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add, that upon looking into my Catalogue of Subfcribers, which T in-
tend to print Alphabetically in the front of my Lucubrations, I find the
names of the ‘greateft Beauties and Wits in the whole Ifland of Grear
Britain, which I only mention for the benefit of any of them who have
not yet {ubferibed, it being my defign to clofe the Subfeription ina very
{hort time.

N°163.  Zhurfday, 'April 25. 17710.

Idem inficeto eft inficetior rure

Semul poemata attigis; neque idem unguam

Ague eff beatus, ac poema cum [erihit:

Tam gaudet i [e, tamque [¢ ipfe mivatnr.

Nimirumn idem omnes_ fallimur; neque eft gquifguam

Quem non in aligua re videre Suffenum

)R Catul. de Soffeno.

Will's Coffee-houfe, April 24.

Yefterday came hither about two hours before the Company gene-
rally make their appearance, witha defign to read over all the News-
papers; but upon my fitting down, I was accofted by Ned Sofzly,
who faw me from a corner in the other end of the room, where I found
'he had been writing fomething. M, Bickerflaffe, fays he, 1 obferve by
a late paper of yours, that you and I are juft of a -humour; for you muit
know, of all impertinencies, there is nothing which I {o much hate as
News. I never read a Gazerfe in my life ; and never trouble my head
about our Armies, whether they win or lofe, or in what part of the
world they He encamped. - Without giving me time to reply, he drew
aPaper of Verfes out of his pockety telling me, that ‘he had fomething
which would entertain - me more agreeably, and that he would defire my-
il S judg-
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judgment upon every line, for that we had"time enough before' us €l
the Company came in.

Ned Softly is a very pretty Poet, and a great admirer of eafie lines,
Waller is his favourite: And as that admirable writer has the beft and
wor{t verfes of any among our Englifb: Poets, Ned Sofily has got all the
bad ones without book, which he repeats upon occafion, to fhow his
reading, and garnifh his converfation. Ned is indeed a true Eung/i/b Rea-
der, incapable of relithing the great and mafterly ftrokes of this art; but
wonderfully pleafed with the little Gothick ornaments of epigrammatical
Conceits, Turns, Points, and Quibbles, which are fo frequent in the
moft admired of our Englifb Poets, and pratifed by thofe who want
genius and flrength to reprefent, after the manner of the ancients, fim-
plicity in its naturally beauty and perfeétion.

Finding my felf unavoidably engaged in fuch a converfation, I was re.
folved to turn my pain into a pleafure, and to divert my felf as well as|
could with fo very odd a Fellow. You muft underftand, fays Ned, that
the Sonnet I am going to read to you was written upon a Lady, who
thowed me fome verfes of her own making, and is perhaps the beft Poet
of our age. But you fhall hear it. Upon which he begun to.read as.
follows :.

Zo Mira, on her incomparable Pocms,
L

When drefs'd in Laurel wreaths you [bine,.
And tune your foft melodious wotes,,

Lon feem a Sifter of the Nine,
Or Phoebus (&/f i Petticoats.

IL
I fancy, when your Song you fing,
(Zour Song you [ing with [o much art)

Lour Pen was pluck'd from Cupid's Wing 3.
For ah! it wounds-me like bis Dart.

Why, fays I, this is a little Nofegay of conceits, a wery lump of Salt :
Every verfe hath fomethingin it that piques; and then the Dart in
the laft line is certainly as pretty a fling in-the tail of an Epigram
(for fo I think your Criticks eall it) as ever entered into the thought of
a Poet. Dear Mr. Bickerflaffe, fays he, fhaking me by the hand, every

body
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body knows you to- be a judge of thefe things; and to tell you truly, I
vead over Rofcommon’s tranflation of Horace's Arz of Poetry three feves
ral times, before I fat down to write the Sonnet which I have thown you,
But you thall hear it again, and pray obferve every line of it, for not one
of them fhall pafs without your approbation.

When drefs'd in Laurel wreaths you fhine.

That is, fays he, when you have your Garland on; when yoware writ=
ing verfes, 'To which Ireplied, I know your meaning: A.Metaphor!!
The fame, faid he, and went on:

And tune your [oft melodious notes.

Pray obferve the gliding of that verfe; there is fcarce a Confonant in
it: I took care to make it run upon Liquids. Give me your opinion of it.
Truly, faid I, I think it as good as the former. I'am very glad to hear
you fay foy fays he; but mind the next:

Zou feem a Sifter of the Nine.

That 15, fays he, you feema Sifter of the Mufes;: for if you look into
ancient Authors, you will find it was their opinion, that there were Nine
of them. Iremember it very well, faid I's. but pray proceed.

Or Phoebus [BIf in Petticoats.

Phaebus, fays he, was the God of Poetry. Thefe. little inftances,
Mr. Bickerflaffe, fhow a- Gentleman’s reading. Then to take off from
the air of Learning, which Phebus and the Mufes have given to this firft
Stanza, you may obferve, how it falls all of a fudden into the familiar ;
in Petticoats!

Or Pheebus f2If in Petticoats.

- Let us now, fays I, enter upon the fecond Stanza. I'find the firft line
1s flill a continuation of the Metaphor,

I fancy, when your Song you Jmg.

It is very right, fays he; but pray obferve the turn of words in thofe
two Lines. I wasa whole hour in adjufting .of them, and have ftill a
doubt upon me, whether in the fecond Line it fhould be, Zuur Song
You fing 5 ors Xou fing your Seng. You fhall hear them both;
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I fancy, when your Song you fing,
(Zour Song you fing with (6 much art.)

O R,

1 fancy, when your Song you fing,
(2on fing your Seng with [6 much art,)

Truly, faid I, the Turn is fo natural either way, that' you have made
me almoft giddy with it. Dear Sir, faid he, grafping me by the hand,
you have a_great deal of patience; ‘but pray what do you think of the
next verfe?

Your Pen was pluck’d from Cupid’s Wing.

Think! fays I; I think you have made Cwpid look like a little Goofe,
That was my meaning, fays he; I think the ridicule is well enough hit
off. But we now come to the laft, which fums up the whole matter,

For AbY vt wounds me like his Dart,

Pray how do you like that 45! Doth. it not make a pretty figure in
that place? b/ Ir'looks as if I felc the Dart, and cried out at being
pricked- with it.

For Ah! it wounds me like bis Dart,

My friend Dick Eafy, continued he, affured me, he would rather
have written that 45! than to have been the Author of the #neid. He
indeed objected, that I made Mira's Pen like a Quill in ‘one of the lines,
and like a Dart in the other. But as to that Oh! -as to that, fays I,
it is but fuppofing Cipid to be like-a Porcupine, -and his Quills and Darts
will be the fame thing, He was going to embrace me for the hint ; bat
half a dozen Criticks coming into the room, whofe faces he did not like,
he conveyed the Sonnet into his pocket, and whifpered me in the ear,
ke would thow it me again as foon as his man had written it over fair.

Saturday,
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