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i indulgent public fet the pris'ner free ;

The bard appeal’d from this fevere decree:
Greece Was to him, what Dublin is to me. }

G205 E2PIVSHILRTLLES

EXTRALT-ED FROM

Mr. W. WHITEHEAD’s CHARGE to the PokTs,

IME was when poets play’d thorough the game,
T Swore, drank; and blufter’d, and blafphem’d for fanlte,
The firft in brothels with their punk and Mufe ;

Your toaft, ye bards ? ¢ Parnaflfus and the ftews I
Thank heav’n, the times are chang’d ; no poet now
Need roar for Bacchus, or to Venus bow.
"Tis our own fault if Fielding’s lath we feel,
Or, like French wits, begin with the Battile.

Ev'n in thofe days fome few efcap’d che fate,
8y better judgment, or a longer date,
And rode, like buoys, triumphant o'er the tide.
Poor Otway, in"an ale-houfe dos'd and dy'd !
While happier Southern, tho’ with fports of yore,
Like Plato’s hov'ring fpirits, crufted o’er,
Livd every mortal vapour to remove,
And to our admiration, join'd our love.

Lightlie his faneral tarf !—For you, who join
His decent manners to_his art divine,
Would ye (whilft, round you, tofs the Prond and Vain
Convyly'd with feeling, or with giving pain),

Indulge
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Indulge the mufe in innocence and ?afe,
And tread the flow’ry path of life in peace ?
Avoid all authors,—*¢ What ! th” illuftrious Few,
Who fhunning Fame have taught her to purfue
Fair Virtue's heralds 2”—Yes, I fay again,
| Avoid all authors, till you've ‘read the men.

ﬁ Full many a peevifh, envious, ﬂander;ng elf
| Isin his works, Benevolence itfelf.
For all mankind, unknown, his bofom heaves,
He only injures thofe with whom he lives.
. Read then the Man : Does truth his attions guide, .
R L Exempt from petulance, exempt from pride ?
' To focial duties does his heart attend,
As fon, as father, hufband, brother, friend ?
Do thofe who know him love him ? if they do,
You've my permiffion, you may love him too.
- But chief avoid. the boift’rous roaring {parks,
| The fons of fire I~—you’ll know them by their marks. .,
| Fond to be heard they always court a croud, -
¢ And, tho’ ’tis borrow’d nonfenfe, talk it loud.
4 One epithet fupplies their conftant chime, -
| Damn’dbad, damn’'d goody damn'd low, and damn d fubhme’
#5¢ But moft in quick fhort repartee they fhine . . =
' Of local humour: or from plays. PUEDIR s e
1 Each quaint ftale fcrap which every. {ubjeﬁt hits,

3 Till fools almoft i imagine they are wits,o :
- Hear them on Shakefpear ! there they . fn&ﬁh @e}t rage
;Tﬂ talte not half the beauties of HIS page, . -

- Norfee that art, as well as Nature, firove -

S To placﬁ him foremott in ¢’ Aonian grow,, 03 148 2y &
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For theres there anly, where the fifters meet,
His Genius triumphs, and the work’s complete.
Or would ye fift more near thefe {ons of fire,
1Tis Garricks and not Shakefpear, they admire:
without his breath, infpiring every thought,
They ne'er perhaps had known what Shakefpear wrote,
without his eager, his becoming zeal,
To teach them, tho’ they fcarce know why, to feel,
A crude unmeaning mafs had Johnfon been,
And a dead letter Shakefpear’s nobleft {cene.

- . - . L - . . . L ® [

I'm no enthufiaft, yet with joy can trace
Some gleams of fhun-fhine, for the tuneful race.
If Monarchs liften when the Mufes woo,
Attention wakes, and nations liften too,
The Bard grows rapturous, who was dumb before,
And every frefh plum’d eagle learns to foar !
Friend of the finer arts, when Egypt {aw
Her fecond Ptolemy give fcience law,
Each genius waken’d from his dead repofe,
- The column fwell’d," the pile majeftic rofe,
Exa& proportion borrow’d ftrength from eafe,
And ufe was taught by elegance to pleafe,
 Along the breathing walls, as fancy flow'd,
: The feulpture foften’d, and the pictare glow'd,
. Herocs revivd in animated ftone,
The groves grew voeal, and the * Pleiads fhone!
T, e d ‘

* The feven pqets‘pnmfd by Ptolemy Philadelphus, are ufue
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~F Trueto yourfelves, not anxious for renown,
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01d Nilus rais'd his head, and wond'ring, ery’q,
« Long live the king I my patron I' and my pride »
Secure of endlefs praife, behold, I b?ar
My grateful fuffrage to my fovereign’s ear,
Tho’ war fhall rage, tho’ time fhall level all,
Yon colours ficken, and yon columns fall,
Tho’ art's dear treafures feed the walling flame,
And the proud volume finks, an empty name ; :
Tho' Plenty may defert this copious vale,
My ftreams be fcatter’d, or my fountains fail,
Yet Ptolemy has liv’d : the world has known
A king of arts, a patron on the throne,
Ev’n utmoft Britain fhall his name adore,
¢ And Nile be fung when Nile fhall be no more.”
One rule remains.  Nor fhun nor court the great ;
Your trueft centre is that middle ftate,
From whence with eafe th’ obferving eye may go
To all which foars above, or finks below.
"Tis yours all manners to have try’d, or known,
T adopt all virtues, yet retain your own ;
To ftem the tide, where thoughtlefs crouds are hurl'd;
The firm fpe@ators of a buftling world !
Thus arm’d, proceed : “The breezes court your Wing*
Go range 2.1" Helicon, tafte every fpring 3
From varying nature cull th” innoxious {poil,
And, whilt amufement fooths the generous toil,
Let puzzled critics with fufpicious {pite
Defcant on what you can, or cannot write ;

Nor court the world’s applaufe, nor dread its froW“’G o
. u
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Guard your own breafts, -and be the bulwark there, _
o know DO €nvy, and no malice fear, 3 [ .;:' i\
At laft you'll find, thus ftoic-like prepar’d, ) i
That verfe and virtue are their own reward. Yy EE .
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Infcribed to a Lapy who expreffed a great averfion to ;
‘MarRRIAGE.

N Zfop’s days,swhen. trees cou'd fpeak, :;
And talk in Hebrew, Latin, Greek, ;
An elm and vine;~by:chance near neighbours, |
Tho' feparate, each purfu'd:their;labours ; &ﬁ'
The vine, with native fiveetnefs fraught,
For man prepar’d the chearing draught ;
‘Her tendrils curl’d.along the:plain,
And ruddy clufters fwell'd amain.,
The tow'ring elmy could:little boaft,: .
But leaves a barrenifhade.at-moft ;
Save when by wopdman’s ftaxdy ftroke -
Cut down to make a chair, or fpoke ;
Yet tho' pyt fmail his claim to merit,
ot wholly void of fenfe.or fpirit,
Als neighbour’s wort,k he view'd with {miles, -
nd long'd to fhare her ufeful toils, oot -
K




