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16 M1 T ATIONS Book II.

& AT TR AN

HOC erat in votis : modus agri non ita magnus,
Hortus ubi, et tecto vicinus jugis aquae fons,

Et paulum filvae fuper his foret, autius, atque

Di melius fecere. bene eft. nil amplius oro,

Maia nate, nifi ut propria haec mihi munera faxis.

51 neque majorem feci ratione mala rem,

Nec fum faGurus vitio culpave minorem :

Si veneror ftultus nihil horum, O fi angulus ille
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A

imus accedat, qui nunc denormat agellum !

O fi urnamargenti fors quae mihi monftret! utilli, .

[
L

T nelauro invento ('{il! mercenarius agrum

Hlum ipfum mercatus aravit, dives amico
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gV, OF HORA CE. LI

S & 3-F R E VI

The fir(t Part imitated in the Year 1714, by
Dr. SwirT s the latter Part added afterwards.

L IS L e 3

I’V E often with'd that T had clear
For life, fix

hundred pounds a year

A handfome Houfe to lodge a Friend,

A River at my garden’s end,

A Terras-walk, and half a Rood

Of Land, fet out to plant 2 Wood.
Well, now I have all this and more,

I afk not to encreale my ftore;

¢ But here 2 Grievance {feems to lie,

¢ All this is mine but till I die;

10
« I can’t but think ’twould found more clever,
¢ To me and tomy Heirs for ever,
¢ If I ne’er got or loft a groat,
“ By any Trick, or any Fault;
¢ And if I pray by Reafon’s rules, 15

<

And not like forty other Fool
¢ As thus, ¢ Vouchfafe, oh gracious Maker !
*To grant me this and t’other Acre:

“ Or, 1if it be thy Will and Pleafure,

¢ Direct my Plow to find a Treafure;”
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12 IMITATIONS BookIL

Hercule: i, quod adeft, gratum juvat: hac prece
te oro,

Pingue pecus domino facias, et caetera praeter

Ingenium ; utque {oles, cuftos mihi maximus adfis,

Ergo ubi me in montes et in arcem ex Urbe re=
movi,

Quid prius illuftrem Satiris Mufaque pedeftri ?

Nec mala me ambitio perdit, nec plumbeus Aufter,

Autumnuique gravis, Libitinae quaeftus acerbae.

Matutine pater, fen Jane libentius audis,

Unde homines operum primos vitaeque labores

Inftituunt, (fic Dis placitum) tu carminis efto

Principium: Romae fponforem me rapis : Eia,

Ne prior officio quifquam relpondeat, urgue :

Ciges A Al o PR AL A i
Sive Aquilo radit terras, feu bruma nivalem
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§t.Vl: OF -HOR ACE.

¢ But only what my Station fits,

¢ And to be kept in my right wits,

¢ Preferve, Almighty Providence !

¢ Jufs what you gave me, Competence :

¢ And let me in thefe fhades compofe

¢ Something in Verfe as true as Profe;

¢ Remov'd from all th’ Ambitious Scene,

¢ Nor puff’d by Pride, nor funk by S
In thort, I'm perfectly content,

Let me but live on this fide Trent ;

Nor crofs the*Channel twice 2 year,

To {pend fix months with Statefmen here.
I muft by all means come to town,

*Tis for the fervice of the Crown.

¢ Lewis, the Dean will be of ufe,

¢ Send for him up, take no excufe.”

The toil, the danger of the Seas;

Great Minifters ne’er think of thefe;

Or let it coft five hundred pound,

No matter where the money’s found,

It is but fo much more in debt,

And that they ne’er confider’d yet.
““ Good Mr, Dean go change your gown,

“ Let my Lord know you’re come to town.
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14 EM I T AT TONS Boskil

Interiore diem gyro trahit, ire necefle eft.

Poftmodo, quod mt obfit, clare certumque lo-
cuto,

Luctandum in turba, et facienda injuria tards.

Quid tibi vis, infane ? et quas res agis ? improbus
urguet

Iratis precibus. tu pulfes omne quod obftat,

Ad Maecenatem memori {i mente recurras,

Hoc juvat, et melli eft; ne mentiar. at fimul
atras

Ventum eft E{quilias; aliena negotia centum

Per caput, et circa faliunt Tatus. Ante fecundam




Sat. V. OF HOR A C E. rs

I hurry me in hafte away, 45
Not thinking it is Levee-day ;
And find his Honour in a Pound,
Hemm’d by a triple Circle round,
Chequer’d with Ribbons blue and green :
How fhould I thruft myfelf between ? 50
Some Wag obferves me thus perplext,
And {miling, whifpers to the next,
¢ I thought the Dean had been too proud,
* To juftle here among a croud.”
Another in a furly fit, £s
Tells me I have more Zeal than Wit,
““ So eager to exprefs your love,
“ You ne’er confider whom you fhove,
““ But rudely prefs before a Duke.”
Town, I'm pleas’d with this rebuke, 6o
And take it kindly meant to thow
What I defire the World fhould know,
I get a whifper, and withdraw ;
When twenty Fools I never faw
Come with Petitions fairly penn’d, 63
Defiring I would ftand their friend.
This, humbly offers me his Cafe —

That, begs my int'reft for a Place—
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16 IMITATIONS Book 11.

Rofcius orabat fibi adefles ad Puteal cras.

De re communi {cribae magna atque nova te

Orabant hodie meminifies, Quinte, reverti.

Imprimat his cura Maecenas figna tabellis.

Dixeris, Experiar: Si vis, potes, addit ; et inftat,

Septimus otavo propior jam fugerit annus,

Ex quo Maccenas me coepit habere fuorum

In numero : duntaxat ad hoc, quem tollere rheda

Vellet, iter faciens, et cui concredere nugas

Hoc genus, Hora quota eft? Threx eft Gallina
Syro par,
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8t.Vl: OF HOR ACE, 17
A hundred other Men’s affairs,

Like bees, are humming in my ears, 70
¢« To=morrow my Appeal comes on,
¢« Without your help the Caufe is gone—
The Duke expeéts my Lord and you,
About fome great Affair, at Two —
“ Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, 75
~ T'o get my Warrant quickly fign'd :
& Conildef:, ‘tis my firft requeft. —
fatisfy’d, T'll do my beft: —
Then prefently “he falls to teize,

¢ You may for certain, if you pleafe; 30
¢ T doubt rmt, if his Lordfhip k new —
¢« And, Mr. Dean, one word from j.’-:.}u__ﬂ

"T1s (let me fee) three years and more,
(O&ober next it will be four)
Since HARLEY bid me firft attend, 85

And chofe me for an humble friend;

Would take me in his Cf‘.-:*--:h to chat,

And queftion me of this and that;

As, “What'so’clock:” And, * How's theWind ¢’

¢« Who's Chariot's that we left behind? ole)
Or gravely try to read the lines

Writ underneath the Country Sl y

U

(“
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18 IMITATIONS Bookll

bl 1oy

i Matutina parum cautos jam frigora mordent:
Et quae rimofa bene deponuntur in aure,
Per totum hoc tempus, fubjectior in diem ethoram
Invidiae nofter. ludos {pectaverit una:
Luferit in campo: Fortunae filius, omnes.
Frigidus a Roftris manat per compita rumor :
Quicungue obvius eft, me confulit; O bone (nam te
| Scire, Deos quoniam propius contingis, oportet)
i Num quid de Dacis audifti ? Nil equidem. Ut tu
i Semper eris derifor! At omnes D1 exagitent me,

Si quicquam, Quid ? militibus.promiffa Triquetra




S Vi.- OF- H.O-R.ACE. ig
Or, “ Have you nothing new to-day

*¢ From Pope, from Parnel, or from Gay ¢

Such tattle often entertains 95
My Lord and me as far as Stains,

As once a week we travel down

To Windfor, and again to Town,

, inter mos,

Where all that paffes
Might be proclaim’d at Charing-Crofs, 100
Yet fome I know with envy fwell,
Becaufe they fee me us’d fo well :
*“ How think you of our Friend the Dean?
T wonder what {ome people mean ;
““ My Lord and he are grown fo great, 10§
“ Always together, #te o téte,
 What, they admire him for his jokes—
¢ See but the fortune of fome Folks !
There flies about a ftrange report
Of fome Exprefs arriv’d at Court 110
I'm ftoppd by all the fools I meet,
And catechis'd in ev'ry ftreet.
“ You, Mr. Dean, frequent the Great;
““ Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat ?
“ Or do the Prints and Papers lye ? 115
Faith, Sir, you know as much as I,
1 Ca




20 IMITATIONS BooklIlL

Praedia Caefar, an eft Itala tellure daturus ?
Jurantem me f{cire nihil miratur, ut unum
Scilicet egregii mortalem altique filent].

Perditur haec inter mifero lux; non fine votis,
O rus, quando €go te afpiciam? quandoque licebit,
Nunc veterum libris, nunc fomno et inertibug

horis,

Ducere folicitae jucunda oblivia vitae?
O quando faba Pythagorae cognata, fimulque

Un&a fatis pingui ponentur olufcula lardo ?

I'l:_.
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O noctes coenaeque Detim ! quibus ipfe meique,
Ante Larem proprium velcor, vernafque procaces
Pafco libatis dapibus: cum, ut cuigue libido eft,

Siccat inaequales calices conviva, folutus
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¢« Ah Doltor, how you love to jeft ?

‘ "Tis now no fecret — I proteft

"Tis one to me—* Then tell us, pray,

“ When are the Troops to have their pay? 120
And, tho' I folemnly declare

I know no more than my Lord Mayor,

They ftand am;az’d, and think me growil

The clofeft mortal ever known.

Trus in a fea of folly tofs'd, 125
My choiceft Hours of life are loft;
Yet always wifhing to-retreat,
Oh, could I fee my Country Seat!
There leaning near a gentle Brook,
Sleep, or perufe fome ancient Book, 130
And there in fweet oblivion drown
Thofe Cares that haunt the Court and Town.
‘O charming Noons ! and Nights divine !
Or when I {fup, or when I dine,

NorTeEs.

VER. 1285, Thus in a fea, etc.] Our Poet excells his friend in
‘his own way.of modernizing Horace. But this way is infinitely
inferior to his own. . For tho’ Horace be eafy, he is not fami-
liar; or, if he be, it is the familiarity of Courts, which is never
-without its dignity. Thefe things burlefque verfe cannot re-
concile, nor indeed any other, that I know of, but the fore-
going imitations of our Poet.
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9 IMITATIONS Book- 11,

Legibus infanis : feu quis capit acria fortis

Pocula; feu modicis uvefcit laetius. ergo

Sermo oritur, non de villis domibufve alienis,

Nec male necne Lepos faltet ; fed quod magis ad
1nos

Pertinet, et nefcire malum eft, agitamus; utrumne

Divitiis homines, an fint virtute beati

Quidve ad amicitias, ufus reCtumne, trahat nos:

Et quae {it natura boni, fammumque quid ejus,

Cervius haec inter vicinus garrit zniles

Ex re fabellas. fi quis nam laudat Arell}

Solicitas ignarus opes; fic incipit : Olim

Rufticus urbanum murem mus paupere fertur

Accepiffe cavo, veterem vetus hofpes amicnm ;




$at. VL. OF HORACE.

My Friends above, my Folks below,
Chatting and laughing all-a-row,

The Beans and Bacon fet before ’em,
The Grace-cup ferv’d with all decorum :
Each willing to be pleas’d, and pleafe,

And ev'n the very Dogs at eafe !

Here no man prates of idle thin

oo
o

gs
How this or that Italian fings,
A Neighbour’s Madnefs, or his Spoufe’s,
Or what’s in either of the Houfes:
But fomething much more our concern,
And quite a fcandal not to learn :
Which is the happier, or the wifer,
A man of Merit, or a Mifer ?
Whether we ought to chufe our Friends,
For their own Worth, or our own Ends ?
What good, or better, we may call,
And what, the very beft of all? -

Our Friend Dan Prior, told (you know)
A Tale extremely g propos :
Name a Town Life, and in a trice,
He had a Story of two Mice.
Once on a time ({o runs the Fable)
A Country Moule, right hofpitable,

t C 4

14Q

145

150
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24 IMITATIONS BookI

t} Afper, et attentus quaefitis; ut tamen arélum
i Bolveret hofpitiis animum, quid multa ? neque
ille
Sepofiti ciceris, nec longae invidit avenae:
Aridum et ore ferens acinum, femefaque Jardj
Frufta dedit, cupiens varia faftidia cocna
Vincere tangentis male fingula dente fuperbo s
Cum pater ipfe domus palea porre@us in horna
Effet ador loliumque, dapis meliora relinqﬁens.
‘Tandem urbanys ad hunc, Quid te juyat, inquit;
amice,
Praerupti nemoris patientem vivere dorfo ?
Vin' tu homines urbemque feris praecponere {ylvis?
H Carpe viam (mihi crede) comes: terreftria quanda
Mortales animas vi_vimt (ortita; neque ulla eft,

Aut magno aut parvo, leti fiiga, quo, bone, cirea,

e g —




6tV OF HORACE. 25

Receiv’d 2 Town Moufe at his Board,
Juft as a Farmer might a Lord. 160

A frugal Moufe upon the whole,

Yet lov’d his Friend, and had a Soul,

Knew what was handfome, and would do’t,

On ju[’cloccaﬁon, coute qui coute.

He brought him Bacon (nothing lean) 165

Pudding, that might have pleas’d a Dean;

Cheefe, fuch as men in Suffolk make,

But wifh’d it Stilton for his fake;

Yet, to his Gueft tho’ no way {paring, _

He eat himfelf the rind and paring, 170

Our Courtier fcarce could touch a bit,

But fhow’d his Breeding and his Wit ;

He did his beft to feem to eat,

And cry’d, < Ivow you're mighty neat.

« But Lord, my Friend, this favage Scene! 173

« For God’s fake, come, and live with Men :

s« Confider, Mice, like Men, muft die,

¢« Both fmall and great, both you and I:

¢ Then {pend your life in Joy and Sport,

¢ (This doétrine, Friend, I learnt at Court) 180
The verieft Hermit in the Nation

May yield, God knows, to firong temptation.
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26 IMITATIONS Book 1I.

Dum licet, in rebus jucundis vive beatus:

| Vive memor quam fis aevi brevis. Haec ubi dida

...-m.. ity

=

Agreftem pepulere, domo levis exfilit: inde
1y Ambo propofitum peragunt iter, urbis aventes

| Moenia nocturni fubrepere. jamque tenebat
Nox medium coeli fpatium, cum ponit uterque
| In locuplete domo veftigia: rubro ubi cocco

| Tin&a fuper le@os canderet veflis eburnos;
Multaque de magna fupereffent fercula coena,
Quae procul exftruétis inerant hefterna caniftris,

Eroo ubi purpurea porretum 1n vefte locavit

Agreftem ; veluti fuccin@us curfitat hofpes,

Lautinuar-fiue dapes : nec non verniliter ipfis

-, -
et ibaligl 4kl

rungitur officiis, praclibans omne quod affert,
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Away they come, “thro™ thick and thin,

To a tall houfe near Lincoln’s-Inn;

("T'was on the night of a Debate, 18¢
When all their Lordfhips had fate late.)

Behold the place, where if a Poet

Shin’d in Defeription, he might thow it;

Tell how the Moon-beam trembling falls,

And tips with Silver all the walls; 190
Palladian walls, Venetian doors,

Grotefco roofs, and Stucco floors:

But let it (in a word) be faid,

The Moon was up, and Men a bed,

The Napkins white, the Carpet red : 195
The Guefts withdrawn had left the Treat,
And down the Mice fate, #éfe @ téte.

Our Courtier walks from difth to difh,
Taftes for his Friend of Fowl and Fith;
Tells all their names, lays down the law, 200
““ Que ¢a eft bon! Ab gouter ¢a!
¢ That Jelly’s rich, this Malmfey healing,

“ Pray, dip your Whifkers and your Thail in,”
Was ever fuch a happy Swain ?

He ftuffs and fwills, and ftuffs again.,

%
O

LW

“ I'm quite afham’d—"tis mighty rude

¢ To eat fo much—but all’s fo good,




28 IMITATIONS BooklIlL

|
|

l :Illc cubans gaudet mutata forte, bonifque
|

Rebus agit lactum convivam : cum fubito ingens

.

Valvarum ftrepitus leis excuffit utrumque.
Currere per totum pavidi conclave ; magi{que

.' Exanimes trepidare, fimul domus alta Molofiis
i Perfonuit canibus. tum rufticus, Haud mihi vita
Eft opus hac, -ait, et valeas: me fylva, cavufque
Tutus ab infidiis tenui folabitur ervo,




Sat.VL. OF HORACE 29

< T have a thoufand thanks to give —

¢« My Lord alone knows how to lLive.”

No f{ooner faid, but from the Hall 21Q
Rufth Chaplain, Butler; Dogs and all:

«« A Rat, a Rat! clap to the door —

The Cat comes bouncing on the floor.

O for the heart of Homer’s Mice,

Or Gods to fave them in a trice !

o]
—
b

(It was by Providence they think,

For your damn’d Stucco has no chink.)

¢« An’t pleafe your Honour, quoth the Peafant,

¢ This fame Deflert is not {o pleafant :

¢ Give me again my hollow Tree, 22G
“ A Cruft of Bread, and Liberty!
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