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ROBERT Earl of OxForp,
and Earl MORTIMER.

U C H were the notesthy once-lov’d Poet {ung,
S "Till Death untimely ftop’d his tuneful tongue,
Oh juft beheld, and loft ! .admir’d and mourn’d!
With fofteft manners, gentleft arts adorn’d!

Bleft in each fcience, bleft in ev'ry ftrain! &

4
Dear to the Mufe! to HARLEY dear—in vain!

For him, thou oft haft bid the World attend,
Fond to forget the ftatefman in the friend;
For SwirT and him, defpis’d the farce of ftate,
The fober follies of the wife and great ; 10
Dextrous, the craving, fawning croud to quit,
And pleas’d to ‘fcape from Flattery to Wit.

NoTEs.

Epift. to Robert Earl of Oxford.] This Epiftle was fent to
the Ear] of Oxford with Dr. Parnelle’s Poems publifhed by our
Author, after the faid Earl’s Imprifonment in the Tower, and
Retreat into the Country, in the Year 1721, P.
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i2 MISCELLANIES,

1 Abfent or dead, ftill let a friend be dear,
L |i (A figh the abfent claims, the dead a tear)
IEl! { ::"l

Recall thofe nights that clos'd thy toilfome days,

|
i iEI Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays, 14
| Who, carelefs now of Intreft, Fame, or Fate,
i Perhaps forgets that OxFoRrDp e’er was great ;
Or deeming meaneft what we greateft call,
Beholds thee glorious only in thy Fall, 20

And fure, if aught below the feats divine

A Soul fupreme, in each hard inftance try’d,

[
|

il | Can touch Immortals, ’tis a Soul like thine -
|

Above all Pain, all Paffion, and all Pride,
| [ Thc rage of Pow’r, the blaft of public breath, 2¢
The luft of Lucre, and the dread of Death,
In vain to Deferts thy retreat is made;
The Mufe attends thee to thy filent thade :
"T'is hers, the brave man’s lateft fteps to trace,
Rejudge his atts, and dignify difgrace. 3Q
When Int'reft calls off all her fneaking train,
And all th’ oblig’d defert, and all the vain ;
She waits, or to the {caffold, or the cell,
When the laft ling’ring friend has bid farewel.




e e PR — e S

MilIS/CE Tl 7A N T BAS, w39

Ev’'n:now, the thades thy Ev’ning-walk with-bays,
(No hireling fhe, no proftitute to praife) 36
Ev'n now, obfervant of the patting ray,

Eyes the calm Sun-fet of thy various Day,

Thro” Fortune’s cloud one truly great ¢an fee,

Nor fears to tell, that MorTiMER is he. 40
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To JAMES CRAGGS, Efg.
SECRETARY of STATE.

Soul as full of Worth, as void of Pride,
Which nothing feeks to fhew, or needs ta
hide,
Which nor to Guilt nor Fear, its Caution owes,
And boafts 2 Warmth that from no Paflion flows.
A Face untaught 'to feign; a judging Eye, &
That darts {evere upon a rifing Lye,
And ftrikes a blufh thro® frontlefs Flattery,
All this thou wert, and being this before,
Know, Kings and Fortune cannot make thee more.
Then {corn to gain a Friend by feryile ways, IQ
Nor with to lofe a Foe thefe Virtues raife ;
But candid, free, fincere, as you began,
Proceed —a Minifter, but fill 2 Man.
Be not (exalted to whate’er degree)
Afham’d of any Friend, not ev’n of Me: 15
The Patriot’s plain, but untrod, path purfue;
If not, ’tis I muflt be atham’d of You,

Secretary of State] In the Year 1720. Ps
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To Mr. JER VA'S,
With Mr. Dr¥pEN’s Tranflation” of

Fresnoy’s Art of Painting.

*H IS Verfe be thine; my friend, nor thou
refufe

This, from no venal or ungrateful Mufe,
Whether thy hand ftrike out fome free defign;
Where Life awakes, and dawns at ev'ry line;
Or blend in beauteous tints the colour’d mafs, ¢
And from the canvas call the mimic face :
Read thefe inftructive leaves, in'which confpire
Frefnoy’s clofe Art, and Dryden’s native Fire :
And reading with, like theirs, our fate and fame;
So mix’d our ftudies, and fo join’d our name ; 10
Like them to thine thro’ long fucceeding age;
So juft thy {kill, fo regular my rage.

NorTEs.

Epift. to Mr. Jervas.] This Epiftle; and the two follow-
ing, were written fome years before the reft, - and originally
printed in 1717, P.
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46 MISCELLANTIES.

Smut- with'the love of ‘Sifter-Arts we came,
And met congenial; mingling flame with flanie 3
Like friendly colours found them both unite, 15
And each from each contra®t new ftrength and

light.

How oft in pleafing tafks we wear the day,
While fummer-funs roll unperceiv'd away ?
How oft’ our flowly-growing works impart,
While Images refle® from. art to art ? 20
How oft review; each ﬁnding like a friend
Something to blame, and fomething to commend ?

What flatt’ring  feenes our wand’ring fancy

wrought,

Rome’s pompons glories rifing to our thought!
Together oer the Alps methinks we fly, 25
Fir’d with Ideas of fair Italy.
With thee, on Raphael’s Monumient I mourn,
Or wait infpiring Dreams at Maro’s Urn
With thee repofe, where Tully once was laid,
Or feek fome Ruin’s formidable fhade :
While fancy brings the vanif’d piles to view,
And builds imaginar}r Rome a-new,
Here thy well-ftudy’d marbles fix our eye ;
A fading Frefco here demands 2 figh :

30
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Each heav’nly piece unwearied we compare, 3§

Match Raphael’s grace with thy lov’d Guido’s air,

Carracci’s ftrength, Correggio’s fofter line,

Paulo’s free ftroke, and Titian’s warmth divine.
How finifh'd with illuftrious toil appears

This fmall, well-polith’d Gem, the * work of years!

Yet ftill how faint by precept is expreft 41

The living image in the painter’s breaft ?

Thence endlefs fireams of fair Ideas flow,

Strike in the fketch, or in the piQure glow :

{Thence Beauty, waking all her forms, fupplies 4 4

An Angel’s fweetnefs, or Bridgewater’s eyes.
Mufe! at that Name thy facred forrows thed,

Thofe tears eternal, that embalm the dead -

Call round her Tomb each object of defire,

Each purer frame inform’d with purer fire : 50

Bid her be all that chears or foftens life,

The tender fifter, danghter, friend, and wife:

Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ;

Then view this Marble, and be vain no more!
Yet flill her charms in breathing paint engage;

Her modeft cheek fhall warm a future age. 56

NoTeEs:s.

* Frefnoy employed above twenty. Years in finithing his
Poem. P,
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Beauty, frail flow'r that ev’ry {eafon fears,
Blooms in thy colours for a thoufand years:
Thus Churchill’s rice fhall other hearts furprize,
And other Beauties envy Worfley’s eyes ; 60
Each pleafing Blount fhall endlefs miles beftow,
And foft Belinda’s blufh for ever glow.

Oh lafting as thofe Colours may they fhihe;
Free as thy ftroke; yet fanltlefs as thy line;
New graces yearly like thy works difplay, 6§
Soft without weaknefs, without glaring gay;
Led by fome rule, that guides, but not conftraing;
And finifh’d more thro’ happinefs than pains.
The kindred Arts fhall in their praife confpire,
One dip the pencil, and one ftting the lyre. 70
Yet thould the Graces all thy figures plate,
fAnd breath an air divine on ev’ry face;
Yet fhould the Mufes bid my numbers roll
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their foul;
With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgwatet vie, 73
And thefe be {fung ’till Granville’s Myra die:
Alas! how little from the grave we claim !

Thou but preferv'it a Face, and I a Name,
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EPISTLE
To Mift BLOUNT,

With the Workxs of VOITURE.

E N thefe giy thoughts the Loves and Graces
{hine,

And all the Writer lives in evﬂrj; line;

His eafy Art may happy Nature feem,

Trifles themfelves are elegant in him.

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 5

Who without flatt’ ry pleas’d the fair and great ;

Still with efteem no lefs convers’d than read ;

With wit well-natur’d, and with books well-bred:

His heart, his miftrefs, and his friend did fhare,

His time, the Mufe, ‘the witty, and the fair. 10

Thus w =fel}. carelefs, innocently gay,

&
Chearful he play’d the trifle, Life, away;

|

*Till ihtc {carce felt his gentle breath fuppreft,
As {miling Infants fport themfelves to reft.
Ev'n rival Wits did Voiture's death deplore, 15

And the gay mourn’d who never mourn’d before;
1 E
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The trueft-heacts for Voiture heav’'d with fighs,

N F g o < = s et =t [ ~
Voiture was wept by all the brehteft Eves:
o 3 7 b iy

The Smilesand Loves bad dy d i Voitare’s deaths

But that for ever in his lines thev breathe. 20
Let the {trict life of sgraver mortais be

A long, exaét, ‘and fertous Comedy ;

In ev’ry fcene fome Moral let it teach,

And, if itican, at once both pleafe and preach.

~
b

Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 2 §
And more diverting, fill than regular,

Have Humour, Wit, 4 native Eafe and Grace,
Tho’ not too fri¢tly bound to Time and Place:
Critics in Wit; or Life; are hard to pleafe,

3

Few write to thofe, and none can live to thefe. 30
Too much your Sex is by their forms confin’d,

Severe to all, but moft to Womankind ;

Cuftom, grown blind with Age, muft be your

guide ;

Your phzaﬁu'c 18 a vice, but not your pride;

By Nature ytelding, ftubborn but for fame ; 3%

Made Slaves by honour, and made Fools by thame.

/ . 1 B o
Marriage may all thofe petty Tyrants chafe,

A4

But fets up one, 2 greater in their place;
Well might you with for change by thofe accurft,

But the laft Tyrant ever proves the wortt. 40
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Still 1n conftraint your fuff'ring Sex remains,

]

Or bound in formal, or in real chains:

Whole years negleced, for fome months ador’d,
The fawning Servant turns-a haughty Lord.

Ah guit not the free innocence of life, 48
For the dull glory of a virtuous Wife;

Nor let falfe Shews, or. empty Titles pleafe :

Aim not at Joy, but reft content with Eafe.

The Gods; to curfe Pamela with her pray’rs,
Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Mares,
The fhining robes, rich jewels, beds of ftate, = 51
And, to compleat her blifs, a Fool for Mate.

She glares in Balls, front Boxes, and the Ring,

A vain, unquiet, ghtt'ring, wretched Thing !
Pride, Pomp, and State butreach her tutward part;
She fighs, and is no Duchefs at her heart. 56

But, Madam, if the fates withftand, and you
Are deftin'd Hymen’s willing Vitim too

o L 1 ] >
T'ruft not too much your now refiftlefs charms,

T

I'hofe, Age or Sicknefs, foon or late, difarms: 6o
Good humour only teaches charms to laft,

otill makes new conquefts, and maintains the paft;
Love, rais’d on Beauty, will like that decay,

Our hearts may bear its flender chain a day;

K
ot

b
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As flow’ry bands in wantonnefs are worn, 63
A morning’s pleafure, and at evening torn ;

s 2t IR

L'bistbinds in ties more edfy, yet more ftrong,
The willing heart, and only holds it long.

Thus * Voiture’s eat Iy‘eare ftill thone the fam e,
And Monthaufier was only chang’d in name: 70

By this, cv’n now they live, ev’n now they charm,

Their Wit flill fparkling, and their flames ftill
warim '

Now crown’d with Myrtle, on th’ Elyfian coaft,
Amid thofe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoft :
Pleas’d, while with {miles his happy lines you view,
And finds a fairer Ramboiiillet in you. 76
The brighteft eyes of France infpir'd his Mufe;
‘The brighteft eyes of Britain now perufe;
And dead, as hu:m 'tis our Author’s s pride

Still to L.lrm thofe who charm the world befide.

* Mademoifelle Paulet. P,
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To the fame,

On her leaving the Town after the
CORONATION,

AS fome fond Virgin, whom her mother’s care
Drags from the Town to wholefome Coun-
try air,

Juft when fhe learns to roll a melting eye,

And hear a fpark, yet think no danger nigh

From the dear man unwilling the muft fever, 5

Yet takes one kifs before fhe parts for ever:

Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew,

Saw others happy, and with fighs withdrew;

Not that their pleafures caus’d her difcontent, g

She figh'd not that they ftay’d, but that {he went.
She went, to plain-work, and to purling brooks,

Old-fathion’d halls, dull Aunts, and croaking rooks:

She went from Op’ra, Park, Affembly, Play,

"To morning-walks, and pray’rs three hours a day;
Coronation.] Of King George the firft, 1715. P.

TE3
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To part her time

~t
i
ol
r
-
-
i
Bt
L
-
)
3
—
o
-
O
[y
(=
h
bt
L

To mufe, and 1pill her {olitary tea

3
Or o’er cold coffee trifle 'with the {poon,
Count the flow'clock, ‘and dine exact at noon's

Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire,

Hum half a'tune, tell ftories to the fquire; 20
Up to her godly parret after fev'n,

There {tarve and pray, for that’s'the way to heav'n.

Some Squire, }'zu;hnps, you take delight to rack ;

b ]
R )iy
Vhofe game is Whifk, whofe treat a toaft in fack ;

Who vifits with a (,L.n prefents you birds,

25
Then gives a fma cLh bufs, and cries,—-No words

L_l \_-J AL RS
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Or with his hound comes hallowing from the ftable,

‘B 1§ i

Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table ;

__,ll

i W R NERE ars Reario  plpifies o e ittt anl
vy ]-J,.';t‘. ELiL_'.',\l!.‘- al G Jcarty, UiO 1118 €118 are (f.;':_"uIL‘,
And loves vou bef¥ af all +hinac bt b hmudiis s
4A114 10VES yYOou Delt ol il LT S=DUL 115 horle. 30
"o A iy e ) EE e 3
II’I J’}:JITI"C Ialr ev l'l'il]:',_, oI your eibow ['.HL]'
g T, e =
You dream of Triu mpl“ in the rural fhade;
ﬁ a - W '-\-.- e 5 phie
In¢ [L:I‘-"—.C L ‘.UL'JJ.H' recall the fanc v d icene,
C & ‘.‘ . o Jao
\.,C 0N 1L'O 15 T1ie ONn ev 1y 'P_fl'LLJ] 3
> O B i 3 N e b R [ -
Before you pais th .1;:-.-:_‘__,_-__.[‘.'9.._;,- ilt__l.ta 35

S ey P g T PR e S e i
Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter’d
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While the fpread fan o erfhades your clofing eyes:s
Then give one flirt, and all the vifion flies.

Thus vanifh fceptres,  coronets, and balls,

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 40
So when your Slave, at fome dear idle time,
(Not plagu’d with head-achs, or the wantof thyme)

Stands in the ftreets, abftracted from the crew,
And while he feems to ftudy, thinksof you ;

Juft when his fancy points your {prightly eyes, 45
Or fees the bluth of foft Parthenia rife,

Gay pats my fhoulder, and you vanifh quite,
Streets, Chairs, and Coxcombs ruth upon my fight;
Vex'd to be ftill in town, I knit my brow,

Look four, and hum a Tune, as you may now. 5o

-.F- E 4-
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cARDELIA, SMILINDA,

A1 8 ~ R T T " 1
W n}r ltays SMILINDA 1n the Drefiing.

Room'?

Ty

” :[...1 I‘v -~ -"\;( Ty } b il Sy 2 L3 o 1 n]
+xIlC, penive npa, the Laizer waits for you;

Y

Ah, Madam, fince 1y y SHARPER Is untrue,

I joylefs make my once hublcljmfeﬂ

J
I faw him ftand behind OMERELIAS Chair,
. e . i ; .
And whifper with that foft, deluding air,
I S ks iy oy &
And thofe Ehﬁiﬂ;{ﬂu whig xancﬂthgiiﬁurm

Fair, )

e
nflrzﬂ

T he “u“ et-Table.] Onl niy this nf all the Town Eclozues was

. = 9.9 1 :

Mr. P ope’sy and is here printed from a _copy corrected by his
ewn hand.—The humour ':' it confifts in this, that the one is

- | R . | pe o
n love with the G ame, and the other with the Ef.f
A
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CARDELIA.
Is this the caufe of your Romantick ftrains?
A mightier grief my heavy heart {uftains. 10
As You by Love, fo I by Fortune crofs’t;
One, one bad Desl, Three Septleva’s have loft.

SMELIND A.
Is that the grief, which you compare with mine?
With eafe, the {miles of Fortune I refign:
Would all my gold in one bad Deal were gone;

Were lovely SHARPER mine, and mine alone. 16

CARDELIA.
A Lover loft, is but 2 common care ;
And prudent Nymphs againft that change prepare :
The Knave or Cruss thrice loft: Oh! who
could guefs
This fatal firoke, this unforefeen Diftrefs? -~ 20

SMILIND A.
See BeTTY LoveT! very 4 propos,
She-all the cares of Love and Play does know:
Dear BeT Ty fhall th’ important point decide ;

BerT1v, who oft the pain of each has try'd;

£
;
!
:

Impartial, fhe fhall fay who fuffers moft, 28

By Cards’ Il Ufage, or by Lovers lofi,
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LOVET,
Tell, tell your griefs; attentive will I tay,

Tho’ Time is precious, and I want fome Tea.

CARDELIA,.

Behold this Equipage, by Matbers wrought, 29
With Fifty Guineas (a great Pen’worth) bought.
See on the Tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid ftrive ;
And both the ftruggling figures feem alive.
Upon the bottom fhines the Queen’s bright Face;
A Myrtle Foliage round the Thimble-Cafe,
Jove, Jove himfelf, does on the Scizars fhine; 35
The Metal, and the \Vorkmanﬂ]ip, divine !

SMILINDA.
This Snujf-Box,—once the pledge of Suare-
ER’s love,
When rival beauties for the Prefent ftrove
At Corticell’s he the Raffle won;

Then firft his Paffion was in public thown: 40

1i »

Hazarpra blufh’d, and turn’d her Head afide,

A Rival'senvy (all in vain) to hide.

Pt | o "_, i 3 N -~ . ¥

I'his Snuff=Box, — on the Hinge fee Brilliants
fhine :

This Snuff-Box will I ftake ; the Prize is mine.
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CARDELIA.
Alas! far leffer loffes than I bear, 45

Iave made a Soldier figh, a Lover fwear.
And Oh! what makes the difappointment hard,
"T'was my own Lord that drew t he fatal Card.

In complaifance, I took the Queen he gave;

Tho my own {ecret wifh was for the Knave. 50
The Knave won Sonica, which I had chofe;

And the next Pull, my Septleva 1 lofe,

SMILINDA.
But ah! what aggravates the killing fmart,
The cruel thought, that ftabs me to the heart ;

This curs’d OMBRELIA, this undoing Fair, 3

L

By whole vile arts this heavy grief I bear ;
She, at whofe name I fhed thefe fpiteful tears,
She owes to me the very charms fhe wears.

An aukward Thing, when firft the came to Town
Her Shape unfafhion’d, and her Face unknown :
She was my friend ; I taught her ficft to{pread 61
Upon her fallow cheeks enliv'ning red :

I introduc’d her to the Park and Plays;

And bv my. int 'teft, ‘Cozens miade her Stays,

£
£
!
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4

Ungrateful wretch, with mimick airs grown pert,

L=

She dares to fteal my Fav'rite Lover's heart, 66

CARDELIA.
Wretch that I was, how often have I fiwore,
When Winnarw Zally'd, T would punt no more?
I know the Bite, yet to my Ruin run;

And {ee the Folly, which I cannot thun. 70

-~

SMILIND A.
How many Maids have SzuarpER’s vows de-
ceiyd?
How many curs’d the moment they believ’d ?
Yet his known Falthoods could no W arning prove:

Ah! what 1s warning to 2 Maid in Love ?

CARDELIA.

But of what marble muft that breaft be formd,
Togaze on Bajfet, and remain unwarm’d ? 76
When Kings, Queens, Knaves, are fet in decent

ank H
Exposd in glorious heaps the tempting Bank,
Guineas, Half-Guineas, all the {hining train ;
The Winner’s pleafure, and the lofer’s pain: 80
[n bright Confufion open Rouleaus lye,

They ftrike the Soul, and glitter in the Eye,
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Fir'd by the fight, all Reafon I difdain®
My Paflions rife, and will pot bear the rein.
Look upon Bafféf, you who Reafon boait ; 85

And fee if Reafon muft not fhere be loft.

SMILINDA.
What more than marble muft that heart com-
pofe,

Can hearken coldly to my SuaRPER’s Vows?
Then, when he trembles! when his Blufhes rife!
When awful Love feems melting in his Eyes! go
With eager beats his Mechlin Cravat moves :
He Loves,—I1 whifper to myfelf, He Loves!
Such unfeign’d Paffion in his Looks appears,
I lofe all Mem'ry of my former Fears ;
My panting heart confefles 2ll his charms, 95
I yield at once, and fink into his arms :
Think of that moment, you who Prudence boaft ;

For {uch a moment, Prudence well were loft,

CARDELIA,
At the Groom-Porter’s, batter’d Bullies play,
Some DuxeEs at Mary-Bone bowl Time away.
But who the Bowl, or rattl’ing Dice compares

To Bafler's heav'nly Joys, and pleafing Cares?
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SMILINDA.
Soft SimPLIcETTA doats upon a Beau;
Prupina likes 2 Man, and laughs at Show.
Their feveral graces in my SHARPER meet; 103

Qe
i

trong as the Footman, as the Mafter fiveet.

LOYVIE T,
Ceafe your contention, which has been too long;
I grow impatient, and the Tea’s too {trong.
Attend, and yield to what I now decide ;
The Egaipage thall grace Smrrinoa’s Sidé - 116
The Snuff~Box to Carverza I decree,

Now leave: complaining, and begin your Tza,
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Verbatim from  BOILEAU.

Un Jour dit un Auteur, etc.

N CE (fays an Author,where I need not fay}

Two Trav’lers found an Oyfter in their way;
Both fierce, both hungry; the difpute grew ftrong,
While Scale in hand Dame Fuff:ce paft along.
Before her each with clamour pleads the Laws,
Explain’d the matter and would win the caufe.
Dame uftice weighing long the doubtful Right,
Takes, opens, fwallows it, befare their fight.
The caufe of ftrife remov’d fo rarely well,
There take (fays Fuffice) take ye each a Shell.
We thrive at Weflminfter on Fools like you :
"Twas a fat Oyfter—Live in peace—Adieu.,
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ANSWER to the folloﬁ-’ing
Queftion of Mrs. Howe,

‘ ‘ THAT 1s PRUDERY ?
"Tis a Beldam,

Seen with Wit and Beauty feldom,
“Tis a fear that ftarts at thadows.
"Tis, (no, ’tisn’t) like Mifs Meadows.
"Tis a Virgin hard of Feature,

Old, and void of all good-nature ;
Lean and fretful ; would feem wife ;
Yet plays the fool before the dies,
"T'is an ugly envious Shrew,

That rails at dear Lepell and You,
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Occalioned by fome Verfes of his
Grace the Duke of Buck-
INGHAM.

MUSE, ’tis enough : 4t length thy labour

ends,
And thou fhalt live, for Buckingham commends,
Let Crowds of Critics now my verfe affail,
Let Dennis write, and namelefs numbers rail :
This more than pays whole years of thanklefs pain,
Time, health, and fortune are not loft in vain,
Sheflield approves, confenting Pheebus bends,
And I and Malice from this hour are friends.

+4
]
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A

P R0 50l das D B
By Mr. POPE,

To a Play for Mr. Dennis’s Benefit,
1733, when he was old, blind, and
in great Diftrefs, a little before his

Death.

S when that Hero, who ini each Campaign,
Had brav'd the Gozh, and many a Vandal
flain,
Lay Fortune-ftruck, a fpectacle of Woe !
Wept by each Friend, forgiv'n by ev'ry Foe:

Was there a gen’rous, a refleGting mind, 5

NoTEs.

VER. 6. But pitied Belifarius, etc.] Nothing was ever more
happily imagined than this allufion, or finelier conduced. And
the continued pleafantry fo delicately touched, that it took no-
thing from the felf fatisfaction the Critic had in his merit, or
the f".udjen"t in their churlty With {o much maftery has the
Poet executed, in this benevolent irony, that which he fuppofed
Dennis himfelf, had he the wit to fee, would have the ingenuity

own :
This dreaded Qf‘.s rift, Dennis will confefs,
Foe to bis pride, but Friend to his Di 'fms.
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But pitied BELISARIUS old and blind ?

Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ?

A common Soldier, but who clubb’d his Mite ?

Such, fuch emotions thould in Brifons rife; 9

When prefs'd by want and weaknefs DENNTIs lies;

Dennis, who long had warr’d with modern Huns,

Their Quibbles routed, and defy’d their Puns ;

A defp'rate Bulwark, fturdy, firm, and fierce

Againft the Gothic Sons of frozen verfe :

How chang’d from him who made the boxes
groan, 15

And fhook the ftage with Thunders all his own!

Stood up to dath each vain PRETENDER’s hope,

Maul the French Tyrant, or pull down the PorE!

If there’s a Briton then, true bred and born, 1g

Who holds Dragoons and wooden fhoes in fcorn;

NoTEs-

VER. 7. Has therea ﬂ’wf, ete.] The fine figure of the Com-

mander 1 ;1 ﬂ“t ulp.l al PiGture of Belifarius at Ch.m ck, Ltpp ied
the Poet with this beautiful idea.

VE‘R. 12-7?“}5(5':‘ "'?J;;.f.ﬂ'.-.-":;"g'j ;-'-:::.’f'f'.", and .'.’f:‘fl'_,.{}'lx’f‘ their Puns 3] See
Dunciad, Note'on ¥ 63. B. L

VER. 13. 4 defp’rate Bulwarl, ete.] See Dunc. Note on
¥ 268, B. 1L

VER. 16. And fhock the Stage with
See Dunc. Note on ¥ 226. B. IL.

VER. 17. Stood up 1o dajh, etc.] See Dunc. Noteon ¥ 173
B. 111

S S ¥ n :,

VEer. 18. Maul the French Tyrant—] See Dune, Note on
v 413. B. IL
Ibid, or pull down the F OPLW See D une. Note on ¥ 63 B. L.

Thunders all his own 1]

\..l..
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If there’s a Critic of diftinguifth’d rage ; 21
If there’s a Senior, who contemns this age ;

Let him to night his juft-afliftance lend,

And be the Critic’s, Briton’s, Old Man’s Friend,

NoTEs.

VER. 21, If there’s acriticof diffinguify’d rage.] See Dune
Notes on ¥ 106. B. I,
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M Ak R

A

G- H A R-A C- T E-R,

‘ HEN fimple Macer, now of high renown,
Ficft foughtaPoet's Fortune in the Town,
"T'was all th® Ambition his high foul could feel,
To wear red ftockings, and to dine with Szeel.
Some Ends of verfe his Betters might afford, s
And gave the harmlefs fellow a good word,
Set up with thefe, he ventur'd on the Town,
And with a borrow’d Play, out-did poor Crows.
There he ftop’d fhort, nor fince has writ a tittle,
But has the wit to make the moft of little: 10
Like ftunted hide-bound Trees, that juft have got
Sufficient fap at once to bear and rot.
Now he begs Verfe, and what he gets commends,
Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. 14
So fome coarfe Country Wench, almoft decay’d
Trudges to town, and firft turns Chambermaid ;
L F 3
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Aukward and {upple, each devoir to pay;

She flatters her gaod Lady twice a day;

Thought wond’rous honeft, tho’ of mean degree,

And ftrangely lik'd for her Simplicity : 20
In a tranflated Suit, then tries the Town,

With borrow'd Pins, and Patches not her own:

But juft endur’d the winter fhe began,
And in four months a batter’d Harridan. 24

Now nothing left, but wither’d, pale, and {hrunk,

To bawd for O’El]CE‘S; and go fhares witl _-.11&];
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To Mr. JOHN MOORE,
AUTHOR of the celebrated Wor M-

PowDER.,

O W much, egregious Aoore, are We
Deceiv’d by thews and forms !
Whate’er we think, whate'er we fee,

All Humankind are Worms.

Man is a very Worm by birth,
Vile, Reptile, weak, and vain!
A while he crawls upon the earth,

Then fhrinks to earth again.

That Woman is 2 Worm, we find

E're fince our Grandame’s evil;

She firft convers’d with her own kind,

That ancient Worm, the Devil.

The Learn’d themfelves we Book-worms name,
The Blockhead is a Slow-worm ;
The Nymph whofe tail is all on flame,
Is aptly term’'d a Glow-worm:
1 F 4
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The Fops are painted Butterflics,
That flutter for a day;

Firft from.a Worm they take their rife,
And in a Waorm decay.

The Flatterer an Earwig grows;
Thus Worms fuit all conditions ;
Mifers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Beaus,

And Death-watches Phyficians.

That Statefmen have the Worm, is feen,
By all their winding play ;
Their Confcience is a Worm within,

That gnaws them night and day.

Ah Moore ! thy fkill were well employ’d,
And greater gain would rife,

If thou could’ft make the Courtier void
The Worm that never digs |

O learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane,
Who fett'ft qur entrails free ?

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain,
Since Worms fhall eat ev'n thee.
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Our Fate thou only can’ft adjourn
Some few fhort years, no ‘more!

Ev'n Button's Wits to-Worms f(hall turn,
Who Maggots were before,
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S O N G, by a Perfon of Quality,

Written in the Year 1733,
Ay
FLuft’ring fpread thy purple Pinions,
Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart ;
I a Slave in thy Dominions ;
Nature muft give Way to Art,

11.
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming,
Nightly nodding o’er your Flocks,
See my weary Days confuming,
All beneath yon flow’ry Rocks,

I11.
Thus the Cyprian Goddefs weeping,
Mourn’d Adonis, darling Youth:
Him the Boar in Silence creeping,
Gor’d with unrelenting Tooth,

=1V
Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers ;
Fair Difcretion, ftring the Lyre ;
Sooth my ever-waking Slumbers :
Bright Apolls, lend thy Choir,
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1Y
Gloomy Pluto, -Kingof Terrors,

Arm’d in adamantine Chains,
Lead me to the Cryftal Mirrors,

Wat'ring foft Elyfian Plains.

VI
Mournful Cyprefs, verdant Willow,
Gilding my Aurelia’s Brows,
Morpheus bov'ring o’er my Pillow,
Hear me pay my dying Vows.

VIIL
Melancholy fmooth Meander,
Swiftly purling in 2 Round,
On thy Margin Lovers wander,
With thy flow'ry Chaplets crown d.

VIIL
Thus when Philomela drooping,
Softly feeks her filent Mate,
See the Bird of Sunmo ftooping ;
Melody refigns to Fate.
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On a certain LADY at Courr.

Know the thing that's moft uncommon ;
(Envy be filent, and ‘attend D
I know a reafonable Woman,
Handfome and witty, yet a Friend,

Not warp’d by Paffion, aw’d By Rumour,
Not grave thro' Pride, or gay thro’ Folly,

An equal mixture of good Humour,
And fenfible foft Melancholy.

“ Has fhe na faults then (Envy fays) Siry
Yes, fhe hag one, I muft aver ;
When all the World confpires to praife her,

The Woman’s deaf, and does not hear,
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On his GrRoTTo at Twickenham,
COMPOSED OF

Marbles, Spars, Gemms, Ores, and
Minerals,

H O U who thalt ftop, where Thames tranf=
lucent wave
Shines a broad Mirrour thro’ the (hadowy Cave;
Where ling ring drops from min’ral Roofs diftill,
And pointed Cryftals break the fparkling Rill,
Unpolith’'d Gemms no ray on Pride beftow, 5
And latent Metals innocently glow :

VARFIATIONS.
After # 6. in the MS.

You fee that Ifland’s wealth, where, only free,
Earth to her entrails feels' not Tyranny.

i. e. Britain is the only place on-the globe which feels not Ty-
ranny even to its very entrails. A]l.jdmn' to the condemnation
of Criminals to the Mmes, one of the mﬂuhons of civil juftice
in moft Countries. The thought was exceeding natural and
proper in this place, where the Poet was deferibing a Grotto in-
crufted and adorned with all forts of Minerals colle@ed from the
four quarters of the Globe.

NoTeEs.

On his Grotte.] The improving and finithing his Grott was
the favourite amufement of his declining Years; and the beauty
of his poetic genius, in the difpofition and ornaments of this ro-

mantic recefs, appears to as much advantage as in his beft con-
trived Poems.
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Approach. Great Nature ftudioufly behold !
PP y
And eye the Mine without a Wifh for Gold.
Approach: But awful! Lo! th’ A gerian Grott, g
Where, nobly-penfive, St Joun fate and thought;
Where Britifh fighs from dying WyNpHAM flole
And the bright flame was fhot thro’ MARCH-
MONT’s Soul,
Let fuch, fuch only, tread this facred Floor,
Who dare to love their Country, and be poor.
VARIATIONS, ;
VER. 11. Bhere Britifh Jf-ﬁﬂ&__ﬂ';?ﬁ dying W yndham Sole.] In
his MS. it was thus, _
To Wyndham's breaft the patriot-paffions ftole,

which made the whole allude to a certain Anecdote of not much
confequence to any but the parties concerned,

NoTEs,

VER. 9. Zgerian Grott, ] Alluding to Numa’s proje&ing his
11 TR g e Hea Yy g 2 &
fyltem of Politics in this Gtoty aflifted, 2s he gave out, by the

Goddefs A '.-:.EL‘."i;l.
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Mrs. M. B. on her BirTH-DAY:

H be thou bleft with all that Heav'n can fend,
Long Health, long Youth, long Pleafure,
and a Friend :
Not with thofe Toys the female world admire,
Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire.
With added years if Life bring nothing new, = 3
But like a Sieve let ev'ry blefling thro’,
Some joy ftill loft, as each vain year runs o'er,
And all we gain, fome fad Reflection more ;
Is that a Birth-day ? ’tis alas! too clear,
>Tis but the Fun’ral of the former year. 10
Let Joy or Eafe, let Affluence or Content,
And the gay Confcience of a life well {pent,
Calm ev'ry thought, infpirit ev’ry grace,
Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face.
Let day improve on day, and year on year, 15

Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear;
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Till Death unfelt that tender frame deftroy,
In fome foft Dream, or Extafy of joy,

Peaceful fleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb,
And wake to Raptures in a Life to come,

Vartarrions.
Ver. 15: Originally thus in the MS,
And oh fince Death muft that fair frame deftroy,
Dye, by fome fudden Extafy of Joy ;
In fome foft dream may thy mild foul remove,
And be thy lateft galp a Sigh of Love,

R
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To Mr. T'HOMAS SOUTHERN,

&

On ' his: Birth-day,: 1742

RES IGN’D to live, prepar’d to die,

With not one fin, but poetry,

This day Tom’s fair account has run

(Without a blot) “to eighty one.

Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays 5
A table, with a cloth of bays ;

And Ireland, mother of fweet fingers,

Prefents her harp ftill to his fingers.

The feaft, his tow’ring genius marks

In yonder wild goofe and the larks! 10
The mufhrooms fhew his wit was fudden !

And for his judgment, lo a pudden!

Roaft beef, tho’ old, proclaims him {tout,

And grace, altho’ a bard, devout.

NoTes.

VER. 5. A table] He was invited to dine on his birth-day
with this Nobleman, who had prepared for him the entertain-
ment of which the bill of fare is here fet down.

VER, 8. Prefents ber harp] The Harp is generally wove on
the Irith Linen; fuch as Table-cloths, ete.

1 G

L S e

e = Tl S =




s e itk

82 MISCEELANTIES

L o

May Tém, whom heav’n fent down to raife 1§
The price of prologues and of plays,

Be ev'ry birth-day more a winner,

Digeft his thirty-thoufandth dinner ;

Walk to his grave without reproach,

And fcorn a rafeal and a coach. 20

NorTeEs.

VER, 16. The price of prologues and of plays,] This al-
ludes to a flory Mr. ‘%nuthca n told about the fame time, to
Mr. P. and Mr. W, o D.},d:.n, who, when Southern firft
wrote for the ftage, was fo famous for his Prologues, that
the players would a& nothing without that decoration. His
ufual price till then had been four guineas: But when Southern
came to him for the Prologue he had beipoke, Dryden told him
he muft have {ix guineas for it; ¢ which (faid lm. young man,
¢¢ is out of no dt[rd’pcd to you, but the Players have had my
‘¢ goods too cheap.”—We now look ipon thefe Pro! logues with
the fame admiration that the Virtuofi do on the Apothec(mt.:.

pots painted by Raphael.
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