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TOWN ECLOGUES.
M ONDA Y
kmu, or, the Drawing-Room,

"J9 OXANA from the Court retiring late,
~ 8igh’d her foft forrows at St.

Such heavy thoughts lay brooding in her breaft,
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‘30  MONTAGUES

They groan the cruel load they’re doom’d to beary

She in thefe gentle founds exprefs’d her care.

« Was it for this, that I thefe rofes wear
« For this new-fet the jewels for my hair?
@ Ah ! princefs ! with what zeal have I purfu’d !
« Almoft forgot the duty of a prude.

¢ Thinking I never could attend too foon,

* I’ve mifs’d my prayers, to get me drefs’d by no

« For thee, ah ! what for thee did I refign?
¢ My pleafures, paflions, all that e’er was; mine.
¢ T facrific’d both modefty and eafe, ,
¢ Lieft operas, and went to filthy plays 3

¢ Double entendres fhock’d my tender ear,

¢ Yet even this for thee I chofe to bear.,

“In glowing youth, when nature bids be gays
‘“ And every joy of life before me lay, ;
“ By honour prompted, and by pride reftrain’d,
¢ The pleafures of/ the young my foul difdain’d :

¢ Sermo
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%¢ Sermons I fought, and with a mien fevere .

| % Cenfur’d my neighbours, and faid daily pray’r.

“ Alas! how chang’d!--with the fame fermon-mien
. * That once I pray’d, the What &’ye ra?!’t * Dve {‘eca._
, *“Ah! cruel princefs, for thy fake I’ve loft

% That reputation which fo dear had coft:

“ I, who avoided evety publick place, Lo
* When bloom and beauty bade me thow my face ;
'Now near thee conftant , every night abide -
W‘ith nem-fmhng duty by thy fide,

"o all the forcigners a goadly fhow ! N
“ Oft had your dﬁ'ing room been fadly thin,
 And merchaauf’ wives clofe by the chair been fccn;
4 Had not 1 amply fill’d the empty {pace,

And fav’d your highnefs from the dire dafgrm. 2
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1 MONTAGUE’S

¢¢ Yet Coguctilla’s artifice prevails,
¢ When'all my merit and my duty fails ¢
¢ That Coquetilla, whofe deluding airs
« Corrupts our virgins, and our youthlcnfhares;
- * So funk her charader, fo loft her fame,

. * Scarce vifited before your highnefs came :
¢ Yet for the bed chamber ’tis her you chufe,

: ¢ When Zeal and Fame and Virtue you refufe.
¢ Ah! worthy choice ! not one of -all your train

~ % Whom cenfure blafts not, and dlﬂxonours ﬂ:am. s
¢ Let the nice hind now fuckle dirty pigs, /
¢ And the proud pea-hen hatch thecucLoo 5 eggln!
¢ Let Iru leave her paint and own her agc,

" % And grave Suffslka wed a giddy page ! )
¢ A greater miracle is. daily view’d,

¢ A virtuous princefs with a court fo lewd.

>

. “Ikpow thee, Court! with all thy treach’rot

i : 7
€5 wnles U S ey

Thy falfe careffes and updoing fmlesl
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TUESDAY.

St. Janmes’s Coffee-Houfe. -

Si1s2er1awper and ParTecn

THOU, who fo many favours haft receiv’d, -
Woad’rous to tell, and hard to be believ’d, _
Oh! H——d, to my iays attention lend,
Hear how two lovers boaftingly contend :
" Like thee fuccefsful, fuch their bloomy youth,

i
¥

Renown’d alike for gallantry and truth.

St. Fames’s bell had toll’d fome wretches in,
(As tatter’d riding- hoods alone could fin)
:'-q The happier finners now their charms put out,
~ And t0 their manteaus their complexion fuit 3
The opera queens had faifi'd half their faces,

And city dames already taken places :

-

B3 . Fops

]

A
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8 MONTAGUE’S

Fops of all kinds, to fee the Lion, run ;

The beautics Ray till the firlt a@t’s begu;,
And beaux ftep home to put frefh linen on.

No well-drefs’d youth in coffee houfe remain’d,
But penfive Patch, who on the window lean'd ;
And Si/liander, that alert and gay,

Firlt pick’d his té_:;th, and then began to fay.

SILLIANDER.

Why all thefe fighs ; ah ! why fo penfive grown?

Some caufe there is why thus you fit alone.

. Does haplefs pailion all this forrow move ?

Or doft thou envy where the ladies love 2
Patch

* If, whom they love, my envy mult purfue,

?Tis true, at leaft, I never envy you.
SILLIANDER.

No, Pm unhappy—yeu are in the right——

*Tis you they favour, and ’tis me they flight. .-

et

I—"

-

v
-
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Yet T could tell, but that I hate to boalty
A club of ladies where-’tis me they toaﬁ-

’

Partch.

- Toalting does fcldom any favour prove; “

"Like us, they never toaft the thing they love. f
certain duke one n@ﬂt my healthbegun; .
With chearful pledges round the room it run,
I the young Siivia, prefs'd to drink it too,
rted and vow’d {he knew not what to do:. .

SiLLIANDER

Til fates purﬁnewc. may I never find
dice propmous, or the ladies kmé
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PaTcH.

Women are always ready to receive ;
*Tis then a favour when the fex will give.
A 1ad: (but fhe is too great to name)
Beauteous in perfon, fpotlefs in her fame,.
With gentle ftrugglings let me force this ring 3

Another day may give another thing.
SILLIANDER.

:_ Wld fay fomething—{ee this billet-doux————
w as for prefents—lock upon my fhoe ——

Thefe buckles were not fore’d, nor half a theft,

But 2 young countefs fondly made the gifte -
PaTcH

My ceuntefs is more nice, more artful too,
Affe@s to fly, that I may fierce purﬁi'e:
This fouff-box which I begg’d, The [ill deny’d,
And when I Rrove to faatch it, fcem’d to hide ;




POEMS."

 She laugh'd and fied, and as I fought to ﬁl'nf :
~ With affe@ation cram’d it down her Rlays; y
Yet hop'd fhe did not place it thereunfeen, .
b1 prefs’d her breafts, and pull’d it from bgtween, Yy L{ &

-

SILLIANDER.

- Laf night, as I flood ogling of her grace,, |
Driaking delicious poifon from her face, £ N
- foft enchantrefs did that face decline, «
orever rais’d her eyes to meet with mine o
th fudden art fome fecret did pretend,
an’d crofs two chairs to whnfper to afnend.
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22 MONTAGTUE’S

Her night-cloaths tumbled with refiftiefs grace,

And her bright hair play’d carelefs round her face;

Reaching the kettle made her gown unpin, ,

She wore no wailtcoat, and her fhift was thin.

SILLIANDER.

See Titiana driving to the park!
Hark ! let us follow, ’tis not yet too dark :
In her all beauties of the {pring are feen,

Her cheeks are rofy, and her mantle green.

ParTcn.

See Tintoretta to the opera goes !
Halfte, or the crowd will not permit our bows ;
In her the glory of the heav’ns we view,

Her eyesare Rar-like, and her mantle blue.

*SILLTARDER.

What colour does in Ceﬁa’s“‘ﬁockings thine ?

Reveal that fecret, and the prize is thine.

PAaTCRe

-

P————



Parcn.

What are her garters? tell me if you can
D'l frecly own thee far the happier man.

Tllm Patech continued his hcro:c ﬁmms S
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The Tete a Tete. .
Daxcixnna.
; “ O fair Dancinda, ne; you ftrive in vain
- Te calm my care, and mitigate my pain;

e If all my fighs, my cares, ean fail to move,

- % Ah ! {oothe me not with fruitlefs vows of love.”

- |

Thus Strephon fpoke. Dancinda thus reply’d :

-~ What muit 1 do to gratify your pride?

~ Too well you knew (ungfateful as thou art)

; How much you triumph in this tender heart &

~ What proof of love remains for me to grant ?

- Yet Rtill you teaze me with fome new complaii:t.

C 3 Bng_._'
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But fuch a paffion breaks through all difguifc,
Love reddens on my cheek, and wifthes in my eyes,
Ist not enough (inhuman and unkind 1)

I own the fecret confliét of my mind ;

You cannot know what fecret pain I prove,
When I with burning blufhes own [ love,
You fee my artlefs joy at your approach, *

I figh, I faint, I tremble at your touch; :
And in your abfence all the world 1 fhun ;

I hate mankind, and curfe the chearing fun.
Still as I fly, ten thoufand {wains purfue ;

Ten thouland fwains I facrifice to you.

I thew you all my heart without difguife :

Buf thefe are tender proofs that you de{pife———
[ fze too well what wifhes you purfue ;

You would not only conquer, but undo:
You,lcrucl victor, weary of your flame,

Would feck a cure in my eternal fhame;

And not content I;Jy ho:::our to fubdue,

Now firive to triumph &’er my virtue too.
' Oh
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Oh ! Leve, 2 God indeed to womankind,

Whofe arrows burn me, and whofe fetters bind,

. Avenge thy altars, vindicate thy fame, g

. And blat thefe traitors that profane thy ﬁam 3
Who by pretending to thy facred fire,

.:' ~ Raife curled trophies to impure defire.

Have you forgot with what enfnaring art

_"Iou firft feduc’d this fond uncautious heart?’

| Then as I'led, did you not kbeeling cry,

K Turn, cruel beauty ; whither would you fly ?

(8 Why all thefe doubts ? why this diftrofiful fear 2
No impious withes fhall offend your ear: - 7 ~

% Nor ever fhall my boldeft hopes pretend T

.: Above the title of a tender friend 3 S _'f
" Blefl, if my lovely goddefs will m - .rk'
# My humble vows thus fighinga : ke ‘.;E
The tyrant love that.in my bofom tei‘gns, 3 ,.d'"h:

* The god hindelf fubmits to wear your cinum
3- 3 i&?ﬂ_ :

b - - 3 -?: .i,_ i ._' j_—; >,
. = A T



30 MONTAGUE’S

“ You fhall dire& his courfe, his arder tame,

¢ And check the fury of his wildeft fame.”

Unprad&ic’d youth is eafily deceiv’d; _
Sooth’d by fuch fousds, I liten’d and believ’d:
Now, quite forget that foft fubmifltve fear,

You dare to afk what I muft blufh to lieian_

" Could I forget the honour of my race,
And meet your wifhes)} feaa:lc{'s of difgrace ;
- Could paﬂion o’er my;sgﬁer 'youth prevail,
And all my mother’sﬁﬁha ‘maxims fail ;

Yet to prcfervc your heart (which Rill muft be,

-

Falfe as it is, for ever dear to me)
This fatal proof of love I would not give,
Which you’d contemn the moment you receive.
The wretched fhe, who yields to guilty joys;
A 'm_aﬁ ma); pity, but he muft defpife.

Your .art‘!ou} ceas’d, I then fhould fee you fhun

i I‘:_Thg,«\_v‘retchcd. vi&tim by your arts undone.
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Yetif I could that cold indiffsrence bear,

What more would ftrike me with the laft defpair, .
With this refle@ion would my foul be torn, 2

Tg know [ merited your cruel fcorn. e

. Has love no gleafu;es free from guile or fear 2 G
Mma lefs fierce, moge Izﬂiﬁg. more fincere ?

_ hus let us gently kifs and fondly gaze,

“Love is a child, and like a child it plays.

Y S!_rcpa:ﬁ. if'you would continq{ju!t,

If love be fomething more than bruchl luf, . -4‘
pear to alk what I muit Rill deay, \‘ .
_ bitter plealure, this deilru@ive joy,. ‘ ?:
clofely followed by the difmal train - ,ﬂ‘
Df cutting thame, and guild’s heart- piercing pain,_ ‘. ' i
«a
~ 8he paus’d ; and fix’d her eyes upon hcr fnn;.

tHe took a pinch of fouff, and thus began;
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The dangerous moments no adieus afford ;
—Begone, (he cries, ’m fure I hear my lord..
The lover farts from his unfinith’d loves,

" Te fnatch his hat, and feck his featter’d gloves:

The fizhing dame to meet her dear prepares,

While Strepﬁou curfing flips down the hack- Rairs.. ;
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The BasssTtTeE-TABLE®.

SMiLinDa and""CARDELIA . -

Carvrrviay .

Whay Qlays Smilinda in her drefling-room? -
Rife,

_ * Ouly this, of all the Town Eclogues, was Mr, -
ope’s, and is here printed from a Copy correted
by his own hand. The humour of it lies in this
PPy circumftance, that the oneis in love with the

ne, and the other with the Sharper. :
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6 MONTAGUE’S

} Rife, f:cnﬁvc aymph ! the tallier waits for you s}

G SMILINDA. N

Ah ! madam, fince my Sharper is untrué, |
=4 I joylefs make my once ador’d alpizu.
f I faw him Rand behind Omibrelia’s chair,

And whifper with that foft deluding =ir,

E And thofe feign’d fighs, which cheat the lit'ning.
: , - fair.

| | |
; CARDELIA, : .
i Sy 4

s this the caufe of your romantic frains ? 1

A m‘ightier grief my heavier heart [ultains.

_ As you by Love, fo I by Fortune crofs’d 3
I,Qne; one bad deal three feptleva’s have loft.” -

.-

SMILINDA,

Is that the grief which you compare with “;_

With eafe the fmiles of Fortune I refign :




P O EMS Y,
Would all my gold in one bad dea/ were gone ;
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine aloae. '

CaAarRDELI A+

A lover loft is but 2 common care;

~ And prudeat nymphs againft that change prepare.
- ‘The knave of clubs thrice loft : oh ! who could guefs
- This fatal Rroke ! this imforefeen diftrefs?

SmiriNopa.

See! Betty Loveit very a propos,

~ 8he all the care of ljw and play does know 3
Dear Betty thall b’ important point decide;
- Berty, who oft the pain of each has try’d ;
Impartial, the fhall fay who fuffirs 'mof,

* By cards’ il ufage, or by lovers lofl,

Loverr, ok o

Tell, tell your griefs ; attentive willT l:ay;
| Though time is Preciqus, and I want fome ﬁb A :-' |

D CAI.B:;,:;.

v » -
.



38 MONTAGUE’S

CaArRDELIA.

Behold this equipage, by Matkers wrought,
With fifty guineas (a great pen’orth !) bought,
See on the tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid Qrive ;
And both the fruggling figures {eem alive.
Upon the bottom fhines the qucenfs bright face ;
A myrtle foliage round the thimble cafe. _
Fove, Fove him(elf, does on the fciffars fhine ;
The metal, and the workmanfhip divine !

SMiLiNDA.

This [nuff-box, once the pledge of Sharper’s love,

" When rival beauties for the prefent ftrove ;
_ At Certicelii’s he the rafle won ; :

Then firlt his paflion was in public (hown :
' Hazardia bluiﬁ;d, and turfi’d ber head afide,

A rival’s envy (all in vain) to hide.:

This fuuf Jox—on the hinge fze brilliants fhine :

Thu Sruff-bo will I Rake ; the prize is mine.

CArRDELIN

¢

PP ———

|

{.

N
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CARDELIA.

Alas ! far leffer loffes than I bear; .

Have made a foldier figh, a lover ﬁ:rcar.

_And oh ! what makes the difappointment hard,. ‘_
*T'was my own lord that drew the fatal card.
In complaifance, I took the gueen he gave ;
Though my ewn (ecret wilh was for the knave:
The knave won Sorlfiu which I had chofe ;
And the next pull my feptleva 1 lofe.

_ -—ﬂ“v‘-r bt

SmMmiriNDpa.

But ah ! what aggravates the killing fmart,
The cruel thought that ftabs me to the heart ;
This curs’d Ombrelia, this ondoing fair,

" By whofe vile arts this l;cavy griel I bear ;
- She, at whofe name I thed thefe fpiteful tears, .’

=l ET

She oves to me the very charms fhe wears:

An avkward thing when firt the came to town ;.
- Her fhape unfafhion’d, and ber face unknown :
- D2 ~ She

-
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She was my friend, I taught her firft to fpread
Upon her fallow cheeks enlivening red.

I introduc’d her to the Park and plays;

And by my int’relt Cofins made her Rtays.
Ungratetul wretch ! with mimic airs grown pert,

She dares to fteal my favourite lover’s heart.
~CaArRDELIA

Wretch that I was! how often have I fwore,
Whea Winnall tallied, I would punt no more 2
I know the bite, yet tomy ruin run;

" And fee the folly, which I cannot fhun.

SMILINDA.

How many maids have Sharper’s vows deceiv’d?
How many curs’d the moment they believ’d ?
Yet his known falfhoods could no warning prove :

Ah! what is warning to a maid in love ?

CARDELIA
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CarpDELIA

But of what marble muft that brealt be form’d,
To gaze on Bafette, and remain unwarm’d ?
When kings, queens, knaves, are fet in decent ranh,
Expos’d in glorious heaps the tempting bank, I
Guineas, half-guineas, all the fhining train ; °
The winner’s pleafure and the lofer’s gain: . '
In bright confuﬁon“open rouleaus lie,

They ltrike the foul, and g!itt;r in the eye, .
Fir'd by the fight, all reafon I difdain ;
My pa{ﬁfms rife, and will not bear the rein. .

Look on Badffette, you who reafon boalt ;
And fee if reafon muflt nof there be lofts

SMILINDA.

What more than marble muft that heart compofe, ,

Can hearken coldly to my Sharper’s vows?
Then when he trembles, when his bluthes rife!‘
When aweful love feems melting in his eyes ;

B 3 5 Witk

'
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With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves :
He loves, 1 \\:hifper to myfelf, be /zves!

Such unfeign’d paflion in his looks appears,

I lofe all mem’ry of my former fears :

My panting heart confefles all his charms,
1yield at once, and fink into his arms :

Think of that moment, you who pradence boalt ;

For fuch a moment, prudence well were loft.
CarpELIA.

At the groom-porters, batter’d bullies play,
Some dukes at Marybone bowl time away.
But who the bowl, or raftling dice compares

To B.zjé-t:er heavenly joys, and pleafing cares? ‘
SmirLinNDpa.

Soft Simplicetta doats upon a beau ;
Prudina likes a man, and laug}is at {how.
“Theirfeveral graces inmy Sharper mect;
Sturong as the footman, as the mafler fweet.

LovEelIT

.




equipage (hall grace M-t ﬁd&t 599
ve fauff-box to Cardelia I decree,
Now lcave complaining, and begia your fea. “.
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Lypia.

V oW twenty {prings had cloath’d the park with
B green, _ 3
Since Zydia knew the bloffoms of fifteen ; ’ :
No lovers now her n\mrning hours moleft ;

And catch her at her toilette half undreft.

The thund’ring kmocker wakes the ftreet no more,
Nog, chairs, ﬁor coaches croud the filent door ;
Nor at the window all her mornings pafs,

Or at the dumb devotion of her glafs :

Reclin’d upon her arm fhe penfive fate,

And curs’d th’ inconftancy of man too late.

“ Qh youth! O fpring of life for ever loft !

“ No more my name fhall reign the fav’rite toalt
“ Og
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¢« On glafs no more the diamond graves my name,

¢ And lines mif-fpelt record my lover’s flame :

« Nor fhall fide boxes watch my wand’ring eyes,

s« And, as they catch the glance, in rows arife

¢ With humble bows ; nor white élov’d beaus en.
¢ croach

« In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach.

¢ What fhall I do to fpend the hateful day ?
¢ At chapel fha!l T wear the morn away?
¢ Who there appears at thefe unmodifh hours,
¢ But ancient matrous with their frizled tow’rs,
¢ And grey religious maids ? my prefcn.cc thlcrel
“ Amidft that fober train, would own defpair ;
« Nor am I yet fo old, nor is my gﬁmce |
¢ As yet fix’d wholly on devotion’s trance.
€ Srrait then Il drefs, and take my wonted range
¢ Through India fhops, to Motteux’s, or the Changiu
¢ Where the tall jar ereéls its Rately pride;
¢ With antic fhapes in China’s azure dy’d ;

4 There
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« There carelefs lies a rich brocade unroll’d,

149

« Here fhines a cabinet with burnifh’d gold.
¢ But then, alas ! I muft be forc’d to pay,

¢ And bring no penn’orths, not a fan away !

“ How am I curs’d, unhappy and forlorn !
« My lover’s triumph, and my fex’s fcorn !
¢ Falfe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs ;
* Falfe are the loofe coguet’s inveigling airs ;
¢ Falfe is the crafty courtier’s plighted word ;
¢ Falle are the dice when gameiters ftanip the board;
“ Falfe is the fprightly widow’s public tear ;
“Yet thefe to Damon’s oaths are all fincere.

“ For what young flirt, bafe man; am I abus’d?
“ To pleafe your wife am I unkindly us’d?
“ Tis true hcr'facc may boalt the peach’s bloom ;
“ But does her nearer whifper breathe perfume ?
“ I own her tafcr fhape is form’d to pleafe ;
“ But don’t you fee her unconfin’d by Rays ?
;e ' She
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¢t She doubly to fifteen may cla_im pretence ;
« Alike we read it in her face and fenfe.
- « 1nfipid, fervile thing ! whom I difdain !
« Her phlegm can beft fupport the marriage chain,
« Damon is prais’d in the modifh life ;
¢ Can hate, and yet be civil to his wife;
¢ He games, he drinks, he fwears, he fights, he roves;
« Yet Clse can believe he fondly loves.
« Miftre(s and wife by tures fupply his need ;
« A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for breed.
¢t Powder’d wi;h diamonds, free from fpleen or care,
¢ She can a fullen Ihuﬂnnd’s humour bear ;
¢ Her credulous friendfhip, and her Rupid'cafe,'
¢ Have often been my jelt in happier days;
“ Now Clz2 boalts and triumphs in my pains ;
“ To her he’s faithful ; ’tis to me he feigns.
¢“ Am I Ehat fupid thing tobear negle@,

“ And force a {mile, not daring to fufpe& ?

: ¢ No, perjur’d man ! a wife may be content,

“ But you fhall find a miltrefs can refent.”

1‘-

Thus
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Thus love-fick Lydia rav’d ; her maid appears,
And in her faichful hand the band-box bears; |
(The Celtos that reform’d inconftant Fove
Not better fll’d with what allur’d to love)
« How well this ribband’s glofs becomes your face!
She cries in rapture ; * then, fo fweet a lace!
« How charmingly ;rau look ! fo bright ! fo fair! .
« 'Tis to your eyes the head-drefs owes its air I’”
Strait Lydia fmil’d ; the comb adjufts her locks;.
And at the f’lay-houﬁg, Harry keeps her box.

E 2 SATURDAY.
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The SMALL-Pox.
Fravia

HE wretched Flavia on her couch reclin’d,
Thus breath’d the anguilh of a wounded
mind, " '
A glafs revers’d in her right hand fhe bore,
" For now fhe fhun’d the ‘fa.ce fhe fought before.

¢« How am I chang’d! alas! how am I grown
“ A frightful fpe&re; to myfelt unknown !
“ Where’s my complexion? where my radiant :
“ bloom,
“ That promis’d happinefs for years to come ?
“ Then with what pleafure I this face furvey’d !

il

“ To look once more, my vifits oft delay’d!

. “ Charm’d
- Y &
C A
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“ Charm’d with the view, a frefher red would 'riﬁ,ﬂ'

“ And a new life fhot fparkling from my eyes !

“ Ah! faithlefs glafs, my wonted bloom rcﬁ"ore;—,.;.
¢ Alas !“I rave, that bloom is new no more ! I
¢ The greatelt good the gods on men beltow,.
 Ev’n youth itfelf to me is ufelefs now. |
“ There was a time (oh! that I could forget !L '; g
¢ When opera-tickets pour’d before my feet;
“ And at the ring, where brighteft beauties fhi_.
¢ The earlielt cherries of the fpring were mine.
“ Witnefs, O Lilly ; and thou, Motteus; tell,
“ How much japan thefe eyes have made ye '
“ With what comtempt ye faw me oft defpife
“The humble offer of the raffled prize ;
“ Yor at the raffle fill each prize I bore, . i
“ With feorn rejeced, or with triumph wore!.-'_' 5

“ Now beauty’s fled, and prefi:nts are no more!

“ For me the Patriot has the houfe forfook, &

“ And left debates to catch a palling look :.
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« FTor me the foldier has foft verfes writ :
¢« For me the beau has aim’d io be a wit.
« For m= the Wit to nonfenfe was betrayed;
¢ The Gamelter has for me his dun delay’d,
“ And overfeen the card he would have'play’d. >
¢ The bold and haughty by fuccefs made vain,
« Aw’d by my eyes, have trembled to complain ¢
% The balhful *Squire touch’d by a wifth unknowas, '
¢ Has dar’d to fpeak with {pirit not his own:
“ Fir’d by one wifh, all did alike adore ;

“ Now beauty’s fled, and lovers are no more !

‘¢ As round the room I turn mf weeping-eygsi
“ New unaffected fcenes of forrow rife.
“ Far from my fight that killing picture bear,
“ The face disfigure, and the canvafs tear:
‘ That piture which with pride I usd to thow,.
“ The lo& refemblance but upbraids me now.
“ And thou, my toilette ! where I oft have fate,

“ While hours unheeded pafs’d in decp debate,

. ‘ _ T Eb‘

s
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““ How curls fhould fall, or where a patch to placg;
¢ If blue or fcarlet belt became my face:

¢ Now on fome happier nymph your aid bellow ;,

% On fairer heads, ye ulele(s jewels glow !

¢ No borrowed lultre can my charms reftore;

¢ Beauty is fled, and drefs is now no more !
y

¢ Ye meaner beauties, I permit ye fhine 3
¢ Go, triumph in the hearts that once were mine
“ But *midft your trinmphs with confufion know, .
% ’T'is to.my ruin all your arms je owe.
“ Would pitying heav’n reflore my wonted mien,
 Ye Qlill might move unthought of and unfeen :
¢ But oh, how vain, how wretched is the boalt
“ Of beauty faded, and of empire loft !
“ What now is left but weeping, to deplore

“ My beauty fled, and empire now no more ?

“ Ye cruel chymilts, what withheld your aid!

% Could no pomatums fave a trembling maid ?
' wHow
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« Hew falfe and trifling is that art ye boaft !
¢ No art can give me back my beauty loft.
¢ In tears {urrounded by my friends [ Iny
¢ Malk’d o’er, and trembled at the fight of day ;3
« Mirmillis came my fortune to deplore,
« (A golden-headed cane well carv’d he bore)
¢ Cordials, he cry’d, my fpirits muft reltore !

“ Deauty is fled, and fpiritis no more !

¢ Galen, the grave ; officious Sguirt, was there,
“ Wich fruitlefs grief and unavailing care :
“ Machasn too, the gréat Machaon, known
% By his red cloak and his fuperior frown ;
“ And why, he cry’d, this grief and this defpair,

* “ You fhall again be well, again be fair ;
“ Believe my oath ; (with that an oath he {wore)
“ Falfe was his oath ; my beauty was no more !
:
“ Ceafe, haplels maid, no more thy tale purfue.

“ Forfuke mankind, and bid the world adien!.
- ¢ Monarchs
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¢ Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fway ;
¢ All ftrive to ferve, and glory to obey :
¢ Alike unp"itied when depes’d they grow—

¢t Men mock the idol of their former vow.

¢ Adieu! ye parks!—in fome, obfcure recefs,
‘:Wherc gentle fireams will weep at my diftrefs,
¢ Where no falfe friend will in my grief take part,
¢ And mourn my ruin with a joyful heart ;
¢ There let me live in fome deferted place,
 There hide in fhades this loft inglorious face.
« Plays, operas, eircles; I no more muft view !

¢« My toilette, patches,. all the world adieu !”

VERISES.
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N two large columns on thy motly page ,
Where Roman wit is ftripe’d with Englifh rage ;
Where ribaldry to fatire makes pretence; - - -

And modern fcandal rolls with ancient fenfe :
F 2 _ Whilft

* Thefe fevere Verfes owe their birth to two lines
in the firlt Satire of the S=cond Book of Horace,
imitated by Mr. Pope, which were fuppofed to point
at Lady Mary Wortley Montague, under the name
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Whilt on one fide we fec how Horace thought ;

And on the other how he never wrote :
Who

of Sappho. We find by the letters of Mr. Pope, vol,
7. and thofe of Lady Mary Wortley Montague late.
ly publifhed, that a friendly correfpondence once fub.
fited between thefe two Wits, which probably did
not continue much later than her ladyfhip’s return
into England in the year 17:8. But the exact time
when the quarrel between them commenced, and
the circumftances relating to it, are not eafy, at this
diftance of time, to difcover. It is faid in Mr.
Pope’s Life, (Biographia Britannica,vol. 5. p. 3413)
that he was charged with propagating a fcandalous
report concerning her ladyfhip, which, it is added,
perhaps he was not quite clear of. The note to that
life in which this charge on the poet is to be found,
bhas the name of Dr. Warburton annexed to it, and
therefore, on his authority, may well be fuppofed not
without foundation. If a conjecture may be allowed,
it is not improbable that this was the occafion of
their difference. With refpe& to the lines which
produced thefe verfes, Mr. Pope, in his Jetter to Lord
Hervey, vol. 8. p. 196. abfolutely difclaims any in«
tention of applying them to Lady Montague. ¢ In
““regard (fays he) to the right honourable Lady,
“ your Lordihip’s friend, I was fo far from defign-
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Who can believe, whe view the bad and good,

That the dull copi’ft better underftood
F3 _ That

«ing a perfon of her condition by a name fo dcrcf-
“ qg_mry to her as that of Sappho, 2 name profti-
¢t rated to every infamous creature that ever wrote
« yerfe or novels. I protelt I never applied that
« name to her in any verfe of mine, publick or pri=
« vate, and (I firmly believe) not in any letter or
« converfation.” What degree of ¢redit this affeve-
ration deferves muft be left to the reader’s determi-
nation, only oblerving, that Mr. Pope was not very
ferupulous in difowning a charaéter when the opi-
nion of the Publick was not in his favour. With e«
qual, or more earneltnefs, he denied that the defcrip-
tion of Timon’s Villa was defigned to expofe that of
a certain nobleman. In which particular, he bas
been unwarily given up by his Commentator, who,
in the following note on thefe lines in the edition of
1751, feems to acknowledge the fad.

Another age fhall fee the golden car

Imbrown the flope, and nod on the parterre;

Deep harvefts bury all his pride had plann’d,

And laughing Ceres re-aflume the land.
Morar Eristres IV, Verfe 172%

“ Had the poet lived but three years longer, he
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That Spirit, he pretends to imitate,

Than heretofore that Greek he did tranflate ?

Thine is jult fuch an image of Ais pen,
As thou thyfelf art of the fons of men :
Where our own fpecies in burlefque we trace,
A fign-polt likenefs of the human race ;

That is at once refemblance and difgrace.

Horace can laugh, is delicate, is clear ;

You only coarlely rail, or darkly fneer :
“‘ had feen this prophecy fulfilled.” It is to be re.
membered, that Canbns were fold about the time

here fixed upon, and therefore this queftion will na-
turally arife, What prophecy was fulfilled, if Mr.
Pope had not that'place in his mind while he was

writing the before-mentioned Epilile? The Editor

-of his works, as if confcions that he had done no

fervice to Mr. Pope’s moral chara&er, by the above

note, has fince altered it in the following manner:

“ Had the poet lived three years longer he had feen

“his general prophecy againf? all iil- Judged magnificentt

“ Julfilled in a very particular inflance.”
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Mis ftyle is elegant, his di&tion pure,
Whillt none thy crabbed numbers can endure ;

Hard as thy heart, and as thy birth obfcure..

If fe has thoras, they all on rofes grow ;
Thine like rude thiftles, and mean brambles fhow ;-
With this exception, that tho’ rank the foil,
Weeds as they are they feem produc’d by toili -«
Satire fhould, like a polifh’d razor keen,

Wound with a touch, that’s fcarcely felt or feen:
- Thine is an oy[ter-knife, that hacks and hews ;
The rage, but not the talent to abufe :-

And is in bate, what love is in the Rews.

"Tis the grofs /uff of hate, that ftill annoys,
Without diltin&ien, as grofs love enjby.s 3
Neither to folly, nor to vice confin’d ;

The objed of thy fpleen is human kind:

It preys on all, who yield or who refift ;

To thee *tis provocation to exilt. i
: But

£
. I'.f §\~
a4 11' 4
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But if thou feeft * a great and generous heart,,
Thy bow is doubly bent to force a dart.
Nor dignity nor innocence is {par’d,
Nor age, nor fex, nor thrones, nor graves rever’d.
Nor only juftice vainly we demand,
But even benefits can’t rein thy hand ;
To this or chat alikg in vain we tr’u.(‘t,

Nor find thee lefs ungrateful than unjuft.

Nr;:t even youth and beauty can controul
The univerfal rancour of thy fo'u_l 3
Charms that might foften fuperftition’s rage,.
Might humble pride, er thaw the ice of age.
But how fhould’Rt thou by beauty’s force be mov’d,
No more for loving made than to be lov’d ?
It was t'he equity of righteous heav’n,
Thar.'ﬁich a foul to fuch a form was giv’n ;

: - And

* See Taste, an Epitle,
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And fhews the uniformity of fate,
That one fo odiou; thould be born to hate.

When Godcreated thee, one would believe,
He faid the fame as to the fnake of Eve ;
To human race antipathy declare,
*Twixt them and thee be everlalting war.
But oh ! the fequel of the fentence dread,

And whillt you bruife their beel, beware your head.

Nor think thy weaknefs fhall be thy defence,
The female fcold’s protedion in offence.
- Sure ’tis as fair to beat who cannot fight,
As ’tis to libel thofe who cannot write.
And if thou draw’{t thy pen to aid the law,
Others a cudgel,‘o‘r a ;od, may draw.
If none with vengeance yet thy crimes purfue,

Or give thy manifo!ld affronts their due ;
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If limbs unbroken, fkin without a ftain,
Unwhipt, unblanketed, unkick’d, unflain ;

That wretched little carcafe you retain :

The reafon is, not that the world wants eyes ;
But thou’rt fo mean, they fee, and they defpife ;
When fretful porcupine, with rancorous will,
From mounted back fhoots forth a harmlefs quill,
Cool the {pe@ators tand ; and al‘l the while,
Upon the angry little monfter fmile.

Thus ’tis with thee :—while impotently fafe,
You ftrike unwounding, we unhurt can laugh.
Who but muft laughy this bully when he fees,

A puny infed? fhiv’ring at a breeze?

One over-match'd by ev’ry blalt of wind,

Infulting and provoking all mankind.
2 ;

Is this the thing to keep mankind in awe,
To make thofe tremble avho ej&:-:pe the law ?
Is this the ridicule to live fo long,

The deathlefs Jatire, and immortal Song ?

P T
A
2y



POEL M T

No: like the felf-blown praife, thy feandal flies I;

' And, as we’re told of wafps, it ftings and dies.

If ~one do yet return th’ intended blow,

' You all your fafety to your dullnefs owe :

But whillt that armour thy poor corps defends,
*Twill make thy readers few, as are thy friends ;
Thofe, who thy nature loath’d, yet lov’d thy art,
Who lik’d thy head, and yet abhor’d thy heart ;
hofe thee, to read, but never to converfe, #
nd fcorn’d-in profe, him whom they priz’d in verfe.
ven they fhall now their partial error fee,

Sha!l fhun thy writings like thy coinpany;

And to thy books fhall ope their eyés no more,

Than to thy perfon they wou’d do their door.

Nor thou the juftice of the worlfl difown,
That leaves thee thus an out-caft, and alone ;
For tho’ in law, to murder be to kill,

equity the murder’s in the will:
. Then
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Then whil® with coward hand you fiab a name,

And try at leat affaflinate our fame ;

Like the firlt bold affaffins be thy lot,

Ne’er be thy guilt forgiven, or forgot ;

But as thou hat’ft, be hated by mankind,

And with the emblem of thy crooked mind,
Mask'd 6 thy back, like Cain, by God's ows Bl

Wander, like him, accurfed through the land.
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OW happy you ! who varied joys purfue ,
And every hour prefents you fomething new !
Plans, fchemes, and models, all Palladio’s art,
For fix long months have gain’d upon your heart;
Of colonnades, of corridores you falk,
- The winding Rair-cafe and the cover’d walk ;
You blend the orders with Vitruvian toil,

- Aad raife with wond’rous joy the fancy’d pile :
G 2 But
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But the dull workman’s low performmg hand
But coldly exccutes his lord’s command.

With dirt and mortar focn you grow difpleas’d,
Planting fucceeds, and avenues are raisid,

Canals are cut, and mountains level made ;
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of fhade ;

The (haven turf prefents a lively green ;

The bordering flowers in myltic knots are feen :
With Rudied art o nature yeu refing ——

The fpring beNeld you warm in-this deﬁgn,

But fcarce the cold attacks yom:‘fav rite trecs,. -
Your inclivation fails, and wi{h;:s freeze :
You quit the grove fo lately you admir’d ;
With other views your eager hopes are fir’d,
Polt to the city you dired your way ;

Not blooming paradife could bribe your ftay :
Ambition thews you power’s brighteft ﬁde, }
*Tis meanly poor in folitude to hide :

Though certain pains attend the cares of Rate,

A good man owes his country to be great;

Should

e o AN
¥ SO, . 41
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ghould a&t abroad the high-di&inguifh’ﬁ part,
Or fhew at l_caﬁ the purpofe of his heart. .
with thoughts like thefe the fhining courts you feek ;
Full of new projeés for almoft a week :
You then defpife the tinfel glittering fnare ;.
Think vile mankind below a ferious care.
Life is too fhort for any diftant aim ;
And cold the dull reward of future fame:
Be happy then, while yet you have to live ;
And love is all the blefling heav’n can give.
Fir’d by new paflion you addrefs the fair ;
Survey the opera as a gay parterre : :
Young Cloe’s bloom had made you certain prize, :
But for a fide-long glance from Celia’s eyes:
Your beating heart acknowledges her power 3
Your eager eyes her lovely form devour;
You feel the poifon fwelling in your breaft,
And all your foul by fond defire poffefs’d.
In dying fighs a long three hours are paft ;

To fome affembly with impatient hafte,
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With trembling hope, and doubtful fear you mo-,,
+ Relolv’d to tempt your fate, and own your love
But there Belinda meets you on the ftairs,

Eafy her fhape, attracting all her airs ;

A {mile fhe gives, and with a {mile can wound ;
Her melting voice has mufic in the found ;

Her every motion wears refiltlefs grace ;

Wit in her mien, and pleafure in her face:

Here while you vow etcrnityi'oflove,

Cloe and Celia unregarded move.

Thus on the fands of Afric’s burning p!.ains,
However deeply made, no long imprefs remains ; *
The flighteft leaf can leave its figure there;

The ftrongeft form is fcattered by the air.

So yiclding thie warm temper of your niiud,

So touch’d by every eye, fo tofs’d by wind ; |
Oh! how unlike the heav’n my foul defign’d!
Unfeen, unheard, the throng around me move;

Not withing praife, infenfible of love:
- N‘
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No whilpers foften, nor no beautiss fire ;

Carelefs I fee the dance, and coldly hear the lyre.

So num’rous herds are driv’n o’er the rock ;
No print is left of all the pafling flock : |
So fings the wind around the folid tone s 5
So vainly beat the waves with fruitlefs ﬁ:oalm
“Tedious the toil, and great the workman’s care,
Who dare attempt to fix impreflions there :
.But fhould fome fiain more tkilful than the reft, .
Engrave his name upon this marble breaf,

Not roliing ages could deface that name ; "

Tlire’ all the lorms of life *tis Rill the fame: /1

Tho’length of yeirs w.i'th mofs may fhade the ground,

Deep, though unfeen, remains the fecret wound.

EPISTLE.
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FROM
ARTHUR GRET, the Footmant.

After his Condemnation for attempting 2 RAPE.

RE A D, lovely nymph, and tremble not to read,
I have no more to wifh, nor you to dread :
Ialk not life; for life to me were vain,

And death a refuge from feverer paia.

My

L4

1 This man was footman to 2 gentleman, whofe
daughter, a married lady, he attempted to ravifl.
It appears by his trial, that he went into her room
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My only hope in thefe laft lines I try ;
I would be pitied, and I then would die.

Long had Lliv’d as fordid as my fate,
Nor curs’d the deftiny that made me wait
A fervile flave : content with homely food,
The grofs inftiné of happinefs purfu’d :
Youth gave me {leep at night,and warmth ofiblood,
' Amhitiol_

about four o’clock in the morning, armed with a pif+
tol in one hand, and a drawn fword in the other;
and advancing to the bed-fide, threatned to murder
her if fhe made any noife. Upon afking him what
he meant by coming into her chamber in fuch &
manner, he replied, that he intended to ravifh her,
for that he had entertained a violent love for hera
long time, but as there was fo great a difference be-
tween, their fortunes, he defpaired of enjoying his
withes by any-means but force. After fome refif
tance, the lady wrenched the piftol from his hand
(he baving laid down the fword) and rung the bell
upon which he ran'away.  He was indiced and
convicted of a burglary, at the Old Bailey, in Decem-
ber 1721, but the fentence was not cxccutc}d;f@*u
Was reprieved, and afterwards tranfported.
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Ambition yet had never touch’d my breaft;

My lordly malter knew no founder reft ;

With labour healthy, in obedience bleft.

But when I faw——oh! had I never feen

That wounding foftnefs, that engaging mien !

The mift of wretched education flies,

Shame, fear, defire, defpair and love arife,

The new creation of thofe beauteous eyes.

But yet that love purfu’d no guilty aim,

Deep in my heart I hid the fecret lame.

I never hop’d my fond defire to tell,

And all my withes were to ferve you well.

Heav’ns! how I flew,when wing’d by your command,
And kifs’d the letters giv’n me by your hand.
How pleas’d, how proud, how fond was I to wait,
Prefent the {parkling wine, or change the plate !
How when you fung my foul devour’d the found,
And ev’ry fenfe was in the rapture drown’d !
Tho’ bid to g, I quite forgot to move ;

~ =~~You knew not that ftupidity was love !

H But
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But oh ! the torment not to be exprefs’d,
The grief, the rage, the hell that fir’d this breal'
When my great rivals, in embroid’ry gay,
Sate by your fide, or led you from the play !
I kil contriv’d near as I could to ftand,
('The flambean trembling in my (haking hand)
I faw, or thought I faw, thofe fingers prefs’d,
For thus their paffion by my own I guefs‘d, i pe .’,

-,

And _;~alous fury all my foul poflefs’d.

Like torrents, love and indignation meet, e

And madnels would have thrown me at your feet

Tura, lovely nymph (for fo T would have fai
Turn from thole triflers who make love a trad

This is trug paflion in my eyes you fee;

Faint their dcﬁre, and in a momentpaﬂ:
They figh not from the heart, but
Vapours of vanity, and Girong champagnﬁ ‘;"'
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Too dvllto feel what forms, like yours, infpire,

. After Jorg talking of their painted fire,

To fome lewd brothel they at night retire ;
There pleas’d with fancy’d quality and charmey
Enjoy your beauties in a ffirumpet’s arms,

Such are the joys thofe toaflters have in view,
And {uch the wit and pleafure they purfue :
~——And is thi love that ought to merit you 2
Each cpera-night a new addrefs begun,
'Thcy {wear'to thoufands what they fwear to one.
Not thus I figh—but all my fighs are vain—
Die, wretched Arthur, and conceal thy pain :

"Tis impudence to wifh, and madnefs to complain.

Fix’d on this view, my only hope of eafe,

- I waited not the aid of flow difeafe: -

- The keenelt inﬁrﬁmcnts of death I fought,

And death alone employ’d my lab’ring thought.
- This all the night—when I remember well,

The charming tinkle of your morning bell !

Ha2. Fir’d

SfLe Wy
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[+
Fir'd by the found, I haften’d with your tea,
With one laft look to fmooth the darkfome WaY -

But oh ! how dear that fatal look has coft !

In that fond moment my refolves were loft,

Hence all my guilt, and all your forrows rife—

I faw the languid foftnefs of your eyes ;
I faw the dear diforder of your bed ; »
Your checks all glowing with a tempting red; _

Your night-cloaths tumbled with refiftlefs grace;

Your flowing hair play’d carelefs down your face,
Your night. -gown falten’d with a fingle pin ; 1
~TFancy improv’'d the wond’rous charms within !
Ifix’d my eyes upon that heaving brea&

And bardly, hardly I forbore the reft ;

Eager to gaze, unfatisfy’d with fight, ,

My head grew giddy with the near delight !

~~Too well you know the fatal following night !
Th’ extremelt proof of my defire I give,

And fince you will not love, I will not live.,

Condemn’d

B
e
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Condemn’d by you, I wait the righteous doom,
Carelefs and fearlefs of the woes to come.
But when you fee me waver in the wind,
My guilty flame extin&, my foul refign’d,
. Sure you may pity what you can’t approve,
The cruel confequ_:hce of furious love.
Think the bold wxetch, that could fo greatly dare,
Was tender; faithful, ardent, and fincere :
Thiok when I held the piftel to your breaft,
- Had I been of the world’s large rule poffcfs’d,.
That world had then been yours, and I been blefl!

Think that my life was quite below my care,

Nor fear’d I any hell beyond defpair.

If thefe refle@tions, though they feize you late,
Give fome compaffion for your Arttur’s fates |
Eacugh you give, nor ought I to complain ;

_ You pay my pangs, nor have I dy’d in vain.
Hi3 A AN






LOVE-LEETER

A A AT A AT AT AT AT AT A






W FOK TR IOK MR R RN KR
h%ﬁnﬁxkﬁxwﬁmﬁﬂkﬁjkﬁj'

¥

AN

ANSWER

.0 A

LOVE-LETTER.

8 it to me, this fad famenting ftrain ?
Are heaven’s choicelt gifts beftow’d in vain ?
A plenteous fortune, and a beauteous bride,

~ Your love rewarded, grat'ify’d your pride -

Yet leaving her-—tis me that you purfue
Without one fingle charm, but being new.
- How vile i§ man ! how I detelt their ways
' Ofartffxi falfhood, and defigning praife I

Taﬂelefs.
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Taflelefs, an ealy happinefs you flight, :
Ruin your joy, and milchief your delight,
Why fhould poor pug (the mimic of your L‘iné-)
Wear arough chain, and be to box confin’d ?
Soms cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan, ———
While roves unpunilk’d the defiroyer, man.
Not bound by vows, and unrefirain’d by fhame,
In fport you break the heart, and rend the fame.
Not that your art can be fuccefsful here,
Th’ already plunder’d need no robber fear: .
I&or ﬁghs; nor charms, nor flatteries can move,
Too well fecur’d againlt a fecond love. _
Once, and but once, that devil charm’d my mind ;.
To reafon deaf, to obfervation blind 5
Lidly hop’d (what cannot love perfuade ')
My fondne{‘s equal’d, and my love repay’d 3
Slow to dillrult, and willing to believe, o

Long hufh!d my doubts, .and did myfelf deceive ’CS;'
 But oh ! too foon———this tale would.evcr lafl ;
Sleep, fleep my wrongs, and let me think ’em paft,

For

-
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For you, who mourn with counterfeited grief,
. And afk o boldly like a begging thief,

May foon fome other nymph infli&t the pain,
You know fo well with cruel art to feign.

Tho’ long you fported have with Cupid’s dart,
You may fee eyes, and you may feel a heart.

8o the brifk wits, who {top the evening coach,
Laugh at the fear which follows their approach ;
Wi‘ idle mirth, anci haughty fcorn defpife
The paffenger’s pale cheek, and Raring eyes :

~ But feiz’d by jﬁﬁice, find a fright no jelt,

And all the terror doubled in their breaft.
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‘NHAPPY fair ! by fatal love betray’d !
Mauft then thy beauties thus untimely fade ?
And all thy blooming, foft, infpiring charms,
Become a prey to death’s defirudtive arms?
Tho’ fhort thy day, and tranfient like the wind,
How far more bleft than thofe yet left behind !
Safe in the grave, thy griefs with thee remain §

And life’s tempefluous billows break in vain.

Ia Ye
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Ye tender nymphs in lawlefs paftimes gay,
Who heedlefs down the paths of pleafure ftray;
Tho’ long fecure, with blifsful joy elate,
Yetpaule, and think of Arabella’s fate :
For fuch may be yosr unexpeéted doom,
And your next pleafares luil you in the tomb,
But let it be the mufe’s gentle care ;
To fhield from envy’s rage the mould’ring fair:
To draw a veil o’er faults fhe can’t defend ;
And what prudes have devour’d, leave time to end:
Be it her part to drop a pitying tear,
And mourniog figh around thy fable bier.
Nor fhall thy woes long glad th’ ill natur’d croud,
Silent to praife, and in detradion loud :
When fcandal, that thro’ life each worth deltroys,
And malice that imbitters all our joys,
$hall in fome ill Rarr’d wretch find later ftains ;
And let thine reft, forgot as thy rcmams.

IN
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IN ANSWER

FO-A LA DI

WHO ADVISED RETIREMENT.

YOU little kﬁow the heart that you advife ;
I view this various fcene with equal eyes:

- In crowded courts I find myfelf alone,

And pay my worihip to a nobler throne.

Long fince the vilue of this worid 1 know

Pity the madnefs, and defpife the thow :

Well as I can Imy tedious part I bear,

And wait for my difmifion without fear.
Seldom
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Seldom I mark mankind’s detefted ways,
Not hearing cenfure, nor affe&ing praife ;
And, unconcern’d, my future ftate I truft

To that fole being, merciful and juft..

VAN
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Written extempore on a card, in a great
~  deal of company, Dec. 14. 1724.

HAIL happy bride, for thoﬁ art truly bleft !
Three months of rapture, crown’d with end-
lefs reft.
LIferit, like yours, was heaven’s peculiar care,
‘You lov’d—yet tafted happinefs fincere.
To you the fweets of love were only {hewn,

The fure fucceeding bitter dregs pnknown ;
» : You
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You had not yet the fatal change deplor’d,

The tecder lover, for the imperious lords

Nor felt the pain that jealous fondnefs brings;
Nor felt the coldnefs, from poffeflion fprings,
Above your fex, diftinguilh’d in yeur fate,

You truﬁe&-—yet experienc’d no deceit j

Soft were your hours,and wing’d with pleafure flew;
No vain repentance gave a figh to you:

And if fuperior blifs heaven can beftow,

With fellow angels you enjoy it now.
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- Written in a GARDEN.

E E how that pair of billing doves
With open murmurs own their loves ;
And heedlefs of cenforious eyes,
Purfue their unpolluted joys :
No fears of future want mole(t
The downy quiet of their neft ;
No int’reft join’d the happy pair
Securely bleft in Nature’s care,
While her dear dictates they purfue:

For conftancy is nature too.
K 2 . Can
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Can all the do&rine of our {chools,
Our maxims, our religious rules,
Can learning to our lives enfure
Virtue fo bright, or blifs {o pure ?
The great Creator’s happy ends,
Virtue and pleafure ever bleads :
In vain the church and court have try’d
Th’ united -effence to divide ;
Alike they find their wild miltake,
The pedant prieft, and giddy rake.
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Written in JuLy, in an Arbor.

HOU filver Deity of fecret night,
Dire& my. ﬁ-sot&eps thro’ the woodland fhade;
" Thou confcious witnefs of unknown delight,
The lover’s guardian, and the mufes aid !
By thy pale beams I folitary rove,
To thee my tender gricf confide
Serenely fweet you gild the filent grove,
My friend, my goddefs, and my g.,uidc.

E'en &
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E’en thee, fair queen, from thy amazing height,
The charms of young Endymion drew ;
Veil’d with the mantle of concealing night ;

With all thy greatnefs, and thy coldnefs toe,
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MARY, Queex of SCOTS.

Defign’d to be fpoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD.

W HAT could luxurious woman wifh for more,
To fix her joys, or to extend her pow’r?
Their every wifh was in this Mary feen,

Gay, witty, youthful, beauteous, and a queen.

Vain

* This Epilogue was intended for a Play on the
Story of Mary Queen of Scots, which the Duke of
Wharton began to write, but never finithed. ~No
part of the Play now remains, but thefe four lines:
Sure were I free, and Norfolk were a prifoner,

I'd fly with more impatience to his arms,
Than the poor Ifraelite gaz’d on the ferpent,
When life was the reward of. every look.,
Walpole’s Catalogue, vol. I p. 134+
' ’
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Vain ufelefs bleflings with ill condu& join’d !
Light as the air, and fleeting as the wind.
- Whatever poets write, and lovers vew,

Beauty, what poor omnipotence halt thou !

Queen Befshad wifdom, council, power, and lawg
How few efpous’d a wretched beauty’s caufe !
Learn thence, ye fair, more folid charms to prize;
Contemn the idle flatt’rers of your eyes.

The brighteft objet thines but while ’tis new :
That influence leffens by familiar view.
Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fway,
Al firive to ferve, and glory to obey

Alike unpitied when depos’d they grow——

Men mock the idol of their former vow.

Two great examples have been fhewn to-day,
To what fure ruin paffion does betray ;
What long repentance to fhort joys is due;

When reafon rules, what glory muflt enfue.
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If you will love, love like Eliza then ;
Love for amufement, like thofe traitors, men,
Think that the paftime of a leifure hour

She favour’d ofc—but never fhar’d her pow’r.

The traveller by defart wolves purfu’d,
If by his art the favage foe’s fubdu’d,
The world will Rill the noble aé& applaud,
Tho’ victory was gain’d by needful fraud.

Such is, my tender fex, our helplefs cafe;
And fuch thebarbarous heart,hid by the begging face
By paffion fir’d, and not withheld by fhame,
They cruel hunters are, we trembling game.
Truft me, dear ladies, (for I know ’em well)
They burn to triumph, and they figh to tell :
Cruel to them to yield, cullies to them that fell, -
Believe me, ’tis by farthe wifer courfz,
Superior art fhould meet fuperior force :
Hear, but be faithful to your int’reft fiill :
Secure your hearts—then fool with whom you will,

L A BALLA D
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To the Tune of, The Irifh Howl.

i»

O that dear nymph, whofe powerful name
Does every throbbing nerve inflame, ‘

(As the foft found I low repeat

My pulfe unequal meafures beat)

Whofe eyes I never more fhall fee,

That once fo fweetly fhin’d on thee ;.

Go, gentle wind !"and kindly bear

My tender wifhes to the fair.
Hoh, ho, ho, &c.

i
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=.

AmidR her pleafures let her know
The fecret anguifh of my woe,
The midnight pang, the jealous hell,
Does in this tortur’d bofom dwell :
While laughing flie, and full of play,
Is with her young companions gay ;
Or hearing in fome fragrant bower
Her lover’s figh, and beauty’s power.
Hob, ho, ho, &c.

3.

Loft and forgotten may I be!

Oh may no pitying thought of me
Difturb the joy that (he may find,

When love is crown’d, and fortune kind :

May that blefs’d fwain (whom yet [ hate)
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Each happy night be like the firft ;
And he be blefs’d as I am curs’d.
Hoh, ho, ho, &ec.

4

While in thefe pathlefs woods I itray,
And lofe my folitary way ;
Talk to the ftars, to trees complain,
And tell the fenfelefs woods my pain :
But madnefs fpares the facred name,
Nor dares the hidden wound proclaim ;
Which fecret rankling, fure and {low,
Shall clofe in endlefs peace my woe.

\ Hoh, ho, ho, &c.

fe

When this fond heart fhall ake no more,
And all the ills of life are o’er ;
(If gods by lovers prayers are mov’d

As every god in heav’n has lov’d)
Inftead
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Inftead of bright Elyfian joys,

That unknown fomething in the fkies,. -
In recompence of all my pain,

The only heaven I would obtain,

May I the guardian of her charms.
Preferve that parat.i'ife from harms.

HOh} hoj ho' tc.‘
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To Mr. Co—re

3 I.

T length, by fo much importunity prefs’d,
Take, C—, at once the infide of my breaft.

This Rupid indif’rence fo.often you blame,
Is not owing to nature, to fear, or to fhame :
I am not as cold as a virgin in lead,

Nor is Sunday’s fermon fo firong in my head :
1 know but too well how time flies along,

That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young-
IL
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But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy
Long years of repentance tor moments of joy.
. Oh! was there a man (but where fhall I find
Good fenfe and good-nature fo equally join’d ?)
Would value his pleafure, contribute to mine ;
Nat meanly would boalt, nor lewdly defign,
Not over fevere, yet not ftupidly vain,

Fer I would have the power, tho’ not give the paia.-.

I1IL.

No pedant, yet learned ; no rake-helly gay,

Or laughing, becaufe he has nothing to fay ;

To all my whole fex obliging and free,

Yet never be fond of any but me;

In public preferve the decorum that’s juft,

And fhew in his eyes he is true to his truft ;

Then rarely approach, and refps&fully bow,

But not fulfomely pert,nor foppifhly low.
1v.
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put when the long hours of public are paft,

And we meet with champagne and a chicken at laft,

' May every fond pleafure that moment endear ;

| Be banifh’d afar both difcretion and fear!

Forgetting or fcorning the airs of the crowd,
He may ceafe to be formal, and I to be proud,
*Till loft in the joy, we confefs that we live,

And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive.
V.

And that my delight may be folidly fix'd,

Let the friend and the lover be hand{omely mix’d;

In whofe tender bofom my foul thay confide,

Whofe kindnefs can footh me, whofe counfel can

guide.

From fuch a dear lover as here I defecribe,

No danger fhould fright me, no millions fhould bribe;

But ¢ill this altonifhing creature I knéw,

As Iiong have liv’d chafte, I will keep myfelf fo.
M VI
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.

I never will fhare with the wanton coquet,

Or be caught by a vain affeation of wit.

The toafters and fongfers may try all their art,
But never fhall enter the pafs of my heart.

I loath the lewd rake, the drefs’d fopling defpife:
Before fuch purfuers the nice virgin flies :

. And as Ovip has fweetly in parable told,

We harden like trees, and like rivers grow cold.

T RE
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THE
EADYs RESOLVES

Written extempore on a Window.

W H IL:S T thirflt of praife, and vain defire of:
fame,

In every age, is every woman’s aim ;

With courtfhip pleas’d, of filly toafters proud,

Fond of a train, and happy in a crowd;

On each poor fool beftowing fome kind glance,

Each couquelt owing to fome loofe advanee ;
M3 While
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While vain coquets affe& to be purfu’d,

And think they’re virtuous, if not grofly Tewd :
Let this great maxim be my virtue’s guide ;

In part fhe is to blame that has been try’d——

He comes teo near that comes to be deny’d.

s\\¥elYg
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GENTLEMAN’s ANSWER.

HILST pretty fellows think 2 woman’s fame
In ev’ry Rate and ev’ry age the fame;
With their own folly pleas’d, the fair they toalt,
And where they lealt are happy {fwear they’re molt 3
No diff’rence making ’twixt coquet and prude ;
And her that feems, yet is not really lewd 3
While thus they think, and thus they vainly live,

And tafte nojoys but what their fancy give :
| Let -
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Let this great maxim be my a&ions guide,
May I ne’er hope, though I am ne’er deny’d ;

“Nor thiak a woman won, that’s willing to betry’d,




e 3

NN DA,

o

A MAN'in LOVE.

P\ VRNV e o Ao X T X







—

_ "
The crowd avoids and feeks the groves, S

FERIORK IR ¥ vy wr KW
b X K D O o Moo

-

A NIAIQinIJO\fE. o ®

-

o83

. * -~ . - —.;:q-;z
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HE man who feels the dear difeafe, 1 ‘E“

- Forgets himfelf, neglects to pleafe

<
‘o'l
¥ =

And much he thinks when much he loves ;

Prefs’d with alternate hope and fear,

K ¥ s
'I._-_.\ * e i ',.-:.' Ty

Sighs in her abfence, fighs when fhe is near, A
The gay, the fond, the fair, the young,

Thofe trifles Pals,unfeen along ;
To him a pert, infipid throng. *“‘

But moft he fhuns the vain coquet ;

Contemns hep falfe affe@ed wit:

N The
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The :minl'irels. found, the flowing bowl :

\' Opprefs and hurt the amorous foul.
“=»Tis folitude alone can pleafe,
_An& give fome intervals of eafe.

| " He feeds the foft diftemper there,
; 24 ~ And fondly courts the diftant fair ;
" To balls, the flent fhade prefers, - oy
" And hates all other charms but hers.
‘When thus your abfent fwain can do, -

Molly, you may believe him true. S 3 -Ii‘l
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Written to Lady J—n.. ~ © & >
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WHY will D:fia_—thus retire,
And idly languifh life away ?
While the fighing cvowd admire,
*Tis too foon for hartfhorn tea el % N
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All thofe difmal looks and fretting
Cannot Damon’s life reftore ;
Long ago the worms have cat him,

You can never fee him more.

1L

Once again confult your toilette,
In the glafs your face review :
So much weeping foon will fpoil it,

Aad no {pring your charms renew,

lv.

o~

I, like you, was born 2 woman,
Well I know what vapours mean 3
The difeafe, alas! is common ;

| Single, we have all the fpleen..

v'

»

- All the morals that they tell us,

Never cur’d the forrow yet :

. Chl.lfh
. -
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Chufe, among ihe pretty fellows,

One of honour, youth, and wit.
VL

Prithee hear him every morning
. At the leaft an hour or two ;
Once again at night returning—

1 believe the dofe will do.

LR

e T

The






AN N N AN AN NS
THE

FIFTH ODE

o F
B O R A &R
IMITATED,
MI\‘WW&'MWWMMWM



’ . - Ay T " tj}yi-
Mt ik ‘f'?-'"i;i"ﬁi:;&‘*'zﬁa |
» hs - Vs AL e 'f‘-ﬁ'z‘




T_HE
bl Bl ¢ B §

11 O P iie i
YMITATE D

OR whom are now your airs put on,
And what new beauty’s doom’d to be undone?
That carelefs elegance of drefs, ’
This effnce that perfumes the wind,
Your very motion does confels

Some fecret conqueft is defign’d. ;
Alas!
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Alas! the poor unhappy maid,
To what a train of ills betray’d !
What fears, what pangs ihaﬂ rend her breaﬂ,
How will her eyes diffolve in tears |
That now with glowing joy is blefi’d,
Charm’d with the faithlefs vows fhe hears,
So the young failor on the fummer fea,
Gaily purfues his deflin’d way ¢
Fearlefs and carelefs on the deck he ftands,
Till fudden Ntorms arife and thunders roll ;
. In vain he cafts his eyes to diftant lands,
Diltracting terror tears his timorous foul.
For me, fecure I view the raging main, ‘
Palt are my dangers, and forgot my paiﬁ 3
My votive tablet in the temple fhews
The monument of folly patt H
I paid the bounteous god my grateful vows,

Who fnatch’d from ruin, fav’d me at the laft.

FAREWELL
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TO all you ladies now at Bath,. . |
And eke, ye beaus, to .you,
With aking heart, and_watry eyes,
I bid my laft adieu. '

Farewell, ye nymphs, who waters fip
Hot recking from the pumps, , 2
While mufic lends her friefidly aid, R

" To cheer you from the dumps.
02 Farewell,

PN, TN M
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Farewell, ye wits, who prating Rtand,
/ And criticife the fair ;
Yourfelves the joke of men of fenfe,

* Wha hate a coxcomb’s air.

-

Farewell to Deard’s, and all her toys,
Which glitter in her fhop,

Deluding traps to girls and boys,
The warehoufe of the fop.

Lindfay’s and Hayes’s both farewell,
Where in the {pacious he-dl 3 '
‘With bounding fteps, and {prightly air,
I’ve led up many a ball. .

Wﬁere Somerville of courteous mein,
Was partner in the dance,
Wich fwimming Haws, and Brownlow blithe,{
M Britton piuk of France.
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Poor Nafh, farewell ! may |
Thy drooping foul revive,

- My heart is full, T can nn~m‘qre--":-
John, bid the Coachman drive.
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Occafioned by her Verses on _ ‘,"’f‘
FRIENDSHIP.

p-.

W HI1L E, Clio, pondering o’er thy lines I roll,
Duwell on each thought, and meditate thy
foul,
Methinks I view thee, in fome calm retreat,

Far from all guilt, diftraction and deceit ;

| Thence pitying view, the thoughtiefs fair and gay,

L Who whirl their lives in giddine(s away.

Thence
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Thence greatly feorning what the world calls great,

Contemn the preud, their tumults, power,and Rate,

And deem it thence inglorious to defcend _
« For ought below, but virtue and a friend.

How com’ft thou fram’d, {o different from thy fex,

?E:'hom teifles ravifh, and whom trifles vex!

Capricious things, all flutter, whim and fhow, -

And light and varying as the winds that blows

T'o candour, fenfe, to love, to friendfhip blind,

Tq flatterers, fools, and coxcombs only kind !

Say whence thofe hints, thofe biight ideas came,

That warm thy brealt with friendfhip’s holy fame2

That clofe thy heart againft the joys of youth,

And ope thy mind to all the rays of truth,

That with fuch fweetnefs and fuch grace unite,.

The gay, the prudent, virtuous, and 'pt;lité.

As heaven infpires thy fentiment divine,

ilay heaven vouchfafe a friendfhip worthy thine ;

A friendfhi;;, plac’d where eafe and fragrance reigny

Where nature fways us, and no laws reftrain.
‘Where




There with thy fnend, ma; pu'g
- In bioommg health, and. ever gay,
There blend your cares with ﬁﬁ?ﬂ'ﬂlﬁﬁ:-
There footh the paffions, mmﬂ 0
Join in each wifh, and warmi

Approach I:he.rap_t‘ms of tl
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I F E and Servant are ‘th‘éfﬁli;t-;;‘f’-
But only differ in the name ;,‘, o

When fhe the word obey has faid,
And man by law {upreme is made,
Then all that's kind is laid afide,
And nothing left but Rate and pride :
Fierce as an Eaftern pfinc_e he grows,

And all his innate rigour {howsé X
)
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Then but to look, to laugh, t‘o fpc.;k,
- Will the nuptial contra& break.
Like mutes, fhe figns alone muft make, :Z .
And never any freedom take : , a |
But Qill be govern’d by a nod,
And fear her hufband as her god :
Him R&ill muft ferve, him @ill obey,
. And nothing a&, and nothing fay, :
But what her haughty lord thinks fit,
Who with the power, has all the wit. | &,
Then fhun, © fhun that wretchgd..&#g,_ b T '.-;,.
And all the fawning flatterers hate :
Value yourfelves ; and men acli:ife, s 3 l
You mult be proud, if you’ll be wife. 2
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Written in the Chiafk at Peray overlooking
Conftantinople, December 26, 1718.

-1
o v

.

I VE me, great God ! faid I, a little farm, _4
In fummer fhady, and in winter warm ; < ’{'_
Whereaclear ipring gives birth to murm’ring brooks, P&
By nature gliding down the mofly rocks. z8
Not artfully by leaden pipes c-onch’d, e
Or greatly falling in a forc’d cafcade,
Pure and unfuliy’d winding thro’ the fhade.
All-bounteous Heaven has added to my prayer
A fofter climate, and a purer air.
Our
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Our frozen Ule now chilling winter binds,
Deferm’d by rains, and rough with blalting winds ;,
The wither’d weods grow white with hoary froft,.
By driving florms their verdant beauty loft ;

The trembling birds their leaflefs cevert fhun,
And fzek in diftant climes a warmer fun :

The water nymphs their filent urns deplore,
Ev’'n Thames benumb’d ’s a river now no more ::
The barren meads no longer yield delight,
By ghit’ring fnows made painful to the. fight..

Here fummer reigns with one eternal fmile,

Succeeding havvelts blefs the happy foil.

Fair fertile ficlds, to whom indulgent Heaven.

Has ev’ry charm of ev’ry {cafon gifvcn ;

No kiiling cold deforms the beauteous ):eﬁr,.'

The i'f:ringing fewers no coming winter fear..

But as the parent Rofe decays and dies,

The infant buds with brighter colour rife,

- And with frefh fweets the mother’s fcent fupplics, :

Near them the Violet grows with odours blelt,

And blooms in more than Tynan purple dreft ; :
y et . :T‘hc
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The rich onguils their golden beams dilpl'ay,-
And fhine in glory’s emulating day ;

The peaceful groves their verdant leaves retain, °
The ftreams till murmur, undefil’d wich rai;z,
And tow’ring greens adorn the fmitful.plail:x.
The warbling kind uninterrupted ﬁng,

Warm’d with enjoyments of perpetual fpnng. .‘
Here, at my window, I at once furvey ¢

The crowded city and refounding fea; A .'*- 5 2
In diftant views the 4/izn mountains rife, -
And lofe their foowy fammits in the fiess™ -
- Above thefe moﬁnfains proud Olympus toW’rsy &

The parliamental feat of heavenly pov;ers. :

New to the fight, my ravifh’d eyes admire ~ +

Each gilded crefcent and each antique fpire,

The marble mofques, beneath whofe ample domes

Fierce warlike fu/tans fleep in peaceful tombs;

Thofe lofty fira&ures, once the Chriltians boaft,

Their names, their beauty, and their honéurs loft |
Thofe
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Thofe altars bright with gold and feulpture grac’d,
By barb’rous zeal of favage foes defac’d ;

Sophia alone, her ancient name retains,

The’ uabelieving vows her (hrine profanes ;
Where holy faints have digd in facred cells,

Where menarchs pray’d the frantic Dervife dwells,
How art thou fall’n, imperial city, low !

Where are thy hopes of Roman glory now 2

Where are thy palaces by prelates rais’d ?

Where Grecian artifts all th_cir {kill ;lifplty’a,
Before the happy feiences decay’d ; '

8o vaft, chat youthful kings might here refide,
So [plendid, te content a patriarch’s pride ;
Convents where emperors profefs’d of old, -
There labour’d pillars that their t.rinmbﬁz told ;
Vain monuments of them that once were great,
Sunk undiftinguifh’d by oo conimpk fate §

Oae little fpot the tenure fmall contains, b

OF Greek nobility the poer remains,




Where other Helens, with like powerful cl;armo,
Had once engag’d the warril:g w rld in armgs;
Thofe names which royal anceftors can boalt,
In mean mechanic arts obfcurely lof 3 R
Thofe eyes a fecond Homer might infpire, .
Fix’d at the loom defiroy their ufelefs fire §
Griev’d at a view which fruck upon my mind
The fhort liv’d vanity of human kind.
In gaudy objeé&t I indulge my fight,
And turn where Eaflern pomp gives gay delight ;
See the vaft trainin various l;abits dreft
| By the bright fcimitar and fable veft,
The proud vizier diftinguifh’d o’er the reft ;
Six flaves in gay attire his bridle hold,
His bridle rich with gems, and {tirrups gold ;

His fnowy fieed adorn’d with coftly pride,
Whole troops of foldiers mounted by his fide,
Thefe top the plumy creft Arabian courtiers guide,
‘With artful duty all decline their eyes,

No bellowing fhouts of neify crowds arife ;
Silence, -
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Silence, in folemn ﬁatc‘, the march attends,

Till at the dread divan the flow proceflion ends.
Yet not thefe profpeds all profufely gay,

The gilded navy that adorns the fca,-

The rifing city in confufien fair,

Magnificently form’d irregular;

Where woods and palaces at once furprife,

Gardens on gardens, domes on domes arife,

And endlefs beauties tire the wandring eyes;

8o footh my withes, or {o charm my thind,‘ Ry

As this retreat fccure from human kind. “

No knave’s fuccefsful craft does fpleen excite,

No coxcomb’s tawdry fplendor thocks gy fight;

No mob-alarm awakes my female fear,

No praife my mind,.nor envy hurts my ear,

Ev’n fame itfelf can hardly reach me hcrc 3

Impertinence with all her tattling lram,

Fair-founding fattery’s delicious bane 3

Cenforious folly, noify party-rage,

* The thoufand ton gl;es with which fhe muft engage;

Who dares have virtue in a vicious age.
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