return, he cry’d, return, unhappy fwain,

The fpungy clouds are fill’d with gath’ring rain:
The promife of the day not only crcfs’d,

But ¢’en the Spring, the Spring itfelf is loft,
Amyntas—Oh !---He could not fpeak the réft,
Nor needed, for prefaging Damon guefs'd.
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heav’n young Damon lov'd the bey,
f nature, both his parents joy.
| form revolving in his mind ;
enius, and a foul fo kind,
lurance that his fears were trucg
¢ envy of the gods he knew:
1eir gifts too lavithly are plac'd,
epent, and will not make them laft.
vas too bountiful a dole, '
s features, and the father’s foul.
ie cry’d: The morn befpoke the news:
1g did her chearful light diffofe;
fuddenly fhe chang’d her face,
it on clouds and rain, the day’s difgrace; g
.myntas, was thy promis’d race.
1s adorn'd thy youth, where natare fmit’d,
han man was giv’n us in a child !
was tipe ; a foul fublime
‘ender that prevented time :
: him aH at onee ; then foasch’d away,
all his beauties conld farvey :
: flow’r that buds and withers in a day. %
MzNALEAS.
ser lovely, tho with grief oppreft,
dying head upon her breaft,
fol family ftood all arownd 5
1as heard, on¢ univerfal found :
3 foods of tears and endlefs forrow
rown’'d.
nef fag on ex’ry ook,
repeated be had giv'n the firobe.
14
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He griev'd his fatdl work had been ordain’d,
But promis’d length of life to thofe who yet
The mother's and her cldeft daughter’s grac
It feems, had brib’d him to prolong their fp
The father bore it with undaunted foul,
Like one who durft his deftiny controul: .,
Yet with becoming grief_he bore his part, -
Refign'd his fon, but not refign’d his heart.
Paticnt as Job; and may he live to fee
Like bim, a new increafing family !

. Damon, .

Such is my wifh, and fuch my prophefy.
For yet, my friend, the beauteous mould rer
Long may (he exercife her fruitful pains}
But, ah! with better bap, and bring a race
More lafting, and endu’d with ¢qual grace |
Equal fhe may, but farther none can gaa
For he was all that was exact below.

MENALCAS.

Damon, behold yon breaking purple clov
Hear'ft thou not hymns and fongs divinely
There mounts Amyntas; the young cherub
About their godlike mate, and fing him on
He cleaves the liquid air, behold he flies,
And every momeant gains upon the fkies.
‘The new-come gueft admires th’ actherial i
The faphir portal, and the golden gate.

And now admitted in the fhining throng,
He fhows the pafiport which he broughs dle
His paffport is his innocence and grace,
Well known to all the natives of the place.
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Jow fing, ye joyful angels, and admire )
Your brother’s voice that comes to mend your quire :
sing you, while endiefs tears our eyes beftow ;

For like Amyntas none is left below.

On the death of a very young Gentleman.

Y Y E who could view the book of deftiny,

! And read whatever there was writ of thee,
©O charming youth, insthe firft op’ning page,
So many graces in fo green an age,

Such wit, fuch modefty, fach ftrength of mind,
A foul at once fo manly, and fo kind;

‘Would wonder, when he turn’d the volume o'cr,
-And after fome few leaves fhould find no more,
Nought but a blank remain, a dead void fpace,
‘A ftep of lifc that promis’d fuch a race.

We mutt hot, dare not think that Heav’n begar
-A child, and could not finith him a man ;

Reflefting what a mighty (tore was laid

Of rich miaterials, and a model made :
- The coft already furnith’d; fo beftow'd,

As more was never to one foul allow’d :

Yee after this profufion fpent in vain,

Nothing but mould’ring afhes to remain.

1 guefs not, lett I fplit upon the fhelf,

Yetdurft I guefs, Heav’n kept it for himfelf;

And giving us the ufe, did foon recal,

Ere we cou'd fpare, the mighty principal.

Thus then he difappeard, was rarify’d ;
For "tis improper fpecch to fay ke dy'd
Pa
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He was exhal’d ; his great Creator drew:
His fpirit, as-the fun the morning dew.
*Tis fin prodaces death ; and he had none-
But the taint Adam left on every fon.

He added not, he was fo pure, fo good,
*Twas but th’ original forfeit of his blood ::
And-that {o little, that the river ran

More cloar than the corrgpted fount began.
Nothing remain’d of the firlt muddy: clay ;
‘The length of courfe had wath’d it in the way
So deep, and yot fo clear, we might bohald
The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold.

As fuch we lov'd, admir’d, slmoft ador'd,.
Gave all the tribyte mortals cou'd afford.
Perhaps we gave fo much, the pow’rs above
Grew angry at ouy fuper(titious love:

For when we more than hyman hemage pay,
‘The chanming caudt is jultly foatch’d away..
‘Thus was the crime nat his,but qurs eloves
And yet we murmur that he went fo feon ;.
Thongh miracles are fhost 2nd rarcly thown.

Hear then, ye mouraful paseats, and divide
‘That love in mapy, which in one was ty’d.
‘That ipdividual blesling is no more,.

Bat multiply’d in your remaining ftoxc.

The flame’s difpers’d, but does not all expire ;
‘The fparkles blaze, thoygh not the glabe of fire.
Love him by parts, in all your num’rous race,
And from thefe parts form one colle@ted grace ;. -
Then, when you have refin’d ta that degree,
Imagine all in one, and think that onc is ke.
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Upon the Death of the Earl of Dunpse.

H laft and beft of ScoTs ! who didft maintain

"Thy country’s freedom from a forcign reign 3
New people fill the land now thou art gone,

New gods the temples, and new kings the throne.
-Scotland and thou did e¢ach in other live;

Nor wou'dft thou her, nor con’d fhe thee furvive,
Farewel, who dying didit fupport the ftate,

And cou'dft net fall but with thy country’s fute.

Upon young Mr Rocers of Gloucefetthire.

F gentle blood, his parents enly treafure,

Their lafting forrow, aiid their vanith’d pluﬁu'e
Adorn’d with features, virtues, wit and grace,
large provifion for {6 fhort a race;

More mod'rate gifts might have prolong’d his date;
oo early fitted for 4 better fate;

But, knowmg fieav'n his home, to fhin delay;
He leap’d o'er age, and took the thortet way:

T6 the Mémory of Mr OLpuam:

Arewel, too little, and too latcly known,
Whom I began t¢ think, ard call my own:
P3
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For fure our fouls were near allied, and thine-
Caft in the fame poctic mould with mine.
One common note on cither lyre did ftrike,
And knaves and fools we both abhorr'd alike.
To the fame goal did both our ftudies drive;
Thelaft fe: out, the fooneft did arrive.

‘Thus Nifus fell upon the flipp’ry place,

Whilft his young friend perform’d, and won the race.

O carly ripe ! to thy abundant ftore

What cou’d advancing age have added more ?

It might (what nature never gives the young)

Have taught the fmoothne(s of thy native tongus.

But fatire needs not thofe, and wit will fhine

Thro’ the harfh cadence of a rugged line.

A noble error, and but feldom made,

When poets are by too much force betray’d.

Thy gen'rous fruits, tho’ gather’d ere their prime,

still thew’d a quicknefs ; and maturing time

But mellows what we write, to the dull fweets of
rhime.

Once more, hail, and farewel; farewel, thou young,

But zh too fhort, Marcellus of our tongne!

Thy brows with ivy, and with laurels bound ;

But fate and gloomy night encompafs thee around

/./

W
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On the Death of Mr Purcere.
Set to mufic by Dr Brow.

I
vIARK how the lark and linnet ﬁng,
With rival notes )
They ftrain.their warbling throats,
To welcome in the Spring.
But in the clofe of night, .
‘hen Philomel begins her heav'nly lay,
They ceafe their mutual fpite,
Drink in her mufic with delight,
And lift’ning filently obey.
IL s
ceas’d the rival crew, when Purcell came; " -
1cy fung no more, or only fung his fame : ;
‘uck dumb, they all admir’d the godlike man L
The godlike man, :
Alas! too foon retir'd,
As he too late began.
¢ beg not hell our Orpheus to reftore :
Had he been there,
Their fovereign’s fear
Had fent him back before.
1c pow’r of harmony too well they knew :
long ere this bad tun’d their jarring fphere,
And left no hell below.
Ps
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‘The heav’nly ehoir, who. hépxd his notes from high,
Let dowa the feale of mufic from the fky:

‘They handed him, along ;
And all the way he taught, and all the way they fung.
Ye breth’ren of the lyre, and tuneful voice,
Lament his lot; but at your own rejoice :
Now live fecure, and Enger out your dayss.
The gods are pleas’d alone with Purecli’s lys,

Nor know e mend- their choice.

Eritars on the Lady Warruor:.

AR, kind, and true, a treafare cach alone,
A wife, a miftrefs, and a friend in one,
Reft in this tomb, rais’d-at thy bufband’s coft,
Here fadly fumming, what he had, and loft,
Come, virgins, ere in.equal bands. ye join,
Come firft, and offer at her facred (hrine;
Pray but for half the virtues of this wife,
Compound for all the reft, with longer lifes
And with your vows, like hers, may be retura’d,
So lov’d when living, and whea dead (o mewrn’d.
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on Sir Panmes Fairnone’s Toml;
in Weftminfter-Abbey.

o the immortal memory of Si
Fairbone, Knight, Governor of
r; inexccution of which command
mortally wounded by a fhot from
wors, then befieging the town, in
ty-fixth year of his age, O&ober
30.

d relics, which your marble keep,
undifturb’d by wars, in quict floep ¢

1¢ truft, which, when it was below, .
ndaunted foul did undergo,

town’s Palladixm from the foe.

:ad thefe walls he will defend :

s great examples muft attend.

1 fiege his carly valour knew,

ifh blood did his young hands imbrue,
: returning with deferv’d applaufe,
Moors his well-flefh’d fword he draws;
¢ courage, and the fame the caufe.

id age, his life and death, combine,
sreat and regular defign,

¢ threughout, and all divine.

ieav’'n his virtues fhone more bright,
ames, cxpanding in their height;

s glory crown'd the foldier’s fight,
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More bravely Britith General never fell,

Nor Generai's death was ¢'er reveng’d fo welly
‘Which his pleas’d eyes beheld before their clofe,
Follow'd by thoufand vi€tims of his foes.

‘To his lamented lofs for time to come,

His pious widow confccrates this tomb.

Under Mr MivTon’s Pidure, before his
Paradife Loft.

HREE poets, in three diftant ages born,
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn.
The firft in loftinefs of thought furpa(s’d;
‘The next in majefty; in both the laff.
"The force of Nature could no further go 3
To make a tkird fhe join’d the other twes
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A Soxc for St Ceciria’s Dav, 1687.

I.
R OM harmony, from heav’nly harmony,
This univerfal frame began:
When nature underneath a heap
Of jarring atoms lay,
And could not heave heg head,.
The tuncful voice was heard from high,
Arife, ye more than dead.
Chen cold, and hot, and moift, and dry,
u order to their ftations leap,
And Mufic’s pow’r obey.
‘rom harmony, from heav'nly harmony, °
This univerfal frame began:
From harmony to harmony,
“hrough all the compafs of the notes it ran,
“he diapafon clofing full in man.
1L
Vhat paffion cannot mufic raife and quell!
When Jubal ftruck the corded fhell,
His lit’ning brethren ftood around,
And, wond’ring, on their faces fell
To wortfhip that celeftial found.
uefs than a god they thought there could not dwelk
Within the hollow of that thel),
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That fpoke fo fweetly and fo well,
" What paffion canfiot mufic raffe and quall!
1L
The trumpet’s loud clangor
Excites us to arms,
Withe thyill notes of angiir
And mortal alarms.
The double double double beat
Of the thund’ring drum
Cries, hark! the foes come;
Charge, charge, “tis too late to retreat,
V.
The foft complaining flute
In dying notes difcovers
‘The woes of hopelefs lovers,
Whofe dirge is whifper'd by the warbling lute.
V.

Sharp violias proclaim
Their jealous pangs, and defperation,
Fury, frantic indignation,
Depth of pains, and height of paffion,
For the fair, difdainful, dame.
VL
But oh! what art can teach,
What human voice can reach,
'The facred organ’s praife ?
Notes infpiring holy love,
Notes that wing their heav'aly ways
To mend the choirs above,.
: Vil '
Orpheus could lead the favage rage 3
And trees uprooted left their placs,
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Sequacious of the lyre:
t bright Cecilia rais’d the wonder higher s
hen to her organ vocal breath was giv'a,
1 angel heard, and firaight appear’d,
Miftaking earth for heav’a.

GRAND CHORUVS.

i from the pow’r of facred lays
‘The fpheres began to move,
id fung the great Creator’s praife
To all the blefs'd above;
when the laft and dreadful honr
iis crumbling pageant fhall devour,
1e trumpet fhall be heard on high,
ie dead fhall live, the living die,
1d mufic fhall untune the fky.

On the Younc Su-r.nmu.-

%YLARENDON had law and fenfe,
4 Ciifford was fierec.and brave;
1net’s grave look was a pretence,
1d D——-y’s matchlefs impudence
Help'd to fupport the knave.

t Sun---d, God-——n, L—=--y,

efe will appear fiich chits in ftory,
* I'will turn all politics to jefts,.

be repeated like John Dory,
When fidlers fing at feafts.

a3



238 POEMS UPON

Proteét us, mighty Providendt,

What would thefe madmen have?
Firft, they. would bribe us without pence,
Deceive us withont common fenfe,

And without pow'’r enflave.

Shall free-born men, in humble awe,
Submit to fervile fhame;

Who from confent and cuftom draw

The fame right to be rul’d by law,
‘Which kings pretend o reiga?

The duke fhall wield his conqu’ring fword,
The cbané’lor make a fpgech,

“The king thall pafs his honeft word,

The pawn'd revenue fums aﬁ'ord, v
And then, come kifs my breech.

.So have I feen a king on chefs

(His rooks and knights withdrawn,
His queen and bifhops in diftrefs)
Shifting about, grow lefs and le(s,

With here and there a pawn.

The Tears of AmynTa for the L
Damon.

N a bank, be(ide a willow,

Heav'n her cov’ring, earth her pillow,
Sad Amyata figh’d alonc:
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1 the chearlefs dawn of morning,
the dews of night returniag,
ng thus fhe made her moan :
Hope is banifh’d,
Joys are vanifh'd,
on, my belov'd, is gone!
IL
“ime, I dare thee to difcover
a youth, and fuch a lover;
> true, fo kind was he!
on was the pride of nature,
ning in his every feature;
on }iv'd alone for me;
Melting kiffes,
Murmuring bliffes :
fo liv’d and lov'd as we !
IIL
‘ever fhall we curfe the morning,
r blifs the night returning,
: embraces to reftore :
r fhall we both lie dying,
¢ failing, love fupplyirg
1¢ joys he drain’d before :
Death come end me
Th. befriend me;
and Damon are no more.

A SONG.

L
LVIA the fair, in the bloom of fifteen,
‘clt an innocent warmth, as fhe lay on the green:
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She had heard of a pleafure, and fomething the
By the towzing, and tumbling, and touching her
8he faw the men eager, but was at a lofs,
What they meant by their fighing, and kiffing f

By their praying and whining,

Aud clafping and twining,

And panting and withing,

And figiing aad kiffing ,

And fighity and kifling fo chafe.

11

Ah! fhe cry’d ; ah for a languifbing maid,
In a country of Chriflians, to di¢ without aid !
Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaft,
Or a Proteftant parfon, or Catholie pricft,
‘To inftru¢t a young virgin, that is at a lofs,
‘What they meant by their fighing, and kiffing o

By their praying and whiniag,

And clafping and twining,

And panting and withing,

And fighing and kiffling,

And fighing and kiffing fo clofé.

{18

Cupid in fhape of a fwain did appear,
He faw the fad wound, and in pity drew near;
‘Then fhow’d her his arrow, and bid her not fear;
For the pain was no more than a maiden may boas
‘When the balm was infus'd, fhe was not at a lofs,
‘What they meant by their fighing and kiffing fo «

By their praying and whiniog,

And clafping and twining,

And panting and withing,

And fighing and kiffing,

Ang fighing aad kiffing % clofe.
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The Lapy’s Soxa.

L -

AChoh' of bright beauties in Spring did appeir,
To chufe a May-Lady to govera the year ;
All the nymphs were in white, and the fhepherds in
green;
The garland was giv’n, and Phyllis was queen ¢
But Phyllis refus’d it, and fighing did fay,
I'll not wear a garland while Pan is away,
1L

While Pan, and fair Syrinx, are fled from our fhore,
The graces are banifh’d, and love is no more :
The foft god of pleafure, that warm’d our defires,
Has broken his bow, and extinguilh’d his fires :
And vows that himfelf, and his mother will mourn,
>Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph return.

III.
JForbear your addreffes, and court us no more;
For we will perform what the deity fwore:
But if you dare think of deferving our charms,
Away wjth your theephooks, and take to your arms :
“Then laurels and myrtles your brows fhall adorn,
“When Pan, and his fon, and fair Syrinx, return.

Vov. IL Q
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A 8 O ‘N G.

I
‘ATR, fweet and young, retcive a prizs:
Referv’d for your vi€orious eyes :

From crowds, whom at your feet you fee,
O pity, and ditinguith me;
As I, from thoufand beauties more
Diftinguith you, and only you adore,

IL
Your face for conqueft was defign'd,
Your ev’ry motion charms my mind;
Angels, when you your filence break,
Forget their hymns, to hear you fpeak
But when at once they hear and view,
Are loth to mount, and long to ftay with you:

: "ML

No graces can your form improve,
But all are loft, unlefs you loves
‘While that fweet paffion you difdain,
Your veil and beauty are in vain:
In pity then prevent my fate,
For after dying all repricve’s too late.

A S O N G.

I.
1G H ftate and honours to others impar,.
But give me your heart;
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at treafure, that treafure alone,
1 beg for my own.
zentle a love, fo fervent a ﬁrc,
My toul does inipire;
it treafure, that treafure alone,
I beg for my own.
ir love let me crave;
Give me in poflefling

So matchlefs a bleffing;
it empire is all [ would have.

Love’s my peti.ion,

All my ambition;

If €’cr you difcover

So faithful a lover,

So real a flame,

I'll die, T'll die;

So give up my game,

RONDELAY.

L
Y HLOE found Amyntas lying,
4 Allin tears, upon the plain;
hing to himfelf, and crying,
Wretched T, to love in vain!
s me, dear, before my d)'mg,
Kifs me once, and eafe my pain!
11
hing to himfelf, and crying,
Wretched I, to love in vain!
¢r fcorning and denying
To reward your faithful fwain :
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Kifs me, dear, before my dying 3
Kifs me once, and cafe my pain!
1L
Ever fcorning, and denying
To reward your faithful {fwain.
Chloe, laughing at his crying,
‘Told him, that he lov’d in vain ¢
Kifs me, dear, beforc my dying ;
Kifs me once, and cafe my pain !
1v.
Chloe, laughing at his crying,
Told him, that he lov’d in vain :
But repenting, and complying, ‘
When he kifs’d, fhe kifs'd again;
Kifs’d him up before his dying;
Kifs’d him up, and cas’d his pain.

A S O N G

I.
O tcll Amynta, gentle fwain,
I would not dic, nor dare complain :

Thy tuneful voice with numbers join,
Thy words will more prevail than mine.
To fouls opprefs’d, and dumb with grief,
The gods ordain this kind relief;
That mufic fhould in founds convey
What dying lovers dare not fay.
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1L
gh or tear, perhaps, fhe’ll give,
love on pity cannot live.
| her that hearts for hearts were made,
1 love with love is only paid.
| her my pains fo faft increafe,
1t foon they will be paft redrefs.
ah! the wretch, that {peechlefs lies,
ends but death to clofe his eyes.

SoxG to a fair young Lady going out
of the Town in the Spring.

I
SK not the caufe, why fullen Spring
&. So long delays her flow’rs to bear ;
hy warbling birds forget to fing,
And winter-{torms invert the year :
loris is gone, and Fate provides
> make it Spring, where fhe refides.
IL
doris is gone, the cruel fair ;
She caft not back a pitying eye;
t left her lover in defpair,
To figh, to languifh, and to die :
', how can thofe fair eyes endure
give the wounds they will not cure !
111
Sat god of love, why hait thou made
A face that can all hearts command,
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‘That all religions can invade,

And change the laws of ev'ry land ?
‘Where thou hadft plac’d fuch pow’r before,
Thou fhould’(t bave made her mercy more.

1v.
‘When Chloris to the temple comes,

Adoring crowds before her fall 3
She caa reftore the dead from tombs,

And every life but mine recal,
1only am by love defign’d
To be the vi&tim for mankind.



























