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I fly from pomp, I fly from plate,

[ fly from Falfhood’s {pecious orin 3
Freedom I love, and form I hate,
And chufe my lodgings at an zzz.
Here, waiter! take my fordid ore,
Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win 3
It buys what courts have not in {tore,
It buys me Freedom, at an inn.
And now once more I fhape my way
Thro’ rain or fhine, thro’ thick or thin,
Secure to meet, at clofe of day,
With kind reception—at an izx.
Whoe’er has travell'd life’s dull round,
Where’er his various tour has been,
May figh to think how oft he found

His warmelt welcome—at an iz#.
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The Price of an EQ\UIPAGE.
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Servum fi potes, Ole, non bhabere
Et regem potes, Ole, non habere MARr.

ASK’D a friend, amidft the throng,
W hofe coach it was that trail’d along:
¢« The gilded coach there—don’t you mind ?
That with the footmen ftuck behind.”
O Sir, fays he, whatha'n’t ye feen it ?
*Tis Timon’s coach, and Timon 1n 1t.
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['is odd, methinks, you have forgot
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Your friend, your neighbour, and —what not ?
Your old acquaintance, Timon!——¢¢ True,
< But faith his equipage is new.
<« Blefs me, faid I, where canitend ?
¢« What madnefs has poflefs’d my friend ?
¢« Four powder’d flaves, and thofe the talleft
¢¢ Their ftomachs, doubtlefs, not the fmalleft !
¢¢ Can Timon’s revenue maintain
¢<¢ In lace and food, fo larce a train ?
«¢ T know his land—each inch o’ ground—
«¢ Tis not a mile to walk 1t round —
¢« And if his whole eftate can bear
¢« To keep a lad, and one-horfe chair,
¢¢ T own ’tis pn.fl my n‘+11.1pr::]1t3r.fim1 177 s
Yes, Sir; but Timon has a penfion.
Thus does a falfe ambition rule us ;
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us;
To keep a race of flickering knaves,
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He grows him{elf the worlt of ilaves.
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Trabit fua quemque voluptas. VirG.

ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our young {quire,
To bring down awife, whom the {fwains might admire :
But, in {pite of whatever the mortal could fay,
The godde/s objefted the length of the way
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