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By Mr. $C O T T, of Trinity-College, Cambridge.

A Diarocuk betwixt a Poet and his FRIEND.

F. OOD friend, forbear—the world will fay ’tis {pite,
G Or difappointment goads you thus to Write—e

Some lord hath frown'd ; fome bifhop paft difpute

At furly diftance fpurn’d your eager fuit,

Prefer’d a dull vile clod of noble earth,

And left neglected genius, wit, and worth.

P. Regards it me what {narling critics fay ?
"Tis honeft indignation points the way.
Thanks to my ftars my infant {leeps are o'er,
And dreams delufive catch my thoughts no more,
Let



[ 30 ]

Let clumf{y DoeMATUS, with fimp'ring face,

Supply the narfe’s, or the footman’s place,

Make coffee, when my lady calls, or whey,

And fetch, and carry, like @ two-leg'd tray ;

Let bluft'ring GyaTro fwear with patriot rage,

To poor, old, tott'ring Timon bent with age,

« Had you, my lord, the horfe at Minpen led,

¢¢ 'Sdeath, what deftra&ion would your grace have made ;
« Like Wantley’s dragon you had roar’d, and thunder'd,
« And eat’'n up Frenchmen hundred after hundred ;"
Thus mean and vile let others live, not I,

Who fcorn to flatter, and who fear to lye.

What honeft man—

F. Stop, or you ne'er can thrive—
Sure you're the ftrangeft, {queamifh wretch alive !
What, in the name of wonder, friend, have you,
In life’s low vale, with honefty to do ?
"Tis a dead weight, that will retard you ftill,
Oft as you ftrive to clamber up the hill.
Strip, and be wife—ftrip off all bafhful pride,
Throw cumbrous honour, virtue, truth afide,
Truft np, and girt like Virro, mend your pace,
The firft, the nimbleft fcoundrel in the race.
Go copy TrEBIUS—

P. Copy Trep1Us P=e-Hum=—=
And forfeit peace for all my life to come.
Should I devote my fifter’s virgin charms
To the vile lewdnefs of a patron’s arms,

Too
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Too fure my father's injar'd ghoft would rife,
Rage on his brow, and horrour in his eyes ;
Would haunt, would goad me in the focial hall,
Or break my reft — theo’ flamb’ring in a fall,
Oh gracious God, of what thin flun{y gear

Is fome men's confcience fem

F. Hold, you’re too {evere
Think when temptations ev'ry fenfe affail,
How ftrong they prove, and human flelh how frail !
When fatan came, by righteous heav'n ordain’d
To tempt the leader of the Chriftian band,
He drew, he caught him from the barren walte,
And on the temple’s tow'ring fummit plac'd ;
And nowadays, or {age experience lies,
From church preferments great temptations rife,
Spare TrEBIUS then—e’en you yourfelf may yield —

P. Not, friend, ’till vanquifh’d reafon quits the field :
Then I, poor madman, 'midft the mad and vain,
May Judas-like betray my God for gain;

At Herrvuo's board, where {fmolkes th' eternal treat,
And all the fat on earth bow down, and eat,

A genuine fon of Levi may adore

The golden calf, as Aaron did before.

Then welcome the full levee, where refort

Crouds of all ranks to pay their morning court,
The well-rob’d dean with face fo fleck, and fair, .
And tatter'd Coorus pale and wan with care,

Whofs
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_breeding wife, in mean attire,
To feed her hungry brats muft {pin for hire.
Hail medley dome, where like the ark we find

'j Clean, and unclean, of ev'ry fort and kind !
Hail medley dome, where three whole hours together,

. (Shiv’ring in cold, and faint-in fultry weather)
' We brook, athirft and hungry, all delay,
And wear in expe@ation life away !
5 ’ But huth ! in comes my lord —important, big,
Squints thro’ his glafs, and buftling fhakes his wig,
Whofe faucy curls, confin’d in triple tye,.

¢ With conftant work his bufy hands fupply.
He ftops, bows, ftares—and whifpers out aloud

« What fpark is yon, that joftles thro’ the croud 2"
Sir William’s heir—<¢ enough—my dear, good friend,
¢« Sir William liv’d—1I think—at Ponder’s end ;
« Yes—yes—Sir William liv’d”"—Then on he goes,
Eoain 4§ And whifpering this grand fecret crams his nofe
i Into your wig, and fqueezing every hand,
¢ # ’Tis mine to ferve you, Sir——Your’s to command’ e
( Thus kindly breathing many a promife fair,
He feeds two rows of gaping fools with air;

| Unmeaning gabbles fet rotines of {peech,
5 ‘ As papifts pray, or prelates us’d to preach,
Makes himfelf o’er in truft, to keep his ground,
And FAIRLY GULLS HIS CREDITORS ALL ROUND.

With warm delight his words poor Coprus hears,
Sweet as the fancy’d mufic of the fpheres ;
Then trudges jocund home thro’ mire and clay,
While pleafing thoughts beguile the long long way ;
2

' Whofe yearly




E % ]

A foug warm living flims before his eyes;

His tythe pig gruntles, and his grey goofe flies 3
His lonely fhatter’d cot, all patcht with mud,

And hem'd around by many a fragrant flood,
Chang'd to a neat, and modern houfe he fees,

Built on high ground, and fhelter’d well with trees ;
Spacious in front the chequer’d lawns extend,
With ufeful ponds, and gardens at the end,

Where art and nature kindly join to bring

The fruits of Autumn, and the flowers of Spring.
No more a fun-burnt bob the preacher wears,

Or coat of ferge, where ev'ry thread appears :
Behold him deckt in fpruce and trim array,

With caffock fhort, and veft of raven-grey;

In powder’d pomp the {pacious grizzle flows,

And the broad beaver trembles o’er his nofe.

Ah dear delufions tempt his thoughts no more,
Leave him untortur’d by defire, though poor !
What can advance, in thefe degenerate days, ;
When gold, or int'reft all preferment fways,

A wretch unbleft by Fortune, and by birth ?

Alas, not Terr1ck’s parts, or Tarsot’s worth!
Elfe long, long fince had honelt Burrer fhone
High in the church religion’s fpotlefs fun ;

Had beam’d around his friendly light to chear
‘The lonely, wayworn, wandring traveller ;
Chac’d errour’s black and balefal fhades away,
And pour’d thro’ every mind refiftlefs day.

Alas, the change! far in a lowly vale,

"Midft ftraggling huts, where fome few peafants dwell,

D - i
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He lives in virtue rich, in fortune poor,

And treads the path his mafter trod before.

Oh great, good man, to chear without requeft

The drooping heart, and {footh the troubled breaft ;
With cords of love the wayward fheep to hold,
And draw the loft, and wandring to the fold ;

To fpend fo little, yet have fome to {pare ;

To feed the hunery, and to cloath the bare ;

To vifit beds of ficknefs in the night,

When rains defcend, and rolling thunders fright,
There death deprive of all his terrours foul,

And fing foft requiems to the parting foul !

Blufh, bluth for fhame |—Your heads, ye Paftors, hide,
Ye pamper’d fons of luxury and pride,

‘Who leave to prowling wolves your helplefs care,
And truck preferments at the public fair ;

In whofe fat corps the foul fupinely lies,

Snug at her cafe, and wondrous loth to rife!

F. Friend, friend, you’re warm—why this is downright
{pleen,
You flout the fat, becaufe yourfelf are lean :
Yet laugh to fee behind the filver mace
Black.brow’d Cornvurus with his flarveling face,
A wretch fo worn with penury and pride,
His very bones ftand ftaring thro’ his hide.
Why chufe the church, if petulant and vain
You proudly fhun the paths that lead to gain,
Vet rack’d with envy, when your brethren rife,

Revile the prudent arts that you defpife 2
‘ Bette!
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Better fome dirty, vile, mechanic trade,

Cobler, or fmith—a fortune might be made ;
The crofs-leg’d wretch, who ftitches up the gown,
Is of more worth than half the clerks in town 2
And laughs with purfe-proud infolence to fee

The needy curate’s full-fleev’d dignity.—

P. Why chufe the church ? A father’s prudent voice
Determin’d, friend, and dignify’d the choice :
To thee, religion, thro’ the tranquil road,
Himfelf with honour and with virtue trod,

He led me on-—and know, no flave to gain,
Undow’r'd I took thee, and undow’r’d retain.
What ? Durft the blind philefopher of yore
Chufe thy half-fifter Virtue, vile and poor,
Chufe her begirt with all the ghaftly train

Of ills, contempt, and ridicule, and pain ?
And fhall not I, O dear celeftial dame,

Love thee with all my foul’s devouteft flame ?
Shall I not gaze, and doat upon thy charms,
And fly to catch the heav’n within thy arms ?
O my fair miftrefs, lovelier to be feen

Than the chafte lily, opening on the green ;
Sweet as the blufhing. rofe iin Suaron’s vale,
And foft as Ipumea’s balmy gale !

Of thee enamour'd martyr’d heroes ftood

Firm to their faith, and conftant ev’n to blood ;
No views of fame, no fears of fad difgrace,
Had pow'r to tear. them from thy lov’d embrace,

S Ha
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Wrapt up in thee, tho' harlots ftalkt abroad,

And pcrfccution thook her iron rod !
Peace to their fouls !—But tell me, gentle maid,

Oh tell me are thy beautics all decay’d ?

Hath time's foul canker ev'ry grace devour'd ?
Thy virgin charms hath ignorance deflow’r’d ?
That thus thou wander'ft helplefs and forlorn,
Of knaves the hatred, and of fools the {fcorn!

F. Still knave, and fool }—ForGod’s {ake, Sir, refrain
This petulance of pride will prove your bane,
What! you’re averfe to dafh thro’ thick and thin?
Try cleaner ways—tis done, if you begin.
Go with foft flattery, ftadious to oblige,
Some dull, and felf-admiring lord befiege,
And like the dove, to MEcca’s prophet dear,
Pick a good living from your patron’s ear :
Gurrion fucceeded thus, and fo may you=——
But railing, railing !—=Friend, it ne’ercan do.

P. Good heav’n forbid that T a plain blunt man,
Who cannot fawn, and loath the wretch who can,
Should brook a trencher-chaplain at the board,

The loud horfe-taugh, and raillery of my lord ;
Slave to his jokes, his paflion, and his pride,

A dull tame fool for lacquies to deride,

Who f{nort around to hear the wretch abufe

My perfon, morals, family, and mufe !

Shall I fuch bafe Egyptian bondage bear,

:And eat my heart thro’ {orrow, grief, and care ?
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For twice fev'n tedious years wait, watch, ride, run,
Nor dare to live, or fpeak, or think my own ?
Obferve with awe that fickle vane his mind,

That fhifts, and changes with the changeful wind ?
Read ev'ry look, each twinkling of his eye,

And thence divine the doubtful augury ?

No Puaraon no !=—Here in this calm retreat,
Where ev’'ry mufe, and virtue fix their {eat,

Here let me fhun each lordling proud and vain,
And {corn the world ere fcorn’d by it again !

Ye happier few, that in this ftately dome

Where ftill the {oul of NewTox deigns to roam,
Infpires each youthful candidate for fame,

His noonday vifion, and his midnight dream ;

Ye happier few, by regal bounty fed,

Here eat in privacy and peace your bread ;

Nor tempt the world, that monfter-bearing dcep,'
Where hufht in grim repofe the tempefts fleep,
Where rocks, and fands, - dread minifters of fate,
To whelm the pilot’s hopes in ambufh wait.’

On a huge hill, that braves the neighbouring fky,
Wafht by the fable gulph of infamy,
Preferment’s temple ftands ; the bafe how wide,
How fteep the top, how cragged ev'ry fide !
Compat of ice the dazzling mountain glows,
Like rocks of cryftal, or Lapponian fnows,
While all aropnd the ftorm-clad whirlwind rides,
Dread thunder breaks, and livid lightning glides,
Hither by hope enliven'd crouds repair,

Thick as the noontide fwarms that float in air ;
D3
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Dean joftles Jean. each fuffragan his brother,

é And half the jealous mob keeps down the other,
Ah little knows the wretch, that hath not try'd,
What hell it is this fhouldring throng to bide,

{ Where garifh art, and falfehood win the day,

And fimple fingle truth is fpurn’d away :

Where round, and round, with painful fteps and flow,

Whoe’er would fcale the fudden height muft go ;

Catch ev'ry twig, each brake and op’ning trace,

Pull down his friend, nay father from his place,

And raife himfelf by others foul difgrace.

Yet fome there are, gay Folly's flutt’ring train,

- That free from care and toil the fummit gain,

¢ Sublimely foar on fortune's partial wind,

And leave the fons of Science far behind,

Thus firaws and feathers eafily can fly,

¢ And the light {cale is fure to mount on high ;
Thin air-blown bubbles with each breath are born,
4 And wind will raife the chaff, that leaves the corn,

Others again with crouds contentious ftrive,
And thro’ mere dint of oppofition thrive ;
f Stiff in opinion, ative, reftlefs wights,

They rife againft the wind like paper kites :
i "T'was thus proud Ramus to the mitre flew,
L Oppofing, and opp0s’d ——eeeem

F. And thus muft you-e——
If oppofition, faftion, broils prevail,
Take courage, friend, for fure you ne’er can fail.

Mi{gnidcd
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Mifguided youth, is fatyre thus your turn !
Hafte while the baleful flames of party burn,
In hift'ry read go join the grand difpute,
And give one hireling more to PiTr, or Bute.
Oh would you paint his lordfhip’s jerkin o’er
With imps, and fiends (like bafe inquifitor)
Then boldly hang him out to public view,
The fcorn and laughter of the gaping crew,
How G * * a’s fons would
P, What?

F. Exult for joy,
And lift your grateful praifes to the fky.

P. Her fons exult ? your men of parts and fill
Change like their drefs, their principles at will,
Where Mammon calls with hafte obfequious run,
And bow like Perfians to the rifing {un.

Too long alas o’er Britain’s bleeding land

Hath fell corruption wav'd her iron hand,

Too long poffeft 2 monarch’s patient ear,

While all the fons of freedom fhrunk with fear.

Is there then one, whofe breaft religion warms,

And virtue decks with all her brighteft charms ;

Whofe fiery glance the loathfome den pervades,

Where vice, and foul corruption fculk in fhades ;

True to his king, and to the public juft,

No dupe to paflion, and no flave to luft ;

Whom all the good revere, the vile abufe,

A friend to learning, and the gentle mufe ;
Dy Scotchman
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Scotchman, or Teague—be this his patriot view,
I’ll praife him, love him, friend, and fo fha]] you,
Curft be the lines (tho’ ev'ry THEsP1aN maid

Come uninvoked, and lend her timely aid,

View them, like Tueris, with a mother’s eye,
And dip them o’er in dews of CasTaLy)

Curlt be the lines, that pow’rful vice adorn,

Or treat fair virtue, and her fiiends with {corn :

Let 'em cloath candles, wrap up cheefe, line trunks
Or flutc’ring on a rail, 'midft rogues and punks,
Ne'er meet the mild judicious critic’s praife,

But die, like thofe that Faxny fings or fays :
Fanny, dull wight, to whom the ghoft appears

Of murder'd Horacs, pale and wan with tears ;
Fanwy, dall wight, a Mammon-ferving {lave,

Half politician, atheift, parfon, knave,

That drunk each night, and liquor'd ev'ry chink,
Dyes his red face in port, and his black foul in ink,
No {ly fanatic, no enthufiaft-wild,

No party tool, beguiling and beguil’d, '
No flave to pride, no canting pimp to pow’r,

Nor rigid churchman, nor diffenter four,

No fawning flatterer to the bafe and vain,

No timift vile, or worfhipper of gain ;

When gay not diffolute, grave not fevere,

Tho’ learn'd no pedant, civil tho’ fincere ;

Nor mean nor haughty, be one preacher’s praife
That—if he rife, he rife by manly ways :

¥es, he abhors each fordid felfith view,

And dreads the paths your men of art purfue ;

.. Who
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Who truft fome wand’ring meteor’s dubious ray,
And fly like owls from truth’s meridian day.

F. Alas, Alas! I plainly, friend, forefee
In points like thefe we never fhall agree.
Too fure debar’d from all the joys of life,
From heav'n’s beft gifts, a living, and a wife,
Chain’d to a college you muft wafte your days,
(Wrapt up in monkifh indolence, and eafe,)
In one dull round of {leeping, eating, drinking,
A foe to care, but more a foe to thinking.
There when ten luftrums are fupinely fpeat
In ENVIOUS SLOTH, AND MOPISH DISCONTENT ;
When not one friend, one comfort more remains ;
But flowly creeps the cold blood thro’ your veins,
And palfy’d hands, and tott’ring knees betray
An helplefs ftate of nature in decay;
While froward youth derides your fqualid age,
And longs to fheve you trembling off the ftage ; (
‘Then then you'll blame your eondu@—Dbut too late,
And curfe your enemies, and friends, and fate,

P. Better be worn with age, with ills oppreft,
Diftreft in fame, in fortune too diftreft ;
Better unknown, and unlamented die,
With no kind friend to clofe the parting eye,
(So all is calm, and undifturb’d within)
Than feel, and fear the biting pangs of fin.
For oh what odds, the curtain once withdrawn,
Betwixt a faint in rags, and rev'rend knave in lawn ?

Ox




