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By the Rev. Mr. PiTT.

HFE Mimick’s du&ile features claim my lays,
Chang’d to a thoufand fhapes, a thoufand ways :

Who with variety of arts puts on

All other perfons, and throws off his own ;

Whofe looks well difciplin’d his will obey,

Bloom at command, or at command decay:

Nor bluth, my Mufe, thofe changes to impart,

Which atk an Ovid’s or Apollo’s art.

But who, Apollo, all the arts can trace,
All the deceits of that delufive face?
For lo! in fight the various artift comes ;

Lo! how in beauty and in health he blooms:
Its {fmootheft charms triumphant youth fupplies,
Laughs in his cheeks, and fparkles in his eyes.
But {udden fee, the {cene is fnatch’d away,
See each inverted feature in decay ;
His mufcles all relax’d, his face o’ergrown,
Rough and embofs’d with wrinkles not his own.

He trails his dangling legs : the wond’ring train
Laugh at the {olemn condu& of his cane ;
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Rapt thro’ the fcenes of life, he drops his prime ;
A cripple fixty years before his time

Runs ina moment all his ftages o’er,

And fteps from four-and-twenty to fourfcore.
Now he a venerable judge appears,

And the long garb of lazy purple wears;

Like drowfy P**’s looks his aged frame,

His mien, his habit, and addrefs the fame:

When to the {neering crowd he lifps a joke,

Puns from the law, or quibbles out of Coke;

With fettled air, and moft judicious face,

Nods o’er the cufhion, counfel, and the cafe;

Slumbers, and hears by ftarts the noify train ;

Catches a period, and drops doewn again.

And now his hearers in their turn to lull,

ITimfelf ftands up moft venerably dull ;

Talks of old times ; commends their loyal zeal,

‘T'heir wholfome ftatutes, difcipline, and ale;

On different themes beftows one common praife,

The Thames, the ftreets, the king, and king’s highways,
You fee him quit the bench, and ftrait appear

An huge old gouty counfel at the bar;

Bawl for his client, wreft the tortur’d laws

From their true fenfe, and mould them to the caufe;

In {folemn form harangue the lift’ning crowd,

And hem and cough emphatically loud ;

Bleft art indeed! and glorious eloquence,

Where empty noife fupplies the want of fenfe.
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For meaning, figns, and motions he affords,

And interjetions for the waat of words.
What thape to you, O §**’s, is unknown !
What face, but you adopt into your own!
At the leaft hint, fiGtitious crowds you raife,
And multiply yourfelf ten thoufand ways :
This moment, to indulge the mirthful veln,
A fool’s or dotor’s perfon you fuftain ;
The next refume yourfelf and fenfe again.
Am I deceiv’d ? or by fome fudden flight,
A ftarch’d tub-preacher now he ftrikes the fight,
(Quick the tranfition, and unfeen the art!)
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Pale and entirely chang’d 1n ev’ry part,

His fhort’ned vifage, and fantaftick drefs,

The mad fantaftick to the life exprefs ;

That {mall filk cap ; thofe puritanick hairs,

| Crop’d to the quick, and circling round his ears 3
That rounded face the Mimick here proclaim,
How very different, yet how ftill the fame !

. Now he, by juft degrees, his filence breaks ;
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His frantick filence murt’ring ere he {peaks :
Protracted hums the folemn farce begin,
And groans and paufes interrupt the {cene ;

As each in juft {ucceflion comes and goes, -z
Work’d to its pitch, the fpirit ftronger grows,
And fqueezes out his eyes, and twangs his vocal nofe.

Now quick and rapid, and in rage more loud,
A ftorm of nonfenfe burfts upon the crowd :
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His hand and voice proclaim the gen’ral doom,
While this the hour-glafs thakes, and that the room.
On nature’s ruins all his do€rines dwell, (
And throw wide open every gate of hell.

A thoufand other fhapes he wears with grace
A thoufand more varietics of face :
But who, in every fhape, can count him o’er,
Who multiplies his perfon every hour ?

What Mufe his flying features can purfue, |
Or keep his wand’ring countenance in view ? |
Had T a thoufand mouths, a thoufand tongues, i

A throat of brafs, and adamantine lungs,

I cauld not celebrate this Proteus’ fkill,
Whe fhifts his perfon and his face at will ;
This Proteus, who out-numbers hofts alene;
A crowd himfelf; a multitude in one. |
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