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O awbile along the fiream of Time thy Name
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame ;
Say, foall my little barque artendant fail,

Puifue the triumph, and partake the gale ?
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P LA RyTwe:

[ the end and efficacy of Satire. The lbwve of glory
and fear of fbame univerfal, v. 29. This paffion, im-
planted in man as a fpur to virtue, is generally perverted, v.
41.  And thus becomes the occafion of the greateff follies, wices,
and miferiesy, v. 61. It is the aork of Satire toreftify this
palfion, to reduce it to its proper channel, and to convert it into
an incentive to wifdom and wirtue, v. 8q9. Hence it appears
zhat Satire may influence thofe who defy all laws human and
divine, V. 99. An objedtion anfwered, v. 131.

I ASRT R

Rules for the condu& of Satire. Fuffice and truth its
chief and effintial property, v. 169. Prudence in the appli-
cation of «wit and ridicule, avhofe prowvince is, not to explore
unknown, but to enforce known truths, v. 191. Proper fub-
jelts of Satire are the manners of prefent timesy v, 2 39. Decency
of expreffion recommended, v. 255. The different methods in
which folly and wice ought to. be chaftifed, v. 269. The va-
riety of flile and manner avbich thefe two Subjelts require, V.
277. The praifs of wirtue may be admitted wwith propriety,
V. 315. Caution «with regard to panegyrick, v. 319. The
dignity ef true Satire, v. 331.

BA SRME T

The hiftory of Satire. Roman Satiriffs, Lucilius, He-
race, Perfius, Juvenal, v. 347, €5c. Cau es of the decay of
literature, particularly of Satire, v. 370. Revival of Sa-
tire, v. 391. Erafmus one of its principal reflorers, v. 39s.
Donne, v. g4o01. The abufe of Satire in England, during the
licentious reign of Charles II. v. 405. Dryden, v. 419.
7 he true ends of Satire purfued by Boileau in France, v. 429 ;
exd by Mr.Pope /n England, v, 435.
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You mourn: but Brrrarw, lull'd in reft profound,
(Unconficious Britain!) {lumbers o’er her wound.
Exulting Dulnefs ey’d the {etting light,

And flapp’d her wing, impatient for the night :
Rous’d at the fignal, Guilt colleéts her train,

And counts the trinmphs of her growing reign
With inextinguifhable rage they burn,

And fnake-hung Envy hiffes o’er his urn :
Th’ envenom’d monfters {pit their deadly foam,
To blaft the laurel that furrounds his tomb.

But You, O WarsurTON! whofe eye refin’d
Can fee the greatnefs of an honeft mind ;
Can fee each virtue and each grace unite,
And tafte the raptures of a pure delight ;
You vifit oft’ his aweful page with care,
And view that bright affemblage treafur’d there ;
You trace the chain that links his deep defign,
And pour new luftre on the glowing line.
Yet deign to hear the efforts of a Mufe,
Whofe eye, notwing, his ardent flight purfues ;
Intent from this great archetype to draw
SaTirE’s bright form, and fix her equal law ;
Pleas’d if from hence th’ unlearn’d may comprehend,
And reverence t1s and SATIRE’s generous end.

In ev’ry breaft there burns an ative flame,
The love of glory, or the dread of fhame :
The paflion OnE, tho’ various it appear,
Asbrighten’d into hope, or dimm’d by fear,

3
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The lifping infant, and the hoary fire,
And youth and manhood feel the heart-born fire ;
The charms of praife the coy, the modeft wooe, 33
And only fly, that glory may purfue :
She, pow’r refiftlefs, rules the wife and great;
Bends ev’n reluétant hermits at her feet :
Haunts the proud city, and the lowly fhade,
And fways alike the {cepter and the fpade, 40

Thus heav’n in pity wakes the friendly flame,
To urge mankind on deeds that merit fame:
But man, vain man, in folly only wife,
Rejeéts the manna fent him from the fkies :
With rapture hears corrupted paffion’s call, 43
Still proudly prone to mingle with the ftall,
As each deceitful thadow tempts his view,
He for the imag’d {ubftance quits the true :
Eager to catch the vifionary prize,
In queft of glory plunges deep in vice ; 50
Till madly zealous, impotently vain,
He forfeits ev’ry praife he pants to gain.

Thus fill imperious Nature plies her part;
And ftil! her di¢tates work in ev'ry heart.
Each pow’r that fov’reign Nature bids enjoy,

(e
W

Man may corrupt, but man can ne’er deftroy.
Like mighty rivers, with refiftlefs force

The paflions rage, obftruéted in their courfe;
Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore,

And drown thofe virtues which they fed before. Go
Aund




r
i.
k
'

[ 320 ]

And fure, the dreadlieft foe to virtue’s flame,
yur worft of evils, is perverted fhame.

Beneath this load what abje& numbers groan,
Th’ entangled flaves to folly not their own !
Meanly by fathionable fear opprefs’d,

We {eek our virtues in each other’s breaft ;
Biind to ourfelves, adopt each foreign vice,
Anocther’s weaknefs, intereft, or caprice.

Each fool to low ambition, poorly great,

That pines in fplendid wretchednefs of ftate,
Tir’d in the treach’rous chafe, wou’d nobly yield,
And but for fhame, like Syrva, quit the ficld:
The dezmon Siame paints ftrong the ridicule,
And whifpers clofe ¢ zhe avorld aill call you fool.”

Behold, yon wretch, by impious fafhion driv’n,
Believes and trembles while he {fcoffs at heav’n.
By weaknefs firong, and bold thro® fear alone,
e dreads the fneer by fhallow coxcombs thrown ;
Dauntlefs purfues the path Spinoza trod;

To man a coward, and a brawve to God.*

Faith, Juftice, heav’n itfelf now quit their hold,
When to falfe fame the captiv’d heart is {old :
IHence blind to truth, relentlefs Cazo dy’d:
Nought cou’d fubdue his virtue, but his pride.

* Vois tu ce libertin en public intrepide,

Qui pr eche contre un Dz::s gue dans fon Ame 1l croit 2

.U iroit embr pﬁrr la werité gzz 74 -UJff -
Mais de fes faux amis il craint la reillr e,

Et ne brave ainfi Dien que par poltronnerie.

70

75

8o

BoiLeavu, Ep. 3.

Hence
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Hence chafte Lucretia’s innocence betray’d
Fell by that honour which was meant its aid.
Thus Virtue finks beneath unnumber’d woes,
When paflions born her friends, revolt, her foes.
Hence SaTrre’s pow’r: ’tis her corretive part
To calm the wild diforders of the heart.
She points the arduous height where glory lies,
And teaches mad ambition to be wife :
In the dark bofom wakes the fair defire,
faws good from ill, a brighter flame from fire ;
Strips black Oppreflion of her gay difguife;
And bids the hag in native horror rife ;
Strikes tow’ring pride and lawlefls rapine dead,
And plants the wreath on Virtue’s aweful head.
Nor boafts the Mufe a vain imagin’d pow’r,
Tho’ oft fhe mourn thofe ills fhie cannot cure,
‘The worthy court her, and the worthlefs fear ;
Who fhun her piercing eye; that eye revere.
Her aweful voice the vain and vile obey,
And every foe to wifdom feel her fway.
Smarts, pedants, as fhe fmiles; no more are vain ;
Defponding fops refign the cloudid cane -
Hufh’d at her voice, pert Folly’s felf is ftill,
And Dulnefs wonders while fhe drops her quill,
* Like the arm’d Bek, with art moft fubtly true
From pois’nous Vice fhe draws a healing dew :

* Alluding to thefe lines of My Pope ;
In the nice bee what art Jo fubtly true,
From pois'nous berbs extrads o bealing dew.

Wiar,. 11T, ), §

go

100

10%

Weak




[ 322 ]

Weak are the ties that civil arts can find,
To quell the ferment of the tainted mind’:’

Cunning evades, fecurely wrapt in wiles ;
And Force ftrong-finew’d rends th’ unequal toils :

The ftream of vice impetuous drives along, 8¢

Too deep for policy, for pow’r too ftrong.
Ev’n fair Religion; native of the fkies,
Scorn’d by the crowd, feeks refuge with the wife;
The crowd with laughter {fpurns her aweful train,
And Mercy courts, ‘and Juftice frowns 1n vain. 120
But SaTire’s fhaft can pierce the harden’d breait:
She plays a ruling pafhon on the reft : :
Undaunted mounts the battery of his pride,
And awes the Brave, thatearth and heav’n defy’d.
When fell Corruption, by her vaffals crown’d,
Derides fall’n: Juftice proftrate on the ground ;
Swift to redrefs an injur’d people’s groan,
Bold Satirk fhakes the tyrant on her throne ;
Pow’rful as death, defies the fordid train,
And flaves and fycophants {furround in vain. 130

But with the friends of Vice, the foes of SATIRE,
All truth 1s {fpleen 5 all juft reproof,. 1ll-nature.

Well may they dread the Mufe’s fatal fkill ;
Well may they tremble when fhe draws her quill=
Her magick quill, thatlikeITHURIEL’S {pear 135
Reveals the cloven hoof, or lengthen’d ear :
Bids Vice and Folly take their natural {fhapes,
¥urns duchefles to ftrumpets, beaux to apes ;
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Drags the vile whifperer from his dark abode,
Till all the demon ftarts up from the toad. 149

O fordid maxim, form’d to fcreen the vile,
That true good-nature {till muft wear a fmile!
In frowns array’d her beauties ftronger rife,
When love of virtue wakes her {corn of vice :
Where juftice calls, ’tis cruelty to {ave ; 146
And ’tis the law’s good-nature hangs the knave.
Who combats Virtue’s foe is Virtue’s friend ;
Then judge of SAT1RE’s merit by her end:
"T'o guilt alone her vengeance ftands confin'd,
‘The object of her love is all mankind. 150
Scarce more the friend of man, the wife muft own,
Ev’n ALLEN’s bounteous hand, than SATIRE’s frown :
This to chaftife, as that to blefs, was giv’n
Alike the faithful minifters of heav’n.

Oft’ on unfeeling hearts the fhaft is fpent : I
Tho’ ftrong th’ example, weak the punifhment.

w
W

They leaft are pain’d, v'ho merit Satire moft ;

Folly the Laureat’s, Vice was Charties’ boait ;
Then where’s the wrong, to gibbet high the name
Of fools and knaves already dead to thame ? 16a
Oft’ SaTIrE alls the faithful {urgeon’s part ;
Generous and kind, tho’ painful is her art:
With caution bold, fhe only firikes to heal,
Tho’ folly raves to break the friendly ftecl.
Then {ure no fault impartial SatTIrE knows, 165
Kind, ev’n in vengeance kind, to Virtue’s fees.
X 2 Whofe
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W hofe 1s the crime, the fcandal too be theirs :
The knave and fool are their own libellers.

P, AR e
D ARE nobly then : but confcious of your truft,

As ever warm and bold, be ever juft :

Nor court applanfe in thefe degenerate days :
The villain’s cenfure is extorted praife.

But chief, be fieady in a noble end,
And fhew mankind that truth has yet a friend,
’T'1s mean for empty. praife of wit to write,
As foplings grin to fhow their teeth are white :
To brand a doubtful folly with a fmile,
Or madly blaze unknown defeéts, is vile:
*Tis doubly vile, when but to prove your art,
You fix an arrow in a blamelefs heart.
O laft to honour’s voice, O doom’d to fhame,
T'hou fiend accurs’d, thou murderer of fame!
Fell ravifher, frominnocence to tear
That name, thaw liberty, than life more dear !
Where fhall thy bafenefs meet its juft return,
Or what repay thy guilt, but endlefs {fcorn !
And know, immortal truth thall mock thy toil :
Immortal truth fhall bid the fhaft recoil ;
With rage retorted, wing the deadly dart ;
And empty all its poifon in thy heart.

With caution, next, the dang’rous power apply ;
An eagle’s talon afks an eagle’s eye :
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LetSaTire then her proper obje& know,
And ere fhe ftrike, be fure fhe ftrikes a foe.

Nor fondly deem the real fool confeft, 195

Becaufe blind R:dicule conceives a jeft :

Eefore whofe altar Virtue oft’ hath bled,

And oft’ a deftin’d vi&im fhall be led -

Lo, * 8hafi/b’ry rears her high on Reafon’s throne,

And loads the flave with honours not her own : 200
Big-

* It aere to be ewifbed that lord Shaftibury bad exprefed
bimfelf «with greater precifion on this fubjelt : however, thus
wnch may be ﬁﬁ?'mc’d with truth.

1&, By the general tenor of bis effays on Enthufialm, axd
the freedom of wit and humour, ir appears that his princie
pal defion awas to recommend the way of ridicule, (as be calls
2£) for the inveftigation of truth, and deteétion of falfehoad,
20t only in moral but religions SJubjelss.

2dly, It appears no lefi evident, that iz the courfe of his
reafonings on this quefliony be confounds tawo things avhbich
are in their nature and confequences entirely Jdifferent. Theje
are ridicule and good-humour: zbe latter acknowledged by
all ts be the beff mediator in every debate s 1he former no lefs
regarded by mofl, as an embroiler and incendiary, 4o’ be
Jets gut with a formal profeffion of proving the efficacy of auit,
bumour, and ridicule, in the wnveftigation of truth, yet by
Soifting and mixing his terms, he generally flides infenfibly into
meve encomiums on good-breeding, chearfulnefs, url antly, and
Sree enquiry.,  This indeed keeps Jomething like an argument on
_),f'r:::f, and amufes the ﬁrﬁﬁ;{?{é:‘?f reader ; but to a more Jf’:‘y'r':'?“if(é'?_rf
eye difcovers a wery contemptible defeét, either of fincerity or
penetraiion.

The queflion concerming ridicule may be thus not improperly
flated, Whether doubtful propofitions of any kind can be
determined by the application of ridicule ? Much might be
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Big-fwoln with folly, as her fmiles provoke,
Prophanenefs {pawns, pert dunces nurfe the joke !
Come, let us join awhile this tittering crew,
And own the ideot guide for once is true ;
Deride our weak forefathers’ mufty rule, 208
Who therefore {mil’d, becansfe they faw a fool ;
Sublimer

Jaid on this queflion 5 but a few words aill make the matter
clear to an unprejudiced mind.
T i Tiatbrobati :,lj'rf 7 b1 Zs roile
4 pe difapprobation or contempt aviich certain objells raife
in the mind of man, is a particular mode of paffion. T he
o0jects of this paffion are apparent Salfehood, incongruity, or

tmprogriety of fome particular kinds,  Thus, the aéjf.:n? of

fear is apparent danger : the objec? of anger is apparent 7z-

Jjury.  But awbo bath ever dreamt of exalting the pafions of

Jear and anger inte a ftandard or teil of real danger and in-
Jury 2 The defign muft hawe been rejecied as abjurd, becaufe
i 15 the work of reqfon only, te corre? and Jix the pa/fions
or their proper objects. The cafe is parallel : apparent or
leeming falfehoods, &c. are the objeits of contempt 5 but i#
15 the awork of reafon only, to determine avhether the fup-
pofed falfehood be veal or filkitious. But it is faid, ¢ The
¢ {enfe of ridicule can never be miftaken.”’ — Why, na
more can the {enfe of danger, or “the fenfe of injury.___
““ What, do men never fear or refent awithout reajfon 27’
Yes, wery commonly :  but they as often defpife and laugh
without veafon. Ihus before any thing can be determined in
esther cafe, reafon, aud reafon only, muff examine circum-
flances, feparate ideas, decide upoir, :r-ry?m}}z, and correlt ithe
‘25'.{?‘.-“:-?;(.‘}3.

Hence it follows, that the away of ridicule, of late /5
mucn celebrated, is in Jact no more than a [pecies of elo-
quence 5 and that too the lowett of all others : Jp Tully jufly
¢calls it, tenuifiimus ingenii fru@us. I applies to a paffion,
and therefore can go no farther in the invefiigation ry"i’rz;z‘})a
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Sublimer logick now adorns our ifle,
We therefore {fee a fool, becanfe we fimile.
Truth in her gloomy cave why fondly feeki?
Lo; gay fhe fits in Laughter’s dimpled cheek : 219
Contemns each furly academic foe,
And courts the {pruce free-thinker and the beau.

than any of thofe arts which tend to }r’ff,rt. lowve, pf'{y_, terror,

.rage or hatred in the heart of man. Confequently, his lord-

jwff: might have zmsff;bfmzfe*d the awbhole f}fih.in of rhetorick
into Z‘m neww feheme, with the fame propriety as be hath in-
troduced the way of ridicule t/elf. .4 hopeful projelt this,
Jfor the propagation of truth !

As this feems to be the wreas noture of riarcule, it hath
been garfra/{'} .:;r’f;/E- vuraged by Pl'liiufnndu*s and divines, zo-
gether awith every ﬂ*;”rff mode of eloquence, when (?}f‘ffcd’ 1o
controverted opinions. Zhss ;rr’szwrm; emgit, jf”f. avhat is
Jaid above, appears to have been rational and Juft . there-
fore the {'/:Tf?.?.?f:‘ laid againf? divines «wvith regard to this affair
by a zealous admirer o of Lord Shaftfbury (fee a note on the
Pleafures of Imagination, Book I11.) feems entirely ground-
lefs. The (?’f’?f?hffﬂ:i’ which the Jame autbor bath attempted.
114:.':'{;5? p&,! to the Hfﬂf{fﬂﬂ: e:‘:'f Hmurlc, é"z“t"’ﬁ: fpeculative

moral truths, feems no better founded. It is certain that
ﬂp11110ﬁ3 are no lefs liable to ridicule ihon a&ions. And ir
s no f.-__.":‘ certain, that the way ﬁf ridicule cannot determine
:ﬂi-f propriety or impropriety of hw one, wmore than the truth
fn“’*affﬁcz‘(d’ /‘ the other, [E{‘{m/f the ﬁ:ﬁ:d ]5:"3_:":,?“*.'.3 ry“ COM~
tempt is ﬁffm’t’fj engaged in both cajes, .and z‘r’w*g’&;'s’, as
ﬁffrﬁf;‘f’, ?frrfr;;-'r {)1‘1]} can examine - the cf,—f‘c').-,z._r?wfj Q,r the

altion o opinion, and thus fix the paffion on its proper ob-

7 0.

Clya

{'"-a” the avhole, this neav zfrﬁw of difcovering truth by
the vague and unfteady light of 11 dicule, , puts one inr mind
of *.{u hone# Irithman, awho apply’d his candle zo the fun-dial
order to {ee how the night went.

X 4 Dzdalian

IN
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Dzdalian arguments but few can trace,
But all can read the language of grimace.

Hence mighty Ridicule’s all-conqu’ring hand
Shall work Herculean wonders thro’ the land :
Bound in the magick of her cobweb chain,
You, mighty WarBURTON, fhall rage in vain,
In the vain tracklefs maze of Truth You fcan,
And lend th’ informing clue to erring man :
No more fhall Reafon boaft her pow’r divine,
Her bafe eternal thook by Folly’s mine !
Truth’s facred fort th’ exploded laugh fhall win ;
And coxcombs vanquith BErRkLEY by a grin.
But you, more fage, rejeét th’ inverted rule,
That Truth is e’er explor’d by Ridicule :
On truth, on falfehood let her colours fall,
She throws a dazzling glare alike on all ;
As the gay prifm but mocks the flatter’d eye,
And gives to ev’ry objeét ev’ry dye.
Beware the mad advent’rer: bold and blind
She hoifts her fail, and drives with ev’ry wind ;
Deaf as the ftorm to finking Virtue’s groan,
Nor heeds a friend’s deftruétion, or her own.
Let clear-ey’d Reafon at the helm prefide,
Bear to the wind, or ftem the furious tide ;
Then mirth may urge, when reafon can explore,
7 his point the way, that waft us glad to fhore.
Tha’ diftant times may rife in SATIRE’Ss page,
Yet chief *tis her’s to draw the prefent age ;

215

22§

230

240
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With Wifdom’s luftre, Folly’s fhade contratft,
And judge the reigning manners by the paft :
Bid Britain’s heroes (aweful fhades!) arife,
And ancient honour beam on modern vice :
Point back to minds ingenuous, attions fair, 246
Till the fons bluth at what their fathers were :
Ere yet ’twas beggary the great to truft;
Ere yet ’twas quite a folly to be juft;
When /low-born tharpers only dar’d a lye,
Or falfify’d the card, or cogg’d the dye: 250
Ere lewdnefs the ftain’d garb of honour wore,
Or chaftity was carted for the whore ;
Vice flutter’d, in the plumes of freedom drefs'd;
Or publick {pirit was the publick jeft.

Be ever in a juft expreflion bold, 2
Yet ne’er degrade fair SATIRE to afcold:

Ly
W)

Let no unworthy mien her form debafe,

But let her fmile, and let her frown with grace :

In mirth be temp’rate, temp’rate in her fpleen ;

Nor while fhe preaches modeity, obfcene. 260
Deep let her wound, not rankle to a {ore,

Nor call his lordfhip
The Mufe’s charms refiftlefs then affail,

When wrapt in 7romzy’s tranfparent veil :

Her beauties half-conceal’d the more furprize, 265
And keener luftre fparkles in her eyes.

Then be your line with fharp encomiums grac’d :

Stile Clodius honourable, Bzfa chafte,

, her grace a ~e—e——:

Dart
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Dart not on Folly an indignant eye:
Who e’er difcharg’d artillery ona fly ?
Deride not Vice: abfurd the thought and vain,
T'o bind the tyger in fo weak a chain,

Nay more : when flagrant crimes your laughter move,

The knave exults : to fmile is to approve.,
The v ufe’ labour then fuccefs fhall crown,
When Folly feels her fmile, and Vice her frown.
Know next what meafures to each theme belong,
And fuit your thoughts and numbers to your fong:
On wing proportion’d to your quarry rife,
And ftoop to earth, or foar among the fkies.
"Thus when a modith folly you rehearfe,
Free the expreflion, fimple be the ver(e.
In artlefs numbers paint th> ambitious peer
‘That mounts the box, and fhines a charioteer :
In ftrains familiar fing the midnight toil
Of camps and fenates difciplin’d by Hople.
Patriots and chiefs whofe deep defign invades
And carries off the captive king of — fpades !
Let SaTirE here in milder vigour fhine,
And gayly graceful fport along the line;
B1d courtly Fafhion quit her thin pretence,
And {mile each affe@ation into fenfe.
Not fo when Virtue by her guards betray’d,
Spurn’d from her throne, 1mplores the Mufe’s aid
When crimes, which erft in kindred darknefs lay,

Rife frontlefs, and infult the eve fday;

a b

275

28

[

)

[

b

| B e e P
.2.15‘.—]_&51'1;:113

L=

Ty T

N T e e P
3 S e

= A Lol

RSSO - L

-]




i

e i T e ————

=

S e R S e i B s o e T e

[ 331 ]

Indignant Hymen veils his hallow’d fires,
And white-rob’d Chaftity with tears retires ;
When rank Adultery on the genial bed
Hot from Cocyzus rears her baleful head: 300
When private faith and publick truft are {old,
And traitors barter liberty for gold ;
When fell Corruption dark and deep, like Fate,
Saps the foundation of a finking ftate :
When giant-vice and irreligion rife, 308
On mountain’d falfehoods to invade the fkies:
Then warmer numbers glow thro’ SATIRE’S page,
And all her fmiles are darken’d into rage :
On eagle-wing fthe gains. Parna/ffus’ height,
Not lofty Epic {oars a nobler flight: 310
Then keener indignation fires her eye;
Then flath her lightnings, and her thunders fly ;
Wide and more wide her flaming bolts are hurl’d,
Till all her wrath 1nvolves the guilty world.

Yet Satire oft’ affumes a gentler mien, 315
And beams on Virtue's friends a look ferene :
She wounds reluétant, pours her balm and joy,
Glad to commend where merit ftrikes her eye
But tread with cautious ftep this dangerous ground,
Befet with faithlefs precipices round : 320
Truth be your guide : difdain Ambition’s call ;
And if you fall with truth, you greatly fall.
*T1s Virtue’s native luftre that muft fbine :

The poet can but fe¢ 7# in his line ;
And
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And who unmov’d with laughter can behold 3

25
A Jordid pebble meanly grac’d with gold ?
Let real merit then adorn your lays,
For thame a‘tends on proftituted praife :
And all your wit, your moft diftinguifh’d art
But makes us grieve, you want an honeft heart. 330
Nor think the Mufe by SaTirE’s law confin’d :
She yields defcription of the nobleft kind,
Inferior art the landfkip may defign,
And paint the purple evening in the line
Her daring thought eflays a higher plan ; 235

Her hand delineates paflion, pictures man.
And great the toil, the latent foul to trace,
To paint the heart, and catch internal grace ;
By turns bid vice or virtue ftrike our eycs,
Now bid a Wolley or a Cromavell rife ; 340
Now with a touch more facred and refin’d,

Call forth a CHESTERFI1ELD’s or LONSDALE' s mind.
Here {weet or ftrong may ev’ry colour flow,

Here let the pencil warm, the canvafs glow ;

Of light and fhade provoke the noble ftrife,

345
And wake each ftriking feature into life.
HR O’ ages thus hath SaTrre keenly fhin’d,
The friend to truth, to virtue, and mankind :
Yet the bright flame from virtue ne’er had {prung,
And man was guilty ere the poet {ung. 350
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This Mufe in filence joy’d each better age,
T1ll glowing crimes had wak’d her into rage.
‘Truth {aw her honeft {pleen with new delight,

And bade her wing her fhafts, and urge their flight.

Firft on the {ons of Greece the prov’d her art, SN
And Sparta felt the fierce TameIck dart ®,

To LaTium next avenging SaTIrE flew:

The flaming faulchion rough Lucrrrvus © drew ;

With dauntiefs warmth in Virtue’s caufe engag’d,

And confcious villains trembled as he rag’d. 360

Then fportive Hor acE ¢ caught the generous fire

For SaTirE’s bow refign’d the {ounding lyre:

Each arrow polifh’d in his hand was feen,

And as it grew more polifh’d, grew more keen.

His art, conceal’d in ftudy’d negligence 36¢
Politely {ly, cajol’d the foes of fenfe :

He feem’d to fport and trifle with the dart,

But while he {ported, drove it to the heart.

In graver ftrains majeftick PErs1us wrote,

Big with a ripe exuberance of thought: 370
Greatly fedate, contemn’d a tyrant’s reign,

And lafh’d corruption with a calm di{dain.

® Archilocum proprio rabies armavit lambo. Hor.
© Eufe velut firiéto quoties Lucilius ardens

Iﬂ{//}'i'fh‘fﬁ-f, rubet auditor (‘;‘fﬂﬁ'{ﬁ'frfd mens eff

Criminibus, tacita fudant precordia calpa.  Fuv. S. 1.
% Omne wafer witium ridenti Flaccus amico

T angit, {5 admiffus circum pracordia ludit,

Callidus excuffo povulum fulpendere Nafo. PERSI St
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More ardent eloquence, and boundlefs rage

Inflame bold Juvenav’s exalted page.
His mighty numbers aw’d corrupted Rome,

And fwept audacious greatnefs to its doom ;
‘The headlong torrent thundering from on high,
Rent the proud rock that lately brav’d the fky.

But lo! the fatal vi&or of mankind,

Swoln Luxury !—Pale Ruin ftalks behind !

As countlefs infeéts from the north-eait pour,
To blaft the fpring, and ravage ev’ry flow’r :
So barb’rous millions fpread contagious death :
The fick’ning laurel wither’d at their breath.
Deep fuperftition’s night the fkies o’erhung,
Beneath whofe baleful dews the poppy {prung.
No longer Genius woo’d the Nine to love,
But Dulnefs nodded in the Mufes’ grove :

Wit, {pirit, freedom, were the fole offence,
Nor aught was held fo dangerous as fenfe.

At length, again fair Science fhot her ray,
Dawn’d in the fkies, and fpoke returning day,
Now SATIRE, trinumph o’er thy flying foe,
Now load thy quiver, ftring thy flacken’d bow !

375

380 " 3

385

390

’T1s done—See, great ErRasmus breaks the {pell, 393

And wounds triumphant Folly in her cell !

(In vain the folemn cowl furrounds her face,
Vain all her bigot cant, her fowr grimace)
With fhame compell’d her leaden throne to quit,
And own the force of reafon urg’d by wit.

400
Twas
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*T'was then plain Donn~E in honeft vengeance rofe,
His wit refulgent, tho’ his thyme was profe :
He ’midft an age of puns and pedants wrote
With genuine fenfe, and Romar ftrength of thought,

Yet {carce had Sat1rE well relum’d her flame, 405
(With grief the Mufe recerds her country’s fhame)
Kre Britain {aw the foul revolt commence,
And treach’rous Wit began her war with Senfe,
‘Fhen ’rofe'a fhamelefs, mercenary train,
Whom lateft time fhall view with juft difdain : 430

A race fantaftick, in whofe gaudy line
Untutor’d thought, and tinfel beauty fhine ;
Wit’s fhatter’d mirror lies in fragments bright,
Refleéts not nature, but confounds the fight.
Dry morals the court-poet blufh’d to fing : 415
>T'was all his praife to fay ¢ tbe oddeft thing.”
Proud for a jeft obfcene, a patron’s nod,
To martyr Virtue, or blafpheme his God.
Ill-fated DrypEN! who unmov’d can fee
Th’ extremes of wit and meannefs join’d in thee ! 420
Flames that cou’d mount, and gain their kindred fkies,
Low creeping in the putrid fink of vice: :
A Mufe whom Wifdom woo’d, but woo’d in vain,
The pimp of pow’r, the proftitute to gain :
Wreaths, that {hou’d deck fair Virtue’s form alone, 425
To ftrumpets, traitors, tyrants, vilely thrown:
Unrival’d parts, the fcorn of honeft fame ;

And genius rife, a monument of fhame !
2 More
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More happy France: immortal BoiLEAv there
Supported genius with a fage’s care :

Him with her love propitious SaTIrE blett,

And breath’d her airs divine into his breaft

Fancy and fenfe to form his line confpire,

And faultlefs judgment guides the pureft fire.
But {ee, at length, the Briti/b Genius {mile,

And fhow’r her bounties o’er her favour’d ifle:

Behold for Pore fhe twines the laurel crown,

And centers ev’ry poet’s pow’r in oxe -

Each Roman’s force adorns his various page ;

Gay {miles, colle€ed ftrength, and manly rage.

Defpairing Guilt and Dulnefs loath the fight,

As {peftres vanifh at approaching light :

In this clear mirror with delight we view

Each image juftly fine, and boldly true

Here Vice, drag’d forth by Truth’s fupreme decree,

Beholds and hates her own deformity :

While felf-feen Virtue in the faithful line

With modeft joy furveys her form divine.

But oh, what thoughts, what numbers fhall I find,

But faintly to exprefs the poet’s mind!

Who yonder ftar’s effulgence can difplay,

Unlefs he dip his pencil in the ray ?

Who paint a god, unlefs the god infpire ?

What catch the lightning, but the {peed of fire ?

S0, mighty PoprE, to make thy genius known,

All pow’r is weak, all numbers — but thy own.
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Each Mufe for thee with kind contention ftrove;

For thee the Graces left th’ Iparran grove :

With watchful fondnefs o’er thy cradle hung,

Attun’d thy voice, and form’d thy infant tongue, 409
Next, to her bard majeftick Wifdom came ;
The bard enraptur’d caught the heav’nly flame
With tafte fuperior fcorn’d the venal tribe,
Whom fear can fway, or guilty greatnefs bribe ;
At fancy’s call who rear the wanton fail,

Sport with the ftream, and trifle in the gale s
Sublimer views 4y daring {pirit bound ;

Thy mighty voyage was creation's round ;
Intent new worlds of wifdom to explore,

And blefs mankind with Virtue’s facred ffore :
A nobler joy than wit can give, impart ;

And pour a moral tranfport o’er the heart.
Fantaftick wit fhoots momentary fires,

470

And like a meteor, while we gaze, expires :

Wit kindled by the {ulph’rous breath of Vice,
Like the blue lightning, while it fhines, deftroys :
But genius, fir’d by truth’s eternal ray,

Burns clear and conftant, like the fource of day :
Like this, its beam prolifick and refin’d

Feeds, warms, infpirits, and exalts the mind ;
Mildly difpels each wint’ry paflion’s gloom,

And opens all the virtues into bloom.

This praife, immortal PopE, to thee be giv'n :

Thy genius was indeed a gif from heav’n.
¥ory I e
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Hail,
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Hail, bard unequall’d, in whofe deathlefs line

Reafon and wit with ftrength colle@ed fhine :
Where matchlefs wit but wins the fecond praife,

Loft, nobly loft, in truth’s fuperior blaze.

Did Frienpsure e’er miflead thy wand’ring Mufe ?
‘That friendfhip fure may plead the grear excufe :
That facred friendfhip which infpir’d thy fong,

Fair in defe&, and amiably wrong.
Error like this ev’n truth can {carce reprove ;
T'1s almoft virtue when it flows from love,

Ye deathlefs names, ye {ons of endlefs praife,

By Virtue crown’d with never-fading bays!
Say, fhall an artlefs Mufe, if you infpire,
Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire ?
Or if, O WarBURTON, infpir’d by You,
The daring Mufe a nobler path purfue,

By You infpir’d, on trembling pinion foar,
The {acred founts of focial blifs explore,

In her bold numbers chain the tyrant’s rage,
And bid ber country’s glory fire her page :

It {uch her fate, do thou, fair Trarh, defcend,
And watchful guard her in an honeft end :
Kindly fevere, inftru& her equal line

To court no friend, nor own a foe but #4:ze.
But if her giddy eye fhould vainly quit

Thy facred paths, torun the maze of Wit;
If her apoftate heart thou’d e’er incline

To offer incenf¢ at Corruption’s thrine;
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Urge, urge thy pow’r, the black attempt ¢onfound,

And dafh the fmoaking cenfer to the ground.

Thus aw’d to fear, inftruted bards may fee, 515
That guilt is doom’d to fink in infamy.

A Character of Mr. PO P E’s WRITINGS,

B BT NG
'An Epifode from the Poem call’d SicknEess, Book IL.
By the Rev. Mr. THOMP SON.

——————In meafur’d time
{So heav’n has will’d) together with their fnows,
The everlafting hills fhall melt away :
This folid globe-diflolve, as du&ile wax
Before the breath of Vulcan; like a fcroll
Shrivel th’ unfolded curtains of the ky ;
Thy planets, NEwTon, tumble from their {pheres;
"The moon be perifh’d from her bloody orb;
‘The fun himfelf, in liquid ruin, rufh

And deluge with deftroying flames the globe

Peace ther, my foul, nor grieve that Pork is dead.
If e’er the tuneful {pirit, {weetly ftrong,
Spontaneous numbers, teeming in my breaft,
Y 2 Enkindle;




