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An EPISTLE to Mr. C—m J——.

By Mr. MatTreEw GrEEN of the Cuftom-houfe.

H IS motly piece to you I fend,
Who always were a faithful friend ;
Who, if difputes thould happen hence,
Can beft explain the author’s fenfe ;
And, anxious for the public weal,
Do, what I fing, {o often feel.

The want of method pray excufe,
Allowing for a vapour’d Mule ;

Nor to a narrow path confin’d,
Hedge in by rules a roving mind.

The child is genuine, you may trace
Throughout the fire’s tranfmitted face.
Nothing is ftol’'n : my Mufe, tho’ mean,
Draws from the fpring fhe finds within 3
Nor vainly buys what Gildon {ells,
Poetick buckets for dry wells.

School-helps I want, to climb on high,
Where all the ancient treafures lie,
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And there unfeen commit a theft
On wealth in Greek exchequers left.

- Then where? from whom ? what can I fteal,

Who only with the moderns deal ?
This were attempting to put on
Raiment from naked bodies won:
They fafely fing before a thief,
They cannot give who want relief ;
Some few excepted, names well known,
And juftly laurel’d with renown,
Whofe ftamp of genius marks their ware,
And theft detets : of theft beware ;
From Moore fo lafh’d, example fit,
Shun petty larceny in wit.

Firft know, my friend, I do not mean
‘To write a treatife on the Spleen ;
Nor to prefcribe when nerves convulfe ;
Nor mend th’ alarum watch, you pulfe.
If I am right, your queftion lay,
What courfe I take to drive away
The day-mare Spleen, by whofe falfe pleas
Mer prove mere fuicides in eafe ;
And how I do myfelf demean
In frormy world to live ferene.

When by its magick lantern Spleen

“With frightful figures {preads life’s fcene,

And threat’ning profpe@s urg’d my fears,
A ftranger to the luck of heirs ;
Fo Reafon,
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Reafon, fome quiet to reftore,
Shew’d part was {ubftance, fhadow more 3
With Spleen’s dead weight tho’ heavy grown,
In life’s rough tide I funk not down,
But {fwam, till Fortune threw a rope,
Buoyant on bladders fill’d with hope.

I always choofe the plaineft faod
To mend vifcidity of blood.
Hail ! water-gruel, healing power,
Of eafy accefs to the poor ;
Thy help love’s confeflors implore,
And doétors fecretly adore ;
To thee I fly, by thee dilute e
Thro” veins my blood doth quicker fhoot,
And by fwift current throws off clean
Prolifick particles of Spleen.

I never fick by drinking grow,
Nor keep myfelf a cup too low,
And feldom Cloe’s lodgings haunt,
Thrifty of {pirits, which I want.

Hunting I reckon very gcod
To brace the nerves, and fiir the blood ;
But after no field-honours itch,
Atchiev’d by leaping hedge and ditch.
While Spleen lies {oft relax’d in bed,
Or o’er coal fires inclines the head,
Hygeia’s fons with hound and horn,
And jovial cry awake the morn.

Thefe
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_ Thefe fee her from the dufky plight,

Smear’d by th’ embraces of the night,
With roral wath redeem her face,

And prove herfelf of Titan’s race,

And, mounting in loofc robes the fkies,
Shed light and fragrance as fhe flies.
Then horfe and hound fierce joy difplay,
Exulting at the Hark-away,

And in purfuit o’er tainted ground
From langs robuft field-notes refound.
Then, as St. George the dragon {lew,
Spleen pierc’d, trod down, and dying view

L T

While all their fpirits are on wing,
And woods, and hills, and vallies ring.

To cure the mind’s wrong biafs, Spleen ;
Some recommend the bowling-green ;
Some, hilly walks ; all, exercife ;

Fling but a ftone, the giant dies;
Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been
Extreme good doctors for the Spleen ;
And kitten, if the humour hit,
Has harlequin’d away the fit,
Since mirth 1s good in this behalf,
At fome partic’lars let us laugh.
Witlings, brifk fools, curs’d with half fenfe,
T'hat fimulates their impotence ;
Who buz in rhyme, and, like blind flies,
Err with their wings for want of eyes.
H 4
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Poor authors worfhipping a calf ;
Decp tragedies that make us laugh,
A firict diffenter {faying grace,
A le&’rer preaching for a place ;
Folks, things prophetick to difpenfe,
Making the paft the future tenfe,
The popifh dubbing of a prieft,
Fine epitaphs on knaves deceas’d,
Green-apron’d Pythonifla’s rage,
Great Afculapius on his ftage,
A mifer ftarving to be rich,
The prior of Newgate’s dying fpeull
A jointur’d widow’s ritual ftate,
Two JE‘WS difputing téte a téte,
New almanacks compos’d by feers,
Experiments on felons ears,
Difdainful prudes, who ceafelefs pnf
The {uperb mulicle of the eye,
A coquet’s April-weather face,
A Queenb’rough mare behind his mace,
And fops in military thow,
Are {o’vreign for the cafe in view,

If Spleen-fogs rife at clofe of day,
I clear my ev’ning with a play,
Or to fome concert take my way.
The company, the fhine of li.n'ht:é

"T'he fcenes of humour, mufick’s ﬁiﬂhta,,.

2
Adjuit and {ct the foul to rights.
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Life’s moving pictures, well-wrought plays,

To others’ griefs attention raife :

Here, while the tragick fittions glow,

We borrow joy by pitying woe;

There gaily comick fcenes delight,

And hold true mirrors to our fight,

Virtue in charming drefs array’d,

Calling the paflions to her aid,

When moral {cenes juft altions join,

Takes fhape, and fhews her face divine,
Mufick has charms, we all may find,

Ingratiate deeply with the mind.

When art does found’s high pow’r advance,

“T'o mufick’s pipe the paffions dance;
Motions unwill’d its pow’rs have fhewn,
Tarantulated by a tune.

Many have held the {foul to be
Nearly ally’d to harmony.
Her have I known indulging grief,
And fhunning company’s relief,
Unveil her face, and ldoking round,
Own, by negletting {forrow’s wound,
The confanguinity of found.

In rainy days keep double guard,
Or Spleen will furely be too hard ;
Which, like thofe fifh by failors met,

Fly higheft, while their wings are wet,
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In fuch dull weather, fo unfit

To enterprize a work of wit,

When clouds one yard of azure fky,

That’s fit for fimile, deny,

I drefs my face with ftudious looks,

And fhorten tedious hours with books.

But 1f dull fogs invade the head,

That mem’ry minds not what is read,

I fit in window dry as ark,

And on the drowning world remark -

Or to {fome coffee-houfe ] ftray

For news, the manna of a day,

And from the hipp’d difcourfes gather,

‘That politicks go by the weather -

Then {eek good-humour’d tavern chums,

And play at cards, but for {inall fums ;

Or with the merry fellows quaff,

And laugh aloud with them that laugh ;

Or drink a joco-ferious cup

Vith {fouls who’ve took their freedom u D,

And Iet my mind, beguil’d by talk,

In Epicurus’ gﬁrden walk,

Who thought it heav’n to be ferene,

Vain hell ; and purgatory fpleen.
Sometimes I drefs, with women fit,

And chat away the gloomy fit ;

Quit the ftiff garb of ferious fenfe,

And wear a gay impertinence,

Nor
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Nor think, nor fpeak with any pains,

But lay on fancy’s neck the reins ;
Talk of unufual {fwell of waift
Tt maid of honour loofely lac’d,
And beauty borr’wing Spanifh red,
And loving pair with fep’rate bed,
And jewels pawn’d for lofs of game,
And then redeem’d by lofs of fame ;
Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch
By grave pretence to go to church)
Perceiv’d in hack with lover fine,
Like Will and Mary on the coin :
And thus in modifh manner we,
In aid of fugar, {weeten tea.
Permit, ye fair, your idol form

Which e’en the coldeft heart can warm,

May with its beauties grace my line,
While I bow down before its fhrine,

And your throng’d altars with my lays

Perfume, and get by giving praile.

With fpeech fo fweet, {o fweet a mien

You excommunicate the Spleen,

Which, fiend-like, flies the magick ring
You form with found, when pleas’d to fing ;
Whate’er you fay, howe’er you move,

We look, we liften, and approve.

Your touch, which gives to feeling bli

Our nerves officious throng to kifs ;
2
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By Cclia’s pat, on their report,

"L'he grave-air’d foul, inclin’d to {port,
Renounces wifdom’s fullen pomp,

And loves the floral game, to romp.
But who can view the pointed rays,

u
T'hat from black eyes {cintillant blaze ?

Love on his throne of glory {feems

Hncompafs’d with Satellite beams.

Diffufe benignly humid light,

We gaze, and fee the {fmiling loves,

And Cytherea’s gentle doves,

And raptur’d fix in fuch a face,

Love’s mercy-feat,” and throne of grace.

Shine but'on age, you melt its fnow ;

Agan fires long-extinguif’d glow,

And, charm’d by witchery of eyes,

Blood long congealed liquifies :

True miracle, and fairly done

By heads which are ador’d while on.
But oh, what pity ’tis to find

Such beauties both of form and mind,-

By modern breeding much debas’d,

In half the female world at leaft !

Hence I with care fuch lott’ries fhun,

Where, a priz’d mifs’d, P’m quite undone ;

And han’t, by vent’ring on a wife,
Yet run the greateft rifk in life.

But when blue eyes, more foftly bright,

Mothers,
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Mothers, and guardian auats, forbear
Your impious pains to form the fair,
Nor lay out fo-much coft and art,
But to deflow’r. the virgin heart;

Of ev’ry folly-foft’ring bed

By quick’ning heat of cuftom bred.
Rather than by your culture {poil’d,
Defift, and give us nature wild,
Delighted with a hoyden {oul,
Which truth and innocence controul.
Coquets, leave off affelted arts,

Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts;

Woodcocks to fhun your {nares have fkill,

You fhew fo plain, yod firive to kill.

In love the artle{s catch the game,

And they fcarce mifs who never aim.
The world’s great Author did create

The {ex to fit the nuptial ftate,

And meant a blefling in a wife

To {olace the fatigues of life;

And old infpired times difplay,

How wives could leve, and yet obey.

Then truth and patience of controul,

And houfe-wife arts adorn’d the foul ;

And charms, the gift of nature, fhone ;

And jealoufy, a thing unknown :

Veils were the only matks they wore ;

Novels (receipts to make a whore)




We grievous penalties incur ;
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Nor ombre, nor quadrille they knew;
Nor Pam’s puiffance felt at loo.

Wife men did not, to be thought gay,
Then compliment their pow’r away :
But left, by frail defires mifled,

The girls forbidden paths fhould tread,
Of ign’rance rais’d the fafe high wall ;
We fink haw-haws, that fhew them all.
Thus we at once folicit fenfe,

And charge them not to break the fence.

Now, if untir’d, confider friend,
What I avoid to gain my end.

I never am at Meeting feen,
Mecting, that region of the Splecn 3
The broken heart, the bufy fiend,
The inward call, on Spleen depend.

Law, licens’d breaking of the peace,
‘T'o which vacation is difeafe;

A gypfy di&tion fcarce known well
By th’ magi, who law-fortunes tell
I fhun ; nor let it breed within
Anxiety, and that the Spleen ;

Law, grown a foreft, where perplex

The mazes, and the brambles vex ;
Where its twelve verd’rers every day
Are changing flill the publick way ;
Yet if we mifs our path and err,
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| And wand’rers tire, and tear their {kin,
| _' And then get out where they went in.
I never game, and rarely bet,

_' ‘Am loth to lend, or run in debt.
E No compter-writs me agitate ;

Who moralizing pafs the gate,

And there mine eyes on fpendthrifts turn,
Who vainly o’er their bondage mourn.
Wifdem, before beneath their care,

Pays her upbraiding vifits there,

And forces folly thro’ the grate

Her panegyrick to repeat.
- This view, profufely when inclin’d,
Enters a caveat in the mind :

B’ Experience join’d with common fenfe,
3 To mortals 1s a providence.

Paflion, as frequently is feen,

Subfiding fettles into Spleen.
Hence, as the plague of happy life,
I run away from party-ftrife.

A prince’s caufe, a church’s claim,
I’ve known to raife a mighty flame,
And prieft, as ftoker, very free
To throw in peace and charity.

That tribe, whofe pralticals decree
Small-beer the deadlieft herefy;
Who, fond of pedigree; derive
From the moft noted whore alive ;
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Who own wine’s old prophetitk aid,
And love the mitre Bacchus made,
Forbid the faithful to depend

On half-pint drinkers for a friend,
And in whofe gay red-letter’d face
We read good-living more than grace :
Nor they fo pure, and {o precife,
Immac’late as their white of eyes,
Who for the fpirit hug the Spleen,

Phylater’d throughout all their mien,

Who their ill-tafted home-brew’d pray’r

To the ftate’s mellow forms prefer ;
Who doétrines, as infe&tious, fear,
Which are not fteep’d in vinegar,
And {amples of heart-chefted grace
Expofe 1n thew-glafs of the face,
Did never me as yet provoke,
Either to honour band and cloak,
Or deck my hat with leaves of oak.

I rail not with mock-patriot grace
At folks, becaufe they are in place ;
Nor, hir'd to praife with ftallion pen,
Serve the ear-lechery of men ;

But to avoid religious jars

The laws are my expofitors,

Which in my doubting mind créate
Conformity to church and flate.

I go, purfuant to my plan,

T'o Mecca with the caravan,
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And think it right in common fenfe
Both for diverfion and defence.

Reforming {chemes are none of mine 3
'To mend the world’s a vaft defign :
Like theirs, who tug 1n little boat,

To pull to them the fhip afloat,

While to defeat their labour’d end,

At once both wind and ftream contend -
Succefs herein is feldom {een,

And zeal, when bafled, turns to Spleen.

Happy the man, who, innocent,
Grieves not at ills he can’t prevent ;

His {kiff does with the current glide,
Not pufing pull’d againft the tide.
He, paddling by the fcufling crowd,
Sees unconcern’d life’s wager row’d,
And when he can’t prevent foul play,
- Enjoys the folly of the fray.
By thefe refle®ions I repeal
Each hafty promife made in zeal.
When g — 1Pt {ay,
Were bound our great light to difplay, }
And Indian darknefs drive away,
Yet none but drunken watchmen {fend,
And {coundrel link-boys for that end -
When they cry up this holy war,
Which ev’ry chriftian thould be for,

Yo, 1. . I Yet




[ 130 ]
Yet fuch as owe the law their gars,
We find employ’d as engineers :
This view my forward zeal fo fhocks,,
Ju vain they hold the money-box.
At {uch a condué& which intends
By vicious means fuch virtuous ends,
I laugh off Spleen, and keep my pence:
From {poiling Indian innocence.

Yet philofophic love of eafe
I fuffer not to prove difeafe,
But rife up in the virtuous caufe
Of a free prefs, and equal laws.
The prefs reftrain’d ! nefandous thought I
In vain our fires have nobly fought :
While free from force the prefs remains,.
Virtue and Freedom cheer our plains,.
And Learning largefles beftows,
And keeps uncenfur’d open houfe.
We to the nation’s publick mart
Our works ot wit, and {chemes of art
And philofophic goods-this way,
Like water carriage cheap convey.
This tree, which knowledge fo affords,
Inquifitors with flaming {words
From lay-approach with zeal defend,
Left their own paradife thould end.

"The prefs from her fecundous womb

Brought forth the arts of Greece and Rome ;
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Her offspring, fkill’d in logic war,
Truth’s banner way’d in open air §
The-monfter Superftition fled,

And hid in fhades its Gorgon head ;
And lawlefs pow’r, the long-kept field,
By reafon quell’d, was forc’d to yield.
This nurfe of arts, and freedom’s fence
To chain, is freafon againft {enfe ;
And, Liberty, thy thoufand tongues
None filence, who defign no wrongs ;
For thofe, that ufe the gag’s reftraint,
Firft rob, before they ftop complaint.
Since difappointment gﬁlls within,

And fubjugates the foul to Spleen,

Moft {chemes; as money-{nares, I hate,

And bite not at projecor’s bait.
Sufficient wrecks appear each day,

And yet frefh fools are caft away.

Ere well the bubbled can turn round,

Their painted veffel runs aground 3

Or in deep feas it overfets

By a fierce hurricane of debts ;

Or helm-dire&ors ini one trip,

Freight firft embezzled, fink the fhip.

Such was of late a corporation,

The brazen ferpent of the nation,

Which when hard accidents daiftrefs’d,

‘The poor muft look at to be bleft,

I 2
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i And thence expe&, with paper feal’d
| By fraud and us’ry, to be heal’d.

I in no foul-confumption wait
Whole years at levees of the great,
And hungry hopes regale the while

.! On the fpare diet of a {mile.

| ‘ There you may fee the idol ftand
With mirror in his wanton hand ;
Above, below, now here, now there

Ie throws about the {funny glﬂre -

Crowds pant, and prefs to feize the prize,
The gay.delufion of their eyes. |
When Fancy tries her limning fkill

‘T'o draw and colour at her will,

And raife and round the figures well,
And fhew her talent to excel,

I guard my heart, left it thould woo
Unreal beauties Fancy arew,

And difappointed, feel defpair

At lofs of things, that never-were.

When I lean leiticians mark
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Grazing on wmther in the park ; | '

Who e’er on wing with open throats

Fly at debates, exprefies, votes,

Juft in the manner {fwallows ufe,

Catching their airy food of news ;

Whofe latrant ftomachs oft moleft |

The deep-laid plans their dreams fuggett ; 1
2 Or 1
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Or fee fome poet penfive fit,

Fondly miftaking Spleen for Wit ;
Who, tho’ thort-winded, ftill will aim
To found the epick trumph of Fame ;
Who ftill on Pheebus’ fmiles will doat,
Nor learn conviétion from his coat ;

I blefs my ftars, I never knew
Whimfies, which clofe purfu’d, undo,
And have from old experience been
Both parent and the child of Spleen.
Thefe fubje&s of Apollo’s ftate,

Who from falfe fire deriye their fate,

With airy purchafes undone

Of lands, which none lend money on,

Born dull, had follow’d thriving ways,
Nor loft one hour to gather bays.

T'heir fancies firft delirious grew,

And {cenes ideal took for true.
Fine to the ficht Parnaflus lies,

3

And with falfe profpes cheats their eyes
The fabled gods the poets fing,

A {eafon of perpetual {pring,

Brooks, flow’ry fields, znd groves of trees,

Aftording {weets and fimiles,

Gay dreams infpir’d in myrtle bow’rs,
And wreaths of undecaying flow’rs,
Apollo’s harp with airs divine,

The facred mufick of the Nine,

I3 Views
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Views of the temple rais’d to Fame,

And for a vacant nitch proud aim,

Ravifh their fouls, and plainly fhew

What Fancy’s fketching power can do.

‘They will attempt the mountain fteep,

Where on the top, like dreams in fleep,

The Mufes revelation thew,

That find men crack’d, or make them fo.
You friend, like me, the trade of rhyme

Avoid, elab’rate wafte of time,

Nor are content to be undone,

"T'o pafs for Phacbus’ crazy fon.

Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain,

Afford the moft uncertain gain ;

And lott’ries never tempt the wife

With blanks fo many to a prize.

I only tranfient vifits pay,

Meeting the Mufes in my way,

Scarce known to the faftidious dames,

Nor {kill’d to call them by their names.

Nor can their paflports in thefe days,

Your profit warrant, or your praife.

On poems by their ditates writ,

Criticks, as fworn appraifers, fit,

And mere upholft’rers in a trice

On gems and painting fet a price,

Thefe tayl’ring artifts for our lays

invent cramp’d rules, and with ftrait ftays
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SBtriving free Nature’s fhape to hit,
Emaciate fenfe, before they fit.

A common place, and many friends,
Can ferve the plagiary’s ends.
Whofe eafy vamping talent lies,
Firft wit to pilfer, then difguife.
Thus fome devoid of art and fkill
“To fearch the mine on Pindus’ hill,
Proud to afpire and workmen grow,
By genius doom’d to ftay below,
For their own digging fhew the town
Wit’s treafure brought by others down.
Some wanting, if they find a mine,
An artift’s judgment to refine,
‘On fame precipitately fix’d,
T'he ore with bafer metals mix’d
Melt down, impatient of delay,
And call the vicious mafs a play.
All thefe engage to ferve their ends,
A band fele&t of trufty friends,
Who, leflon’d right, extol the thing,
As Plapho taught his birds to fing ;
Then to the ladies they fubmit,
Returning officers on wit ;
A crowded houfe their prefence 'draws,
And on the beaus impofes laws,
A judgment in its favour ends,

When all the pannel are its friends :
I 4 Their
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Their natares merciful and mild
Have from mere pity fav’d the child ;
In bulrufh ark the bantling found
Helplefs and ready to be drown’d,
They have preferv’d by kind fupport,
And brought the baby-mufe to court.

But there’s a youth that you can name,
Who needs no leading ftrings to fame,
Whofe quick maturity of brain
The birth of Pallas may explain : :
Dreaming of whofe depending fate,

I heard Melpomene debate,
This, this is he, that was foretold
Should emulate our Greeks of old.
Infpir’d by me with facred art,
He {ings, and rules the varied heart ;
If Jove’s dread anger he rehearfe,
We hear the thunder in his verfe ;
If he defcribes love turn’d to rage,
The furies riotin his page.
If he fair liberty and law
By rufhan power expiring draw,
The keener paflions then engage
Aright, and fan&ify their rage ;
If he attempt difaftrous love,
We hear thofe plaints that wound the grove,
Within the kinder paflions glow,
And tears diftill’d from pity flow.
From
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From the bright vifion I defcend,
And my deferted theme attend.

Me never did ambition {feize,
Strange fever moft inflam’d by eafe!
T'he ative lunacy of pride,

That courts jilt Fortune for a bride.

This par’dife-tree, {o fair and high,

I view with no afpiring eye:

Like afpine fhake the reftlefs leaves,

And Sodom-fruit our pains deceives,

Whence frequent falls giye no furprize,

But fits of Spleen, call’d growing awvife.

Greatnefs in glitt’ring forms difplay’d

AffeCts weak eyes much us’d to fhade,

And by its falfly-envy’d fcene

Gives {elf-debafing fits of Spleen.

We fhould be pleas’d that things are {o,

Who do for nothing fee the thow,

And, middle-fiz’d, can pafs between

[.ife’s hubbub fafe, becaufe unfeen,

And >midft the glare of greatnefs trace

A watry {un-fhine in the face,

And pleafures fled to, to redrefs

The f{ad fatigue of 1dlenefs.
Contentment, parent of delight,

So much a ftranger to our fight,

Say, goddefs, in what happy place

Mortals behold thy blooming face ;

Thy
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Thy gracious aufpices impart,

And for thy temple chufe my heart.
They, whom thou deignetft to infpire,
Thy {cience learn, to bound defire ;

By happy alchymy of mind

They turn to pleafure all they find 3
‘T'hey both difdain an outward mien
The grave and folemn garb of Spleen,
And meretricious arts of drefs,

To feign a joy, and hide diftrefs;
Unmov’d when the rude tempeft blows ; ;
Without an opiate they repofe ; - 4
And cover’d by your fhield, defy

The whizzing fhafts, that round them fly

Nor meddling with the gods’ affairs,
Concern themfelves with diftant cares ; ;
But place their blifs in mental reft, #
And feaft upon the good poflefs’d. i
Forc’d by foft violence of pray’r, ‘
The blythfome goddefs fooths my care,
I feel the deity infpire,
And thus fhe models my defire. :
Two hundred pounds half-yearly paid,
Annuity fecurely made,
A farm {ome twenty miles from town,
Small, tight, falubrious, and my own ;
Two maids, that never faw the town,
A ferving-man not quite a clown,

A boy
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A boy to help to tread the mow,
And drive, while t’other holds the plough ;
A chief of temper form’d to pleafe,

Fit to converfe, and keep the keys 3
And better to preferve the peace,
Commiflion’d by the name of niece ;
With underﬂandings’of a fize

To think their mafter very wife,

May heav’n (it’s all I wifh for) {fend
One genial room to treat a friend,
Where decent cup-board, little plate,

Difplay benevolence, not ftate.
And may my humble dwelling ftand
Upon fome chofen {pot of land :
A pond before full to the brim,

Where cows may cool, and geefe may fwim,

Behind, a green like velvet neat,

Soft to the eye, and to the feet;
Where od’rous plants in evening fair
Breathe all around ambrofial air;
From Eurus, foe to kitchen-ground,

Fenc’d by a flope with bufhes crown’d,

Fit dwelling for the feather’d throng,
Who pay their quit-rents with a fong ;
With op’ning views of hill and dale,
Which fenfe and fancy too regale,
Where the half-cirque, which vifion bounds,
Like amphitheatre furrpunds :
| And
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And woods impervious to the breeze,
Thick phalanx of embodied trees,
From hills thro® plains in dufk array
Extended far, repel the day.
Here ftillnefs, height, and folemn fhade
Invite, and contemplation aid :
Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate
‘T'he dark decrees and will of fate,
And dreams beneath the {preading beech
Infpire, and docile fancy teach,
While foft as breezy breath of wind,
Impulfes ruftle thro’ the mind -
Here Dryads, {corning Pheebus’ ray,
While Pan melodious pipes away,
In meafur’d motions frifk about,
“I'1ll old Silenus puts them out.
There fee the clover, pea, and bean,
Vie in variety of green ;
Frefh paftares {peckled o’er with fheep,
Brown fietds their fallow fabbaths keep,
>lump Ceres golden trefles wear,
And poppy-top-knots deck her hair,
And filver-ftreams through meadows ftray,
And Naiads on the margin play,
And lefler nymphs on fide of hills

From pla}uthing urns pour down the rills,

Thus fhelter’d, free from care and {trife,

May I enjoy a calm thro’ life ;
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See faction, fafe in low degree,
As men at land {fee ftorms at {ea,
And laugh at miferable elves,
Not kind, {o much as to themfelves,
Curs’d with fuch {ouls of bafe alloy,
As can poflefs, but not enjoy ;
Debar’d the pleafure to impart
By av’rice, {phin&er of the heart,
Who wealth, hard earn’d by guilty cares,
Bequeath untouch’d to thanklefs heirs.
May I, with look ungloom’d by guile,
And wearing Virtue’s liv’ry-fmile,
Prone the diftrefled to relieve,
And little trefpaffes forgive,
With income not in Fortune’s pow’r,
And fkill to make a bufy hour,
With trips to town life to amufe,
To purchafe books, and hear the news,
To fee old friends, brufh off the clown,
And quicken tafle at coming down,
Unhurt by ficknefs’ blafting rage,
And flowly 111c11t>1ving in age,
When Fate extends its gathering gripe,
Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe,
Quit a worn being without pain,
Perhaps to bloffom {oon again.

But now more ferious fee me grow,

And what I think, my Memmius, kzow.

Th
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Th’ enthufiaft’s hopes, and raptures wild
Have never yet my reafon foil’d.
His {pringy foul dilates like air,
When free from weight of ambient care,
And, hufh’d in meditation deep,
Slides into dreams, as when afleep ;
Then, fond of new difcoveries growng
Proves a Columbus of her own,

Difdains the narrow bounds of place,
And thro’ the wilds of endlefs {pace,
Borne up on metaphyfick wings, P
Chafes light forms, and fhadowy things, |

And in the vague excurfion caught,

Brings home fome rare exotick thought,

The melancholy man fuch dreams,

As brighteft evidence, efteems ;

Fain would he fee fome diftant {cene

Suggefted by his reftlefs Spieen,

And Fancy’s telefcope applies

With tin@ur’d glafs to cheat his eyes.

Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night,

I clofe examine by the light ;

For who, tho’ brib’d by gain to lie,

Dare fun-beam-written truths deny,

And execute plain common fenfe

On faith’s mere hearfay evidence ?
‘That fuperftition mayn’t create,

And club its ill with thofe of fate,

I many
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I many a notion take to tafk,
Made dreadful by its vifor-matk.
Thus {cruple, {pafm of the mind,
Fs cur’d, and certainty I find,
Since optick reafon fhews me Piain,
I dreaded {pettres of the brain,
And legendary fears are gone,
Tho’ in tenacious childhood fown.
Thus 1n opinions I commence
Freeholder in the proper fenfe,
And neither {uit nor fervice do,
Nor homage to pretenders fhew,
Who boaft themfelves by {purious rolt
Lords of the manor of the foul ;
Preferring fenfe, from chin that’s bare,
To nonfenfe thron’d in whiftker’d hair.

To thee, Creator uncreate,‘
O Entium Ens ! divinely oreat ! ——
Hold, Mufe, nor melting pinions try,
Nor near the blazing glory fly,
Nor ftraining break thy fecble bow,
Unfeather’d arrows far to throw :
Thro’ fields unknown nor madly ftray,
Where no 1deas mark the way.
With tender eyes, and colours faint,
And trembling hands forbear to paint.
Who features veil’d by light can hit ?
Where can, what has no outline, fit?
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My foul, the vain attempt forego,
Thyfelf, the ftter fubject, know.
He wifely fhuns the bold extreme,
Who foon lays by th’ unequal theme,
Nor runs, . with wifdom’s Sirens caught,

On quick{ands fwall’wing fhipwreck’d thought ;

But, confcious of his diftance, gives
Mute praife, and humble negatives,
In one, no objeé of our fight,
Immutable and infinite,

Who can’t be cruel, or unjuft,
Calm and refign’d, I fix my truft ;
T'o him my paft and prefent ftate

I owe, and muft my futuare fate.

A ftranger into life I’m come,
Dying may be our going home,
Tranfported here by angry Fate,
The convits of a prior ftate.

Hence I no anxious thoughts beftow
On matters, I can never know ;
T'hro’ life’s foul way, like vagrant pafs’d,
He’ll grant a fettlement at laft,

And with {weet eafe the wearied crown,
By leave to lay his being down.

It doom’d to dance th’ eternal rolind
Of life no fooner loft but found,

And diffolution foon to come,

Like fpunge, wipes out life’s prefent {um,

But
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An endlefs {eries to receive ;

Then, if hard dealt with here by fate,
We ballance in another ftate,

And con{cioufnefs muft go along,

And fign th’ acquittance for the wrong.
He for his creatures muft decree

More happinefs than mifery,

Or be {uppofed to create,

Curious to try, what ’tis to hate :

And do an a&, which rage infers,
’Caufe lamenefs halts, or blindnefs errs.

hus, thus I fteer my bark, and fail

On even keel with gentle gale ;

At helm I make my reafon fit,

My crew of paflions all fubmit.

If dark and bluft’rin g prove {fome nights,
Philofophy puts forth her lights ;
Experience holds the cautious glafs,
'To thun the breakers, as I pafs,
And frequent throws the wary lead,

To {ee what dangers may be hid :

And once in feven years I’m feen
At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen.
Tho” pleas’d to fee the dolphins play,

I mind my compafs and my way,

With ftore fufficient for relief,

And wifely ftill prepar’d to reef,

Vour. 1.
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But can’t our ftate of pow’r bereave
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Nor wanting the difperfive bowl

Of cloudy weather in the foul,

I make (may heav’n propitious fend
Such wind and weather to the end)
Neither becalm’d, nor over-blown,
Life’s voyage to the world unknown.

Sl LA BLL L LI I LINIE
An AE PTG TR AN

On the Reverend Mr. LAURENCE EcHARD’S, and
Bithop GiLeerT BurneT’s Hiftories. |

By the Same.

1% hiﬁm*y appears to me 3

ok
e

Political anatomy,
A cafe of fkeletons well done,
And malefators every one.
His fharp and ftrong incifion pen
Hiftorically cuts up men,
And does with lucid fkill impart
Their inward ails of head and heart.
Laurence proceeds another way,
And well-drefs’d hgures doth difplay :
His chara&ers are all in flefh,

‘I'heir hands are fair, their faces frefh ;
And




