P

TR R R R R

&




il




.
- N
.
. .,



—— —



|
|

i

CHOICE -

Of the beft poetical pieces of the moft eminent

- ENGLISH POETS.
Published

By Jofeph Reizger.

Vol VI

Vienna -

Printed for Thomas Trattnern,

MDCCLXXXVI.



- ——



Ode for the New - year 1786.
L

» Dear to Jove, a genial isle
ss Crowns the broad Atlantic wave:

s The feafons there in mild affemblage fmile,
s» And vernal bloffoms clothe the fruitful prime.

3 There in many a fragran¢ cave

35 Dwell the fpirics of the brave,
9 And braid with amaranth their brows fublime.

So feign’d the Grecian bards of yore,
And veil’d in fable’s fancy -woven veft

A vifionary shore,
That faintly gleam’d on their proplietic eye
Through thé dark volume of futurity ,
Nor knew,.that in the bright attire they dreft
Albion, the green - hair’d heroine of the weft,
Bire yet she claim’d old- ocean’s High command,
And foatch’d the. trident from. the tyfant’s hand.
A2
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Vainly flow’d the myflic thyme ?
Mark the deeds from age to age,
That ﬁll/her trophy - pictur’d page, ;
And fee, with all its ftrength, untam’d by time, 3
Still glows her valour’s veteran fage.
O’er Calpe’s cliffs and fleepy towers -
When f'eam’d the red fulphureous showers,
And death’s own hand the .dread artillery threw,
While far along the midnight-main
Its glaring arch the flaming volley drew,
How triumph’d Eliott’s patient train,
Baffling their vain confederate foes,
And met th’ unwonted fight’s terrific form, -
And, hurlin'g"back the burring war, arofe
Superior to the fiery florm!

111,

Is there an ocean, that forgets to roll
Beneath the torpid pole,
Nor to the brooding tempeft heaves 2
Her hardy keel the ftubborn billow cleaves :
The rugged Neptune of the wintry brine

———— L

Invain his adamantine breaft- plate wearss

To fearch coy nature’s guarded mine,

'



She burfts the barriers of th’indignant ice,
O’er funlefs bays the beam of. fcience bears,
And rouzing far around the polar sleep,
Where Drake’s bold enfigns fear’d to fweep ,
$he fees new nations flock to fome fell facrifice.
She fpeeds at George’s fige command
Society from deep to deep,
And zone to zone shé binds,
From shore to shore o’er every land
The golden chain of-commeatce winds.

~

CIVL. L

Meantime her patriot- cares explore - -
Her own rich woof’s exhauftiefs ftore;
Her native fleece new fervour feels,
And wakens all its whirling wheels,
And mocks the rainbow’s. radiant diet
More wide the labours of the loom she fpreads,
In firmer bands domeitic commerce weds
And calls her fifter-isle to share the tie:
Nor heeds the violence, that broke

From filial realms, her old parental yoke.

A3



V.
Her cities, throng’d with many an Attic dome,
Ask not the banner’d baftion, mafly - proof;
- Firm, as the caftle’s fendal roof,
Stands the Briton’s focial home —
Hear, Gaul, of England’s liberty the lot! —
Right, order, law prote& her fimpleft plain,
Nor fcorn, ta guard the shepherd’s nightly foed,
And watch around the foreft-cot.
With confcious certainty the fwain
Gives to the ground his trufted grain,
With eager hope the reddening harveft eyes,
And claims the ripe autummnal gold,
The meed of toil, of induflry the prize;
For our’s the King, who boafls a parent’s praife,
Whofe hand the people’s fceptre fways:
Our’s is the fenate, not a fpecious name,
Whofe ad&ive plans pervade the civil frame,
Where ‘bold debate its nobleft war difplays,
And in the kindling firife unlocks the tide
Of manlieft eloquence, -and rolls the torrent wide,

VL.
Hence then, each vain complaint! away,
Each captious doubt and cautioys fear!
Nor blaft the new-born year ,
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That anxious waits the fpring’s slow -shooting ray ,
Nor deem, that Albion’s honours ceafe to bloom!
‘With candid glance th'impartial Mufe,
Invok’d on this aufpicious morn,
Therprefent fcans, the diftant fcene purfues,
And breaks opinion’s fpeculative gloom.
Interpreter of ages yet unbérn,
Foll right she fpells the charaders of fate,
That Albion ftill shall keep her wonted flate,
Still in eternal glory shine
Of vi&ory the fea-beat shrine,
The fource of every fplendid art,
©Of old, of future worlds the univerful mart,
Warton,

To Mr. Dryden.
On his Poem: Abfalon and Achitophel.

I thought (forgive my fin) the boafted fire
Of poets” fouls did long ago éxpire,
- Of folly or of madnefs did accufe
The wretch, that thought himfelf poffeft with Mufe,
Laugh’d at the god within, that did inlpire
Ad
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With more than human thoughts the tuneful quire:
But fure, ’tis more than fancy, or the dream

Of rhimers, slumbring by the Mufes’ ftream.

Some livelier fpark of heav’n, and more refin’d
From earchly drofs, fills the great poet’s mind.
Witnefs thefe mighty and immortal lines, '
Through each of which th’informing genius shines,
Scarce a diviner flame infpir’d the king,

Of whom thy Mufe does fo fublimely fing.

Not David’s felf could in a nobler verfe

His gloriously offending fon rehearfe,

Tho? in his breafl the prophet’s fury met,

The father’s fondnefs and the poet’s wit.

Here all confent in wonder and in praife,
And to the unknown poet altars raife,
Which thou muft needs accept with equal joy,
As when Aeneas heard the wars of Troy,
Wrapt up himfelf in darknefs and unfeen,
Extoll’d with wonder by the Tyrian queen.
'Sure, thou already art fecure of fame,
Nor want’ft new glories, to exalt thy name:
What father elfe woulé have refus’d, to own

So great a fan as' god-like Abfalon?
Dutke,
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The modern fine Gentleman.
Juﬂ broke from fchool, pert, impudent and raw,
Expert in latin, more expert in law,
His Honour pofts o’er Italy and France,
Meafures St. Peter’s dome, and learns to dance.
Thence having quick through various countries flown,
Glean’d all their follies, and expos’d his own,
He back returns, a thing, fo ftrange all o’er,
As never ages paft produc’d before,
A monfter of fuch complicated worth,
As no one fingle clime could e’er bring forth,
Half atheift, papift, gamefter, bubble, rook,

Half fiddler, coachman, dancer, groom and cook.

Next , becaufe bus’nefs now is all the vogue,
And who’d be quite polite, muft be a rogue,
In parliament he purchafes a feat,
To make th’ accomplish’d gentleman compleat.
There, fafe in felf- fufficient impudence,
Without experience, honefty or fenfe,
Unknowing in her int'reft, trade or laws,
He vainly undertakes his country’s caufe:
Forth from his lips, prepar’d at all ¢o rail,
Torrects of nonfenfe burfl, like bottled ale,

As
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Though shallow, muddy , brisk, though migthy dult,
Fierce without firength, o’erflowing, though not full.

Now quite a Frenchman in his garb and air,
His neck yok’d down with bag and folitaire,
The liberty of Britain he fupports,
And ftorms at placemen, minifters and courts :
Now in crop’d greafy hair and leather - breeches
He loudly bellows out his patriot-fpeeches,
King, lords and commons ventures to abufe,

Yet dares to shew thofe ears, he ought to lofe.

From hence to White's our virtuous Cato flies,
There fits with countenance ere& and wife,
Apd talks of games, of whift and pig - tail- pies,
Plays all the night, nor doubts, each law to break,
Himfelf unknowingly has help’d to make,
Trembling and anxious ftakes his utmoft groat,
Peeps o’er his cards, and looks, as if he thought,
Next morn difowns the loffes of the night,
Becaufe the fool would fain be thought a bite.

Devoted thus to politics and cards,

Nor mirth, npr wine, nor women he regards;



So far is every virtue from his heart,

That not a gen’rous vice can claim a part:
Nay, left one homan paffion e’er should move
His foul to friendship, tendernels or love,
To Figg and Broughton he commits his breaft,
To fteel it to the fashipnable teft.

Thus poor in wealth, he labours to no end,
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend,
Infenfible to all, that’s good or kind,

Deaf to all merit, to all beauty blind,

For love too bufy, and for wit too grave,

A harden’d, fober, proud, luxurious knave,
By little a&ions flriving to be great,

And proud to be, and to be thought a cheat.

_And yet in this fo bad is his fuccefs,
That, as his fame improves, his rents grow lefs,
On parchment - wings his acres take their flight,
And his unpeopled groves admit the light.

With his eftate his intereft too is done:
His honeft borough feeks a warmer fun.
For him now cash and liquor flows no more:

His independent voters ceafe to roar,
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And Britain foon muft want the great defence r

Of all his honefty and eloquence, . | Hef
But that the gen’rous youth, more anxious grown l Tarn
“For public liberty, than for his own, And
Marries fome jointur’d antiquated crone, Hunt

And boldly, when his country is at ftake,

Braves the deep yawning gulf, like Curtius, for ite And
fake. Lays

Figh

GQuickly again diftrefs’d for want of coin, "Till

He digs no longer in th’ exhaufted mine, . The
But feeks preferment, as the laft refort, Vel
Cringes each morn at leve'es, bows at court, - dng

And from the hand, he hates, implores fupport,
The minifter, well pleas’d, at fmall expence

To filence fo much rude impertinence,

With fyueeze and whifper yields to his demands,
And on the venal 1ift enroll’d he ftands.

A rtiband and a penfion buy the slave:

This bribes the fool about him, that the knave,

And now arriv’d at his meridian glory,

He {inks apace, defpis’d by Whig and Tory. 1 Ski,
Of independence now he talks no more, The
Nor shakes the fenate with his patriot-roar, The
But filent votes, and with court-trappings hung, Yo
Fyes his own glitt’ring flar, and holds his tongue. [ Wi



In craft political a bankrupt made,
He fticks to gaming, as the furer trade,
Turns downright sharper, lives by fucking blood,
And grows, in short, the very thing, he wou'd,
Hunts out young heirs, who have .their fortunes
N fpent,
And lends them ready cash at cent per cent,
Lays wagers on his own and others lives,
Fights uncles, fathers, grand- mothers and wives,
>Till death at length, iﬁdignant, to be made
The daily fubje@® of his fport and trade,
Veils with his fable hand the wretch’s eyes,
And, groaning for the bets, he lofes by’t, he dies.

The modern fine Lady.

Skilrd in each art, that can adorn the fair,
The {pright dance and the foft Italiun air,
The tofs of quality and high -bred fleer,

Now Lady Harriot reach’d her fifteenth year,

Wing®’d with diverfiens, 3ll her moments flew,
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Each, as it pafs’d, prefénting fomething hew!
‘Breakfafls and audions wear the mora away, -
Each evening gives an opera or a play:
Then Brag’s eternal joys all night remain,
And kindly usher in the morn again.

For love no time has she or inclination,
Yet muft coquet it for the fake of fashion.
For this she liftens to each fop, that’s near,
Th’embroider’d col’nel flatters with a foeer,
And the cropt enfign nuzzles in her ear:
But with moft warmth her drefs and airs infpire
Th’ ambitions bofom of the landed ’fquire,
Who fair would quit plump Dolly’s fofter charms
For wither’d, lean Right - Honourable arms.
He bows with reverence at her facred shrine,
And treats her, as if fprung from race divine,
Which she retarns with infolence and fcorn,
Not deigns to fmile on a plebeian born.

Ere long by friends, by cards and lovers crofty

Her fortune, health and reputation loft,
Her money gone, yet not a tradesman paid,
Her fame, yet she flill damn’d, to be a maid,
Her fpirits fink, her nerves are fo unftrung,
She weeps, if but a handfome thief is hung,
By mecers , lacemen, mantua- makers prefs’d.

But moft for ready cash, for play diitrefs’d,
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Where can she turn? — the 'fquire muft all repair s
She condefcends to liften to his pray’r,

And marries him at length in mere defpair.

But foon th’endearments of a husband cloy

Her foul, her frame incapable of joy:

She feels no transports in the bridal bed,

Of which fo oft sh’as heard, fo much has read.
Then vex’d, that she should be condemn’d along,
To feek invain this philofophic itone,

To abler tutors she refolves t’apply,

A proftitute from curiofity.

Hence men of every fort and every fize,
Impatient for heav’n’s cordial drop, she ftries,
The fribblipg beau, the rough unwieldy clown,
The ruddy templar newly on the town,
" Th’ Hibernian captain of gigantic make,

The brimful parfon and th’exhaufted rake.

But flill malignant fate her wish denies:
Cards yield fuperior joys—to cards she flies.
All night from rout to rout her chairmen run:
Aéain she plays, and is again undone,

Behold her now in ruin’s frightful jaws!
Bonds, judgments, executions ope their paws,
Seize jewels, furniture and plate, nor {pare
The gilded c¢hariot or the taffel’d chair:
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For lonely feat she’s forc’d to quit the town,
And Tubbs conveys the wretched exile down.

.Now rumbling o’er the ftones of Tyburn-road,
Ne'er prefs’d with a more griev’d or guilty load,
She bids adieu to all the well - known ftreets,
And envies e\fery cinder -wench, she meets.
And now the dreaded country firft appears :
With fighs unfeign’d the dying noife she hears
Of diftant coaches fainter by degrees,
Then ftarts and trembles at the fight of trees.
Silent and fullen, like fome captive queen,
She’s drawn along, 'unwilling to be feen,
Untill at length appears the ruin’d hall
‘Within the grafls-green moat and ivy’d wall,
The doleful prifon, where for ever she,
But not, alas! her griefs, muft bury’d be.

Her coach the curate and the tradesmen meet:
Great-coated tenants her arrival greet,
And boys with ftubble bonfires light the ftreet,
While bells her ears with tongues difcordant grate,
Types of the nuptial tyes, they celebrate:’
But no rejoicings can unbend her brow,
Nor deigns she, to return one awkward bow,
But bounces in, disdaining once to fpeak,

And wipes the trickling tear from off her cheek.

Now



Now fee her in the fud decline of life
A peevish miftrefs and a fulky wife,
Her nerves unbrac’d, her faded cheek grown pale
With. many a real, many a fancy’d ail,
Of cards, admirers, equipage bereft,
Her infolence and title only left,
Severely humbled to her one- horfe - chdir
And the low pattimes of a'country - fair,
Too wretched, to endure one lonely day, .
Too proud, one friendly vifit to repay,
Too indolent; to read; too criminal, to pray:
At length half dead, half mad,‘and quite confin’d;.
Shunning and shunn’d by all of human kind,
Ev’n rcbb’d of the lait comfort of her life,
Infulting the poor carate’s ealous wife,
Pride, difappointed pride ' now flops her breath,
And with true fcorpion-rage she ftings herfelf to
death.

S el i m,
ot the Shepherd’s Moral.: Scene a Valley nest
Bagdad. Time the Morning.
Ye Perfian maids, attend your poet’s lays,

JAnd hear how shepherds pafls their golden days1?
Retzer's Choice. Vol, V1. B
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Not all are bleft , whom fortune’s hand fuRtains

With wealth in courts , nor all, that haunt the plains.
Well may your hearts believe the truths, T tell:

sTis virtue , makes the blifs, where'er we dwell.

Thus Selim fung, by facred truth infpir'd,
Nor praife, but fuch, as truth beftow’d, defir’d.
Wife in himfelf, his meaning fongs convey’d - \
Informing morals to the shepherd-maid,
Or taught the fwains, that fureft blifs to find ,
" What groves nor freams beftow, a virtuous mind,

When fweet and blushing , like a virgin - bride,
The radiant morn refum'd her orient pride, .
‘When wanton gales along the valleys play
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fweets away ¢
By Tigris® wandering waves he fat, and fung
This ufeful leHon for the fair and young,

Ye Perfian dames, he faid, to you belong,
Well may they pleafe, the morals of my fong;
No fairer maids, I truft, than you, are found 4

Grac’d with foft arts , the peopled world around.

\
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The morn that lights you, to your loves fupplies
Each gentlet ray, delicious to your eyes:

For you thofe flowers her fragrant hands beftow,
And yours the love, that kings delight to kiow.

Yet think not thele, all beauteons as they are,
The beft kind bleflings, heaven can grant the fair!
Who truft alone in beauty’s fecble ray,

Boaft but th'e worth, Baffora’s pearls difplay:

Drawn from the deep, we own their furface bright,
But, dark within, they drink no luftrous light,

Such are the maids, afd fuch the charms, they boaft,
By fenfe unaided, or to virtue loft.

Self - flattering fex! your hearts believe invain,

That love shall blind, when once he fires the fwain,
Or hope, a lover by your faults o win, :
As fpots on ermin beautify the skin.

Who feeks fecure to rule, be firt her care

Each fofter virtue, that adorns the fair,

Each tender paffion, man delights to find,

The lov’d perfe&tions of a female mind!

Bleft were the days; when wisdom held her reign,
And shepherds fought her on'the filent plain:
With truth she wedded in the fecret grove,

Immortal truth, and daughters blefs’d their love.
, B2
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O bafte, fait maids! ye virtues, come away!
Sweet peace and plenty lead you on your way!
The balmy shrub for you shall love our shore,
By Ind exceil’d or Araby no more.

Loft to our fields, for fo the fates ordain,

The dear deferters shall return again. ’

Come thou, whofe thoughts; as limpid fprings, afe
clear

To lead the train, fweet modefty ;appear!

Here make thy court amidft our rural fcene ,

And shepherd-girls shall own thee for their queen.

With thee be chaftity, of all afraid,

Diftrufting all; a wife fufpicious maid,

But man the hoft — not more the mouhtain—dcﬁ

Holds the fwift falcon for her deadly foe.

Cold is her breaft, like flowers, that drink the dew:

A filken veil conceals her from the view.

No wiid defires amidft thy tfain be known,

But faith, whofe heart is fixt on one alone,

Defponding meeknefs, with her down - caft eg\,reé $

And friendly pity, full of fender fighs,

And love the laft: by thefe yout hearts approve;

Thefe are the virtues, that muft lead to love.

et e
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Thus fung the fwain, and ancient legends fay,
The maids of Bagdad verified the lay.
Dear fo the plains, the virtues came along:
The shepherds lov’d, and Selim blefs’d his fong,
: ‘Collins.

\Cupid, Hymen and Plutus.

,_As Cupid in Cythera’s grove
Employ’d the lefler powers of love,
Some shape the bow, or fit the ftring,
- Some give the taper - shaft its wing,
Or turn the polish’d quiver’s mojd, -

Or head the darts with temper’d gold.

Amidit their toil and various care
Thus Hymen with affuming air
Addreft the god. Thou purblind chit
Of aukward and ill-judging wit,

If maiches are no better made,
At once I muft forswear my trade; -
B3
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You fend me fuch ill - coupled folks,
That *iis a shame, to fell them yckes,
They fquabble for a pin, a feather,
And wonder ,how they came together,
The husband’s fullen, dogged, shy,
The wife grows flippant in reply:

He lotes command and due reftriction,
And she as well likes contradidion.
She never slavishly fubmits,

She’ll have her will, or have her fits:
He this way tugs, she th’other draws,
The man grows jealous, and with caufle;
Nothing can fave him but divorce,

And here the wife complies of courfe.

When, fays the boy, had I to do
With either your affairs or you?
I never idly fpend my darts:
You trade in mercenary hearts ,
For fettlements ‘the- lawyer’s feed: .
Is my hand witnefs to the deed 2
If they like cat and dog agree,
Go, rail at Plutus, not at me,




Plutus appear’d, and faid: ’tis frue,;
In marriage, gold is all their view}
They feek not beauty, wit or fenfe,
And love is feldom the pretence,
All offer incenfe at my shrine,
And I alone the bargain fign,
How can Belinda blame her fate?
She only ask’d a great eftate.
Doris gv.as rich enough, ’tis true,
Her lord muil give her title too,
And ev'ry man, or rich or poor,

A fortune asks, and asks no more,

Av’rice, whatever shape it bears,
Muft flill be coupled wigh its cares.
Gay.

B4
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Ode for the year 1705,

Ii

Janus » did ever to thy wond’ring eyes

Bo bright a feene of triumph rife 2

Did ever Greece or Rome fuch laurels wear,

As crown’d the laft aufpicious year?

When firft at Blenheim Anne her enfign fpread,

And Marlb’rough to the field the shouting fquadrons
led,

Invain the hills and ftreams oppofe,

Invain the hollow ground in faithlefs hiltocks rofe

To the rough Danube’s winding shore

His shatter’d foes the cong'ring hero bore,

ne

They fee with ftaring haggard eyes

The rapid torrent roll, the foaming billows rife:
Amaz’d, aghaft, they turn, but find

In Marlb’rough’s arms a furer fate behind.

Now his red fword aloft impends,

Now on their shrinking heads defcends:

Wild and diftracted with their fears,

They juftling plunge amidft the founding deepss
The flood away the firuggling fquadrons fweeps,

s
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And men and arms and horfes wfﬂr!ing bears.
The frighted Danube to the fea retreats,
The Danube foon the flying ocean meers,
Flying the thunder of great Amna’s fleets,

1L

Rooke on the feas afferts her fway,

Flames o’er the trembling ocean play,

And clouds of fmoke involve the day.
Affrighted Europe hears the ednnons rore,
And Africk echoes from its diftant shore,

The French, unequal in the fight,

In force fuperiour, take their flight.

Fadtions invain the hero’s worth deery,

Invain the vanquish'd triemph, ‘while they fly,’

v,

Now, Janus, with a fature view
The glories of her reign furvey,
Which shall o’er France her arms difplay,
And kingdoms now her own fubdue.
Lewis, for oppreffion born,
Lewis in his turn shall mourn,
While his conquer’d happy fwains
Bjs
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Shall hag their ealy wish’d-for chains,
Others enslav’d by viftory
Their fubjeds as their foes opprefs:
Anna conquers but to free,
And governs but to blels.
| : Smith.

The Poetry-Profeflors,

Ou England has not loft her pray’r,
And George the good has got an heir ,
A royal babe , a prince of Wales.
Poets! T pity all your nails— '
‘What reams of paper will be fpoil'd!
What gradufes be daily foil’d

By inky fingers, greafy thumbs,
Hunting the word , that never comes!

Now Academics pump their wits,
And lash invain their lazy tits: N
Invain they whip and lash and fpur,
The callous jades will never ftir,




Nor can they reach Parnaffus® hill,

Try every method, which they will,

Nay , should the tits get on for once,
Each rider is fo grave a dunce,

That, as I've heard good judges fay,
It’s ten to one, they’d lofe their way,
Tho' not one wit beftrides the back

Of ufeful drudge, ycleped hack.,.

But fine bred things of mettled blood,
Pick’d from Apollo’s royal ftud,

Greek, Romgn, nay Arabian fteeds,
“or thofe, our mother-country breeds.
Some ride ye in, and ride ye out,

And to come home, go round about,
Nor on the green fward, nor the road,
And that, I think, they call an ode.
Some take the plealant country- air,

And fmack their whips, and drive a pair,
Each horfe with bells which chink: and chime,
And fo they march — and that is rhime.
Some copy with prodigious fkill

‘The figures of a butter - bill, '

Which with great folks of erudition
Shall pafs for Coptic or Phenician,
While fome, as patriot -love prevails,

To compliment a princeé of Wales,



Balate the royal babe in Welsh,
And fend forth gutturals like a belch.

What pretty things imagination
Will fritter out in adulation!
The Pagan gods shall vifit earth,
To triumph in a Chriftian’s birth,,
While claffic poets, pure and chafte
Of trim and academic tafte,
Shall lug them in by head and shouldérs,
To be or fpeakers or beholders.
Mars shall prefent him with a lance,
To humble Spain and"conquer France:
The Graces, buxom, blithe and gay,
Shall at his cradle dance the hay,
And Venus, with her train'of Loves,
Shall bring a thoufand pair of doves,
To bill, "to coo, to whine, to fqueak
Through all the diale&s of Greek.
How many {wains of claffic breed
8hall defily tune their oaten reed,
And bring their Doric nymphs to towh,
To fing their meafures up and down
In notes alternate, clear and fweet,

Liks ballad - fingers in a fireet,
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While thofe, who gralp at reputation
From imitating imitation, C
Shall hunt each cranay; nook and creek
For precious fragments in the Greek,
And rob the fpital and the wafle

For fenfe and fentiment and tafte!

What Latin hodge-podge, Grecian hash; &
With Hebrew roots and English trash,
8hall academic cooks produce
For prefent show and future ufe!

Fellows, who’ve foak’d away their kno\:vledge
In sleepy refidence at college,

Whofe lives are like a ftagnant pool,
Muddy and placid, dull and cool,

Mere drinking, eating; eating, drinking
With no impertinence of thinking,

Who lack no farther erudition,

Than juft to fet an impofition,

To eramp, demolish and difpirit

Each true-begotten child of merit, -
Cenfors, who in the day’s broad light
Punish the vice, they ad at night,
Whole charity with felf begins,

Nor covers others® venial fine s
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Buat that their feet may fafely tread,
Take up hypocrify inftead , -

As knowing that muft always hide

‘A multitude of fins befide,

Whofe rufty wit is at a ftand
Without a freshman at their hand,
(Whofe fervice muft of courfe create
‘The juft return of fevenfold hate)
iLord! that fuch good and ufeful men
Should ever turn to books agen %

Yet matter muft be gravely plan’d,
And fyllables on fingers fcann’d, .
And racking pangs rend lab’ring head,
*Till Lady Mufe is gone to-bed.
‘What hunting , changing , toiling, fweating,
To bring the ufeful epithet in!

Where the crampt meafure kindly shews,
It will be verfe, but should be profe.
So, when ’tis neither light nor dark,
To ’prentice fpruce, or lawyer’s clerk o
The nymph, who takes her mightly ftand

" At fome sly cotner in the firand ,




Sheptinhaides

Plamp in the cheft, tight in the boddice,
Seems to the eye a perfed goddefs s
But canvafs’d more minutely o’er,

Turns out an old, ftale, batter’d whore.

Yet muft thefe fons of gowned eafle,
Proud of the plumage of degrecs,.
Forfake their apathy a while,

To figure in the Roman flile,
And offer incenfe at the shrine
Of Latin poetry divine.

Upon the throne the goddefs fits,
Surrounded by her bulky wits, .
Fabricius, Cooper, Calepine,
Ainfworthus, Faber, Conflantine,.
And he, who like Dodona fpoke
De facra quercu, Holyoake.

Thefe are her counfellors of fate,

Men of much words, and wits of weight.
Here Gradus, full of phrafes clever,
Lord of her treafury for ever,

With 1ib’ral hand his bounty deals,

Sir Cento, keeper of the feals :

\



NWext to the perfon of the queen,
©01d Madam Profody is feen,
Talking inceffant, altho’ dumb ,

Upon her fingers to her thumb.

And all around her porlrait# hung
Of heroes in the Laiin tongue,
Italian ;, English, German, French;
Who moft laboricusly entrench
In deep parade of language dead,
‘What would not in their own be read;
\"Vithout imipeachment of that tafte,
Which Latin idiom turns to chafte,
Santolius here, whafe flippant joke
Sought refuge in a Roman cloak,
With dull Comniirius at his ﬁdle,
in all the pomp of Jefuit - pride
Menage ; the pedant; figur’d there,
A trifler with a folemn air,
And there in loofe unfeemly view

The gracelefs eafy Loveling too.

'Tis here, grave poets urge their claim
For fome thin blaft of tiny fame,

Here




« = 33
Here bind their temples, drank with praife,
Wich half a fprig of wither’d bays.

O poet, if that honour’d name
Befits fuch idle childish aim,
If Virgil ask thy facred care,
If Horace charm thee, oh! forbear ,
To fpoil with facrilegious hand
The glories of the claffic land,
Nor fow thy dowlas on the futtin
Of their pure uncorrupted Latin!
Better be native in thy verfe. —
What is Fingal but genuine Exfe,
Which all fublime fonorous flows,
Like Harvey’s thoughts in dranken profe?

Hail, Scotland, hail! to thee belong
All powr’s, but moft the powr’s of fong,
Whether the rude unpolish’d Erfe
Stalk in the buckram profe or verfe,
Or bonny Ramfay pleale thee mo’,
‘Who fang fae fweerly aw his, woe.
If ought, and fay, who knows fo well,
The fecond fighted Mufe can tell,
Retzer's Choice. Vol. VI, C
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The happy lairds shall Jaugh and fing,
When England’s genius droops his wing.
So shall thy foil new wealth difclofe,
So thy own thiftle choak the rofe.

But what comes here ? methinks, I fee

A walking univerfity.

See, how they prefs, to crofs the Tweed,
*And flrain their limbs with eager fpeed,
‘While Scotland from her fertile shore

Cries: on, my fons, refurn no more!

Hither they hafte with willing mind,
Nor caft one longing look behind,
On ten-toe carriage, to falute
The King and Queen and Earl of Bute.
No more the gallant northern fons
Spout forth their ftrings of Latin puns,
Nor couife all languages to frame,
The quibble fuited to their name,
As when their anceftors be vers’d,
That glorious Stuart, James the firft,
But with that elocution’s grace,
That oriental flashy lace, ‘




Which the fam'd Irish Tommy Puff
Would fowon fentimental ftuff,

*Twang with a fweet pronunciation

The flow’rs of bold imagination.
Macpherfon leads the flaming van,

Laird of the new Fingalian clan,

While Jackey Home brings up the rear
‘Wit new - got penfion, neat and clear,
Three hundred English pounds a- year.
Whilft fifter-Peg, our ancient friend,
Sends Mac’s and Donald’s without end,
To George a while they tune their lays, .
Then all their choral voices raife,

To heap their panegyric wit on

Th’ illuflrious chief and our North-Briton.

Hail to the Thane, whofe patriot- skill

Can break all nations to his will, ‘
Mafter of {ciences and arts,
Mecenas to all men of parts,
Whofe foft’sing' hand and ready wit
Shall find us all in places fit!
So shall thy friends no longer roam,
But change. to meet a fetiled home, 7
Hail, mighty Thane, for Scotland born,
To fill her almoft empty horn!

C2
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Hail to thy ancient giovious Stem,
Not they from Kings, but Kings from them!

Churchill.

The adventurous Mufe.

L

Umni;{ takes her morning-fight

With an inimitabie wing:

Thra® rifing deluges of dawning light

She cleaves her wondrous way ,

She tunes immortal ;ﬁlthems to the growing day,

Nor Rapin*) gives her rules to fly, nor Purcel|)notes
to. fing.

She nor inquires, uor fears,

Where lie the pointed rocks, or where th’ingulfing
fand :

Climbing the lignid mountains of the -skies,

She meets defcerding angels, as she flies,

Nor asks them, where their country lies,

*3-A French critick. 1) An English mafter of mulick.

¥




Or where the feamarks ftand :

Touch’d with an empyreal ray.

She fprings unerring upward to eternal day,
With bold and fafe attempt ta the celeftial land.

1II,
Whilft little skiffs along the mortal shores: .
With humble toil in order creep,
Coailing in fight of one another’s oars,
Nor venture thro’ the bonndlefs deep,
(Such low pretending fouls are they,
Who dwell in enclos’d folid orbs of feull)
Plodding along their fober way,
The fnail o’ertakes them in their wildeft play,
While the poor lab’rers fweat, to be corredly dull,

v,

Give me the chariot, whofe diviner wheels

Mark their own route, and unconfin’d

Bound o’er the everlafting hills,

And lofe the clouds below,and leave the ftarsbehind:
Give me the Mufe, whofe gen'rous force,

Impatient of the reigns,

Purf{ues an unattempted courfe,

Cs



Breaks all the eritick’s iron-chains,

And bears to paradife the raptur’d mind.
V..

There Milton dwells : the mortal fung

Themes, not prefum’d by any mortal tongua,

New terrours or new gloties shine

In ev'ry page, and flying fcenes divine

Surprife the wond'ring fenfe, and draw our fouls along,
Behold kis Mufe, fent outt* explore

The unapparent deep, where waves of chaos roar,
And realms of night, unknown before.

She trac’d a glorious path unknown

Thro’ fields of heav’nly wat and feraphs overthrown,
Whete his adveni’rous genius led:

Sov’reign she fram'd a model of her own,

Nor thank’d the living, nor the dead.

The noble hater of degen’rate thyme

Shook off"the chains, and built his verfe fublime,

A monument too high for coupled founds to climb:
He mourn’d the garden loit below

(Earth is the feene for tunefol wo.)

Now blifs beats high in all his veins,

Now the loft Eden he regains,

Keeps his ownair, and ¢riumphs in unrivall'd flrains.




VI,

Immortal bard! thus thy own Raphael {ings,
And knows no rule but native fire.
All heav'n fits filent, while to his fov’reign ftrings
He talks unutterable things:
With graces infinite his untaught fingers rove
Acrofs the golden lyre:
From ev’ry note devotion fprings .,
Rapture and harmony and love
Q’erfpread the lift’ning choir.
Watts.

]

The two Springs, a Fable.

Two fitter - fprings, from the fame parent- hill
Born on the fame propitious day,
Thro’ the cleft rock diftil,
Adown the rev’rend mountain’s fide
Thro’ groves of myrtle glide,
Or thro® the violet-beds obliquely firay.
The laurel , each proud victor’s crown,
From them receives her high renown:
C 4
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From them the curling vine

Her clufters big with racy wine:

To them her oil the peacefal olive owes:
And her vermilion blush the rofe:

The gracious ftreams in fmooth meanders flow
To ev’ry thirfty root difpenfle

Their kindly-cooling influence,

And paradife adorns the mountain’s brow..

But oh! the fad effe® of pride!

Thefe happy twins at laft divide,

sy Sifter ,*¢ evclaims th’ ambitiouns fpring,

., What profit do thefe labours bring 2

» Always to give, and never to enjoy,

45 A fruitlefs and a mean employ!

s» Stay here inglorious, if you pleafe,

»» And loiter out a life of indolence and eafe!
ys Go, humble drudge, each thiflle rear,

s And nurfe each shrub, your daily care,

s, While, pouring down from this my lofty fource,
45 I deluge all the plain!

45» No dams shall flop my courfe,

5» And rocks.oppofe invain.

s See, where my foaming billows flow,

v Above the hills my waves afpire ,




55 The shepherds and their flocks recire,’

5, And talleft cedars, as they pafs,in fign of homage bow.
2 To me each tribuu.u'y fpring :

,, Its fupplemental ftores shall bring:

55 With me the rivers shall unite,

., The lakes beneath my banners fight,

,»» Till the proud Danube and the Rhine

» Shall own their fame eclips’d by mine.

s, Bath gods and men shall dread my wat’ry fway,

., Nor thefe in cities fafe, nor in their temples they.¢

Away the haaghty boafter flew,

Scarce bade her fifter-fiream a cool adieu:
Her waves grow turbulent and bold ,'

Not gently murm’ring as of old,

~ But roughly dash againft the shore,

And tofs their fpumy heads 4 and prpudly roar.
The careful farmer with furprife

Sees the tumultuous torrent rife:

‘With bufy looks the ruftic band appear,

To guard their growing hopes , the promife of the year,
A1l hands unite: with dams they bound

The rash rebellious ftream around.

Invain she foams, invain she raves,

Invain she curls her feeble waves:

Gs
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Befieg'd at laft on ev'ry fide,

Her fource exhaufted and her channel dry‘d,
(Such is the fate of impotence and pride)

A shallow pond she ftands confin’d,

The refuge of the croaking kind, .
Rushes and fags, an inbred foe,

Choke up the muddy pool below :

The tyrant fun on high '
Exa&s his ulual fubfidy,

And the poor pittance , that remains,

Each gaping cranny drains.

Too late the fool repents her haughty boalfi,

A namelels nothing, in oblivion loft,

Her fifter » fpring, benevolent and kind,
With joy fees all around her bleft: '

The good, she does, into her gen’rous mind
Returns again with intereft.

The farmer oft’ invokes her aid,

When Sirias nips the tender blade:

Her fireams a fure elixir bring,

Gay plenty decks the fields, and a perpetual fpring.
Where'er the gard’ner fmooths her ealy way,
Her dudile ftreams obey :

Courteous she vilits ev’ry bed,




Narciffus- rears -his - drooping head, -

By her diffufive bounty fed:

Reviv'd from her indulgent arn-,

8ad Hyacinth forgets to mourn:

Rich in the bleffings, she beftows,

All nature fmiles, where’er 'she flows.

Enamour’d with a nymph fo fair,

See , where the r@ver-gods appear.’

A nymph, fo eminently good, »

The joy of all the neighbourhood,

They clafp her in their: liguid arms,

And riot in th? abundance of her charms,

Like old Alpheus fond , their wanton flreams they
. ‘ ) join'd ,

Like. Arethufa she, as lovely and as kind,

Now fwell'd into a mighty fload

Her channel deep and wide,

Still she perfifts in doing good,

Her bounty flows with ev'ry tide.

A thoufand riv’lets in her train

With fertile waves enrich.the plain:

The fcaly herd, a num’rous throng,

Beneath her filver-billows glide along, h
Whofe ftill-increafing shoals fupply




The poar man’s wants, the great one's luxary,

Here all the feather’d troops retreat,

Securely ply their oaryrfeef,

Upon her floating herbage graze,

And with their tuneful notes refound her praife :
Here flocks and herds in fafety feed,

And fatten in each flow’ry mead.

No beafts of prey appear,

The watchful shgpherd to beguile,

No monflers of the deep inhabit here,

Nor the voracious shark , nor wily croeodile

But Delia and her nymphs , chafte fylvan queen,
'By mortals” prying eyes ufeen,

‘Bathe in her flood, and fport upon her borders green,
Here merchants, careful of their ftore,

By angry billows toft,

Anchor fecure beneath her shore,

And blefs the friendly coaft,

Soon mighty fleets in all their pride
Triumphant on her furface ride:

The bufy trader on her banks appears,
An hundred diff’rent tongues she hears,

At laft with wonder and furprife




She fees a ftately city rife,

With joy the happy flood admires,

The lofty domes, the pointed fpires,

The poriigoes, magnificently great,

Where all the crowding nations meet:

The bridges, that adorn her brow,

From bank to bank their ample arches ftride ,
Thro® which her curling waves in triumph glide,
And in melodious murmurs flow.

Now grown a port of high renown,

The treafure of the world her own,

Both Indies' with their precious. ftores

Pay yeatly tribute to her shores,

Honour’d by all, a rich well-peopled ftream,

Nor father Thames himfelf of more efteem.
M6 RAL

The pow’r of kings (if rightly underflood)

Is but a grant from heav’n of doing good.

Proud tyrants, who maliciously defiroy,

And ride o’er ruins with malignant joy.,

Humbled in duft, foon to their coft shall know
Heav’n our avenger, and mankind their foe,

While gracious monarchs reap the good,. they fow,
Bleffing, are blefs’d. Far {preads their jull senown,
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Confenting nations their dominion own,

And joyful happy erowds fupport their throne.
Invain the pow’rs of earth and hell combines;
Each guardian angel shall proted that line,
Who by their virtues prove their right divine.

Somerviles

Ode to Mr. Grayf

Dear Gray! that always in my heart - - -
Pofleffes far the better part, )
What mean thefe fudden blafts, that rife .,
And drive the zephirs from the skies?

O join with mine thy taneful lay,

Aud invocate the tardy May !

Come, faiteft nymph! refume thy reign,
Bring all thf Graces in thy train!

With baimy breath and flow’ry tread
Rife from thy foft ambrofial bed,
Where , in Elyfian slumber bound,

Embow’ring myrtles veil thee round!

Awake, in all thy glories dreéft,
Recall the zephivs from. the weft! .




Reftore the fun, revive the skies,
At mine and Nature’s call arife! ‘
Great Nature's felf upbraids thy ftay,
And mifles her accuftom’d May.

See! all her works demand thy aid,
The labours of Pomona fade:

A plaint is heard from ev’ry tree,
Fach buddisg-flow’ret calls for thee:
The birds forget to love and fing,
"With florms alone the forefts ring,

Come then, with Pleafure at thy fide,
Diffufe thy vernal fpirit wide!

Create , where’er thou turn’ft thy eye,
Peace, plenty, love and harmony,
Till ev’ry being share its part,

And heav’n and earth be glad at heart.

Wep.

‘A Cafe of Confcience, a Tale.

Old Paddy Scot with none of the beft faces
Had a molt knotty pate at folving.cafes,

47
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In any point could tell you to a hair,

" When was a grain of honefty to {pare.

It happen’d, after pray’rs one certain night

At home he had occafion for a light,

To turn Socinus, Leflius, Efcobar,

Fam’d Covarruvias and the great Navarre,

And therefore, as he from the chapel came,

Extinguishing a yellow taper’s flame,

8y which juft now he had devoutly pray’d,

The uvfeful remnant to his sleve convey’d.

There happen’d a phyﬁciz;n to beby,

Who thither came butonly as a {py,

To find out others’ faults, but let alone

Repentance for the crimes, that were his own.
This do&or follow’d Paddy, faid ,, He lack’d

sy To know, what made a facrilegious fa&. «*
Paddy with ftudious gravity replies,

,, That’s, as the place or as the matter lies.

. 1f fifom a place unfacred you should take

. A facred thing, this facrilege would make,

s Or an unfacred thing from facred place,

», There would be nothing difi’rent in the cafe:

»» But if both thing and place should facred be,

o *Twere height of facrilege, as do&ors all agree,
s» Then, ¢ fays the dodor, ,, for more light inthis

»» To put a fpeeial cafe, were not amifs.

4y Sup-
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s Suppofe, @ man should fake a common:pray'r
»5 Out of achapel, where there’s fome to fpare 2 ¢
1A common spray’r!* fays Paddy, ,, that would be
s A facrilege of an intenfe degree.*c
s»Suppofe, that one should in thefe holydays
»» Take thence a bunch of rofemary or bays 2¢
s I ’d not be too cenforious in that cale,
s, But ‘twould be facrilege ftill from the place.«
»» What ian man should from the chapel take
s» A taper’s end, should he a fcruple make,
25 If homeward o his chambers ‘he should go?
s> Whether ’twere theft or-facrilege ot no?*
The sly infinuation was perceiv’d:
Says Paddy, ,,Dodor, you may be deceiv’d,
+s Unlefs in cafes you diftinguish right:
»But this may be refolv’d at the firft fight.
2 As to the taper, it could be not theft,
s, For it had dome its duty, and was left,
»»And facrilége in having it is none’,
» Becaufe that in my sleeve I now have one, %
‘ King.

Retzer’s Choice. Val. VI. o s
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Delias a Paftoral.

I
’rhe gentle fwan with graceful pride
Her gloffy plumage laves,
And failing down the filver-tide

Divides the whifp’ring waves:

The filver-tide , that wadd’ring flows,
Sweet to the bird muft be, ‘

But not fo fweet— blithe Cupid knows,
As Delia is to me.

II.

A parent-bird in plaintive mood

On yonder fruit - tree fung,

And fiill the pendent neft she view’d,
That held her callow young:

Dear to the mother’s futt’ring heart
The genial brood muft be,

But not fo dear the thoufandth part,
As Delia is to me.

ey
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IIT.
The rofes, that my brow furround ,
Were natives of the dale,
Scarce pluck’d and in a garland bound,

Before their {fweets'grew pale.

My vital bloom would thus be froze,
If lucklefs torn from thee;
For what the root is to the rofe,

My Delia is to me.
Iv.

Two doves I found like new - falln fnow,
So white the beaateous pair:

The birds to Delia I'1l beftow ;

They’re like her bofom fair,

When in their chafte connubial love
My fecret wish she’ll fee,
Such mutual blifs, as turtles prove,
May Delia sharg with me!

Cunninghati.




I.ovels Deity.

I long to talk with fome old lover’s ghoft,
Who dy'd, before the god of love was born:

1 cannot think, that he, who then lov’d moft,
Sunk fo low, as to love one, which did fcorn:
But fince this god produc’d a deftiny,

And that vice -nature cuftom lets it be,

I muft love her, that loves not me.

Sure, they, which made him god, meant not fo much,
Nor he in his young godhead pra&is’d it:

But when an even flame two hearts did touch,

His office was, indulgently to fit

Agives to paffives ; correfpondency

Only his fubje& was: it cannot be

Love, till I love her, that loves me.

But every modern god will nowe xtend

His vaft prerogative as far as Jove:

To rage, to ]uﬁ’ to wrile to, to, commend,
All is the purlewe of the god of love.

Oh! were we waken'd by this tyranny ,

T* ungod this child again, it could not be,

T should love her, who loves not me.
-

+



Rebel and Atheift too, why murmur I,
As tho’ I felt the worft, that love could do?
Love may make me leave loving, or might try
A deeper plague, to make her love me too,
Which, fince she loves before, I ’m loth to fee,
Falshood is worfe than hate, and that muft be,
If she, whom I love, should love me.

Donne.

To a Lady, fitting before her Glafs.
L
So fmooth and clear the fountain was,
In which his face Narciffus fpy’d,
When , gazing in that liquid glafs,
He for himfelf defpair’d and dy’d:
Nor, Chleris, can you fafer fee

Your own perfedion here, than he.
II.

The lark before the mirror plays,

Which fome deceitful fwain has fet:

Pleas’d with herfelf, she fondly flays,
D3



To die deluded in the net:
Love may fuch frauds for you prepare,
Yourfelf the captive and the fnare.

L.

But, Chloris, whilft you there review
Thofe graces, op’ning in their bloom,
Think, how dileafe and age purfue,
Your riper glories to confume :

Then, fighing, you will wish, your glafs
Could shew to Chloris, what she was,

v,

Let pride no more give Nature law,

But free the youth, your pow’r’ enslaves:
Her form, like your’s, brighe¢ Cynthia faw
Refle&ted on the cryftal waves,

Yet priz’d not all her charms above

The pleafure of Endymion’s love.

. V.

No longer let your glafs fupply
Too juft an emblem of your breaft,



Where oft’ to my deluded eye
Love’s image has appear’d impreft,
But play'd fo lightly on your mind,
It left no lafting print behind.

Fenion.

The Friend.
An Epiftle to Aaron Hill, Efq.
O my lov’d Hill! o thou, by heav’n defign’d,

To charm, to mend and to adorn mankind! -
To thee my BoPes, fears, joys and forrows tend,
Thou brother, father, nearer yet! — thou friend!

If worldly friendships of cement divide,
As int’refts vary, or as whims prefide,
If leagues of lux’ry borrow friendship’s light,
Or leagues fubverfive of all focial right,
O fay, my Hill! in what propitious fphere
Gain we the friend, i:ure. knowing and fincere ?
*Tis, where the worthy and the-wife retire,
There wealth. may learn its yfe , may love infpire ,
There may young worth the nobleft end obtain,
In want may friends, in friends may knowledge gain,
Tn knowledge blifs ; for wisdom virtue finds,
And brightens mortal to immortal minds.

‘D4
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Kind then my wrongs, if love like your’s facceed;
For you, like virtue, are a friend indeed.

Oft’, when you faw my youth-wild error, know,
Reproof, foft hinted, taught the blush to glow.
Young and unform’d, you firft my genius rais'd,
Juft fmil’d, when faulty, and when mod’rate, prais’d,
Me shunn’d, me ruin'd, fuch a mother’s rage!

You fung, till pity wept o’er ev’ry page.

You call'd my lays and wrongs to early fame:
Yet, yet th? obdurate mother felt no shame.
Pierc’d as I was, your counfel foften’d care,

To eafe turn’d anguish, and to hope delpair.

The man, who never wound aflictive feels,

He pever felt the balmy worth, that heals.
“Welcome the wound, when blefs’d with fuch reliof!
For deep is felt the friend, when felt in grief.

From you shall never, but with life, remove

Afpiring genius, condefcending love.

When fome with cold fuperior looks redrefs,

Reljef feems infult, and confirms diftrefs.

You, when you view the man with wrongs befieg'd,
While warm you ad, th’ obliger feems th® oblig’d.

All - winning , mild to each of lowly flate,

To equals free, unfervile to the great,
- Ereatnefls you honour, when by worth acquir'd;
Worth is by worth in ev’ry rank admir’d.

Greatnels you fcorn, when titles infult fpeak,
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Proyd to vain pride, to honour’d meeknels meek.
That worthlefs blifs, which others court, you fly,
That worihy woe, they shun, attra®s your eye.

But shall the Mufe refound alone your praife?
No — let the public friend exalt her lays!
O trace that friend with me!l—he ’s your’s ! —he’s mine! -
The world’s! — beneficent behold him shine!

Is wealth his fphere? If riches, like a tide,
From either India pour their golden pride,
Rich in good works, him others’ warits employ :
He gives the widow’s heart to fing for joy.
To orphans, pris’nors shall his bounty flow,
The weeping family of want and woe.

Is knowledge his? Benevolently great,
In leifure a&ive, and in care fedate ,
What aid his little wealth perchance denies,
In each hard inftance his advice fupplies.
With modeft truth he fets the wand’ring right,
And gives religion pure- primeval light,
In love diffufive, as in light refin'd,
The lib’ral emblem of his Maker’s mind.

Is pow’r his orb? He then, like pow'r divine,
On all, tho’ with a varied ray, will shine.
Ere pow’r was his, the men, he once careft,
Meets the fame faithful fmile and mutual breaft:
But asks his friend fome dignity of flate,

D3
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‘His friend, unequsl to th’ incumbent weight,
Asks it a flranger, one, whom parts infpire
With alt, a people’s welfare would require,
His choice admits no paufe; his gift will prove
All private well abforb’d in public love.
He shields his country, when for aid she calls,
Or, should she fall, with her he greatly falls:
But as proud Rome, with guilty conqueft crown'd,
Spread slav’ry , death aad defolation round,
Should e’er his country for dominion’s prize
Againft the fons of ‘men a fa&ion rife,
Glory in her’s is in his eye difgrace,
The friend of truth, the friend of human race.

Thus to no one, no fe&, no clime confin’d,
His boundlefs love embraces all mankind ,
And all their virtues in his life are known,
And all their joys and forrows are his own,

Thefe are the lights, where ftands that friend

confeft,
This, this the fpirit, which informs thy breaft.
Thro® fortune’s cloud thy genuine worth can shine;
What wouldft thou not, were wealth and greatnefs
thine ?

Savage,




Cupid’s Review.

Cupid! furvey thy shining train around

Of fav’rite nymphs, for conqueft moft renown’d,

The lovely warriors, that in bright array

Thy pow’r fupport, and propagate thy fway!

Then fay, what beauteous general wilt thou chufe,

To lead the fair brigade againft thy rebel foes?
Behold the god advance in comely pride,

Arm’d with his bow, his quiver by his fides

Inferior Cupids on their mafter wait:

He {miles well- pleas’d, and waves his wings in ftate ;

His little hands imperial trophies bear,

And laurel - wreaths, to grace th® ele@ed fair,
Hyde-Park the fcene for the review he nam'd,

Hyde -Park , for pleafure and for beauty fam’d,

‘Where oft’ from weftern skies the god of light

Sees new - arifing funs, than his more bright,

Then fets in blushes, and conveys his fire

To diftant lands, that more his beams require,
And now the charming candidates appear:

Behold Britannia’s vi®or- Graces there,

Who vindicate their country’s ancient claim

To love’s pre-eminence and beauty’s fame,

Some, who, at Anna’s court in honour rais’d,

. Adorn birth-nights, by crowding nations prais’d,
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Preferv’d in Kneller’s pi¢ures, ever young,
In firains immortal by the Mufes fung!
Around the ring-th® illuftrious rivals move,
And teach to Love himfelf, the pow’r of love,
Scaree, tho’ a ged, he can with fafety gaze
On glory fo profufe, fuch mingled rays;
For Love had eyes on this important day,
And Venus from his forehead took the blinding-cloth
) away.
Here Mira pafs'd, and fix’d his wond’ring view:
Her perfe@ shape diftinguish’d praifes drew,
Tall, beauteous and majeftic to the fight,
She led the train, and fparkled in the light.
There Stella claims the wreath, and pleads her
eyes,
By which each day fome new adorer dies.
Serena, by good humour doubly fair,
With native [weetnefs charms, and fmiling air,
While Flora's youthful years and looks difplay
The bloom of rip’ning fruits, the innocence of May,
The op’ning fweets , that months of pleafure bring,
The dawn of love and life’s indulgent fpring.
*Twere endlefs, to defcribe the various darts,
With which the fair are arm’d, to conquer hearts.
Whatever can the ravish’d foul infpire
With tender thoughts, and animate defire,



All arts and virtues mingied in the train,
And long the lovely rivals flrove invain,
‘While Cupid, unrefolv’d, fliil,fearch’d around the
. plain.
29 O! could I find,* faid Love, ,,the phenix - she,
5»In whom at once thefe fev’ral charms agree!
»» That phenix-she the laurel-crown should have,
5, And Love himfelf with pride become her slave. %
He fcarce had fpoke, when, fee! — Harmonia
came :
Chance brought her there, and not defire of fame,
Unknowing of the choeice, till she beheld
The god approach, to crown her in the field.
Th’ unwilling maid with wondrous modeity
Difclaim’d her right, and put the laurel by:
Warm blushes on her tender cheeks arife,
And double foftnefs beautify’d her eyes.
At this, more charm’d, ,, The rather I beftow,*
Said Love, ,,thefe honours you invain forego:
a» Take then the wreath, which you, victorious fair!

., Have moft deferv’d, yet leaft affe to wear!_ [

Eughes,
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The Cookmaid, the Turnfpit and the Ox.
To a Poor Man.

Confider man in ev’ry fphere,
Then tell me, is your lot fevere?
*Tis murmur , difcontent, diftrgft,

That makes you wretched, God is juft,

1 grant, that hunger muit be fed,

That toil too earns thy daily bread.

What then 2 thy wants are feen and known ¢
But ev'ry mortal feels his own.

We’re born a reftlefs needy crew?

Show me the happier man, than you. ‘

Adam, though bleft above his kind ,
For want of focial woman pin’d.
Eve’s wants the fubtle ferpent faw:
Her fickle taite transgrefs’d the law.
Thus fell our fire, and their disgrace

The curfe entail’d on human race,

When Philip’s fon, by glory led,
Had o’er the globe his empire fpread,
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Wken altars to his name were dreft,
That he was man, his tears confeft.

The hopes of avarice are checkt :

The proud man always wants refped.
What various wants on pow’r attend 2
Ambition never gains its end.

Who hath not hearq the rich complain
Of furfeits and corporeal pain?

He, barr’d from ev’'ry ufe of wealth,
Envies the plowman’s ftrength and health : )
Another in a beauteous wife’ '
Finds all the miferies of life:

Domeftic jars and jealous fear

Embitter all his days with care.

This wants an heir, the line is loft:

Why was that vain entail engroft?

Canft thou difcern another’s mind?

What is’t, you envy ? Envy’s blind.

Tell envy, when she would annay,

That thoufands want, what you enjoy.

The dinner muft be dish’d at one :
Where’s this vexatious turnfpit gone %
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Unlefs the skulking cur is caught,

The fir-loin's fpoil’d, and I’m in fault.
Thus faid, (for, fure, you'll think it fit,
That I the cook -maid’s oaths omit)

with all the fury of a cook,

Her cooler kitchin Nan forfook,

The broomftick o’er her head she waves,
She fweats, she ftamps, she puffs, she raves:
The fneaking cur before her flies,

_ She whiftles, calls, fair fpeech she tries,
Thefe nougﬁt avail, her choler barns,
The fift and cudgel threat by turns:

With hafty ftride she preffes near,

He slinks aloof, and howls with fear.

Was ever cur fo curs’d, she cry'd,
What ftar did at my birth prefide?
Am I for life by compa& bound,
. To tread the wheel’s eternal round ?
Inglorious task! of all our race

No slave is half fo mean and bafe.
Had fate a kinder lot affign’d,

And form’d me of the lapdog-kind,
I then, in higher life employ’d,
Had indolence and eafe enjoy’d,

B And,
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And, like a gentleman careft,

Had been the lady’s fav'rite gueft.

Or were I fprung from fpaniel-line,

Was his fagacious noftril mine,

By me, their never-erring guide,

From wood and plhin their feafls fupplyid,
Knights , fquires, attendant on my pace,
Had shar’d the pleafures of the chace.
Endu'd with native flrength and fire,

Why call’d I not the lion fire?

A lion! fuch mean views I fcorn:

Why was not L of woman born?

‘Who dares with reafon’s pow’r contend ?
On man we brutal slaves depend:
To him all creatures tribute PAY 4
And luxury employs his day,

An ox by chance o’erheard his moan,
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone.

Dare you at partial fate repine ?

How kind’s your lot, compar’d with mine!

Decreed to fo.il, the barb’rous knife

Hath fever’d me from focial life:

Urg’d by the ftimulating goad,

I drag the cumbrous waggon’s load: '
Retzer’ s Choice. Vol. VI, E
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>Tis mine , to {ame the fubborn plain,
Break the fiiff foil , and houfe the grain:
Yet I without a murmur bear

The various labours of the year.

But then confider, that one day
(Perhaps the hour’s not far away)

You by the duties of your poft

Shall turn the fpit, when I'm the roaft,
And for reward shall share the feaft,

I mean, shall pick my bones at leaft.

Till now, th’ aftonish’d cur replies,

1 look'd on all with em'ibus eyes:

How falfe we judge by what appears!

All creatures feel their fev’ral cares.

If thus you mighty beafls complain,
Perhaps man knows fuperior pain.

Let envy then no more torment:

Think on the ox, and learn content.
Thus faid, clofe - following at her heel,
With chearful heart he mounts the wheel.

e e s o i i e

Gay.




The Parfons, an Eclogue.

A fmall neat houfe and little fpot of ground,
‘Where herbs and fruits and kitchen-ftuff were found,
The humble vicar of North - Wilford bleft. ‘
Small was his living — but his heart at reft:
Unfeen, unblam'd, he pafs’d his time-away

He fmoak’d, or wrote, or mus'd, or walk’d all day.
Thro® all the year no anxious cares he knew, -
But juft at Eafter, when he claim’d his due,

And then the furly ruftic’s charlish pride

His well-earn’d tythes difputed, or deny’d.

The vicar, ftill preferring want to ftrife,

Gave up his dues, tolead a peaceful life.

His garden once in penfive mood he fought,

His pipe attended, as a friend to thought,

And while the fmoke in eddies round him play’d,
A neighbouring vicar ent’ring he furvey’d,

One like himfelf, a downright honeft prieft,
Whofe fcanty dues his love of peace decreas’d.

Suppofe’, the little ceremonies done ,
And all the rites of lighting pipes begun:
Suppofe , the whiffs in fober fort flow round ,'
E 2



~

And both i mufing very deeply drown’d;
For fo it was — till thus the firft good man
Fetch’d a deep whiff, and anxiously began-

Firft PARsON,

Wou'd God, my friend, his goodnefs had affign’d
Some lot , more fuited to my feeling mind!
Léfs tho’ my income, if from torture free,
Content wou’d well fupply the lofs to me;
For all the pence, the little dues, I glean,
Or raife my feorn, my pity, or my fpleen. -
T’11 tell thee—but e'en now a neighbour came,
Pale want diffus’d o’er all his meagre frame:
Five-pence the fum, he gave a shilling o'er,’
Kind shook his head, and wish'd , he cou’d do more.
1 turn’d away, nor cou’d from tears refrain ;

>Twas death, to take it—to refufe it, vaid.
Second PARSON. .

Such gentle manners more afflit the mind,
Than the rough rudenefs of the bafer kind.
Juft, e’re I came,a ruftic braggare elf,
Proud of his purfe, and glorying in his pelf,
Approach’d, and bold demanded , what to pay,
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swhat claims the prieft, whom we. maintain to pray?
Th® account, he gave me of his ftock, I knew,
‘Was half curtail’d, and fcarce one number trug:
Howe’er my . {ilence favour'd the deceit,

And, fond of quiet, I conceal’d the cheat:

Yet, when the fmall, the half demand I made,.

He bully’d, fwore, and damn’d fhe preaching tude,
All God's good houshold with irrev'ence curft,

And me with foul abufe as far the worft.

Thou know’ft, my friend, what agonifing fmart
Such bratal outrage gives a tender heart,

Firft PARsoN.

Too well, alas! too fatally I know,
From whence thofe complicated evils flow.
From tythes, from tythes the clergy’s woes arife?
They mar religion, nay they rob the skies,
Wou'd God! our monarch’s ever-gracious hand
In this wou'd deign to blefls the wretched land:
Wou'd God, the tythes like taxes might be paid,
A fix’d revenue by fome ftajute made!
How then wou’d bleft religion rear her head!
How thro’ each \;illage kindly virtue fpread!
What fouls with heav’nly comfort would be bleft!
How happy then parishioner and prieft !

E3
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Thus of true grievances the priefts repin’d,
And with their own fpoke all their brethren’s mind,
‘When toll’d the bell, and to the church slow move
Six virgins, bearing one, who dy’d for love.

The grave debate was filenc’d by the bell:
The vicars rofe, and kindly took farewell. —
The firft his fermon feeks, and haftes away,
The laft fad duties to the dead to pay.
From love he much advis'd the youthful throng,
- Drew tears from all , and pleas’d , tho’ pieaching
long,
While slow his brother on his eafy pad
Pac’d home , full grave and ruminating fad.
Dodd,

Prize- Monody on the deatﬁ
of Mr. Garrick.

Dim fweeps the shower along the mifly vale,
And grief’s low accents murmur in the gale.
O’er the damp vafe Horatio fighing leans,
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And gazes abfent on the faded fcenes,

And forrow’s gloom has veil’d each fprightly grace, '

That ufed, to revel in his Laura’s face,

When - with fweet fmiles her garlands gay she
twin'd,

And each light fpray with rofeat ribbons join'd.

Dropt from her hand , the fcatter’d myrtles lie,

And lo! dark cyprels meets the mournful eye.

For thee, o Garrick! fighs from genius breathe ,

For thee fad beauty weaves the funeral wreath,

Shakefpeare’s great fpirit in its cloudlefs blaze
Led him unequal’d thro’ th’ inventive maze, .
’Midft the deep pathos of his melting themes,
Thro’ the light magic of his playful dreams,

He caught the genuine humour, glowing there,
Wit’s vivid flash and cunning’s fober leer, )
The ftrange diftrefs, that fires the kindling brain -
Of feeble madnefs on the ftormy plain,

Or when pale youth in midnight’s gloomy shade
Purfues the fteel-clad phantom thro’ the glade,

Or , ftarting from the couch with dire affright,
When the ciuwn’d murd’rer glares upon the fight
In all the horrors of the guilty foul,

Park as the night, that wraps the frozen pole,
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~ Our fubje& paffions own’d the fway complete,
And hail’d their Garrick as: their Shakefpeate great.

That voice, which poured its mufic on our ear,
Sweet ‘as the fongfter of the vernal year,
Thofe grateful geftures — and that eye of fire,
~ With rage that flam’d, or melted with defire,
Awak’d the radiant joy in dimple sleek,
Or made the chilly blood forfake the cheek—
‘Where are they now? — Dark in the narrow cell
Infenfate — shrunk — and flill — an cold they

dwell ,

A filence folemn and. eternal keep,

Where neither love shall fmile — nor anguish weep.
U

-

Breathe, genius, ftill the tributary figh!

Still gush, ye liquid pearls, from beauty’s eye!: -
With slacken’d flrings fufpend your harps, ye Nine,
While round his urn yon cyprefs wreath ye twine!

" Then give his merits to your loudeft fame,
And write in fun-bright Iufire Garrick’s name!
Mifs Sﬂvard
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~ From a young Gentleman to his

Sifter, on her birth-day.

How quick , alas! time flides away,
° How foon the circling fun
Performs the bufinefs of a day,

How foon a year’s is dome?

Look forward, and how diftant feems
A year as yet to come!
The human mind is pleas’d with dreams,

And pleafures ne’er its doom.

Look back, dear girl, from this birth-day,
And ev'ry fcene review
And thus to ev’ry plealure fay,

,;Ye phantoms all, adieu!*

At leaft thofe worthlefs fleeting toys,
Which oft engrofs the mind,
And rob refledion’s hoard of joys,
To truth alone confin’d.
Es

73
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Whene'er a folid blifs you knew,
Remurk the happy day,
.And ev’ry year that blifs review:

Thus keep your natal day,

So shall you find with ev’ry year
Increafe of pleafing thought,

And thus you’ll grow to all more dear,
With worth and goodnefs fraught.

As trees each coming year require
The pruner’s skilfull hand,

So, muft each wand’ring fond defire
‘Be kept within command j

Left, mixing with a goodly kind,
The worthlefs branches shoot,

And as each wice pollutes the mind,
They taint the beft of fruit.

Thus may you a&, whilft here on earth
By heav’n you're doomd, to ftay,

*




And ev'ry year your day of birth
Recall’d a happy day.

As ev’ry hour does age increafe,
May wisdom alfo grow,

And when the vital.motionu ceafe,
May heav’n your fpirit know ;

And fend bright feraphs from above,
To waft your foul away

To fcenes of peace and joy and love
And ever-lafting day.

Four Paftorals,
Morning.
Or Colinet and Damon;

Defcend » ye Mufes! tune the oaten reed,
And deeply fing on Glotta’s *) fertile mead,
Whofe happy fwains bleft liberty enjoy,

*) Clyde. ' |



And, crown’d with plenty, rural toil employ,
And thou, o R-ch-d-n! unri;ratfl’d- bard,

On whom Apollo fmiles with fond regard,
Our lays accept, pride of the tuneful throng!
And fmile propitious-on a firipling’s {ong.

The early fun was fearcely yet in view,

The rifing plants were wet with cryftal- dew,

The winds were ftill, the azure welkin clear,
And tuneful larks fufpended in the air,

When fleecy flocks two blithfome shepherd-fwains
Led forth, to feed on Glotta's blifsful plains.
They lean’d the while, and tun'd the mellow reed
Beneath yon hawthorn’s venerable shade

On either fide the hills refponfive rung,
~As thus with glee the {wains alternate fung.

CoLIrNE®T,

Now Phoebus’ beams yon eaftern hills adorn,
And feather’d warblers wake the purple morn:
With mufic wild the vocal groves refound,

And dappled flowers their odours shed around,
And fee, our lambkins o’er the dewy mead
Within our ken, fecure from danger,feed,



While thue reclin’d the daify’d grafs among,
Attune your pipe, and cheer us with a fong.

Damon,.

Pl gladly join—but do you take the lead 5
" You, Colinet, can beft attune the reed,
Come, let us fing our ever-blooming fields ,
And bleft content, the happy cottage yields.
Lo! Daphnis hither leads .I}‘u fleecy care:
Who fweeteft fings, his judgment shall declare,

CoLINET.

Agreed ~— remote from clamour and debate,
From cities far, how bleft the shepherd’s ftate!
No fears alarm, no cares difturb our peace,

Our lives we fpend in happinefs and eafe.
Damon.,

Free from ambition and contentious firife,
From folly far, how bleft a country- life!
To 'vice unkaown, and heart-corroding care,

We view the beauties of the rifing year,



And, while our younglings crop the flowery fields.

Enjoy the pleafure, fweet retirement yields.

COLIKET.

Soon as the cock proclaims th® apptoaching day,

And eaftern hills are clad in gold array,

No more our eyes are feal’d in balmy sleep:
Our cots we leave, and ftraight unfold our sheep,
And, whiftling on our way, the bleaters lead,

To crop the grafs along the verdant mead.

Tis pleafing then, to fee our lambkins play,
To hear the warblers chant on ev’ry fpray:

*Tis pleaﬁhg then, to breathe the morning- air,
And.pipe and fing, devoid og anxious care.

DamMoN.

Behold, around what pleafing profpe&s rife!
‘What goodly fcenes attra& our wond’ring eyes!
On nodding ftalks o’er all th’ enamell’d mead
The blooming flowers their painted.foliage fpread:
The limpid riHs our lift’ning ears affail
With gentle murmurs, winding through the vale:
The reverend oak a gratefal shade difplays, -
A cool retreat from fol’s inceffant rays.



All natute ftrives , with év’ry blifs repletes
Tinhance the plealures of our happy ftates

COLINET.

N

While thus reclin’d, how pleafing ’tis, to fee
Th’ unwearied labouring of the bufy bee!
From plant to plant, from flower to flower he flies,
And with the fweets he loads his little thighs.
How pleafing 'tis , to fee thethrifty ants,
With care providing for their future wants!
By fuch examples happy fwains are taught,
That honeft induftry’s with bleffings fraught.

DaMonN.

Our blifs increafes, Colinet, to fee
The peafants round us all as.blithe as we.
See, Hodge with pleafure o’er the ridges plods,
And with his plough divides the yie]d'mé; clods:
See Doris, tripping down the wat’ry glade,
In homely ruffet, yet with neatnels clad,
Her flowing gown tuck’d careful round her waift .
And yellow hair with ribbons ‘waving dreft,
Her gaudy necklace glaring light refle@s,
And rofy health adorns her glowing cheeks.
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-How pleafing ’tis, to hear her fimple fong,

As o’er the field she fmiling trips along,
‘While cows, impatient, with full udders ftand,
And wait the ftroking of her fnowy hand!

‘COLINET. .

And when at ncon, their glowing fidesto cool ,
The paating herds fland lowingiin the pool,
And bleating lambkins to the fresh retreat
In clufters throng, to shun the parching heat,
How blithe are we with maidens in the grove,
Repeating all our fimple tales of love!
With fweeteft flowers while we their crooks adorn,
They for our favours dimpled fmiles refurn:
Our falt’ring tongues our wounded hearts proclaim,
Their glowing cheeks confefs the mutual flame,

t e

DAaMonN.

How blithe at eve , when Phoebus shines askance
O’er weftern hills , we join the mazy dance!
The ruddy maidens, by their fweet-hearts led ,
With pleafuré flaunt it o’er the dewy mead,
Old Hodge with glee, while others pipe and fing,
Direds his bow athwart each tuneful ftring :
*We
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We round him dance with_joy and fond delight, '
Till filent nature’s wrapt in shadowy night.

DaprNi1s,

Ye jocund shepherds, fav'rites of the plain!
Your fongs, more fweet than Philomela’s ftrain,
With wit replete, fo much your Daphnis pleafe,

I cannot fay, whofe are the fofteft lays.
Long may ye both, dear to the nymphs and fwains,
On Glotta’s banks delight us with your itrains.

Here ftop’d the shepherds, and with curds and
cream
Refresh’d themfelves, and drunk the cryftal ftream:
Pleas’d with their fate, again they join’d the lay,
And laugh’d and fung the fprightly hours away,

Retzer’s Choice, Vol. V1, F
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N o o n
Or Corydon and Thyrlis.

CORYDON.

The mid-day fun now darts his vertic ray,
And neighbeuring fwains to cool receffes flray ;
Let us fecluded from the heat recline,

Beneath the shadow of this towering pine;
And, while in view our lambs difporiing play,
Attune your reed, and pipe fome {prightly lay.
Oft have I heard of Damon’s wond’rous skill
In rural ditties, and the tuneful quill.

'Twas he, inftruéted you the piping art,

To chear the fwains, and win your Flora’s heart
Give then a fample of his blithefome ftrains,

This varnish’d whiftle shall reward your pains.
THYRSsIs,

Small praife, I ween, is due my skill in fong,
'Twas ne’er defign’d to foothe the jocund throng;
But, now and then, a leilure hour to fpend,

And chear myfelf in ablence of a friend:

Yet to my lips I’il now my reed apply,

And with my Corydon’s requeft comply:

I'll fing you one, with forrow deeply fraught,
The 1aft fweet ditty, peerlefs Damon taught.




CorrxbDoN,

Begin = I'll with attention watch our sheep,
And eye the goats on yonder craggy fteep.

THYRSsIS,

Far in a wild beneath a beechen shade,
Where filver Clyde winds down his cozy bed,
The fair Amanda, erft fo blithe and gay,
At Daphne’s fide reclin’d, defponding lay,
Her burfting bofom heav'd with fwelling fighs,
While tears unfeign’d ran ftreaming from her eyes.
Her sheep, unheeded, wander’d to and fro,
And vocal hills re-echoed all her woe.
Young Daphne, griev’d, to fee the nymph diftrefs’d,
In friendly firains her fympathy exprefs'd.

»Lo, genial fpring, in rofy garb array’d,

,3s5miles on the hills, and paints th’ enamell’d niead.
s Prolific fol now chears the gladfome plain,

»sAnd fwells the fruit, and fills the bladed grain: '
»0n every fpray the feather’d warblers fing,

»»And all the groves with rural mufic ring:

50ur fleecy nibblers crop the clover field,

E 2



,,Clyde’s winding banks a goodly profped yield :
,,The joyous May in all her pomp appears.

,»Then why thefe fighs, Amanda 2 why thefe tears?
,,Why all this grief? — all this ill-feafon’d pain?

,,Come, dear Amanda, to a friend explain.®

Silent and fad, she Daphne wififul ey’d,
And thus anon with heaving fighs reply’d:

.0 lead me, Daphne, fo fome defart shotes
,Where to the rocks I may my fate deplore!
,»The gentle fpring no more affords delight,
+sThe dappling flowers are hateful o my fight:
,,Nor Glotta’s banks, (where once, devoid of care,
,,I defly fung throughout the varied year)
,,Nor blifsful dales, where he meand’ring flows,
,,Can tears fupprefs, ot foothe my endlefs woes.
,,My lambs (would ,I were innocent as they)
.,,;Where—e’er they 1ift, may for Amanda ftray:
,,Nor hills, nor dales, nor frisking flccks can pleafe.
,,A long farewell to happinefs and eafe!*
,»You wont, faid Daphne, to be blithe and free,
,,Yon' wont, to chear us with your mirth and glees:



»The jocund fwains, charm'd with your pleafing fong,
»With joyful hearts around you us’d to throng,
s»And on their pipes, to join your chorus, play.
ssWherefore this change, my dear Amanda, fay?
s»What lies fo heavy at your throbbing heart,

sAmanda ,ztell? — to me your woes impart, ¢

syCeafe = ceafe , my Daphne, your unwelcomé
ftrains !
ssThefe gay refleftions but increale my pains.
»While pure untainted innocence remain'd,
s,E’re Strephon. bafe my witlefs heart obtain'd,
s, Like you I fported, and was blithe like you,
5sMy days were chearful, and my cares were few:
s But perjur’d Strephon my aﬂ'e&iom won,
»In him I trufted, was by him undene. —
»Ah! now farewell, my wonted happy days!
,.Farewell, my wonted innocence and eafe!
, Farewell ye groves, and ev'ry fmiling dell!
»Yp wand'ring ewes, and slighted lambs, farewelll—

My artlefs Daphne, take a friend’s advice ,
», With caution liften to your wooer’s voice,
p»And through love’s mazes ever wary trela.d,
F3
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550r—like Amanda —you may be betray’d.
»»The while fond Strephon deck’d with wreaths my
. breaft,
,»And taper-crook with fragrant garlands dreft,
ssWhen vows of conftancy in yonder grove
»»He plighted oft, fay, could I doubt his love?
»»The while he flatt’ring firft reveal’d his flame,
s 1 little knew, (poor fimple, thoughlefs dame)
»His youthful breaft a wicked heart contain’d,
s»That by his guile my virtue would be ftain’d,
s»And foon my artlefs virgin-heart he won,

soHe'd leave me thus — abandon’d and uadone !¢

With pity mov'd, young Daphane dropp’d a tear,
\
And curs’d the fwain, fo falfe and infincere.

sSevere, faid she, is haplefs woman’s fate;
»If fair, men ruin us, if homely, hate:
aWe're fure betray’d, if we throughlove pucfue,
2»And, if we fly, they flatter and undo. *

yFrom hence, refum’d Amanda, learn with care,

5 Whilfl yet a maid, to shun each tempting fnare,

I3




s,For Strephon’s fake what anguish I ‘endure,
»yAnd deep remorfe, which bafles ev’ry cure!

s5sAt dead of night, when nature’s funk in sleep,
,»sWith forrow wrung, I'm left alone to weep !
»And, when the fun'in eaftern sky appears, ,
5»5till I’'m dejedted , flill bedew’d with tears, —
,,For him I bear the village’ taunting fcorn,

3By foes infulted, and by friends forlorn.

ssThe cruel fwain, deaf to my pitious moan,
ssHas Doris wed, and left me thus undone. —
»But ceale, Amanda!—now ’tis vain to mourn:
,,Be hush, ire groves! no more my plaint return!
;. Farewell, ye glades, and ev’ry {miling dell!

s Ye wand'ring ewes, and slighted lambs, farewell !
sAnd thou, o Daphne, virtue ftill purfue,

s,Be innocent, be bleft! — farewell! — adieu! ¢ =

Thus having fpoke, she franticreach’d the share,
Plung’d headlong in, and funk to rife no more.

Here ftopp’d the gentle fwain — the lift’ning
crowd ,
Mov'd with his flrains, were all in tears bedew’d.
Su_ch was our Damon’s skiil, and peerlefs mead,
And fuch his cunning on the mellow reed.

F 4
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CoRYDON.

. His art in piping he has left with you:
Accept your promis’d gift, ’tis juftly due,
And now, till thine be brought, you'll welcome
share

My rural fweets and wholefome countryfare,

Evening.

Or Colin and Lycon.

Movrsvus.

A clofe of day, the while I homeward led
My fleecy care, o’er Glotta’s blifsful mead
Sweet rural mufic ;floating in the air ,'

Of oaten pipes affail’d my lift’ning ear,

When lo! I found beneath a beechen shade
Two love-fick shepherds, *mong the violets laid,
In keen di‘pute, who beft could tune the reed:
From either flock they ftak’d two fav’rite ewes,




And me as umpire on m’arrival chofe.
Our younglings fed Clyde’s flowery banks along,
While I-atténtive heard their rural fong.

CorLixN,

The fetting fun now gilds the weftern sky,
And, whiftling, homeward happy ploughmen hie,
And fee, in view o'er all th’ impurpl:d mead
Our fev’ral flocks promifcuously feed.

Come then, my Lycon, in this shady grove
Let’s fing the beauties of the nymphs, we love.
‘Whafe are the ewes, young Mopfus shall decide;
In Mopfus® judgment we may fafe confide,

Lycon,

Believe me, lad, the longeft fummer's day
Would not fuffice, her merits to difplay.
Fair Delia’s bloom and graceful mien we prize,
And moft admire Melinda’s fparkling eyes:'
But all perfe&ions in my Myra joinj ‘
Her tempet’s affable, her form divine.

Fs
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CoLIN.

My lovely Sylvia, fweet as genial Mayp,
Mild as Aurora , ush’ring in the day,
When defily fporting in the shady grove
With beauteous nymphs, faint emblems of my love,
Like yonder rofe the meaner flowers among,

My fair appears amid the virgin- throng.
Lycon.

My Myra’s cheeksra ruddy blush difelofe,
More warm and blooming than. the vermil rofe:
Adown her neck her waving ringlets flow,

Her honey -lips with crimfon -rednefs glow:
Her virgin- breafts, juft rifing to the view,
Are whiter far than lilies, wet with dew.

CoLIN.

Bleft Sylvia's fairer than the Cyprian queen,
In talking free, angelic in her mien.
Her lively eyes shine than the ftars more bright,
Her glowing lips feem kiffes to invite :
Her ebon-trefles gaudy ribbons tie,

Her dimpled cheeks with new-blown rofes vie,
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With tuneful voice, than nightingales more fweet,

She charms mine ear,whenin the shade we meet.
LycoN.

When on my Myra’s fnowy breaft reclin’d,
How blythe am I! how chearful she, and kind!
From fault’ring tongue mine honeft paflion flows:
Her rofly cheeks a modeft blush difclofe,

Ye gods! what words can our delight exprefs,

‘When lip to lip with mutual love we prefs!
CorLix,

When in the shade at Syivia's fide I lie,
How joyous she, and o how happy I}
By fimple wiles each other’s love we win:
She firokes my cheek, I chuck her lovely chin,
And, when I fmile, a fmile she will retarn;
Our wounded hearts with equal paflions burn, —
If from my fight, no more the fields can pleafe,
On flowery banks invain I feek for eafe,
On verdant plains invain the daifies fpring,
Invain the birds with wild caroling fing ,
The fun invain beams forth refulgent rays;

In Sylvia’s abfence nought, alas! ;:an pleafe.
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LycoR.

When peerlefs Myra’s abfent from my fight,
The fweets of {pring no more afford delight:
My sheép, unheeded , wander to and fro,
While hills and dales around repeat my woe.

CoLiIn,

The wounded trees bleed with my Sylvia’s name,
M’ engraven crook in verfe declares my flame.
Angelic Sylvia, blithefome, free and kind ,
All night I dream of, fills all day my mind.
Her winning charms for ever I could fing,
And make the echoes with her beauties ring.

Lycon.
My comely Myra grants me love for love:
Her praife I fing in ev'ry vale and grove.
So mild her temper, and her face fo fair,
My lovely Myra is beyond compare !

CorLIN.

' Goats may forfake the craggy mountain’s brow,
Rivers may backward to their fountaing flow,




Gay fpring may ceafe to clothe the mead with green,
And vales of fnow in fultry June be feen :

But thou, my Sylvia, all my heart holds dear,

No power on earth shall from my bofom tear}
There thou, bleft nymph, in fpite of all controul,
Unrival’d reign’ft, the miftrefs of my foul!

Lycon,

O’er eaftern hills the fun shall ceafe to rife,
Shall ceafe at eve to gild the weftern skies,
No more the warblers on the lealy fpray
Shall chaunt in fpring their fweet melodious lay,
The zephyrs ceale, the afpen leaf to move,
When I my Myra shall forget to love.

Moersus.

My blithefome Lycon, thine harmonious lays ,
So defly fung, are worthy of our praife,
And for your ftrains (you merit well the meed)
Accept, fond youth, this crook and brafsbound reed:
But Colin’s glee and long-experienc’d skill,
What time to fink a note, and when blow shrill,
Muft be allow’d, to thefe ftak’d ewes lay claim,
And ’mong she shepherds merit deathlefs fame ;
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By artful cunning in the rural firain
_He’ll pipe full long unequall’d on the plain,

But lo ! the fun immerges in the fea
And birds no longer fing upon the fpray.
Let us retire, and fold our fleecy sheep,
And give the reft of this calm night to sleep.

Night
Or Amandus.

The difmal night had now affum’d her reign,
And wet with dew the filent gloomy plain:
Departed fol was fet in weltern deep,

And wearied mortals funk in balmy sleep,
When, drown’d in tears, beneath a blafted dalk,
Where om’nous ravens to the defert croak,
Amandus lay— To give his forrows vent,”

He thrice effay’d, and thrice did fichs prevent:
To lift’ning groves, at length in hollow tone,
And broken accents , thas he made his moan.

¢
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Why have I liv’d, to fee this woeful day,
Which has my Stella mingled with the clay?
Why liv'd, to fee her yield her tuneful breath 2—
To fee the hour, she clos’d her eyes in death ? —
Love, wit and beauty from the plains are fled,
And in the grave with lovely Stella laid.

Embower her tomb, ye gloomy cyprefs-trees !
Come, figh with me, thou gentle-fanning breeze!
Bewail with me, ye lambs and bleating sheep!
With me , ye fountains and ye rivers, weep !
Refound, ye hills, ye vales, with me deplore
My young, my beauteous Stella’s now no more! —
Behold (o baleful fight!) that rifing mound,
Which fable yews and willows pale furround!
Ah! there interr’d , regardlefs of my fighs,
My love, my all, the pride of nature lies.

Love , wit and beauty from the plains are fled,

And in the grave with comely Stella laid.

With her no more the flowery field I'll fread,
No more recline beneath the beechen shade,
Where oft I wont, on oaten pipe to play,
While lovely Stella join'd the fimple lay, —
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No mote shall shepherds round the-virgin throng
" Doat on her charms, and praife her pleafing fong,
‘But on the branches hang the filent reed,
While with defpair their heaving bofoms bleed ,
And o’er her grave fad rofemary beftrew,
And bid her, drown’d in tears, a long adieu.
Love, wit and beauty from the plains are fled,

And in the grave with comely Stella laid.

Ah, peerlefs Stella, nature’s pride, is dead,

Laid low in earth, and all her beauties fled,

No more her cheeks with blooming rofes vie,

Her cold pale lips have loft their crimfon-dye:

Her fparkling eyes, which ev’ry bofom warm'd,

Now languid lie, of all their fire difarm’d:

Hush’d is her voice, which erft fo fweetly fung,

And wit no more flows from her filent tongue.

In bloom of youth death maim’d her virgin-charms ,

And mercilefs tore her from a lover’s arms.

Ah, yonder she, whilom more blithe and gay

Than joyous fpring, lies mingling with the clay.
' Love, wit and beauty from the plains are fled,

And in the grave with comely Stella laid.




Ah me ! what tears, what fighs my grief exprefs,
When I revolve my Stella’s laft addrefs!—

As o’er her couch that woeful day I flood,

She pale and weak —and I with tears bedew’d!
‘While yet cold death upheld th’ impending ftroke,
In feeble accents thus sh* expiring fpoke :

»My taper-crook do thou, Amandus, take:
»Ule’t as thine own for dying Stella’s fake
»Lf e’er thou lov'd me, let my fleecy care
s»Along with thine thy kind attention share
2 For now, Amandus, I muft bid adieu,
ssMuft bid farewell to all the world— and you.
»sTo you, my love! — to you! ah welladay!
pDeath calls, alas! and all muit death obey.
smFarewell! — adieu ! — Here was her voice fupprefs’d,
Her pains remov’d, and all her flruggles ceas’d.
Her pains, her ftruggles ceas’d, and mine begun:
She’s now intomb’d, I left behind to moan. —
Love, wit and beauty from the plains are fled,
And in the grave with comely Stella laid.

Retzer’s Choice. Vol. VI, @
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Ah! what avails it, she was pafling fair,

That godlike virtue ever was her “care ,

That rural ditties she fo fweetly fung,

And poignant wit flow’d ever from her tongue?
Ah! what avails it , she my crook adorn’d
Wwith fragrant flowers, and love for love return’d 2
Not all her beauty, all my tears could fave
My haplels Stella from an early grave.

Nor voice enchanting as the Siren’s fong,

Nor charms of peerlels meed could life prolong.
The old, the young, the hoin‘e]y and the fair
Muft yield to death, and for the grave prepare,

His fighs again his ftruggling fpeech fupprefs’d,

And tears again bedew’d his heaving breaft.
Abforb’d in grief, beneath the wither’d shade
All on a mofly turf he lean’d his head,
Till winding rills, which through the valley creep,
With foathing murmurs 1ull’d the fwain asleep. —

' Riddel.



Oxford and Cambridge.

Our royal mafter faw with heedful eyes

The wants of his two univerfities,

Troops he to Oxford fent, as knowing, why

That learned body wanted loyalty,

But books to Cambridge gave, as well difcerning,
That that right loyal body wanted learning.

Trapp.

The Answer,

The king to Oxford fent his troop of horfe;
For Tories own no argument but force :
With equal care to Cambridge books he fent;

For Whigs allow no force but argument.

Browne,

Ode on the Suicide of .a Friend.

Such anguish ,Tas diftends the hear¢
Of fome unfabled Niobe,
G
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"When the peltilential dart
Has transfixt her progeny,
Or fuch, as with’ Gorgonian pow’r
Inanimates a Thisbe’s face,
Who at the love - appointed hour
On the love - appointed place
Finds her paffion’s idel dead,
And with his faithful breath all comfort fled,
Such , ah! redoubled grief beyond compare!
Curio, my reafon’s love and choice’s heir,
Unman’d thy friend, when (what he lealt cou'd
fear)
~ Thy felf-anticipated death furpris'd his wounded

ear.

What, if thy ftay life’s slender joys
' Solicited invain, ,

If vain too clam’rous inftin@’s voice
Thy valor to reftrain,
Yet fay, my Curio, fay, how yet

His country’s laws the patriot could f‘orget,
Or the fupreme difpofer’s will
The moralift retain, and not fulfil?
O virtue of a favage kind!

O courage , for far other ufe defign’d!
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O with difcordant error fenfe und learning join'd!
Thus did I Curio’s fate repine,
*Till o’er my forrow - weary’d head
Sleep its Lethean opiates fpread,
Impotent lenitives to woe like mine.
For lo! my late-loft friend and long rever’d
To my clos’d eyes appear’d, |
A glorius phantom! from all parts
The beamy radiance darcts:
But eminent above the reft
Flash’d the bold wound upon his manly breaft:
Not more diftinét on knighthood’s fplendid coat,
(Each eye -ball dazzling from a- far)
Of worth approv’d the fulgent note,
Vibrates the lightning of its blazing - ftar.
Compaffion kindled in his look,
While from his fapient lips the vocal mufic broke.
,»Much -lov’d, much - erring mortal, (thus he cries)
,,No more my mem’ry blame!
,» No more the god-like a& blafpheme,
s That wings th’imprifon’d foal for kindred skies!
., No public’s chain extends beyond the grave,
. Irrationally binding to the wife and brave,
, And foon or late inevitable death
,» By nature’s order claims our breath,
. As in the womb, his world, where many a day
G3
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4 In liquid blifs the vegetable infant lay,
5» Grown ripe for.birth, he finds delight no more,
s, Buf unknown pangs his frame explore,
55 "Till inftin& - flung, he burft away
»» To the fun's gladfome ray
., S0 the diftafte of life , the slight of death and pain
»» The longing for immortal joy
»s Not on the virtuous foul invain
s» Their inflin&ive [orce employ :
s It owns the fummons, fpurns its vile abode,
s Greatly irregular, affumes a comet-road,
sy Heav’n’s welcome volunteer, among the gods a
god! ¢
He faid, and vanish’d from my view:

Awak’d, I wish’d the pleafing vifion true.

Kellet, *)-

*) A Pockee of profe and verfe, being a feledtion from
the literary produdions of dlexander Kellet , Efp.
Bath, 1778, 3ve,




To Mira
Loving at firlt fight.

No warning of th’ approaching flame,
Swiftly, like fudden death, it came:
Like travellers, by lightning kill'd,

I burnt the moment, I beheld.

In whom fo manys charms are plac’d,
Is with a ‘mind as nobly grac’d,
The cafe, fo shining to behold,
Is fill'd with richeft gems and gold.

To what my eyes admir’d before,
I add a thoufand graces more,
And fancy blows into a flame

The fpark, that from the beauty came.

The obje& thus improv’d by thought
By my own image I am caughtt
Pygmalion fo with fatal art
Polish'd the form, that ftung his heart,

Granville Lord Lansdowne.
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The dying Indian.

The dart of Izdabel prevails! *twas dipt

In double poifon — I shall foon arrive

At the bleft island, where no tigers fpring

On heedlefs hunters, where anana’s bloom

Thrice in each moon, where rivers fmoothly glide,
Nor thund’ring torrents whirl the light canoe
Down to the fea, where my forefathers feaft
Daily on hearts of Spaniards! — O my fon,

I feel the venom bufy in my breaft.

Approch, and bring my crown, deck’d with the teeth
Of that bold chriftian, who firft dar’d deflour

The virgins of the fun, and, dire to tell!

Robb'd Pachacamac’s altar of its gems !

I mark’d the fpot, where they interr’d this traitor,
And once at midnight ftole I to his tomb,

And tore his carcafe from the earth, and left it

A prey to poifonous flies. Preferve this crown
With facred fecrecy ! If e’er returns

Thy much -lov’d mother from the defart woods,
Where, as I hunted late, I happlefs loft her,
Cherish her age. Tell her, I ne’er have worship'd
With thofe, that eat their God. And when difeale
Preys on her languid limbs, then kindly ftab her

With thine own hands, nor fuffer her to linger,
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Like chriftian cow.'ards, in a life of pain.
T go; great Capuc bekons me. Farewel!
Warton,

S o n g
High ftate and honours to others impart,
But give me your heart!
That treafure, that treafure alone
I beg for my own.
So gentle a love, fo fervent a fire
My foul does infpire:
That treafure, that treafure alone
I beg for my own.
Your love let me crave!
Give me in poflefling
So matchlefs a blefling!
That empire is all, I would have.
Love’s my petition,
All my ambition :
If e’er you difcover
So faithful a lover,
So real a flame,
FIl die, I'll die:
So give up my game!
. Dryden.

G5
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Death and Daphne.
To an agreeable young Lady, extremely lean,

Death went upon a folemn day

At Pluto’s hall, his court to pay.

The phantom, having humbly Kkiit

His grisly monarch’s footy fift,
Prefented him the weekly bills

Of do&tors, fevers, plagues and pills.
Pluto obferving, fince the peace

The burial article decreafe,

And vext, to fee affairs mifcarry,
Declar’d in council, Death muft marry,
Vow’d, he no longer could fupport

" 014 batchelors about his court ,

The int'reft of his realm had need,

That Death should get a num’rous breed,
Young deathlings, who, by pratice made
Proficient in their father’s trade ,

With colonies might ftock around

His large dominions under ground,

A confult of coquets below '
Was ‘call’d, to rig him out a beau.

From her own head Megzra takes




A periwig of twifted {nakes,

Which in the niceft fashion curl’d,
(Like toupets of this upper world)
With flow’r of fulphur powder’d well,
That graceful on his shoulders fell,
An adder of the fable kind , .

In line dire@ hung down behind.

The owl, the raven and the bat

Club’d for a feather to his hat:

, His coat, an us'rer’s velvet pall,
Bequeath’d to Pluto, corps and all.
But loth, his perfon to expofe

Bare, like a carcafe, pikt by crows,

A lawyer o’er his hands and face
Struck artfully a parchment cale,

No new - flux’d rake shew’d fairer skin,
Nor Phillis after lying in,

With fnuff was fill’d his ebon box

Of skin - bones, rotted by the pox.
Nine fpirits of blafpheming fops

‘With aconite anoint his chops,

And give him words of dreadful founds,
G~d d—n his blood, and b—~d and w—ds.

Thus furnisht out, he fent his train,

ake a houfe in Warwick-lane.

107
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The faculty, his humble friends,

A complimental meffage fends :

Their prefident in fearlet - gown
Harangu'd, ard welcom’d him to town.

But Death had bus’nefs to difpatch;
His mind was running on his match,
And, hearing much of Daphne’s fame,
His majefty of terrors came,
Fine as a col’nel of the gunards,
To vifit, where she fat at cards.
She, as he came into the room,
Thought kim Adonis in his bloom,
And now her heart with pleafure jumps.
She fcarce remembers, what is trumps,
(For fuch a shape of skin and bone
‘Was never feen except her own)
Charm’d with his eyes and chin and fnout,
Her pocket- glafs drew slily out,
And grew enamour’d with her phiz,
As juft the counterpart of his.
She darted many a private glance,
And freely made the firft advance,
Was of her beauty grown fo vain,
She doubted not, to win the fwain.




Nothing, she thought, could fooner gain him,
~Than with her wit to entertain him.

She ask’d about her friends below,

This meagre fop, that batter’d beau,
Whether fome late depatte.d toafts

Had got gallants among the ghofts?

If Chloe were a sharper flill,

As great as ever at quadrille?

(The ladies there muft needs be rooks;
For cards, we know, are Pluto’s books)
If Florimel had found her love,

For whom she hang’d herfelt above ?
How oft a week was kept a ball

By Proferpine at Pluto’s hall*?

(She fancied thofe Elyfian shades

The fweeteft place for mafquerades)

How pleafant on the banks of Styx,

To troll it in a coach and fix!

What pride a female heart enflames!
How endlefs are ambition’s aims! .
Ceafe, haughty nymph ; the fates decree,
Death muft not be a fpoufe for thee;
For when by chance the meagre shade
Uponjthy hand his finger laid,



Thy hand as dry and cold as lead,
His matrimonial fpirit fled:

He felt; dbout his heart a damp,
That quite extinguish’d Cupid’s’ lamp.
Away the frighted fpe&reclfcnds N
And leaves my lady in the fuds,

To Delia
In imitation of Anacreon.

You bid me write: but how can I
Write, if Pegafus won’t fly?
You. bid me wx.'ite, my charming dove!

What can I write, if not of love?
My heart’s all love, and all my care

1s, how to pleafe my charming fair.

P'llfing of war: what’s war to me?
Or what, my fair! is war to thee¥
I'll {ing of plains, where shepherds rove:
But then, alas! I fing of love.

Swift,




My mind’s all love, my care’s repaid,

If I but pleale my lovely maid.

‘Whene'er I wander thro’ the shade,

' Or hie acrofs the fuany glade,
Whene’er I feek the pleafing grove,
. My thoughts are all engaged by love.
Whate'er I fay, whate’er I do,
My thoughts, dear maid, are love and you.

Green.

Song to Aclle,
Lord of the Caftell of Bryflowe in Daies of
Yore, *) ‘

O thou (or whate remaynes of thee)
Aelle, the darlynge of futuritye!

*, About the year 920 Aelle was Governor of the callle
of Briftol, and gained many fignal viRories over the
Danes , particularly at Watchet, That fong was made
to the memory of this chief by a Carmelite - friar and
fatker confeffor to William Cannynge, founder! of St.
Mary Redcliffe - church. It was written in the yeas
1468, and the Original is now in the hands of Mr.
Barret, furgeon in Briftol.



Lette thys mie fonge bolde as thie courage bee,
As: everlaftynge to pofteritye!
Whanne Dacya’s fonnes with hair of blood-red hue,
Lyke kynge- coppes braftynge dewe,
Arraung’d in drear arraye
Upon the lethale daye,
Spredde farre and wyde on Watchet’s shore,
Thenne dydft thou brondeous ftonde,
And with thie burlge honde
Befpringedde all’ the mees with gore,
Drawn by thyne anlace fell,
Down to the depthes of hell
Thoufands of Dacyans went.
Bryftowans, menne of myghte,
Ydar’d the blodie fyghte,
And acted deedes full quent.
O thou! were'ere (thie bones att reft)
Thie fpryte to haunte delyghteth beft,
Wheter on the blod - embrued playne,
Or where thou kenn’ft from far
The blatant cryes of “;arre,
Or feeft fome mountayne, made of hepes of slayne
Or feeft the hatchedde ftede
Yprouncynge o’er the mede,
And neigh to be amongeft the poyntedde fpere:
Or in black armour ftalk arounde,
Em-




Embatteledde Briitowe, once thie grounde,
And glow'ft ardorous onne the caftle fteers,
Or fierce rounde the mynfterne glare,

Let Briftowe flille bee made thie care!
Guarde it from me fomeane and confpmynge fyre!
Lyke Avon’s ftreame encyrque it rounde,

Ne lette a flamme enharme the grouude,.‘
Tyll ynne one flame all the whole worlde expyre!
Rowlley.

Abra,
or
The Georgian Sultana.
Scene a Foreft, Time the Evening.

In Georgia’s land, where Tefllis’ towers are feens _
In diftant view along the level green,
While evening-dews enrich the glittering glade,
And the tall forefts caft a longer shade,
What time 'iis fweet, o’er fields of rice to ftray,
Or fcent the breathing maze at fetting day.
Amidft the maids of Zagen’s peaceful grove,
Emyra fung the pleafing cares of love.

Retzer’s Choice, Vol. VI H
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Of Abra firft began the tender firain,

Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain.
At morn she came, thofe willing flocks to lead,
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead:
From early dawn the live - long hours she told,
*Till late at filent eve she penn’d the fold.
Deep in the grove beneath the fecretshade

A various wreath of odorous flowers she made:
Gay - motley’d pinks and fweet jonquils she chofe,
'.i‘he violet blue, that on the mofs-bank grows:
All-fweet to fenfe, the slaunting rofe was there.
The finish'd chaplet well - adorn’d her hair,

Great Abbas chanc’d that fated morn to firay,

By love condu&ed from the chace away.

Among the vocal vales he heard her fong,

And fought the vales and echoing groves among.

At length he found, and woo’d the rural maid:

She knew the monarch, and with fear obey’d.
.3 Be every youth like royal Abbas mov’d,
,,knd every Georgian maid like Abra lov’d!¢e

The royal lover bore her from the plain:
Yet ftill her crook and bleating flock remain.
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Oft, as she wernt, she backward turn’d her view,
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu.
Fair happy maid! to other fcenes remové,
To ticher fcenes of golden power and love!
Go, leave the fimple pipe and shepherd’s ftrain!
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign!
5 Be every vouth like royal Abbas mov’d,
s»And every Georgian maid like Abra lov’d !

Yet *midft the blaze of eourts she fix’d her love
On the cool fountain or the shady grove:
Still with the shepherd’s innocence her mind
To the fweet vale and flowery mead inclin’d,
And oft, as fpring renew’d the plains with flowers,
Breath’d his foft gales, and led the fragrant hours,
With fure return she fought the fylvan fcene,
Thebreezy mountains and the forefts green.
Her maids around her mov’d, a duteous band:
Each bore a crook all-rural.in her hand.
Some fimple lay of flocks and herds they fung:
With joy the mountain and the foreft rung.

. Be every youth like royal Abbas mcv’d

., And every Georgian maid like Abra lov’d! ¢

And oft the royal lover left the care
And thorns of ftate, attendant on the fair,
Hag
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Oft to the shades aud low - roof’d cots retir’d,

Or fought the vale, where firlt his heart was fir'd,

.

A ruffet mangle, like a fwain, he wore,
And thought of erowns and bufly courts no more.
,».Be every youth like royal Abbas ‘mov’d,

5. And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!l«

Bleft was the life, that royal Abbas led,
Sweet was his love, and ianocent his bed.
What, if in wealth the noble maid excel,
The fimple shepherd-girl can love as well.
Let thofe, who rule in Perfia’s jewell’d throne,
Be fam’d for love, and gentleft love alone,
Or wreath, like Abbas, full of fair renown,
.The lover’s myrde with the warrior’s crown.
O happy days! the maids around her fay, ‘
O hafte , profufe of bleflings, hafte away!
s Be every youth like royal Abbas mov’d,
»» And every Georgian maid like Abralov’d!*
Collins.
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" A Farewell fo Poetry,

Thc thraldom’s paft — the fpell hath loft its power,
The magic fpell, that erft entranc’d my foul,
And bound my blinded reafon in its chains.
‘The gay delufion fades: its rainbow - tints
In empty air evanish, and no more
The coz’ning shapes perfidious cheat my fancy.
Away, deceitful hopes, fantailic dreams?
Ye fpoilers of my youth, away! deceive
The ignorant and thoughtlels, who, 1like me,
Shall feek fruition in your fancied blifs!
Adieu, ye Mufes! you, whofe genuine fire
Gives joy ecftatic to the ravish’d foul,
You, whom erewhile I deem’d fo wondrous fair,
As noug?\t could rival! now the folly’s paft.
I vainly courted your propitious aid,
And fondly hop’d, the flrong defire of fame,
That fir'd.my bofom, might be deem’d a fpark
Of heav’nly origin. I hop'd invain: .
The Mufe with looks averted, as in fcorn,
Deny’d my fuit. Yet vanity prevail’d,
And flill I dream’d of iaurel-u'x'eaths , the mee
Of genuine bards, and my diflemper’d fancy -
Involv’d my réafon in ¢he miit of -error. ‘
Yes, vanity, you rul'd my abjed foul:

H3
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You barr’d my ear againft the voice of wifdom,
And t en, arch- felon! at th’ ungarded hour,
Wthen folly reign'd, you flole my precious time?
You ftole my nobleft and my beft poffeffion:
And left me almoft bankrupt. Idle hopes,
Trick’d with falfe fmiles delufive, ye deceiv'd
My reeklefs youth, and lur’d my fteps, to tread
The paths of folly: this attain’d, ye fled,

And traitor-like, betray’d me to defpair.

So the benighted fwain, who fudden fpies

A meteor. dancing o’er the marshy fen, ~
(Joy warms his heart, while foolishly he weens
A friendly light) from his own cot direds

His devious footftep: but at once he finks,

Helplefs, into deftrudtion.

And could I deem, my uncouth artlefs fong,
Th’infipid produce of a tunelefs reed,
Might one day match a Waller’s courtly lay,
Where wi¢ and eafe and melody conjoin 2
Adieu, ye trifles of an early day!
No more shall empty vanity prevail;
Her empire’s over, and her phantom -hopes
No more betray me to contempt and folly.
But it is yours, whofe glowing breafls confefs

The Mufe propitious, it is yours, to breathe
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The miniftry divine, that melts the heart.
For me, I break my ufelefls pipe intwain,
Nor court a glory, I shall ne’er obtain.
Ryan,

The Spaniel and the Cameleon,

A Spaniel, bred with all the care,
That waits upon a fav’rite heir,

Ne’er felt corre®ion’s rigid hand,
Indulg’d, to difobey command.

In pamper’d eafe his hours were fpent:
He never knew, what learning meant.
Such forward airs, fo pert, fo fmart,
Were fure, to win his lady’s heart,
Each little mischief gain’d his praife :

How pretty were his fawning ways!

The wind was fouth, the morning fair:

He ventures forth to take the air.

He ranges all the meadow round,

And rolls upon the fofteft ground,

‘When near him a cameleon feen

Was fcarce diftinguish’d from the green.
H 4
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Dear emblem of the flatt’ring hoft,
What live with clowns, a genius loft!
To cities and the court repair:

A fortune cannot fz'lil the there
Freferment shall thy talents crown,

Believe me, friend 3 I know the town.

Sir, fays the fycophant, like you,

Of old politer life T knew:

Like you, a courtier born and bred,
Kings lean’d their ear to what T faid:
My whifper always met fuccefs,

The ladies prais’d me for addvels :

1 knew, to hit each courtier’s paffion,
And flatterd every vice in fashion.
But Jove, who hates the Iyer’s ways,
At once cut short my profp’rous days,
And, feutenc’d, to retain my nature,
Transform’d me to this crawling creature,
Doom’d t;) a life obfcure and mean,

Y wander in the fylvan-fcene}

For Jove the heart alone recards:

Hé punishes, what man rewards,

How diff’rent is thy cafe and mine!

With men at leaft you fup and dine,




While I, condenin’d fo thinnefl fare,

Like thofe, I flatter’d, feed on air,
Gay.’

o d ¢

to a finging Bird.

0 thou, that glad’lt my Ionefome hours

With many a wildly-warbled fony,

When melancholy round me low’rs,

And drives her fullen florms along,

When fell adverfity prepares,

To lead her delegated train,

Pale ficknels, want, remorfe and pain ,

With all her hoft of carking cares —
The fiends ordain’d, to tame the human foul ,*

And give the humbled heart to fympzathy’s contron!!

Swest foother of my m'xf'ery,‘f'a.',',

Why deft thou clap th¥ joyous wing?
H s
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“ Why doft thou pour that ardcfs lay 2
How . canft thou, little prifoner, fing?
Haft thou not caufe, to grieve,
That man, unpitying man, has rent

From thee the boon, which nature meant,

Thou should’ft, as well as he, receive,

The power, to woo thy partner in the grove,

To build, where inflinét points, where chance direds,
to rove?

Yerchance , unconfcious of thy fate,
And to the woes of bondage blind,

Thou never long’ft, to join thy mate,
Nor wisheft, to be unconfin’d :

Then how relentlefls he,

And fit for every foul offence,

Who could bereave fuch innocence

Of life’s beft bleffing, liberty,

Who lur’d thee, guileful, to his treacherous fnare,

To live a tuneful slave, and diffipate hig care!

But why for thee this fond complaint 2
Above thy mafter thou art bleft:
Art thou not {ree? - yes, calm content,
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With olive fceptré, fways thy breaft:
Then deign with me to live !
The falcon with infatiate maw,
With hooked bill and griping claw
Shall ne’er thy deftiny contrive,
And every tabby foe shall mew invain,

While penfively demure she hears thy melting firain.

Nor shall the fiend, fell famine , dare
Thy wiry tenement affail:
Thefe, thefe shall be my conflan¢ care,
The limpid fount and remp’;a{e meal,
And when the blooming fpring
In checquer’d liv'ry robes the fields,
The faireflt flow’rets, nature yields,
To thee officious will I bring:
A garland rich thy dwelling shall entwine,
And Fiora’s freshefl gifts, thrice happy bird, be thine!

From drear oblivion’s gloomy cave

The powerful Mufe shall wrelt thy name,
And bid thee live beyond the grave —
This meed, she knows, thy merits claim:

She knows, thy liberal heart



Is ever ready, fo difpenfe
The tide of bland benevolence.
And melody’s foft ald impart.
Is ready flill, to prompt the magic lav,
Which hushes all our griefs , and charms our pains

away.

Erewhile, when, brooding o’er my foul,

Frown'd the bizck demons of defpair,

Did not thy voice that power controunl,

And oft fupprefls the rifing tear?

1 fortune should be kind,,

If e'er with afHuenee I’m bleflt,

I’ ofien feek fome friend diftreft,

And when the weeping wretch I find,

Thon, tuneful moralift, I'l1 copy thee.,

Aad fulace all his woes with fogial fympathy.
A ) Richardfon.
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Sonnert,
Made on Ifabella Mearkhame, when I firfle
thought her fayer, 2s she fiood at the prin-
‘cefs’s windowe in goodiye attyre, and talke-
de to dyvers in the courte-yard.
. From 2 Mfc. dasted 1564,

“’Thence comes my lave? O hearte, difclofe!
*Twas from checks, that shamed the rofe,
From lips, that fpoyle the rubies prayfe,
Trom eyes, that mock the diamond’s blaze.
Whence comes my woe % as freely owne,

Ah me! ’twas from a hearte, lyhe flone.

The blushynge cheek fpeakes modelt myade,
The lipps befitting wordes mofte lcyrndc:

The eye does tempte to love’s defyre.

And feems, to fay, ’tis Cupid’s fire.

Yet all fo faire: but fpeak my moane,

Syth nounglite dothe faye the heart of ftone.

Why thas, my love, fo kynde befpeake,

Sweet lyppe, fweet eye, fweet blushynge chieske,
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Yet not a hearte, to fave my paine?

O Venus, {ake thy giftes againe!l

Make noi fo faire, to eaufe our moane,

' Or make a hearte, that's lyke our owne!
Harrington,

S o n g

Ye clifis! I to your airy fleep

Afcend with trembling hope and fear,
To gaze on this extenfive deep,

And watch if William’s fails appear.

Long months elapfe, while here I breathe
Vain expedtation’s frequent prayer,
Till, bending o’er the waves beneath,
I drop the tear of dumb defpair. ;

- But fee a gliflening fail in view!

Tumultyous hopes arile:




’Tis he! — I feel the vifion true,

I truft my confcious eyes.

His promis’d fignals from the mait
My timid doubts deftroy:
‘What was your pain, ye terrors paft,
To this ecitatic joy?
Hayley.

The Lady’s Drefling - room.

Five nours (and who can do it lefs in9)
By haughty Cwxlia fpent in drefling,

The goddefs from her camber iffues,
Array’d in lace, brocades and tiffues.
Strephon, who found, the room was void,
And Betty otherwife employ’d,

Stole in, and took a firi& furvey

Of all the litter, as it lay,
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Whereof, to make-the matter clear,

An inventory follows here.

At Brft a dirty finock appear’d,

Teneath (he arm - pits well besmear’d.

%¢rephon, the rogue, difplay’d it wide,..

And furn’d it round on ev'ry fide.

In fuch a cafe few words are beft,

And Strephon bids us guels the reft,
But Twears, how damnably the men lie .

In calling Cxlia fweet and cleanly.

Now liften, while he next produces
The various combs for various ufes,
Fill’d up with dirt fo c]b[‘ely fixt,

No brush could force a way betwixt.

A pafte of compofition rare,

Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead and hair.
A forehead-cloth with oil upon't,

To fmooth the wrinkles on her front,

Here
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Here allum-flower, to flop the fleams,
Exhal’d from four unfav'ry flreams,
There night- gloves, made of ripfey’s hide,
Bequeath'd by ripfey, when she died,
With puppy-w.ater, beaaty’s help,
Liflill’d from tripfey’s darling whelp,
Here gally - pots and vials plac’d,
Some fill'd with washes, fome with palte,
Some with pomatums , paints and slops,
_ And ointments, good for feabby chops.
Hard by a filthy bafon. ftands,
Foul’d with the fcow’ring of her ]1-.1né‘ls:
The bafon takes, whatever comes,
The fcrapings from her teeth and pums,
A nafly compound of all hues

For here she fpits, and here shé fpues,

But oh! it turn’d poor Strephow’s bowels,
When he beheld and fmelt the towels ,
Begumm’d, bematter’d and beflim’d,

With dirt and fweat and ear-wax grim'd,
No objedt Stre;xlmn:s eye efcapes:

Here petticoa:s in frowzy hLeaps,

Nor be the handkerchicefs forgot,

All varnish’d o'er with fnuf and fmot,

Retwer's Choice, Vol VI, X
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And flockings why should I expofe,

Stain’d with the moifture of her toes,
Or grealy coifs, or pinmers reeking,

‘Which Cxlia slept at leaft a week in.
A pair of tweezers next he found,

To pluck the brows in arches round,

Or hairs, that fink the forehead low,
Or on her chin like briftles grow;

The virtues we muft not Iefs pafs
Of C=zlia’s magnifying glafs.
When frighted Strephon caft his eye on’t,
It shew’d the vifage of a giant.
A glafs, that can to fight difclofe
The fmalleft worm in Celia’s nofc,
And faithfully dire& her nail,
To fqueeze it out from head to tail;
For catch it nicely by the head, .
It muft come out, alive or dead.

Why, Strephon, will you tell the refl,
And muft you needs defcribe the cheft?
That carelefs wench! no creature warn her,

To move it out from yonder corner,
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But leave it ftanding full in fighe

For you, to exercife your fpite.

Invain the workman shew’d his wit
‘With rings and hinges counterfeit,

To make it feem in this disguife

A cabinet to vulgar eyes,

‘Which Strephon ventur’d, to look in,
Reflolv’d, to go through thick and thin.
He lifts the lid: chere needs no more;
He fmelt it all the time before.

As from within Pandora’s box ,
When Epimetheus op’d the locks,
A fudden univerfil crew
Of human evils upward flew,
(He ftill was comforted, to find,
That hope at laft remain’d behind )
. So, Strephon lifting up the lid,
To view, what in the cheft was hid,
The vapours flew from out the vent:
But Strephon , cautious, never meant,
The bottom of the pan to grope,
And foul his hands in fearch of hope.
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0! ne’er may fuch a vile machine
Re once in Cmlia’s chamber feen!
0! may she better learn, to Keep

Thofe fecrets of the hoary deep!

As mutton- cutlels, prime of meat,

Which, though with art you falt and beat,

As laws of cookery require , :
" And roaft them at the, cleareft fire, .. -

If from adown the hopeful chops

The fat upon a cinder drops,

To ftinking fmoke it turns the flame,
Pois’ning the flesh, from whence it came,
And up exhales a greafly ftench,

Yor which you courfe the carelefs wenchsj
So things , which muft not be expreft,
‘When plumpt into ithe reeking cheit,
éend up an excremental fmell,

To taint the parts, from whence they fell,
The petticoats and gown perfume,

And waft a ftink rcund ev’ry room.

Thus finishing his grand furvey,
The fwain disgufted slunk away,

\
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Repeating in his am’rous fits,
4» Oh! Cmlia, Cxlia, Cxlia sh—!

But w;e'ngczrnce , goddefs never sleeping, -
Soon punish’d St‘rcphon.i’or his peeping 3
His foul imagination links
Each dame, he fees, with all her flinks,
And, if unfav’ry odours fly,
Conceives a lady, ftanding by
All women his' defeription fits,
And both ideas jump like wits,
By vicious fancy coupled faft,
And ftill appearing in contraft. _l

I pity wretched Steephon, blind
To all the charms of woman-kind.
. Should I the queen of love refafe,
Becaufe she rofe from ftinking ooze %
To him, that looks behind the fcene,

Statira’s but fome pocky queen.

When Celia all her glory shows,
If Sirephon would but ftop his nofe,

13
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Who now fo impiously blafphemes

Her ointments, daubs and paints and creanrs
Her washes, slops and ev’ry clout,

With which he makes fo foul a rout,

He foon would learn, to think like me,.
And blefs his ravish’d eyes, to fee

Such order from confaufion fprung,

Such gaudy tulips rais’d from dung.
Swift,

V'erfes,

left on the Dutchefs of Devonshire’s Break-

feaft-table, in confequence of his calling on

her Grace at noon, and finding, she had not
left her chamber,"

‘What makes thy looks fo fair and bright,
Divine Autora, fay ?

sy Becaufe from slumbers shoré and light
4 1 rife, to wake the day.*

0, hide for shame thy blushing face!
*Tis all poetic fition.
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To tales like thefe fee Devon’s gface
A blooming contradiction.

Garricks

O d e
to the Lyric Mufe.

"W hat means within my breaft this reftiefs flame 2
My teeming brain what fancies croud ?
O hark! what voice, fo fweetly loud,
Pours on my trembling ear the blaft of fame 2
And fee, a Deity appears!
A Grecian robe and Grecian form she wears :
One hand the tunefull shell fufpends,
And one th’ eternal trump extends:
Her motion , ftation awe infufe,
Her eyes contagious phrenzy roll,
Her fervid words pervade the foul,
And thus she fafcinates the darling of the Mufe.
,» He, whom the Nine infpire,
,, And gift with their authentic ﬁre;
,, Nor from the wordy mafs of law
,» Will the gainful pleafure draw,
14
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vs Nor pulpit -thron’d to innocents difpenfe
sy Magnific shreds of conmmon - fenfe,
,» Wor yet with adamantine heart,
+» Tho? king or college licens’d, at the murderar’s
29 PiTL,
2» Much lefs (what is the downhill - road
' ,,'fo pow’r and dignity and wealth,
o But not to honcour’s bright abode, |
1, But not to peace and peace -imparted health)
s Shull his unblushi. g cheek and perjur’d tongue
sy Amid the fenatorial throng,
s Self - hawking to quotidian fale,
4» Corruption’s rank feptennial Tump retail, %
Well, thy grace divine I know,
Harmonious parent of the lyre,
Who didft on favour’d Thebes beflow
The patriot, whofe poetic fire
On ever - during odes th’ Olympic viftors grav’d,
And his devated narive land from defolation fav’d,
Who didft on new -born Flaccus Imile,
(Tho’ rebel to the flate, tho’® truant from thy toil)
And from poverty a'nd shame
Vindicate one poet’s fame,
Who ev'n in this our gloomy day
Haft animated with Promethean ray

Horatian Akenfide, Pindari¢ Gray.
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Ceafe, ah, fweet delufion, ceafe,
Yn day-dreams (Hus to hover round my head;
The Vulecanian net, tha’s fpread,
Wary erperience fees.
Chang’d are the times, alas! nor now
Or wealth or barren praife canft thou bettow,
The lucre -deafn’d ear what founds avail?
On hearts corruption - fear’d can moral fong prevail 2
Qur Anti-Pollios, lineally dull,
Ne'er meditace the juil reward,
But with oppreflion, hatred, ridicule
Puriue the godlike bard,
Th'indignant bard, unable to withftand,
Flies, fcatt’ring infamy with Parthian' hand,
By cuftom not to be enslav'd,
Nor by the mighty brav’d,
Yet will not I thy intercourfe decline,
Q lovelieft of the virgin-Nine!
But oft’ thy f.iry footfteps trace,
And fometimes gaze thy beatic face,
Full often of thy golden lyre
With thirfty ears imbibe the found,
Sometimes too, rapt in whirlwind - fire,
Quit with thy lay the fpirit-damping ground,
And to the lift’ning few thy praife refound;
For thou fublimefl ev'ry joy,
1s
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. And fweet'neflt ev’ry toil :
Thou canft corrofive care deftroy,
And make diftemper fmile,
And when of all external aid debarr’d,
(Like virtue) goddefs, art thy own reward.
Kellet,

Verfes, written in an Alcove.

Now the moon -beam’s trembling luftre
Silvers o’er the dewy green,

And in foft and shadowy colour
Sweetly paints the chequer’d fcene,

.

Here between the opening branches
Streams a flood of foften’d light:

There the thick and twifted foliage
Spreads the browner gloom of night.

This is fure the haunt of fairies:
In you cool alcove they play.




Care can never crofs the threshold:

Care wus only made for day.

Far from hence be noifly clamour,
Sick disguft and anxious fear!
Pining grief and wafling anguish

Never keep their vigils here.

Tell no tales of sheeted fpedres,
Rifing from the quiet tomb!
Fairer forms this cell shall vifit,

Brighter vilions éild the gloom.

Choral fongs and fprightly voices
Echo from her cell shall call,

Sweeter, fweeter than the murmur
Of the diftant watgr - fall.

Every ruder guft of paffion,
Lull’d with mufic, dies away,

Till within the charmed bofom
None but foft affeétions play;

139
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Soft, as when the evening - breezes
Gently ftir the poplar grove,
Brighter than the fmile of fummer,

Sweeter than the breath of leve.

Thee th’inchanted Mufe shall follow,
Liffy! to the ruilic call,
And, each carelefs note repeating,

Tune them to her charming shell;

Not the Mufe, who, wreath’d with laurel,
Solema ftalks with tragic gait,
And in clear and lofty vifion

Sees the future births of fatc s

Not the maid, who, crown’d with cyprefs,
Sweeps along in {cepter’d pall,
And in fad and folemn accents

Mourns the crefted heroe’s fall;

a

But that other fmiling filter
Wich the blue and laughing eve.
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Singing in a lighter meafure

Strains of woodland -harmony;

All unknown to fame or glory ,
Eafy, blithe and debonair,
" Crown’d with flowers, her carelefs trefles

Loofely floating en the air-
L]

Then, when next the flar of evening
Solily sheds the filent dew,
Let me in this ruflic temple,

Liffy! meet the Mufc and you!

\
The Philofopher and the Pheafants.
:
Thc fage, awak’d at early day,
Through the deep foreft took his way.
Drawn by the muiic of the groves,
Along the winding gloom he roves:

From tree o tree the washling throats
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Prolong the fweet alternate notes.
But where he paft,he tetror threw ,

The fong broke short, the warbters fiew,

The thrushes chatter’d with affright,
And nightingales sbhorr’d his fight 3
All animals before him ran,

To shun the hateful fight of man.

Whence is this dread of ev’ry creature ?
Fly they our figure or our nafure ?

. As thus he walkd in mz;ﬁng tllollght,‘
His ear imperfe@ accents caught.

With cautious ftep he nearer drew,

By the thick shade conceal’d from view:
High on the branch a pheafant ftood,
Around her all the lift'ning brood,
Proud of the blefings of her neft,

She thus a mother’s care expreft.

N

No dangers here shall circumvent:
Withia the woods enjoy content.
Sooner the hawk or vulture truft -




Than man, of animals the worft;

In him ingratitude you find,

A vice peculiar to the kind.

The sheep, whofe annual fleece is dy’d,
To guard his health, and ferve his pride,
Forc'd from his fold and native plain,

Is in the cruel shambles slain,

The fwarms, who with induftrious skill
Their hives with wax and honey fill,
Invain whole fummer-days employ’d:
Their flores are fold, their race deftroy’d.
What tribute from the goofe is paid!

Does not her wing all fcience aid 2

Does it not lover’s hearts explain,

And drudge to raife the merchant’s gain%
‘What now rewards this gen’ral ufe 2

He takes the quills, and eats the goofe.
Man then avoid, deteft his ways!

So fafety shall prolong your days.

When fervices are thus acquitted,

Be fure, we phealants muft be fpitced,
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The Ladle,

The Scepticks think, *twas long ago,
Since gods came down incognito,

To fee ,who were their friends or foes,
And how our a&iens fell or rofe,

That, fince they gave things their beginning,
And fet this whirligig a fpinning,
Supine they in their heav’n remain,
Exempt from paflion and from pain,
And frankly leave us human elves,

To cut and shuffle for ourftlves,

To itand or walk, to rife or tumble,

As matter and as morion jumble.

The poets now and painters hold
This Thefis both ablurd and bold,
And your good-natur’d gods, they fuy,

Defcend fome twice or trice a-day:

Elfe all thefe things, we toil fo hard in,
Would not avail one fingle farthing}
For when the Hero we rehearle,

To grace his actions and our verfe,

’Tis not by dint of human thcught,,
That
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That to his Latium he is brought:
Iris defcends by fate’s commands,
To guide his fteps thro® foreign lands ,
And Amphitrite clears the way

From rocks and quickfands in the fea.

~

And if you fee him in a sketch,
(Tho’ drawn by Paulo or Carache)
He shows not half his force and ftrength,
étruttiug in amour, and at length.
That he may take his proper figure,
The piece muft yet be four yards bigger:
The Nymphs condu& him to the field,
One holds his {fword, and one his shield:
Mars , ftanding by, afferts his quarrel,
And Fame flies after with a lawrel.

Thefe points, I fay, of fpeculation
(As *twere to fave or fink the nation)
Men idly learned will difpute,
Affert, obje&, confirm , refute, .
Each, mighty angry, mighty right,
With equal arms fuftains the fight,

Retxer’s Choice. Veol. VI. K
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*Till now no umpire can agree ’em:
So both draw off, and f{ing Te Deum.

Is it in Equilibrio,
1f deities defcend, or no ?
Then let th’ affirmative prevail 4
As requifite, to form my tale;
Forby all parties ’tis confeft,
That thofe opinions are the beft,
Which in their nature moft conduce

To prefent-ends and private ule.

Two gods came therefore from above,
One Mercury, the t'other Jove.
The humour was (it feems) to know,
1f all the favours, they beftow,
Could from our own perverfenefs eafe us,

And if our wish enjoy’d would pleale us.

Difcourfing largely on this theme,
O’er hills and dales their godships came,
>Till well nigh tir?dfand almoft night,
They thought it proper to alight:




Note here, that it as true as odd is,
That in difguife a god or goddefs
Exerts no fupernat’ral powers,

But acts on maxims much like ours,

They {py’d at 1aft a country-farm,
Where all was fnug and clean and warm;
For woods before and hills behind
Secur'd it both from rain and wind:

Large oxen in the fields were lowing:

Good grain was fow’d, good fruit was growing,
Of laft year’s corn in barns great ftore,

Fat turkeys, gobbling at the door,

And wealth (in short) with ‘peace confented,
That people here should live contented.

But did they in effe& do fo ?

Have patience, friend, and thou shalt know.

The honeft farmer and his wife R
Two years declin’d from prime of life,
Had ftruggled with the marriag;-nc‘aofe,
As almoft ev’ry couple does,
Sometimes, my plague! fometimes, my darling!
Kiffing to-day, to-morrow fnarling,
K2
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Jointly fubmitting, to endure

That evil, which admits no cure,
Qur gods the outward gate unbarr’d:
Our farmer met ’em in the yard,

Thought, they were folks, that loft their way,

And ask’d them civilly to ftay,
Told 'em , for fupper or for bed
They might go on, and be worfe fped, =

So faid, fo done, The gods confent:
All three into the parlour went.
They compliment, they {it, they chat,
Fight o’er the wars, reform the fate:]
A thoufand knotty points they clear,
*Till fupper and my wife appear.

Jove made his leg, and Kifs’d the dame:
Obfequions Hermes did the fame.
Jove kifs'd the farmer’s wife, you fay:
He did—but in an honeft way,
Oh! not with half that warmth and lil-'e;
With which he kifs’d Amphitryon’s wife, ==




Well then, things handfomely were ferv'd:

My miftrefs for the flrangers carv'd.

How ftrong the beer, how good the meat,

How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat, '
In Epic fumptuous wou'd appear,

Yet shall be pafs’d in filence here;

For I should grieve,to have it faid,

That, by a fine del'cfiption led ,

I made my Epifode too long,

Or tir'd my friend, to grace my fong.

The grace-cup ferv'd,the cloath away,
Jove thought it time, to shew his play.
Landlord and landlady, he cry’d,

Folly and jefting laid afide!

That ye thus hofpitably live,

And flrangers with good chear receive ,

Is mighty grateful to your betters,

And makes e’en gods themfelves your debtors.

To give this Thefis plainer proof,

You have to-night beneath your roof

A pair of gods: (nay never wonder)

This youth can fly , and I can thnnder.

I'm Jupiter and he Mercurius,

My page, my fon indeed, but fpurious,
K3
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Form then three wishes , you and Madam,
And fure, as you already had ’em,

The things defir’d in half an hour

Shall all be here and in your pow’r.

Thank ye, great gods, the woman fays:
Oh! may your altars ever blaze !
A ladle for our filver- dish
Ys,what I want, is, what I wish. —
A ladle! cries the man, a ladle!
?0dzooks, Corfica, you have pray’d ill.
‘What should be great, you turn to farce;
I wish the ladle in your a=—,

With equal grief and shame my Mufe
The fequel of the tale purfues.
The ladle fell into the room,
And ftuck in old Corfica’s bum.
Our couple weep two wishes paft,
And kindly join, to form the Iaft,
To eafe the woman’s aukward pain,

And get the ladle out again.




MoRAL.

This commoner has worth and parts ,
Is prais’d for arms, or lov’d for arts:
His bead achs for a coronet,
And who is blefs’d, that is not great?

Some fenfe and more eftate kind heav’n
To this well-lotted peer has given:
What then? he muft have rule and fway,
And all is wrong, ’till he’s in play.

The mifer muft make up his plumb,
And dares not touch the hoarded fum;
The fickly dotard wants a wife,

To draw of his laft dregs of life,

Againft pur peace we arm our will;
Admidit our plenty fo:ﬁething ftill
For horfes, houfes, piGures, planting
To thee, to me, to him is wanting,
The cruel fomething unpoffels’d
K 4
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Corrodes, and leavens all the reft.
That fomething, if we could obtain,
Would foon create a future pain,
And to -the coffin from the cradle
"Tis all a wish and all a ladle.

Prior.

The Beggar’s petition.

Piiy the forrows of a poor old man,

Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to your doat,
Whofe days are dwindled to the shorteft fpan!

Oh! give relief, and heaven will blefs your ftore.

Thefe taster’d cloaths my poverty belpeak,
Thefe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen’d years,
And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek

Has been the channel to a flood of tears.




Yon houfe, eredted on the rifing ground,
With tempting afpe@® drew me from my road;
For plenty there a refidedce has found,

And grandeur a magnificent abode.

Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor:
Here, as I crav’d a morfel of their bread,
A pamper’d menial drove me from the door,

To feek a shelter in an humbler shed.

Oh! take me to your hofpitable dome!

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold:
Short is my paffage to the friendly tomb ;

For I am poor and miferably old.

Should I reveal the fources of my grief,

If foft humanity e’er touch’d your breaft,
Your hands wounld not withold the kind relief,
And tears of pity would not be repreft,

Heaven fends misfortunes : why should we repine 2
*Tis heaven ,has brought me to the ftate,you fee,
K3
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And your condition may be foon like mine,
The child of forrow and of mifery.

A little farm was my paternal lot :

Then like the lark I fprightly hail’d the morn.
But ah! oppreffion fore’d me from my cot:

My éattle_dy'&, and blighted was my corn,

My daughter, once the comfort of my age
Lur'd by a villain from her native home,
Is caft abandon’d on the world's wide flage,

And doom’d in feanty poverty to roam,

My tender wife, fweet foother of my cafe,
Struck with fad anguish at the ftern decree,
Fell, ling’ring fell a vi&im to defpair,

And left the world to wretchednefs and me.

Pity the forrows of a poor old man,

Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to your door,
Whofe days are dwindled to the shorteft fpan!

Oh! give relief, and heaven will blefls your ﬁore:
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Edwin and Emma,

Far in the windings of a vale
Faft by a sheltering wood,

The fafe retreat of health and peace,
A humble cottage food,

There beauteous Emma flourish’d fair
Beneath a mother’s eye,

Whofe only wish on earth was now,
To fee her bleft, and die.

The fofteft blush, that.nature fpreads,
Gave colour to her cheek,
Such orient-colour fmiles thro® heav’n,

When May’s {fweet mornings break.

Nor let the pride of great-ones fcorn
This charmer of the plains ;

That fun, which bids their diamond blaze,
To deck our lily deigns.
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Long had she fir'd eagh youth with love,
Each maiden with defpair,
And tho’ by all a wonder own’d,

Yet knew not, she was fair;

Till Edwin came, the pride of {wains,
' A foul, that knew no art,. ’
And from whofe eyes , ferenely mild,
Shone forth the feeling heart.

A mutual flame was quickly caught,
Was quickly too reveal'd;
For neither bofom lodg'd a wish,

Which virtue keeps conceal’d.

What happy hours of heart-felt blifs
Did love on both beftow!

But blifs too mighty, long lo laft,
Where fortune proves a foe.

His fifter, who, like envy form’d,
Like her in mifchief joy'd,



To work them harm, with wicked skill
Each darker art employ’d.

The father too, a fordid man,
‘Who love nor pity knew,
Was all unfeeling, as the rock, -

From whence his riches grew.

Long had he feen their mutual flame,
And feen it long unmov’d,

Then with a father’s frown at laft
He fternly difapprov’d.

In Edwin’s gentle heart a war
Of different paffions flrove;
His heart, which durft not difobey,

Yet could not ceafe to love.

Deny’d her fight, he oft behind
The fpreading hawthorn crept,
To fnatch a glance, to mark the fpot,
Where Emma walk’d and wept.
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Oft too in Stariemore’s wintry wafte
Beneath the moonlight-shade,

In fighs to pour his foften’d foul,
The midnight-mourner ftray’d.

His cheeks, where love with beauty glow’d,
A deadly pale o’ercaft:

So fades the fresh rofe in its prime
Before the norhern blaft.

The parents now with late remorfe
Hung o’er his dying bed,

And weary’d heaven with fruitlels pray’rs,
And fruitlefs forrows shed.

*Tis paft, he cry’d: but if your fouls

' Sweet mercy yct can move,

Let thefe dim eyes once more behold,
‘What they muft ever love.

She came, his cold hand foftly touch’d,
And bath’d with many a tear:
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Faft falling o’er the primrofe pale ,

(So morning-dews appear.

Bat oh! his fifter’s jealous care
(A cruel fitter she!)
- Forbad, what Emma came to fay:

My Edwin,live for me!

Now homeward as she hopelels went
The church-yard-path along,
The blaft blew cold, the dark owl feream’d

Her lovers fun’ral fong,

Amid the falling gloom of night
Her flartling fancy found
In ev’ry bush his hovering shade.

His groan in every found,

Alone, appall'd, thus had she pai’d
The vifionary vale,

When lo! the death-bell fmote her ear,
Sad founding in the gale. -
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Juft then she reach’d with trembling fteps
Her aged mother’s.door:
He’s gone! she cry’d, and I. shall fee

That angel-face no more!

feel, I feel , this breaking heart
Beat high againft my fide.
From her white arm down funk her head:
She shiver’d, figh’d, and died.
Mallet.

Sonnet

Was it a dream, or did 1 fee it plain?
A goodly table of pure ivory,

All fpred with juncats, fit to entertain

The greateft prince with pompous royalty 5
"Mongft which there in a filyer-dish did lie
Two golden apples of unvalu’d price,

Far paffing thofe , which Hercules came by,

Or
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Ot thofe, which Atalanta did entice,
Exceeding fweet, yet void of finful vice,
That many fought, yet none could ever tafte,
Sweet fruit of pleafure, brought from paradife
By Love himfelf, and in his garden plac’d.
Her breatt that table was, fo richly fpred,
My thoughts the guefts , which could thereon have
fed.
Spenfers

Epitaph on Mt. Hogarth.

The hand of him here torpid lies,
That drew th’ effential form of grace$
Hete clos’d in death th’ attentive eyes,

That faw the manners in the face.
Johnfor.

Retzer’s Choice. Vol. Vil L
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The Counrry-Ckrgyman.

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmil’d, .

And ftill where many a garden-flower grows wild,

There, where a few torn shrubs the place difclofe,

The village - preacher’s modeft manfion rofe.

A man he was, to all the country dear,

And pafling rich with forty pounds a year:

Remeote from towns, he ran his godly race,

Nor e’er had chang’d, nor wish’d to change his place.

Unpradis’d he to fawn, or Teek for power,

By dodrines fashion’d to the varying hour,

Far other aims his heart had learn’d to prize,

More skill’d, to raife the wretched, than to rife.

His houle was known to all the vagrant frain,

He chid their wanderings, but reliev’d their pain:

The long-remember'd beggar was his gueft,

Whofe beard defcending fwept his aged breaft:

The ruin’d fpendthrift, now no longer proud,

Claim’d kindred there, and had his claims allow’d :

“The broken foldier, kindly bade to ftay,

- Sate by his fire, and talk’d the night away,

Wept o’er his wounds, or, tales of forrow done,

Shoulder’d his crutch, and shew"d,“how fields were
won.

Pleas’d with his guefls, the good manlear'nd to glow,



And quite forgot their vices in their woe:
Carelefs their merits or their faults to fcan,

His pity gave, ere charity began.

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride,
And even his failings lean’d to virtue’s fide:
But in his duty prompt at every call,
He watch’d and wept, he pray’d :;-nd felt for all,
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries,
To tempt its new- fledg’d offspring to the skies,
He tey'd each art, reprov’d each dull delay,
Allur’d o brighter worlds, and led the way.

Befide the bed, where parting life was laid,
And forrow, guilt and pain by turns difmay’d,
The reverend champion flood., At his controul,
Defpair and anguish fled the ftruggling foul:
Comfort came down, the trembling wretch to raife,

And his laft fault’ring accents whifper’d praife. ‘

At church with meek and unaffe@ed grace
His looks adorn’d the venerable place:
Truth from his lips prevail’d with double {way,
And fools, who came to fcoff, remain’d to pray.
The fervice paft, around the pious man
With ready zeal .each honeft ruflic ran :
L2
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Even children follow’d with endearing wile, -
And plyck’d his gown, to share the good man’s fmile.
His ready fmile a parent’s warmth exprell,
Their welfare pleas’d him, and their cares diftreft:
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given,
But all his ferious thoughts had reft in heaven.
As fome tall cliffy that lifts its awful form,
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ftorm,
Tho’ round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread,
Eternal funshine fettles on its head.

Goldfmith.

The Play-things of Life.

Al men are mere children , all women the fame,

Who, increafing in years, get a different name,

But flill the purfuit of each great girl or boy

Is after fome pretty fantaftic new toy,

Which, when firft obtain’d, for a moment they prize,

Yet the next they deftroy negle& or defpife,

While the world’s one large nurfery of envy and
ftrife, .

Where the bandlings contend for the play - things of
life.
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What more than mere toys, though of fuch high
) renown, :

Are the bishop’s lawn sleeves, or the judge’s furr'd

gown,

What are coronets, mitres, wigs, patches.or wands,

What ribbons and metals, caps, taffels and bands,

What all tinfel of ftate, jewels, garters and firings,

Which kings can beftow, and which deck even kings?

Yet thefle are the baubles, that general ftrife

Among children, who pant for the play - things of life.

Hark , mortals! your paffion for gewgaws reprefs

To few be attach’d, nor thofe few do excefs;

For excefs will to evil convert ev'ry good,

Your joy turn to anguish, to poifon your food,

While the choice, made by prudence, by prudence

confin'd,

Bids ghe body feel blifs, without paining the mind,

And thus wife to husband and husband to wife

Prove the beft and moft permanent playthings of life,

Harrifon,

L3
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From a Gentleman to his Wife.

_Inva‘m I ev’ry art effay,

To drive corroding cares away,
They flill infeft my mind:

Parted from you, whom I adore,

Each moment feems an heavy hour,
Thou beft of woman - kind!

Full fixteen years are paft and gone,
Since we by Hymen were made one,
In pleafing fetters join’d :

The god of love has fince that time
Attended us from clime to clime

Moft faithfully and kind.

How defert ev'ry place to me,
Where I cannot my angel fee,
Sweet comforter divine :
In *) infancy we both join’d hands,
The gods, propitious, blefs’d the bands
With aufpices benign.
*) The Gentleman, when married , was feventeen, the
Lady fifteen.



And fure, in all this round of life
No bleffings equal to a wife,
To fuch a wife as you,
Whofe husband and whofe children are
Your fole delight, and chiefeit care,
Fond, tender, good, and true,

The cenfuring erowd may think it odd

That I to you should write an ode,
My own long- wedded mate :

Though ’tis outré, I'll freely own,

Nay, muft confefs, ’tis not the ton,
No-—nor the etiquette.

Yet will I this old track purfue:
I'l ever doat and write on you,
Thus daily growing fonder :
Till my laft gafp your praife I’ll chaunt,
Tho’ all the world should laugh and taunt,

And modern husbands wonder.

L4
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S o n g
Through mournful shades and folitary groves,
Fann’d with the fighs of unfuccefsful loves,

Wild with defpair, young Thyrfis ftrays,
Thinks over all Amyra’s heavenly eharms,
Thinks, he now fees her in another’s arms,

Then at fome willow’s root himfelf he lays,

The lovelieft, moft unhappy fwain, -
And thus to the wild woods he does complain.

How art thau chang’d; o Thyifis, fince the time,
‘When thou couldft love and hope without a crime,
When nature’s pride and earth’s delight,

As through her shady evening- grove she paff,

And a new day did all around her caft,
Could fee, nor be offended at the fight

The melting, fighing, wishing fwain,

That now muil never hope to wish again !

Riches and titles, why should they prevail,

‘Where duty, love and adoration fail ?
Lovely Amyra, shouldft thou prize

The empty noife, that a fine title makes,
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QOr the vile trash, that with the vulgar takes,
_ Before a heart, that bleeds for thee and dies?
Unkind! but pity the poor fwain,
Your rigor kills, nor trinmph o’er the slain!
Dykee,

The Lady and the Wafp.

W hat whifpers muft the beauty bear!
What hourly nonfenfe haunts her ear!
Where-e’er her eyes difpenfe their charms,
Impertinenice around her fwarmas.

Did not the tender nonfenfe ftrike,
Contempt and fcorn might look dislike,
Forbidding airs might thin the place:

The slighteft flap a fly can chafe :

But who can drive the num’rous breed %
Chafe one, another will fucceed.

Who knows a fool, muft know his brother,
One fop will.recommend another,

And with this plague she’s rightly curft,
Becaufe she liften’d to the firft,

As Doris at her toilette’s duty
Bate meditating on her beauty,
Ls
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She now was penfive, now was gay,
And loll'd the f{ultry hours away.

As thus in indolence she lies,

A giddy wafp around her flies:

He ucm." advances, now retires,
Now to her neck and cheek afpires.
Her fan invain defends her charms :
Swift he returns, again alarms;
For by repulfe he bolder grew,
Perch’d on herlip, and fipt the dew.

She frowns, she fn;.ts. Good gods, she cries.
Prote& me from thefe teazing flies!

Of all the plagues, that heav'n has fene,

A wafp is moft impertinent.

The hov’ring infe& thus complain’d:

Am I then slighted, fcorn’d, disdain’d 2
Can fuch offence your anger wake 2
*Twas beauty, caus’'d the bold miftake.
Thofe cherry lips, that breathe perfume,
That cheek , fo ripe with youthfal bloom,
Made me with ftrong defire purfue

The faireft peach, that ever grew,



Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries,
Nor murder wafps, like vulgar flies;
For though he’s free, (to do him right)

The creature’s civil and polite.

In ecflafies away he poftes,’
Where e’er he came the favour boafis,
Brags, how her fweeteft tea he fips,

And shows the fugar on his lips.

The hint alarm’d the forward erew,

Sure of fuccefs » away they flew:

They share the dainties of the day,.

Round her with airy mufic play,

And now they flutter, now they reft, *

Now foar again, and skim her breaft,

Nor were they banish’d, till she found,

That wafps have ftings, and felt the wound.

Gay.

On a Spider.

Artiﬁ, who underneath my table
Thy curious texture haft difplay’d,
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Who, if we may believe the fable,
Was once a curious blooming maid!

Infidious, reftlefs, watchful fpider,
Fear no official damfel’s broom,

Byt weave thy artful fabric wider, '
And fpread thy . banner round my room!

Swept from the rich man’s coftly ceiling,
Thou’rt welcome to my homely roof:

Here may’ft thou find a peaceful dwelling,
And undifturb’d attend thy woof;

Whilft I thy wond’rous fabric flare at,
And think on haplefs poet's fate,
Like thee, confin’d to lonely garret
And rudely bannish’d rooms of ftate.

And as from out thy tortur’d body

Thou draw’ft thy slender ftring with pain,
So does he labour, like a noddy,

To fpin materials from his brain;
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He for fome flutt’ring tawdry creature,

That fpreads her charms before his eye ,
And that's a conquefl, little better,

Than thine o’er gaudy butterily,

Thus far, ’tis plain, we both agree,
Perhaps our deaths may plainly show it ;
*Tis ten to cne, but penury
Ends both the fpider and its poet.

Paulo Purganti and his Wife,

Beyond the fix’d and fettled rules

Of vice and virtue in the fchools,
Beyond the letter of the law,

Which keeps our men and maids in awe,
The better fort should fet before 'em

A grace, a manner, a decorum,
Something, that gives their ad&s a light,
Makes ’em not only juft, but bright,
And fets ’em in that open fame ,

Which witty malice cannot blame :
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For *tis in life, as ’tis in painting:
Much may be right, yet much be wanting,
From lines, drawn true, our eye may trace
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face,
May juftly own the pidture wrought
Exa& to rule, éxempt from fault:
Yet if the colouring be not there,
The Titian - ftroke, the Guido - air,
To niceft judgment show the piece,
‘At beft ’twill only not difpleafe.
It would not gain on Jerfey's eye,
Bradford would frown, and fet it by.
Thus in the piéture of our mind
The a&tion may be well defign’d,
Guided by law, and bound by duty,
Yet want this je ne fcay quoy oé beauty,
And though its error may be fuch,
As Hnags ‘and Burgefs cannot hit,
1t yet may feel the nicer touch
Of Wycherley’s or Congreve’s wit.
What is this talk? replies a friend, -
And where will this dry moral end?
The truth of what you here lay down,
By fome example should be shown —
With all my heart — for once, read on.
An honeft, but a fimple pair
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(And twenty other I forbear)
May ferve, to make this thefis clear.

A do&or of great skill and fame .
Paulo Purganti was his name,
Had a good, comely, virtuous wife:
No woman led a better life
She to intrigues was ev’n hard - hearted :
Sh.e chuckled, when a bawd was carted’,
And thought, the nation ne’er would thrive,
*Till all the whores were burnt alive.

On marry’d men, that dar’d be bad,
She thought, no mercy should be had,
They should be hang’d, or‘ﬁar\‘r’d, or flead,
Or ferv’d like Romish priefts in Swede —
In short, all lewdnefs she defy’d,
And ftyff was her parochial pride.
Yet in an honeit way the dame
Was a great lover of that fame,

And could from feripture take her cue,
That husbands should give wives their due,
Her prudence did fo juflly fleer

Between the gay and the fevere,
That, if infome regards she chofe,
To curb poor Paulo in too clalz, -
In others she relax’d again,

And gover'nd with a loofer rein,
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Thus, though she fri&ly did canfine
The do&ot from excefs of wine,
With oyfters, eggs and vermicelli
She let him almoft burft his belly:
Thus drying coffee was deny’d,
But chocolate that lofs fupply'd,
And for tabacco (who could bear it?j
Filthy concomitant of claret,
(Bleft revolution!) one might fee
Eringo -roots and bohea -tea.
She often fet the doéor’s band,
And ftroak’d his beard, and [queez’d his hand,
Kindly complain’d, that after noon
He went, to pore on books too foon;
She held it wholefomer by much,
To reft alittle on the couch:
About his. wafte in bed a-nights
she clung fo clofe — for fear of fprits.
The do&or underftood the call,
But had not always wherewithal.
The lion’s skin, too short, you know ,
(As Plutarch’s morals finely show)
Was Iengthen’d by the fox’s tail,
And art fupplies, where ftrength may fails
Unwilling then, in arms to meet
The enemy, he could not bead,



He firove, to lengthen the campaiga,
And fave his forces by chicane.

Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus

By fair retreat grew Maximus,

Shows us, that all, that warriors can de
With force inferior , is cunéando.

One day then, as the foe drew near
With love and joy and life and dear,
Our don, who knew , this tittle - tattle
Did fure as trumpet call to battle, ~
Thought it extremely a propos,

To ward againft the coming blow.
To ward: but how? ay, there’s the queftion,
Fierce the affault, unarm’d the baftion.

The dodor feign'd a ftrange furprile,
He felt her pulfe, he view’d her eyes:
That beat too fait, thefe roll’d too quick.
She was, he faid, or would be fiek:

He judg’d it ablolutely good,

That she should purge and cleanfe her bleod.

‘Spaw - waters for that end were got:

If they pafs’d eafily or not,

What matters it? the lady’s fever

Continu’d violent as ever.

For a diftemper of this kind,

(Blackmore and Hans are of my mind)
Reter’s Choice, Vol. VL M
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1f once it youthful blood infeds,
And chiefly of the female fex,
Is fcarce remov’d by pill or potion,
Whate’er might be our dodor’s notion.

One lucklefs night, then, as in bed
The doétor and the dame were laid,
Again this cruel fever came,
High pulfe, short breath and blood in flame.
‘What meaflures shall poor Paulo keep
With madam in this piteous taking?
She, like Macbeth, has murder"r.l sleep,
And won’t allow him reft, though waking. ~
Sad ftate of matters, when we dare
Not ask for peace, nor offer war!
Nor Livy,nor Comines have shown,
What in this junéture may be done.
Grotius might own, that Paulo’s cife is
Harder than any , which he places
Amongft his Belli and his Pacis.

He ftrove, alas! but ftrove invain,
By dint of logic to maintain,
That all the fex was born to grieve,
Down to her ladyship from Eve.
He rang>d his tropes, and preach’d up patience,
Back’d his opinion with quotations, .

Divines and moralifts; and run ye on.,

-~
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Quite through from Seneca to Bnnj’an.

As much invain he bid her try,

To fold her arms, to clofe her eye,
Telling her, reft would do her good,

If any thing in nature cou’d.

So held the Greeks quite down from Galen,
Mafters and princes of the calling:

So all our modern friends maintain,

(Though no great Greeks) in Warwick -lane.

Reduce, my Mule , the wand’ring fong ;
A tale should never be too long,

The more he talk’d, the more she burn'd.
And figh’d, and tofs’d, and groan’d, and burn’d:
At laft, I wish, she faid, my dear,—

And whifper’d fomething in his ear.
You wish! wish on, the do%or cries: .
Lord! when will womankind be wife?
What , in your waters ? are you mad?
‘Why, poifon is not half fo bad.
I'll do it — but I give you warning,
You’ll die before to-morrow morning. =
"Tis kind, my dear, what you advife,
The lady with a figh replies:
But life, you know, at beft is pain,
And death is, what we should difdain.
So do it therefore, and adieu;

' M 2
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For I will die for love of you.—
Let wanton wives by death be fcar’d :
But, to my comfort, I'm prepar’d.

Prior. .

Song of Mopas. *)

But that, which Arthur with moft pleafure heard,
Were noble firains , by Mopas fung, the bard,
Who to his harp in lofty verfe began,

And through the fecret maze of nature ran.

He the great fpirit fung, that all things fill'd,
That the tumultuous waves of Chaos fill'd,

*) Blackmore’s lot has been, to be much oftener mentios
ned by ennemies than by friends ~ Dennis attacked bis
Prince Arthur, (a heroick poem, of which this fong is
a fragment) by a formal criticism. To this cenfure may be
oppofed the approbation of Locke and the admiration of
Molineux , which are found in their printed letters. Mo-

lineux is particularly deligﬁted with the fong of Mopas.

Johnfon's lives of the moft eminent English
. Foets,
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Whofe nod difpos’d the jarring feeds to peace,
And made the wars of hoftile Atoms ceafe.

All beings we in fruitful nature find,

Proceeded from 'the great eternal mind,

Streams of his unexhaufted fpring of power,

And cherish’d with his influence, endure.

He fpread the pure cerulean fields on high,

And arch'd the chambers of the vaulted sky,
Which he, to fuit their glory with their heighe,
Adorn’d with globes, that reel, as drunk with lighe,
His hand dire&ed all the tuneful fpheres:

He turn’nd their orbs, and polish’d all the ftars,
He fill'd the fun’s vaft lamp with golden light,
And bid the filver-moon adorn the night.

He fpread the airy Ocean without shores,

Where birds are wafted with their feather’d oars.
Then fung the bard, how the light vapours rife
From the warm earth, and cloud the fmiling skies.
He fung , how fome, chill’d in their airy flight,

+ Fall fcatter’d down in pearly dew by night,

How fome, rais’d higher, fit in fecret fteams
On the refle®ed points of bounding beams,
Till, chill’d with cold, they shade th’ etherial plain,
Then on the thirfty earth defcend in rain,
How fome, whofe parts a slight contexture show,
Sink, hovering through the air, in fleecy fnow,

M3
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How part is fpun in filken threads, and clings

Entangled in the grafs in glewy firings,

How others ftamp to ftones, with rushing found

Fall from their cryftal quarries to the ground,

How fome are laid in trains, that kindled fly

In harmlefs fires by night, about the sky,

How fome in winds blow with impetuous force,

And carry ruin, where they bend their courfe,

While fome conipire, to form a gentle breeze,

To fan the air, and play among the trees,

How fome, enrag’d, grow turbulent and loud,

‘Pent in the bowels of a frowning cloud,

That cracks, as if the axis of the world

Was broke, . .and heaven’s bright towers were down-
wards hurl’d,

He fung, how earth’s wide ball at Jove’s command

Did in the midlt on airy columns ftand,

And how the foul of plants, in prifon beld,

And bound with sluggish fetters, lies conceal’d,

Till with the fpring’s warm beams almoft releaft

From the dull weight, with which it lay opprett,

Its vigour fpreads, and makes the teeming cart.h

Heave up , and labour with the fprouting birth.

The aftive fpirit freedom feeks invain;

It only works, and twifts a fironger chain:

Urging its prifon’s fides to break a way,
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¥t makes that wider, where *tis forc’d fo ftay :
Till, having form’d its living houfe, it rears
Its head, and in a tender plant appears.

Hence fprings the oak, the beauty of the gr'ove .
Whofe [tately trunk fierce ftorms can fearcely move.
Hence grows the cedar, hence the fwelling vine
Does round the elm its purple clafters ty ine,

Hence painted flowers the fmiling gardens blefs R
Both with their fragrant fecent and gaudy drefs.
Hence the white lily in full beauty grows,

Hence the blue violet and blushing rofe.

He fung, how fun-beams breod upon the earth,

And in the glebe hatch fuch a numerous birth,

Which way the genial warmch in fummer-ftorms
Turns putrid vapours to a bed of worms,

How rain, transform’d by this prolifick power,

Falls from the clouds an animated shower.

He fung the embryo’s growth within the womb ,
And how the parts their various shapes affume ,
With what rare are the wondrous flructure’s wroughe,
From one crude mafs to fuch perfedion brought,
That no part ufelels, none milplac’d we fee:

None are forgot, and more would monftrous be.

Blackmore.
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Prologue

to the Tragedy:. Papal Tyranny in the teign
’ of King John.

The hardy wretch , that gives the flage a play,
Sails in a cock-boat on a tumbling fea.
Shakefpeare, whofe works no play-wright could excel,
Has lanch’d us fleets of plays, and built them well:
8trength, beauty, greatnefs were his conflant care,
And all his tragedies were men of war,

Such tow’ring barks the rage of feas defy’d,

The ftorms of critics , adverfe winds, or tide,

Yet fame, nor favour ever deign’d to fay,

King John was ftation’d as a firfl-rate play;

Though ftrong and found the hulk, yet every part
Reach’d not the merit of his ufual art.

To cure what, feem’d amifs—a modern Mufe,
Warm'd by the fubje&, Tets his rashnefs loofe,
Takes on himfelf the errors of to-day,

And, thus refitted, trufls ft to the fea,

The purpéfe of his voyage this—to shew,

How England groan’d—five hundred years azo,
When, veil’d with fanity, the papal fway

To wglvish paftors made our folds a prey,

When Roman prelates here like princes reign‘d,
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Yet fcarce e’er vifited the land, they drain’d,

And while the bigot’s neck this yoke endures,

Our fouls were fav’d by foreign finé-cures.

Thus while each pontiff, like the fun, from hence

Exhal’d the vapours—of his Peter-pence,

Their lock’d-up heav’n they promis’d (fuch the gra-
ce is,

That popes, like box-keepers, fecur’d you places,

But not as here} their laws more firm were made:

None were admitted there , before they paid.)

As if the right divine of Roman pow’r

Were firft, to blind their flocks, and then devour!

This carnal difcipline the fi'ry John,

Determin’d to fupprefs, afferts his throne,

Deﬁange to the lordly pontiff flings,

And fpurns his legates, that would cope with kings.

Hence! roar’d the holy thunder through the land:

Aghaft, the people hear the dread command.

Terror, confufion, rage and civil war

At once the bowels of the nation tear,

?Till the loft Monarch vanquish’d, and alone,

“His fubjed@s to regain, refigns his throne,

With vaffal-homage at her feet lays down,

To hold from Rome, his tributary-crown. *

Thefe dire difafters, fhis religious rage,

That shames our annals, may become the ftage,

M3
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Where the wild paffions, which thefe contefts raife,
If well prefented, may deferve your praife.
At leaft this pleafure from the view may flow,
That long, long diftant were thofe fcenes of woe,
And as fuch chains no more thefe realms annoy,
Applaud the liberty, you now enjoy!

Cilber.

Ode to Solitude *)

O ! tolitude , infirudtive maid!
Wrap me in thy fequefter’d shade
(And all my foul employ)
From folly, ignorance and firife,
From all the giddy whirls of life,

And loud nnmeaning joy!

*) From a volume, entitled The Daughter, writtea by Mrs.
Cooper, author of the exemplary Mother and Fannv

Meadows,



While in the ftatefman’s glowing dream

Fancy pourtrays the high-wrought fcheme,
And plans a future fame,

What is the phantom, he purfues?

What the advantage, that accrues 2

Alas! an empty name!

i

To him the grove no pleafure ‘yiclds .

The mofly bank, nor verdant fields,
Nor daify painted lawns:

Invain th’ambrofial gale invites,

Invain all nature sheds delights;

Her genuine charms he fcorns.

Pleafure allures the giddy throng :

The gay, the vain, the fair, the younz,
All bend before her shrine ;

She fpreads around delufive shares,

The borrow’d garb of blifs she wears,

And tempts in form divine.

Fashion with wild tyrannic fway

Dire@s the tufinels of the day.
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And .l'eigns without controul;
The beaus and fparkling belles confefs,
She animates the modes of drefs,

And chains the willing foul,

Can thefe, the slaves of fashion’s pow’r,
Enjoy the filent tranguil hour,
And bloom with nature’s glow ?
Or to the votaries of fenfe
Can folitude her fweets difpenfe,
And happinefs beftow?

Ye fages, who with anxious care

Rov’d thro’ the fleeting tracks of air,
A vacuum to find!

Wiler had ye employ’d your skill,

With folid fenfe and worth to fill

The vacuum of the mind.

Let choice, not wrinkled fpleen engage
The mind, to quit the world’s gay ftage;
Where folly’s fcenes are play’d,

Sour difcontent and pining care
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l Attaint the fragrance of the air,
Difturb the filent shade.

Not to the monkish mofs-grown cell,

Where fuperflition loves to dwell,
Blefl folitude retires:

They only feel her genuine pow’r, ’

Whofe converfe in the lonely hour,
Each focial deed infpires.

) Not wounded by misfortune’s dar¢,
I feek,to eafe the rankling fmart
Of thorny - feftering woe ,
But, far remote from crowds and noife ,
To reap fair virtue’s placid joys:
In wisdom’s foil they grow.

I ask not pageant pomp , nor wealths

For bleft with competence and health,
*Twere folly, to be great:

May I thro’ life ferenely slide,

As yon clear ftreams, that filent glide,
Nor quit this lov’d retreat !
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Beneath this leafy arch reclin’d,

I tafte more true content of mind,
Than frolic mirth can give:
Here to the bufy world unknown,
Ifeel each blifsful hour my own,

And learn the. art, to live.

While, turning natur’s volume o’er,

Fresh beauties rife, unfeen before,
To ftrike th’ aftonish’d foul,

Our mental harmony improves,

To mark gach planet, as it moves .

How all in order roll.

From nature’s fix’d unerring laws

’ We're lifted to th’ eternal caufe,
Which moves this lifelefs clod:

This wonderous frame, this vaft defign

Proclaim the workmanship divine, '
The archite@ a God.

Oh! facred blifs, thy paths to trace!
And happieft they of human race,
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To whom this pow’r is giv'n,
Each day in fome fequefter’d shade,
By contemplation’s foft’ring aid,

To plume the fou! for heav’n!

Mrs. Cooper.

. Mrs, Montagu,

happening to fall at St, James’s, the day after
her accident she received the following lines.

Ye radiant fair! ye Hebes of the day ,

Who heedlels laugh your little hour away,
Let caution be your guide,whene’er ye'fport
Within the fplendid precinéts of the court!
Th’ event nf yefterday for prudence calls —
'Tis dangerous treading, where Minerva falls.

Jerningham.
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Ode
to John Howard Esq. *)

Fav’rite of heaven and friend of earth,
Philanthropy, benignant power,

Whofe fons difplay no doubtful worth,
The pageant of the paffing hour!

Teach me, to paint in deathlefs fong
Some darling from thy filial throng,
Whole deeds no party-rage infpire,

But fill th’ agreeing world with one defire,

To echo his renown , refponfive to my lyre!

Ah! whither lead'ft thou? whence that figh?
What found of woe my bofom jars?
Why pafs, where milery’s hollow eye
Glares wildly thro’ thofe gloomy bars 2
Is virtue funk in thefe abodes,
Where keen remorfe the heart corrodes,
Where guilt’s bafe blood with frenzy boils,
And blafphemy the mcurnful fcene embroils? —
From this infernal gloom my §hudd’ring foul recoils,

But

Author of the Rate of Huglish and foreiga prifons.



But whence thofe fudden facred beams?
Oppreffion drops his iron-rod,
And all the bright’ning dungeon feems,
To fpeak the prefence of a god,
Philanthropy’s defcending ray
Diffufes unexpedted day.
Lovelieft of angels! — at her fide
Her favourite votary ftands — her English pride,
Thro® horror’s manfions led by this celeftial guide,

Hail, generous Howard ! tho® thou bear
A name ,which glory’s hand fublime
Has blazon’d oft with guardian-care
In charaders, that fear not time,
For thee she fondly fpreads her wings,
For thee from paradife she brings,
More verdant than her laurel-bough,
Such wreaths of facred palm, as ne’er till nm(

The {miling Seraph twin’d around a mortal brow.
That Hero’s *) praife shall ever bloom,
Who shielded our infulted coatt,

%) Charles Howard , Enrl‘ of Nottingham.
Retzer’ s Choice, Vol VI. N
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And launch'd his li.ght'ning,l to confume

The proud invader’s routed hoft.

Brave perils rais'd his noble name:

But thou deriv’ft thy matchlefs fame

From fcenes, where deadlier danger dwells,

Where fierce contagion with affright repels

Valour’s advent'rous flep from her malignant cells.
Where in the dungeon’s loathfome shade

The fpeechlefls captive clanks his chain,

With heartlefs hope to raife that aid,

His feeble cries have call’d invain,

Thine eye his dumb complaint explores,

Thy voice his parting breath reftores,

Thy cares his ghaftly vifage clear

From death’s chill dew with many a clotted tear,

And to his thankful foul returning life endear.

What precious drug or ftronger charm
Thy conftant fortitude infpires
In fcenes, whence , muttering her alarm,
Med’cine *) with felfish dread retires 2
Nor ,charm, nor drug difpel thy fears:
Temperance, thy better guard, appears,

*) Muffabat tacito medicina timore.
Lucref,
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For thee I fee her fondly fill

Her cryftal cup from nature’s purelt rill,’
Chief nourisher of life, beft dntidote of ill.

I fee the hallow’d shade of Hales, *)

Who felt, like thee, for human woe,

And taught the health-diffufing gales
" ‘Thro’ horror’s murky cells to blow,

As thy prote@ing angel wait,

To fave thee from the fnares of fate,

Commiffion’d from th’ eternal throne:

I hear him praife in wonder’s warmeft tone

The virtues of thy heart, more a&ive than his own.

Thy foul fupplies new funds of health,
That fail not in thy trying hour,
Above Arabia’s fpicy wealth
And Pharmacy’s reviving power.
The tranfports of the generous mind,
Feeling its bounty to mankind,

Infpirit every mortal part,

*) Stephen Hales, minitter of Teddington, He died at the ‘age
of 84. 1761 , and hus been juftly called an ornsment to his
piefelion us a philefopher.

N 2
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And, far more potent than precarious art,

Give radiance to the eye, and vigour to the heart,

Bleft Howard! who like thee can feel
This vital fpring in all its force ?
New ftar of philanthropic zeal,
Enlight’ning nations in thy courfe,
And shedding comfort’s heavenly dew
On meagre want’s deferted crew!
Friend to the wretch, whom friends difclaim,
Who feels ftern juftice in his famish’d frame

A perfecuting fiend beneath an angel’s name!

Authority, unfeeling power,
Whofe iron-heart can coldly doom
The debtor, dragg’d from pleafure’s bower,
To ficken in the dungeon’s gloom !
O might thy terror-firiking ecall
Profufion’s fons alone inthrall !
But thou canft want with guilt confound :
Thy bonds the man of virtuous toil furround,

Driven by malicious fate within thy dreary bound.



How favage are thy ftern decrees! :
Thy cruel minifter I fee
A weak, laborious victim feize,
By worth entitled to be free.
Behold, in the affli&ing firife
The faithful partner of his life’
Invain thy ruthlefs fervant court, .
To fpare her little children’s fole fupport,
Whom this terrific form has frighten’d fromtheir fport.

Nor weeps she only from the thought,
Thofe infants muft no longer share
His aid, whofe daily labour bought
The pittance of their feanty fare.
The horrors of the loathfome jail
Her inly-bleeding heart affail:
E'’en now her fears, from fondnefs bred,
See the loft partner of her faithful bed
Drop in that murd’rous  fcene his pale, expiring
head.

Take comfort yet in thefe keen pains,
Fond mourner! check thy gushing tears!
The dungeon now no more contains

N 3 '
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Thofe perils, which thy fancy fears:

No more contagion®’s baleful breath

Speaks it the hideous cave of death:

Howard has planted fafety there.

Pure minifter of light, his heavenly care

Has purg’d the damp of death from that polluted alr.

His eare exulting Britain found
Here firft difplay’d, not here confin'd
No fingle tra& of earth could bound
The adive virtues of his mind,
To all the lands, where’er the tear,
That mourn’d the piifoner’s wrongs fevere ,
Sad pity’s glift’ning cheek impearl’d,
Eager he fleer’d, with every fail unfurl’d,
A friend to every clime, a patriot of the world.

Ye nations, thro’ whofe fair domain
Our flying fons of joy have paft,
By pleafure driven with loofen’d rein,
Aftonish’d, that they flew fo faft!
How did the heart-improving fight
Awake your wonder and delight,
When in her unexampled chace
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Philanthropy outftript keen pleafure's pace,

When with a warmer foul she ran a nobler race!

Where’er her generous Briton went,
Princes his fupplicants became :
He feem’d th’ enquiring angel, fent,
To fcrutinize their fecret shame.
Captivity, where he appear’d,
Her Janguid head with tranfport rear’d,
And gazing on her godlike gueft,
Like thofe of old, whom heaven’s pure fervant bleft,
E’en by his shadow feem’d of demons difpofieft,

Amaz’d her foreign children cry,
Seeing their patron pafs along:
¢ 0! who is he, whofe daring eye’
Can fearch into our hidden wrong ?
‘What monarch’s heaven-dire&ted mind,
With royal bounty unconfin'd,
Has tempted freedom’s fon, to share
Thefe perils, fearching with an angel’s care
Each cell of dire difeafe, each cavern of defpair 2¢



No monarch’s word, nor lucre’s luft,
Nor vain ambition’s reftlefs fire,
Nor ample power, that facred truft,
His life-diffufing toils infpire,
Rous’d by no voice, fave that, whofe cries
Internal bid the foul arife,
From joys , that only feem to blels,
From low purfuits, which little minds poffefs,
To nature’s nobleft aim, the fuccour of diftrefs.

Taught by that God in mercy’s robe,
Who his ceeleftial throne refign’d,
To free the prifon of the globe
From vice, th’ oppreffor of the mind,
For thee, of mifery’s rights bereft,
For thee, captivity ! he left
Fair fortune’s lap, who, far from coy,
Bade him with fmiles his golden hours empleoy
In her delicious bower, the feftive fcene of jay. .

While to thy virtue’s utmoft fcope
I boldly firive my aim to raife,
As high as mortal hand may hope, -
‘I‘o_shoot the glittering shaft of praife,
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Say, Howard, fay, what may the Mufe,
Whofe melting eye thy merit views ,
What guerdon may her love defign?

What may she ask for thee from power divine

" Above the rich rewards, which are already thine ?

Sweet is the joy, when fcience flings
Her light on philofophic thought,
When genins with keen ardour fprings,
To clafp the lovely truth, he fought:
Sweet is the joy, when rapture’s fire
Flows from the fpirit of the lyre,
‘When liberty and virtue roll
Spring-tides of fancy o’er the poet’s foul,
That waft his flying bark thro’ feas above the pole.

Sweet the deligh't. when the gall’d heart

Feels confolation’s lenient hand

BRind up the wound from fortune’s dart

With friendship’s life-fupporting band,

And fweeter fill, and far above

Thefe fainter_joys, when pureft love

The foul his willing captive keeps,

When he in blifs the melting fpirit fteeps,

Who drops delicious tears, and wonders, that he
weeps !

NS5
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But not the brighteft joy, which arts
In floods of mental light beftow,
Nor what firm friendship’s. zeal imparts ,
Bleft antidote of bittereft woe,
Nor thofe , that love’s fweet hours difpenfe,
Can equal the ecftatic fenfe,
When , fwelling to a fond excefs,
The grateful praifes of reliev’d ditrefs,
Re-echoed thro’ the heart, the foul of bounty blefs.

Thefe tranfports in no common ftate,
Supremely pure, fublimely ftrong,
Above the reach of envious fate ,
Bleft Howard! thefe to thee belong.
While years encreafing o’er thee roll,
Long may the funshine of thy foul
New vigour to thy frame convey,
Its radiance thro’ thy noon of life difplay,
And with f{ereneft light adorn thy clofing day!

And when the power, who joys to fave,
Proclaims the guilt of earth forgiven,
And calls the prifoners of the grave
To all the liberty of heaven,
In that bright day, whofe wonders blind
The eye of the aftonish’d mind,



When life’s glad angel shall refume
His ancient fway, announce to death his doom,

And from exiftence drive that tyrant of the tomb;

In that bleft hour, when Seraphs fing
The triumphs, gain’d in human ftrife ,
And to their new affociates bring
The wreaths of everlafting life,
May’lt thou in glory’s hallow’d blaze
Approach th’ eternal fount of praifle
With thofe, who lead th’ angelic van,
Thofe pure adherents to their Saviour’s plan,
Who liv'd but, to relieve the miferies of man!

Hayley.

Epiftle to a young Widow.

Let bashful virgins, nicely coy,
Exalted rapture lofe,

And timid at ontafted joy

Thro® fearfulnefs refufe!

Will you—the pleafing confli@ try'd ,
Tho’ fure, to conquer — fly 2

In you — the facred zone unty’d,

"Tis peevish, to deny.
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But if, my fair! the widow’s name . -
Hold gracious with you ftill,
The god of love has form'd a fcheme,

Obfequious to your will.

Take, take me to thy twining arms,
(Oppreft with warm defire)
Where, conquer’d by fuch mighty charms,

A monarch might expire!

Thou’lt be a widow ev’ry night,
(Thy wondrous pow’r confeft! )
And as I die in dear delight,
My tomb shall be thy breaft.
Cunningham.

The End of the fixth and laft Volume.
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Prologue, fpoken at the opening of the new

Houfe. 1674. IIIL. - - - 129

+ A plain built houfe after fo long a ftay.

An Epilogue. IIL. - - - I 10)
You faw, our wife was chalte, yet throughly try’d,

Epilogne to Mithridates. 1IL - - - 206
Youn have feen a pair of faithfull lovers die.

Epilogne to t};e Man of Mode, TII. - - 270
Moft modern wits fuch monftruous fools have shown.

Prologue to Sophonisba. IV. - - . - 1B
Thespis , the firs¢ profeffor of our art.

Theodore and Honoria. IV, - - - 66
Of all the cities in Romanian lands.

Epilogue to Henry the M, IV. - - - B
Thus you the faddeft cataftrophe have feen. '

The Character of a good Parson. IV. - - 113
A parish - priet was of the pilgrim-train.

The Monument of a fair Maiden -Lady. IV. - 134

Below this marble - monument is laid,
The



The little Girl. IV, - - - -
Young I am, and yet unfkill’d,

The Tears of Amynta for the death of Damon.

v, - - - - - - -
On a bank, befide a willow.
Prologue to the King and Queen upon the Uni-
on of the two Companies. 'V. -
Since fa&ion ebbs, and rogmes grow out of faflion,
Song. VI, - - - - - - -
High ftate and honours to others impart,
LXVIIL. (Duck STEPHEXN).
The two Beavers. I. - - - - -
*Twere well, my friend , for human kind.
Contentment. V- - - - - - -
Farewell, afpiring thoughts , no more,
LXIX. Duke (RICHARD). )
To Mr. Dryden, VI, - - - - 4
X thought, forgive my fin, the boasted fire,
Song. VL. - - - - - - -
Through mournful shades and folitary groves,
LXX. DuNcomBE (IoHN),
An Evening - Contemplation in a College. II.
The curfew tolls the hour of clofing zates,
LXXI1. Duxskix (Dr,) -
The Toet’s prayer., V. - - - -

Retiers Choice. Vol. VI, P

" 258

320

213 -~

105

115

79
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If e'er in thy fight 1 found favour, Apollo !
LXXII. DyER(Epwarp). Chancellor of the most
noble ordre of the Garter.

Song. IV. - - - - - - - 56
Prometheus, when firft from heav’n’s high,
Song. 1V, - - - - - - 57

A Satyr once did run away for dread,
LXXIII. DyEr (IonN).
Grongar -~ hill. IIL. - - - - - 159
Silent Nymph, with curious eye.
Epiftle to a Friend intown. V. - - - 02
Have my friends in the town, in the gay busy

town,
LXXIV. Ernis (...)
The Cheat’s Apology. V, - - - - 25
Look round the wide world, each profeffion, you'll
find,

LXXV, Evans (DRr.)
Epigram, written ina blank leaf of Dr. Trap’s
blank - verfe- translation of Virgil. I. 139

Read thecommandments, Trap, transiate no further,

On Mr, Hearne, the great Antiquarian. I. . 284
Pox on’t! fays time to Thomas Hearne.

Marlborough’s Epitaph. IV, - - - - 200
Here lies Iohn Duke of Marlborongh.



LXXVI. FARQUHAR (GEORGE).

A Song. H. - - - - . .
Tell me, Aurelia, tell me, pray.
An Epigram, If, - - - - - .

Nature's chief gifts unequally are caw’d,
LXXVII. FENTON (ELYAH)
The Widow’s wile. V. - - - -
Have you not feen , to ftate the cafe,
To a Lady, fittingbefore her Glafs. VI, N
So fmooth and clear the fountain was,
LXXVIII. FieLpinGg (HENRY).®
Letter to Sir Robert Walpole. II. - -
While at the helm of state you ride.
Plain Truth, V. - - - - - - e
As Paphian Venus tk’other day, -
LXXIX, FooTE (SAMUEL).
Prologue to the Comedy: the Knights, V. -
Happy my Mufe, had she firft turn’d her art,
LXXX. ForpycE (Dr.)
True Beauty. V. - - - - -
The diamond’s and the ruby’s blaze,
LXXXI. Fox CHARLES).
Verfes upon Mrs. Crewe. V. - - .
‘Where the lovelieft expreflion to features is join’d,
An Invocation to Poverty. V. P
O Poverty of pale confamptive hue.
P32
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197

184

53

196

399

18
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LXXXII, Fox (HEXRY) EsQ. AFTERWARDs LorD
HoLLAND,

Verfes to a Lady, with an artificial rofe. IV,  zo4
. Fair copy of the faireft flower.

LXXXII. Garrick (Davip).
Epigram, written in Sylvia’s Prior,I, 3 = 127
+ Untouch’d by love, unmov’d by wit,
Ode on the death of Mr. Pelham, III, - 3

Let others hail the rifing fun. ‘

On Quin’s comparing Garrick to White-

field, IIL - - - - - - 263
Pope Quin, who damnsall churches, but his own.
The Pleafures of May. 1V. - - - 8
Oh, ipread thy green mantle, fweet May, o'er
the ground,
Grace. IV. - - - - - - - q02

- Ye beauvx efprits, fay, what is grace? i

« Oxfordshire- Nancy bewitched,a Ballad. IV, = 281

.Tbo‘ I’m slim, and am young , and was lively

and fair,
.Translation of a, Spanifh Madrigal. IV. - 294
For me my fair a wreath has wove.

Verfes, left or the Dutchels of Devonshire’s

~ Breakfeaft- table, VI, - - - 134
What makes thy looks fo fair and bright,



|

LXXXIV. Gartn (SamumL),
A Soliloquy out of Ifalian. 1, - - -
Cou’d he, whom my diff-mbled rigour grieves,
Epiftle to Mr. Gay. III. - - - -
When fame did o0’er the fpacious ' plains.
LXXXV. Gay (Joux.)
A Ballad.- 1. - - - . . -
"Twas, when the feis were roaring.
Epiftle to the Right- Honourable William Pul-
teney , Esq. ' I. - - - -

Tulterey , methinks, you blame my breach of word,

The Monkey, who bad feen the world. I.
A monkey, to reform the times,

The Council of Horfes, T, - - -
Upon a time a neighing iteed.

The Jugglers. I. - - - - -
A Juggler long through all the town,

The Sailor. IL. - - - - - -
All in the downs the fleef was moor’d,

Epiflle to her Grace, Henrietta Dutchefs of

Marlborough, HI. - - - -

Excufe me, Madam , if amidt your tears,

The Equivocation, a Tale, HI, -
An abbot rich, whofe tafte was good,

Epiftle to the Author of Licentia poetica, dII,
The vulgar notion of poetic fire,

P3
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245

265

280

284

278

34

101

17t



The Shepherd and the Philofopher. IIE, -

~ Remote from cities liv'd a.fwain.

Epiflle to P. Methuen, Esq. IIL. - - -

-~ - That ’tis.enccuragement, makes fcience fpread,

The Goat without a beard. V. - - s
*Tis certain , that the modish paffions,

.Cupid, Hymen and Plutus. VI . -
As Cupid in Cythera’s grove.

The €ookmaid, the Turnipit and the Ox. VL

. - Confider man in ev'ry sphere,
The Spaniel and the Cameleon. VI, -
A fpaniel, bred with all the care,
The Philofopher and the Pheafants, VI, -
The fage, awak'd-at early day.
The Lady and the Wafp. - VI, - - -
What whifpers_muft the beauty bear!
LXXXVI. GERRARD (. ¢ + .)
. Petherton- Bridge, an Elegy, V.- - -
O Bean, whofe fond connubial days,
LXXXVIL GLovER (RICHARD.)
Admiral Hofier’s Ghoft, V. - - -
As near Porto-Bello lying.
LXXXVIIL. GoLpsmiTAa (OLIVER.)
The Inchantment of Hervor. L - -
Awake 5 Angantyr, once the great, the brave. -

Elegy on the death of a mad Dog, I -

62

119

141

168

2¢

239



Good people all of every fort,
A Sonnet. 1L. - - - - - - 231
‘Weeping, murmuring, complaining.
The Gift, to Iris, III, - - - - 28
Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake;
On a beautiful Youth, ftruck blind by lighte-
ning. I - = = - = - 489
Sure, ’twas by Providence defign’d.
The Memory, a Song. IV, - - e To3
O Memory , thou fond deceiver.
Elegy on Mrs. Mary Blaize. V. - - 72
Good people all,, with one accord.
Cadwallo and Elmira. V. = = m 146
The thorn, fiill fpringing with the flow’s,
Song. V. - - e - - - - 245
The wretch, condemn’d, with life to part,
The Country- Clergyman. VI, - - - 162
Near yonder copfe, where once the garden {mil'd,
LXXXIX. GRAINGER (Jacos,)
Solitude, an Ode, III. - - . - 53
O Solitude , romantic maid,
XC. GRANVILLE (GEORGE) Lorp LaNspow-
NE. '
On Mrs. Clavering, afterwards Lady Cooper,
singing. L. - - - - 95
When we behold her angel- face,
P 4



Chloe. II. - - . - - - -« -

_ Impatient with defire-at laft,

Lady Hyde. IL - - - - -
When fam’d Apelles fought, to frame,

Song to Myra. II. - - -7 - -
‘Why should a heart fo tender break ?

Verfes, written on a blank leaf to the Queen.

II1. - - - - - -

A Mufe expiring , who with earlieft voice. .

To Flavia, written on her garden, III. -

What charm is this, that in the midst of fnow.

Women. IIL - - - e = -
_* Women to cards may be compar’d; we’play,
The Relief. III - - - - .

- OF two reliefs to eafe a love -sick mind,
Adieal’amour. IV, - - - - -

Here end my chains, aind thraldom ceafe.

To Mira. 1V, - - - - - .
Nature, indulgent, provident and kind,

In Clarinda’s Prayer-book. "IV, - e
Invain, Clarinda, night apd day,

Chloe. . IV, - - - - - -
Bright as the day, and as the morning fair.

Love. 1IV. - - - - - -

Tolove,.is to -be doom'd, -on earth to feel,

Chloe, V, - - - - . - -

’
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Chloe’s the wonder of her fex,
To Mira,- V, - - L T -
So calm and fo ferene, but now, -
To Mira, VI, - - - - - -
No warning of th’ approching flame,
XCI. GravEs (Mr. RicHARD.)
To Lady-Fane on her Grotto at Bafilden. 1V,
Glide {moothly on, thou filver - Thames.
Panacea, or the grand Reftorative. 1V, -
Welcome to Baiae's freams, ye fons of fpleen,
XCII. GrAY (THOoMAS.)
QOde on the death of a favourite Cat.  IL
*Twas on a lofty vafe’s fide,
Elegy, written ina Country - churchyard, 11,
The enrfew tolls the kaell of pirting day,
Ode on a diftant Profpe& of Eton- College, II.
Ye diftant fpires, ye antique towers,
The Bard. Pindaric. III, - - - .
Ruin feize thee, ruthlefs king !
Ode on the Spring. IIL. - - - -
Lo ! where the rofy-bofom’d Hours,
Epitaph in a Country -church-yard inKent. V.
Lo! where this filent marble weeps.
XCIII. GREEN (Jonw,)
To Delia. VI, - - - - - .

You bid me write, but how can I,
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XCIV. GREEN (MATTHEW.)
The Sparrow and the Diamond. II. - -
I lately faw , what now \I fing.
Epigram on Echard’s and Burnet’s Hiftories, III.
Gil’s hiltory appears to me,
XCV. GrRevILLE (Mss.)
Prayer for Indifference. 1. - - - ¢
Oft I've implor’d the gods invain,
XCVI. GREVILLE (GEORGE).

The Man of pleafure. II. - - -
Yes, to the fzges be it told.
The Man of forrow. II - - . -

Ah! what avails the lengthening mead.
XCVII, HaviFax (CHARLEs) MONTAGV ,
EARL orF, [
On the Countefs Dowager of ***. IV. -
Covrage, dear Moll, and drive away defpair.
XCVIII. HamiLToN (WILLIAM) oF BANGOUR,
Song, I. - - - - = = -
Ah, the shepherd’s mournful fate.
The Braes of Yarrow,. I. - - - -
Busk ye, busk ye, my bony bony bride.
XCIX. HaMMoND (JAMES).
Elegy to his Friend, written under the con-
finement of a long indifpofition. L.
While calm you fit beneath your fecret shade,

168

79

84

264

274

262

91

133
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Elegy . on his falling in love with Ne®ra. IL
Farewell, that liberty, our fathers gave,
Elegy-to Mifs D—w=—d, II. .- =« -
O fay, thou dear poffeflfor of my breaft.
C. Haxcock (Dr. THOMAS).
A Lift of Curiofities, V. - - - -
Since you, dear Dodor, fav’d my life,
CI. HARRINGTON, (=== =)
Of Cinna. IV. - - - . - -
Poor Cinna keeps his- wife a maiden - cook,
On feeing the figure of Death in a dream, V,
Avert, proud death, thy lifted fpear,
CII. HARRINGTON (SIR JoHN). N
Sonnet on Ifabella Markhame. VI. - =
Whence comes my love ? o heart, difclofe,
CIII. HARRisoN (....)
The Playthings of life. VI, - - -
All men are mere childern, all women the fime,
CIV. HAWKEswoRTH (IoHN).
Life, an Ode. V. - - - - -
Life, the dear precarious boon!
CV. HAYLEY (WiLLIAM),
Voltaire’s - Characer as Hiftorian. V, -
Delighted nature faw with partial care,
Song of a diftrefed Mother. V. - -
Enjoy, wy child, the balmy sleep.

IIX
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Ode to the Counfefls de Genlis. V. - -
No more let English pride arraign,
Song. - VI. ... - - .
Ye cliffs, I to your airy fteep.
Ode to JohnHoward, Esq. VI. - - -
Fav’rite of heaven and friend ofearth!
‘CVI. HERVEY (LorD).
Answer to Hammond’s Elegy. - II, - -
Too well thefe lines that fatal truth declare,
Monimia to Philocles. II. - - A -
Siace language never can defcribe my pain.
CVII. HiLL (AARON).

Epitaph on his Wife. L - - - -
Enough, cold flone! suffice her long-lov’d name.
The! Gnat. II. - - - - - .

While in the mall my Celia shone,
CVIII. HoLDENPOTT (JOSErH).
To the Wind. IV, - - - - -
Sweet filent breeze of noon! to thee,
CIX. HugHEs (JoHN).

Song. I, - - - - - . -
When I was a maiden of twenty. "
On a Dog’s Collar. IL - - - -

Thou little favourite of the fair!
The Chara&er of the Lady Henrietta Caven-
dish-Holles, IIL - - -

196
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129

198
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Such early wisdom , fuch a lovely face,
To Urania, on her arrival at Jamaica, V. -
Thro' yielding waves the veffel fwiftly flies,
Cupid’s Review, VL - - -
Cupid ! furvey thy shining train around,
CX. Jaco (RICHARD).
Valentine’s day. 1V, - - - -
The tuneful choir ia amorous frains,
Hamlet’s Soliloquy , imitated, IV. - -
. To print, or not to print — that is the queftion,
The Scavengers, a Town-Eclogue in the
manner of Swift. IV. - - -
Awake , my Mufe, prepare a Ioftier theme !
IBBEKEN (WiLLiaM) S. THOMPSON.
CXI, Issot (DR....)
A Fit of the Spleen. V. - - - -
Farewell , vain world, and thou its vaineft part.
CXII. JEXNYKs (SOAME).
Celia. IV. - - - - - -
When firlt I fought fair Celia’s love.
America. IV. - - - - - - -
Crown’d be the man with lafting praife,

CXIII. IErNiNGHAM (EDWARD).

_The Deferter., 1I. - - - - -

By others bleft with genius’s zays.
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Yarico toInkle. II, - e e m
With falichood lurking-in thy fordid breaft,
The Nunnery. II. - - - - -
Now pants the night - breeze thro’ the darken’d air,
To Mrs. Montagu,ha].:pening to fall at St. Ia-
mes’s. VI. - - - -
. Ye radiant fiir! ye Hebes of the day!
CXIV, JonNsoN (SAMUEL).
The Winter’s Walk. L. - T
Behold, my fair, where’er we rove,
Verfes at the requeit of a Gentleman, to
whom a Lady had given a Spring of
- Myrtle. IV. - - - - .
What hopes , what terrors does thy gift create,
To Stella. IV. - - - - -
Though gold and filk their charms unite,
The Midfummer-Wish, .V, - - it .
O Phoebus , down the weftern sky.
*“An Evening-Ode. Vi - - - - -
Evening now from purple wings.
" Hogarth’s Epitaph, VL. - - - « - -
The band of him here torpid lies.
CXV. JoNEs (WILLIAM).
Hymn to Camdeo, IV. - - -

What potent god from Agra’s orient - bow’ss,

191

87

259



e

Solima, an Arabian Eclogue. V. - - 204
Ye maids of Aden, hear aloftier tale.
CXVI. Ionsox (BEN).
Sweet Negled. I - - - - - 66
Stillto be neat, ftill to be dreit.
Epitaph. 1. - - - - - - - 138
Underneath this ftone doth Llie,
Hags- fong, I, - - - - - - 261
Ihave beea all day looking after,
A Hue and Cry after Cupid. . - - 36
Beauties , have ye feen this toy.
CXVII. IrwiN (EYLEs).
To Mrs. Irwin, IV, - - - - = 322
Lamp of my life, aod fummit of my praife!
CXVIII. IRwiIN (MisSTREss):
The Anfwer to M. W, Montague. II. - - 14
Though Delia oft retires.
CXIX. KEATE (GEORGE), -
Ferney, an Epiftle to Mr. Voltaire. V. - 3
‘While manly praife th® hiftoric wreath bestows,

To Ardelia.- V. - - - . . - 43
As I penfively walk’d o’er the fteep,
To Ardelia. V, - - - - - - 88

‘Welcome to the new - born year.

CXX. KELLET (ALEXANDER).
Ode on-the Suicide of a Friend. VI, - - 96

Such anguish, as diftends the heart,



Ode fo the Lyric Mufe. VI, - - . 133
‘What means within my breaft this reftlels flame ?
CXXI1. KEsrick (DR. WiLLiAM).
The Cure of Love,, L. .= - - - - 137
When, Chloe, I confefs my pain,
CXXI1I, KiNg (DR. H.) oF CHICHESTER,
A Blackmore -maid to a fair Boy. 1V, - 172
Stay, lovely boy! why fly'ft thon me?.
The Boy’s Answer. IV, - - - - 173
Black maid, complain not, that I fly.
CXXIII. Kive (DR. WiLLlam). _
Juft a you pleale, or the Incurious, V. - 177
A virtuofo had a mind, to fee,
A Cafe of Confcience, aTale, VI,. - <« 47
0Old Paddy Scot, with none of the beft faces.
CXXIV. Kniat (Miss B¥).
In the room of the Emperours at the Capi-
tol, L - - - - - - 194
Beneath the Capitol’s majeitic dome. '
On the Emperor, having converted a Convent
into Barracks. IV. - - 84
In thefe fo wretched cells, where gloomy care.
.LaNspowNE S. GRANVILLE.
CXXV. LanNgaoRNE (L)
On the Dutchels of Mazarin’s Retiring into .

a Convent. IV. - - . - 239
Ye



Ye holy cares, that haunt thefe lanll.y cells,
CXXVi, LisLE (DR, EpWARD).
Orpheus., II. - - - - - - 64
When Orpheus went down to the' regions below,
An Excufe for Inconftancy, - IV, -

- o
When Phoebus’s beams are withdeawn from our 38
fight,
CXXVIEL Lroyp (RoBERT).
The Satyr and Pedlar, I - - - a2

Woards are, fo Wollafton defines,
Familiar Epiftle to —, Apothécary, I, « 219
When once a man fo far is gone,
CXXVIIL LoGAR (MR. ...) MiKISTER OF
LoiTH.
Ode on the death of a young Lady, V. . 324
O from thy kindred eatly torn.
CXXIX. LovELACE (RicHARD).
To Althea; fromr prifon. II. - - 34
When love with wmconfined wings,
CXXX. Lowra (DR. RoBERT) Bismor OF
LoNDoN: .
The Link. III. - - - - - - 177
. Ye Ladies, that live in the city or town,
Ode tho the People of Great - Britain. IV, - ¢

Briton, the thunder of the wrath divine,

Retzer’s Choice, Veol, VI, Q



CXXXI. LYLIE (JoHN):
C’upid and Campafpe. L - = e
Cupid and my Campafpe play’d. -
CXXXII. L¥TTELToN (GEORGE, LoRD).
Song. I. - N . .- -
The. heavy hours are almoft paft.

Verfes, making part of an Epitaph on a La-

dy. I. - - - " -
Made, to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes.
Song. I. - - - - -
Wign Delia on the plain appears,
Song. 1II. - - - . .
Say, Myra, why is gentle love.

Soliloquy of a Beauty in the Country:. IL

*Twas night, and Flavia to her zoom retir'd.
Epiftle to Mr. Pope, from Rome, II, -
}mmortal bard, for whom each Mufe has wove,
On good Humour. IIL. - - -
Tell me, ye fons of Phoebus, what is this,
CXXXIIl, LyrreEToN (WiLLiam) Esq.
The Rofe - bud. IV, - - .
See, Flayia, fee that budding rofe.
CXXXIV. Marier (Pavin).
William and Margaret. V. - -
>Twas at the filent, folema hour,
Edwin and Emma. VI. - -
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Far in the windings of a vale,
CXXXV. MARLOE (CHRISTOPHER).
The Shepherd’s Iavitation. III. - - 202
Come,’ live with me, and be my love,
CXXXVI. Marrior (MR. JAMES).
Captain Cupid. IIL - - . - 228
Erft in Cythera’s saered shade,
To a Lady, making a Pin- busket. III. - 237
While obje@ts of a parent’s care,
Canzonetta. V. - - - - - 49

Soft slept the fea within its filver - bad,

The royal Voyage. V. - - - 103

High on the bounding bark the royal fair,

CXXXVII. MasoR (WiLLIAM).

i On the death of his Wife, III - '« 932
Take , holy earth, all,that myfoul holds dear,

- CXXXVIII. MELcoMBE (LoRrD).

Verfes to Dr. Young. V. - - - -~ 12§
Kiad companion of my youth.
Under the Bufto of Comus in a Buffet. V. 236
While rosy wreaths the goblet deck.
CXXXIX. MENDEZ (MosEs),
To Mr. S. Tucker, V, . - - - 31
The fons of man, by various pafions led.
‘CXL. MERRICK (JAMEs),
The Monkies, 1L « . - . - . 71
Qa



VI

Whoe'er with curious eye has fang'd,
The Wish.' v, - - - - - - 244
Haw shoft is life’s uncertain fpace.
Verfes, written originally in the Perfic Langua-
ge. V. - - - - “ - 283
If ‘mortal hands thy peace defiroy.
CXLI, MickLe (WiLLam Jurivs).

" Pollio. V.. - - - - . - - 206
The peacefui evening bréathes her balmy {tore,
CXLII. MiLToN (JomN). .
On May - Morning. I. - . - - - 50

Now the bright morning - ftar, duy’s harbingér,
To O. Cremwéll. . - - = - - 193
Cromwell, our chief of men, who throvghacloud.

©On his Blindnkfs. I . - . - 115
Whea 1 ‘confider, hoWw hy light is fgent,
L’ Allegro, “II. - - - - - - M

Hence, loothed Melancholy.

11 Penferofo. II. - - - - - - I8
Hen'cl'e., viin deluding joys.

To the Nightingale, I, - : - g4
O Nightingale , that on yon bloomy Tfpray.

On Shakespeare, 1630, 1L, - - = = 107
What needs my Shakespeare forhis honour'd bones.

Elegy. IV, - - - - - - - 268
When faith and lovey which parted from thee never.



CXLIII. MoxTaGuE (LapDY MARY WoRTLEY).

Declaration, I. - - - - -

Dear Colin, prevent my warm blushes.

Verfes, written in the Chiask at Pera, over-

looking Conftantinople. I. -
Give me, great God! faid £, a little farm,
To Lady Irwin. II, - - - .
Why will Delia thus retire,

Turkish verfes, translaced. 1T, - -
Now Philomel renews her tender firain,
The Lover, a Ballad. II, - -
At length, by fo much importunity preMd.
Verfles, written in a Garden. III. -

See, how that pain of pilling doves.
Parody of Pope’s Epitaph. III, .
Here lie John Hughes and Sarah Drew,
To a Lady, whoadvifed Retirement. IV,

You little know the heart, that you adwife.. .

Elegy on Mrs. Bowes. V. - - -
Hail, happy bride! for thou art truly bleft,
CXL1V. MoorE (EDWARD),
The Farmer, Spaniel and the Cat. I.
Why knits my dear her angry brow ?
The Coltand the Farmer. I. - - -

Tell me, Corinna, if you cap,

Q3
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< CXLV. Moore (Miss HANNAH).

. Picture of the domeftic life and manners of

the ancient hnights. IV, -
~ There was a young and valiant knight,
CXLVE. Murry (Mrs. ANN,)
- ° Ode to Contentments IV, - -
H;II; fweet contentment, calm repofe!
CXLVIL NotksE (M..:.)
Ut Pictura Poefis. -+ 1L - -
As once the Mufe, reclining on her lyre.
CXLVIII, NuGEXT (RoBERT).
To Sylvia, I. - - - - -
. "Why like a tyrant wilt thou reign,
The true Lover, IV. - - - -
I lov’d thee beautiful and kind.
CXLIX. OGILVIE (JOHN).
< _The Cell of Solitude, IL - - -
Dim as the fleeting -vifions of the night,
- CL. Orway (THomas).
To Delia. L. - -t - .
¥ did but look and love awhile.
The Enjoyment. L« - - - .
Clafp’d in the arms of her, ¥ love,
“Song. II. - - - - - -
Come, all ye youths, whofe hearts ¢’er bled.
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CLI, PARNELL (Di. THOMAS ).

On Mrs. Arabella Fermor's leaving London, I, 231

From town fair Arabella fiies,

Song. IL. - s = - - i

‘When thy beauty appears

The Hermit. IIL, « 2 e e

Far in a wild, unknown to public view.
Bacchus, or the Vines of Lesbos. IIL,
As Bacchus, ranging at his leifure,
CLI1I. PARRAT (...)
Ode to Cupid on Valentine's day. V,
Come, thou rosy-dimpled boy,
CLIIL. PuiLirs (AMBROSE).

Somg. L. . - = . - -

Then never let me fea her more,
To the Honourable Mifs Carteret, - I.
Bloom of beauty, early flow’r,

To the Earl of Dorfet. -1, - - r

From frozea climes and endlefs tra&ts of fnow.

Song. II. - - - - -
Oa Belvidera’s bofom lying.

Song. III. - - -, - - -
Boaft not, miftaken fwain, thy art.

To Signora Cuzioni. V.. - - -
Little Siren of the ftage.

Song. V. « & = . - .

Q4
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Why we love, and why we hate.
. OnWitand wisdom, ' V. - =« - 903
In fearch of wisdom far from wit I fly,
What is thought? V. -- - -- -~ & ai3
The hermit’s folace in his cell,
CLIV. PriLrs (JoHR):
A BacchanalianSong. V. - - - - 175
. - Come, fill me a glafs, &11 it high,
CLV. Pitt (CHRISTOI'HER).
On the Masquerades. V. - - - - 40
. Well, we have reach’d the precipice at lak.
On aShadow,an Ode. V. - - - .- 74
How are deluded human- kind.
:: The Fable of the young man and his cat. V., 83
A haplefs youth, whom fates averfe had drove,
CLVI. PoMFRET (Joirn).
The Choice. II. « - - - = - I
If heav’n the gratefull liberty wou’d give,
CLVIJ. Por® (ALEXANDER).
Two-and Three , or a Receipt, to make a Cu-.
ckold. L - - - - = 23
" Two or three vifits', and two or three bows.
Elegy to the memory of an unfortunateLady. L. 45
What beck'ning ghoft along the moonlight-
shade,
The Wish, I, - - - - - - 178



Oh,- bz thou bleft with all,.that heav’n can fond,

Verfes to the Lady Mary Wortley Monta-

gue. I, - - - - - - ':.'33

In beauty or wit,

Epigram. I, - - - - - . . 39:’
Accept 2 mijracle inflead of wit,

To the ingenious Mr. Moore, Author of the

ce'ebrated Worm - powder. II, . 9

How much egregious, Moore, are we.

A Dialogue. II. . - - - - - 13
Sinoe my old friend is grown fo great.

Epigram, engraved on the collarof a dog. IL. 24
Y am his Highpefs’ dog at Kew.

A Farewell to London. IIL - - - Ix
Dear, damn'd, diftracting town, farewell!

The Challenge, a Court-Ballad. IiL . 244
To one fair Lady ont of court.

Duraftanti’s leave of the English flage. IIL. 253
Generous , gay and gallant nation.

Epitaph. 1L, . . . . . . 239
Think not, by rigrous julgment feiz'd.

Epitaph. III, . . . . . . 289
When Eaftern lovers feed the fun'ral fire.

To Mrs. Blount on her Birth-day. IV. . 45
1f added days of life bring nothing new.

A Verfion of the firft Plalm for the ufe of

Q5
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a young Lady. "IV. . . e 63
The maid is bleft, that will not hear. :
Mr. Gay’s Epitaph. IV. . . . . 113
Well then, poor Gay lies under ground.

Verfes upon lying in the fame .bed,.iwhich
Wilmot Earl of Rochefter us’d at
Atterbury. IV. . . . . 17§

With no pactic ardour fir'd,
Solitude. IV, P ' . . 204
What are the falling rills, the pendant shades,
- Lines, copied from Pope’s Handwriting. V. 325
But our great turks in wit muft reign alone.

CLVII. Powis (REV. MR.)

A Morning- foliloquy on Deafnefs. V. - 114
Nature! thy genial call T hear,

CLIX. PriorR (MATTHEW).

To a young Gentleman in love, a Tale. I 30
From publick noise and fa&ious ftrife,

The Dove. I. - . - - - - 35
In Virgil’s facred verfe we find,
Love difarm’d, I, - - - - - 190

Beneath a myrtle’s verdant shade,

In Imitation of Anacreon. .I. - - - 215
Let'em cenfure! what care 12

Merry Andrew. I. - - - - - 293
Sly Merry Andrew the laft Southwark - fair,



The Queftion, to Lifetta. II, - - -
- What Nymph shou’d I admire, or truft,
Lifetta’s Reply. 1II. - - . - -
Sure, Cloe juft and Cloe fair,
The female Phaeton, IIL - - - -
Thus Kitty, beautifull and young,
A Lover’s Anger. TII, - - . -
As Chloe came into the room th’ other day,
Sufannnah and the two Elders, an Imitation
of Chaucer. III. - .- - -
Fair Sufan did her wifehode well maintayns.
A Letter to the Hon. Lady Margaret Caven-
dish Harley, when a child. III. ..
My noble , lovely, little Peggy.
A true Maid, III, . . . . .
Ten months, after Florimel happend to wed.
The Converfation, a Tale. IV. . . .
1t always has been thought difcreet,
,Seng, IV, . . . . . . “
If wine and mufick hath the pew'r,
To Chloe weeping. V. . ‘ . .
See, whilft thou weep'tt, fair Chloe, (e,
The Ladle, a Tale. VI, . -
The Scepticks think, 'twas long ago.
Paulc Purganti and his honeft Wife. VI. .
Beyond the fix'd and fettled ryles,

61
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274

288

291
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CLX. RALRiGH (SiIR WALTER).
The Nymph'’s Answer. II - .
If all the weorld and love were young.
CLXI. RALEIGH (WI1LLIAM.)
A Poem, II. - - - . - -
Shaﬁ 1, like an hermit, dwell,
CLXII. Ramsay (ALLAN),
The Penitent., I. S
Pain’d with her slighting Jamie's love.
The Wawking of the fauld. IH.- -
My Beggy is 2 young thing.
The pretty Sally. IV. - ero-
Of all the girls, that.are fo fmart.
The loving Lafs and Spinning-wheel, V.
As I fatat my spinning- wheel,
CLXIII. RICHARDSON (.....)
Ode to a finging Bird. VI. - -
O thou, that glad’t my lonefome hours.
CLX1V. RinpEL (I ...)
Four Paftorals. VL. - - - -
Morning. - - - - - -
Defcend, ye Mufes! tane the oaten reed,

Noon. - - - - - - -

The mid-day - fus now darts his vertic ray, .

Evening. - - - - - -
At clofe of day, the while I homeward led.

2c4
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Night. - . - « - = = o4
The dismal pizht had now affum’d het reign.
CLXV. RoBERTs (Wirrianm HAywaRrb).
The poor Man’s Prayer, addreffed to the Earl
of Chatam, II. - . - 232
Amidft the more important toils of fate,
Epiftle to a young Gentleman, on his leaving
Eton-fchool. V. - - - - 236
Since now a nobler fcene awakes thy care,
CLXVI. RepiNsoX (MRs.MaRria).
Llewyn and Gyneth. IV. - - - - 274
When will my troubled fonl have reft ?
CLXVII, RocHESTER (HENRY Lofp WiL-
moT, afierwards Earc OF).
A Lyric, in imitation of Cornelius Gallus. L 49
My goddefs Ly'ia, heav’nly fair!
The King’s Epitaph. 1. - - - - I
Here lies our sov'reign Lord, the King.
Song. I. - - e = = e . 208

My dear miftrefs hath a heart.

To the Honourable Mifs Montague. III. 239
All things fair, we find, are cold,

Noah’s Flocod. 1V, - . . - . 83
‘When jolly Bacchus firlt began,

To Chloe, a Song. IV, = = - 1c8

Why am I doom'd, to follow you?



On Steep, IV, - - - -
How fweet and pleafing are thy chirms,
On finding his Miitrefs inconftant. IV,

’Tis not, that I am weary growa.
Epitaph. V. - - .. = -

A worthy woman lies here under,

- 133
L 223
- 247

Epigram. The grapes, that hang fo high, are

four. V. - - - .
A lovely face and charming mien,
CLXVIII. RoscomMoN (WENTWORTH
Eire OF).
On the death of a Lady’s Dog. I.

Thou, happy creature, art fecure.

- 263

DiLLoN,

- < ale

Stanzas on a young Lady, who fung finely ,

but was afraid of a cold, I
Winter , thy cruelty extend,
CLXIX. RowE (ELIZABETH.)
On a Charch - yard. L - -
Here in one horrid ruin lies,
CLXX. RowE (NicHOLAS).
To Lady Jane Wharton. IIL -

- 9%

- - 8

While o’er the globe, fair Nymph 4 your fear-

ches run.

Song. IV." - - - - -
As on a semmer’s day.

- - 126



‘The Reconcilement between Jacob Tonfon and

Mr. Congreve. IV. -

While at my house in Fleet - ftreet once you lay,

Song on a fine Woman, who had a dull huss

band. IV. - - -
When on fair Celia’s eyes I gaze,
Colin’s Complaint. V. - . - -
Despairing befide a clear ftream.
CLXXI. RowrLEY (THoMmAS).
Song to Aelle. VI - - -
O thou, or whate remaynes of tlee,
CLXXII. Ryax (EVERHARD).
The Power of Abfence, III, -
How clear the sky! low foft the gale!
Hymn to Indufiry. IIIL - -
Gay, in the morning of the year,
Uther and the fon of Owen, an Ode.
Fofter’d by fountains and cafcades,
The Genealogy of Winter. IV. -
When Chaos with imperial might.
Epitaph for General Wolfe, V., -

O ye th’ illufirous few, whofe bofoms glow.

A Farewell to Poetry, VI, - -

III.

The thraldom”’s palt: the fpell hath loft its power,

CLXXIII. SavacE (RicHARD).
Epiftle to Mrs. Oldfield. V. - = =

287
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121

2124

57
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While to your charmsé unequal verfe T raie,
The Friend, an Epiftle to Aaron Hill. VI. -

53
O my lov'd Hill! o thou, by heav'n defign’d.
CLXXIV. ScHOMBERG (RoBERT).
Ode in the Rebellion in the year 1745. I. - 71

Do thou , fair liberty, defeend.
CLXXV. Scorr (ToHN),
Elegy, written at the approach of Spring. I. 100

Stern winter hence with all his train removes.

—

in the hot Weather. I. -

- 104
Three hours from noon the pafing shadows shows,

—— —— in the Harvell. L - - - 1oy
Farewellthe pleafant violet- feanted shade,

——— at the approach of Winter. I. = 11X

The fun far fouthward bends his annual way,
CLXXVI, SEwARD (Mi1ss,)
Prize - Monody on the death of Mr. Garrick. VI. 70
Dim fweeps the shower along the mifty yale,
CLXXVII. SEDLEY +(CHARLES).

Damon. 1. - - . - - - - 69
Damos, if you will believe me.

Hymen I. - - - - - - = 138
See, Hymen comes: hew his torch blazes!

Out of Lycrophon. II, - - .« . - @282

What shall become of man fo wife.
. The Toper, a Song. UL, « . - - 87

Let's



Let's tope and be merry.
The Lover's Will. IIl. - -

Let me not figh my lait, ere I bequeath,

Advice to the old Beaux. IIL

Scrape no more your harmlefs chins.

To Cloris. III. - - .
Cloris, I cannot fay, your eyes,

Song. IV. - - - -

Love ftill has fomething of the fea.

Song. V. - - - -

‘Who woun'd not gaze away his heart.

Song. V. - - - -
Walking among the shades alone.

CLXXVIII. SHAKESFEARE (WILL1AM),

Ancient Antipathy, or Youth and Age. 1.

Crabbed age and youth cannot live together.

Song. II. - - - -
Blow, blow, thou winter- wind,

Song. II. - - - -

O mistrefs mine, where are you roaming,

Ariel's Seng. II. - ~ - .
Where the bee fucks, there fuck I,
Song. II. - - - -

Hark! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate fings,

Song. ill. - = . .

Come away, come away, death.

Retzer’s Choice. Vol, VI. R

-
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183



SHEFFIELD S, Duke of BuckiNGaAM.
CLXXEX. SHENSTONE (WILLIAM),
Ode to a youngLady, somewhat too sollicitous
about her manner of exprefling. I. - 93
Survey, my fair, that Iucid fiream.
- Anacreontic. 1. - - - - - - - 173
*Twas in a cool Aonian glade,
Delia, 1. : - < - B - - W7
The lovely Delia smiles again.
The Sky-lark. 1. - - - - - - 226
Go , tuneful bird, that glad’ft the skies.
Flegy, describing the forrow of an-ingenious
mind on the melancholy event of a licen-
tious amour, . - - - - - 25
‘ Why mourns my friend, why weeps his downcaft eye.
Infeription on a Sheepcote. II. - - - 223
Shepherd , wouldft thou here obtain;

The Princefs Elifabeth. a Ballad, IH. - 4 233
Will you hear, how once repining.”

Song. V. - - - : - E— 16
I'tcld imy nymph, I told her ¢rue. ’

"On certain Paflorals. V. - - - - - < 282
So rude and tunelefs are thy lays.

CLXXX, SHEPHERD (— — — —)
Ode to Melancholy. V. - - - - - 79

Remote from thofe enchanting bowers,



CLXXXI. SmirLEY (Dr. — -)
To the memory of a Gentleman; who died on
his travels to Rome, V. - . - 119
Langton, dear partner of my foul.

CLXXXII. SIDNEY (SR. PHILIF).

The feven Wonders of England. IL. - - 116
Near Wilton fweat huge heaps of {tones are. found.
Sonnet. IV. - - - - . - - 48

Like as the dove, which feeled up, .does fly.
A Farewel. IV." . - - - < - I2I
Oft have I mus'd, but now at length I find.

The Nightingale, V. - - - - - 138
The nightingale as foon, as April bringeth.
_Sohg. V.. - - - - - - - 142
O fait ! o fweet! when I do look on thee.
Sonnet. V. - - - - - . - 224

In wonted walks fince wonted fancies change,
CLXXXIIL Syita (EDMUND).
Ode for the year 1705. VI. - - - - 24
Janus did ever to thy wond’ring eyes,
CLXXXIV. SMoLETT, (DR. ToBian). .
The tears of Scotland, an Ode. IIL. . - - 76
Mourn , haplefs Caledonia, mourn,
CLXXXV. SoMERVILE (WILLIAM).
The Coquette.V, - - - - - - I74l
When tortur’d by the eruel fair. :

R 2



The two Springs, VI. - + - - - - - 39
Two fitter-fprings from the fame parents hill.
CLXXXVI, SrENsER (EDMUND). ~
Sonnet. V. - - - - . - -7 166
" Fair bofom, fraught with virtue’s richeft treafure.
Sonnet. VI. -~ .- - - - 4 - I60
' Was it 2 dream, or did I feeit plain ?
" CLXXXVIL.- SeRAT (THoMas) Bissop oF ROCHESTER.
On his Miftrefs, drowa’d, I, = - - - 212
Sweet ftream ; that do’it-with -equal pace,
To Mr. Howard, on his British Princes. IV. - 1355
Your book our old knight-errants’ fame revives.
CLXXXVHI. STEELE (R1¢HARD).
The Lover. II, - 3 s - - - " 198
From place to place forlorn I go.
Love’s Relief. III, - = - - = 232
A wretch, long tortur’d with disdain.
CLXXXIX. STEENEY (GEORGE).

The Spell, 1. - - - - . - 193
Whene'er I wive, young Strephon cryd.
The Nature of Dreams. II. - - - - 136

As dead of night imperial reafon sleeps.
CXC.STEVENs (GE, AL.)
" The Vicar and Mofes. I. - - = - 08
Thexe was ouce, it was faids

CXCY. STEVENsoN (WiLLiaw’,



[ ]

*

A Soliloquy on the death of feveral friends
in a few weeks, IV. - o+ .- 99
Weigh well,.my foul , while yet there’s time. . ’
C€XCII. STRAFFORD ( Taomas EArRn Or). - -
Verfes, written the night, before hewas behea-
ded. 1. - ~ - & = . < 30]
Go, empty joys. :
CXCIII. SuckrLiNG (JoHN).. .
Why fo pale? I. - - -~ E - - 65
Why fo pale and wan, fond lover?
CXCIV. SwIFT (JoNaTHAN),
On Mrs. Biddy Lloyd, or the Receipt, to form

*a Beauty. I. .- - e 2 % 245
When Cupid did his grandfire Tove intreat.
Phryne. I~ -~ - .« s - P

Phryne had talents for mankind.
A true and faithfull Invencary of the goods, =
_ belonging to the Dean of St. Patfick. If. 11
An oaken broken elbow’- chair. ~ LR
To Stella, who collected and transerlbed his
Poems. III. '~ - 2. T - - 22
As, when a lofty pile is rais’d, ’
Stella at, Woodpark. TII. - =" =" - 131
Don Carlos in a merry fpiéht’.
Verfes on the death of Dr, Swift. III. - 139

As Rochefoucault his maxims drew.

R 3



The Journal of a modern Lady, III, - -
It was a mott unfriendly pare.

Epigram, III. - - - - - -
A bishop, by his neighbours hated.

To Mrs. Blount, 1V, - - - - -
Oh, be thou blelt with all, that heav’n can fend,

A Love-fong tn the modern tafte, . - -
Fluttering fpread thy purple pinions,

To Lady Winchellea. IV, = = . -

Invain you boalt poetic names of yore.

Swift’s Answer to Dr. Delany. 1V, - -
The wife pretend , to make it clear.

To the Earl of Oxford before his trial, V. -
How blefs'd is he, who for his country dies.

The Fumiture of a Woman’s mind. V, .
A fet of phrafes, learnt by rote,
Libel on the Rev. Dr. Delany. V. - -

-Deluded mortals, whom the great.
‘ Verfes, weitten in a Lady’sivory Table - book.
Ve - s - - - - -
) Perufe wy leaves through ev'ry part.
Death and Daphne, VI, - - - - s
Death went upon a folemn day. -
The Lady’s Drefling-rcom. VI. C
Fj_ve hours, and who can do itklgfs in,

CXCV. Tavror _(DB. JoHx)..

184

233

45

48

152

296

84

135

267

263

105
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To Bonny Brook. V. - . -

Say, my Celinda, if thy foul divines,

CXCVI. TavvLor (MRs).

Strephon. I. - - - - -
Strephon hath fashicn, wit and youth.

CXCVIL Tavror (WiLLiam),

Verfes upon the Ladies and their fine Cloaths

at a Ball. V., - - -

Happy the worms, that fpun their lives away.

The dropfical Man. V, - - -

A jolly brave toper, who could not forbear.

CXCVIIL. THowmsoN (JAMEs).
Hymn onSolitude, 1. - - -
Hail, ruildly - pleafing Solitude.

Ode to Seraphina. L. - - -

The wanton’s charms, however bright,

Song. I. - - - - -
Hard is the fate of him, who loves,
Ode. I. - - - - - -
Tell me, thou foul of her, I love,
Song. 1. - - - e - -
Come , gentle god of folt defire.
Song. III. - - - - -
Unlefs with my Ama-mla bleft

CXCIX. THoMrsoN (WiLriam) IBBEKKENY.

R4

712

144

170



On Wisdom, an Ode. III. - - - . 79
I foar alofe, leave mortal things.

The Man after the prefeni Tafte. IIl, - - 135
Ask you, who is finging here,

To the Lafles. Il - - - - - 157

I have feriously weigh’d it, and flad it but juft,
A Song in the honour and glory of God Cu-

pid, III. - - - - - - 200
Now’s the time for mirth and .gIae.
On the death oers.***,. a notableScold. IV. 47
We lived one and twenty year.
A Song. IV. - - . - - . - III

Since every charm onlearth's combined.
CC. THORNTON (BoNELL WiLLiam).
Ode on St. Cxcilia’s day. II - - - 67
Yield, yield, ye fidlers, French, Italians'
CCI. TickELL (THomas).
Colin and Lucy, a Ballad. II. - - - 48
Of Leinster, fam’d for maidens fair. '
Elegy on the death of Mr. Addifon. III, -  gb
If dumb too long the drooping Mufe hath ftay’d.
To a Lady, with a Prefent of flowers. IV. - 20
The fragrant painting of our flow'ry fields.
To Apollo, making love. V. - . - 28
Iam, cry’'d Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd.
CCII. Trarp (DR. JosErH).

4



—

Oxford and Cambridge, an Epigram. VL -
Our royal mafter faw with heedful eyes.
CCIII. TowNsHEND (GEoRGE Lorp Visc,)
To D.Andrews, In imitation of Horace. IV,
Blush nct, dear Andrews, nor disdain.
CCIV. VaxsrucH (JouN).
Cﬁpid’s Revenge. II. - - - - -
Sabina with an angel’s face. )
CCV. Vorraire (Mary Fraxcis) ARovET.
To Lady H-y. L. - - - . -
H-y, would you know the paflion.
Verfes on the French Nation. I. - - -
- A nation here I pity and admire.
CCVI. D’ UrrEy (THomas),
An old paftoral Song. II. - - - -
In the pleafint month of May.
CCVIL. WarLLER (EpMOND).
Song. 1. - - - - . -
Say, lovely dream, whese coul;i thou find.
Song. 1. T - - - )

While I liften to thy wvoice,
To Amoret. IT. - PO
Fair, that you may truly know,
Song, . - - - _.-. -

Go, Jovely rofy’

RS
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" Of the Marriage of the Dwarfs. IIL -
Defign, not chance, make others wive,

Upon the death of the Lord Prote@or. III
We muft refign! heav’n his great soul does claim,

To a Lady, singing afong of his compofing. IIL
Chloris, yourfelf you fo escel.

Of the Lady, who can sleep, when she plea-

fes, IV, - - - -

No wondcr, sleep from careful lovers flies,

To a fair Lady, playing with a fnake. IV.
Strange! that fuch horror and such grice,
The Story of Phoebus and Daphne a.pply“d. V.

Thyrfis, a youth of the infpired train,
Song., V, - - - - - -
Chloris, farewel! I now muft go,
At Pens- Hurfl, V. - - - -
Had Dorothea liv’d, when mortals made,
CCVIII. WavrrorLE (SiR HENRY).
The Swifinefs of Time. IV, . - -
My goldeu locks time hath to ﬁiver turn’d.
CCIX, WarrorLE (Horack) Esq.
Infcription for the negle&;d Column inthe Pa-
lace of St. Mark at Florence, III. -
Escap’d a race, whofe vanity ne'er rais’d,

CCX. WaLsH (WiLL1AaM).

163
108

232

263

302

316

17§



The despairing Lover. I. - R
Deitracted with care,
Epigram, I, - - - - -
Chloe new« marry’d lobks on men no more,
To his Miftrefls, againft Mardage, II. -
Yes, all the world mutt fure agree,
Elegy upon quitting his Miitrefs, IV, -
I know, Celinda, I have born to long.
To a Lady, who had refolv’d againft Marria-
ge. IV, - - - - -
Madam, I capnot but congratulate.
Semg. IV. . . . . .
Tho' Celia’s born, to be ador'd. .
Phillis’s Refolution, 1V, . - -
When slaves their liberty require.
To Phillis. V, - - - - -
Phillis, we not grieve, that nature,
Song, V. - - - - - T
Of all the torments, all the cares.
CCXI. WaRrtoN (JosErH).

The Revenge of America. III, - - -

When fierce Pifarro’s legions flaw.

The Suicide, an Ode. IIJ. - - -

Beneath the beech, whofe braaches bare.
QOde to Superftition, IV, - - .=

Hence to fome convent's gloomy isles,

)
17L
- 120
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94

122



——

Ode_for the new Year 1786. VI, - -
Dear to Jove, a gonial isle,
. The dying Indian.l VI. . - - -
7 The dart of Tzdabel prevails: "tw_ras dipt.
CCXII. WaARTON (Taomas.)
The first of April, anOde. IV. . . .
With dalliance rude young Zephyr woo’s.
" CCXIII. Warts (Isaac)DD.

Epitaph on Bigotry. V. . ot ..

Here lies, and may it here for ever lis.

The adventurous Mufe, VI. - . . ‘.

Urania takes her morning -flight.
CCXTV. WEST {GILBERT).
Ode to Willlam Pultney, Esq, IL . -.
’ Remote from liberty and t;'ucﬁ. l .
Epiftle to Pollio, from the hills lof i{m-vt'i.:
‘ in Ireland. I\'.‘_ . . » .
Pollio! would't thou condefcend, i
Infeription on a Summer- houfe. V. . .
Not wrapt in finoky Loadons fuphurous clouds.’
CCXV, WEsT (RICHARD).
Ode to Mr. Gray. VI, - .
Dear Gray, that always in my heart.
CCXVI. WuanrtoN (PurLie Duke OF).

On the Binishment of Cicero, I.” .- .

As o’er the fwelling Ocean’s tide.

104

235

156

137

46

256



’

CCXVII. WHEATLEY (PHirL1s)a Negro - fervant,
S. DarwarL,
Recolledtion, to Mifs A. M. humbly inferibed
by the Authorefs, IV, .. .
Mpeme, begin, infpire, ye facred Nine,
A Farewell to America.” IV, . . .
Adieu, New - England's fmiling meads.
"Hymn to Humanity. V. . . o
Lo, for this dark terrestrial ball.
CCXVIII. WHITEHEAD (WILLIAM).
To Mr. Garrick. II. . . . . .
On old Parnalfus th'other day.
The Je ne fais quoi, a Song. IL. . .
Yes ,I'm in love , T feel it now.
On a Meflage - card in verfe, fent by a La-
dy. 1L . . . . e .
Hermes, the gamelter of the sky.
The Youth and the Philofopher, a Fable. IIL.
A Grecian youth , of talents rare.
Ode for his Majefty’s Birth-day. 1II. . .
At length the troubled waters rell,
Ode to a Gentleman, on his pitching a tent in
his garden. IV. . . . J
Ah, friend, forhgar, nor fright the field.
Nature to.Dr, Hoadly o’er his. Comedy of the
fuspicious Husband. IV, L. .

Sly hipocrite, was this your aim.

oa
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Ode for. his Majefly's Birth.day: V. . 23
Driven out from heav’n’s etherial domes,

CCXIX. WiLLiaMs (S1R CHARLEsS HANBURY.)}

4>

KNIGHT oF THE BaTH:
Lovely Pegey. L . . . P 139
Once more I’ll tune the vocal shell.
Ode nn Mifs Hatriet Hanbury. 111, . 201
Whir should I thus employ my time,
Ode on the death of Matzel,a favourice Bull-
finch. IV. : . . . . Gt
Try not, my Stanhope , 'tis invain,
CCXX. WoOLSELEY (ROBERT).
Song. I . . . . . . . . 189
Freedom isa real treafure.
CCXXI. WorToN (HENRY).
The happy Life. IL . . . . 43
How happy is he born or ﬂluught.
On the death of Albertusand Lady Morion, V. 255
He first deceas'd: she for alittle try'd.
CCXXII. Worty (Wirriam).
On Musick. II. . F . ' . A )
Hence, dullbrow’d Melancholy! creep away.
The empty Purfe. III. . . . . 32
Where now are all my fmiling guineas gone?
Pudding. IIT. . « . .

Rotund or oval, in ‘what ever form.

. . 1x



A Recipe, to make a2 Man of conlequence. ITII. ‘169
A brow auiftere, a circumfpe@ive eye,
Qde to i’oetry. 1II. . . . . 307
Led by the Mufe, thy ftarry mount I climb,
After a Debauch. IV, . . . . 42
Again the fanguirary tide iscool.
Ode to Health. IV.. . . N : . 91
Daughter of Exercifz, at whofe command,
. On the Lottery. 1V. . . . . 112
Where facred Conscience held her awiul court.
C€CXXIII. YALDEN (THOMAS).
To the Memory .of a fair young Lady. 1V, - 2§
When, black with shades, this mourning vault appears,
Advice to a Lover, 1V, . . . . [
For many unfuccefsful years.
CCXXIV. YoNGE ( WiLLlaM ).
Answer to M. 'W. Montague. I. - - 225
Good Madam 4, when Ladies are willing.
CCXXV, Younc (EDWARD}.
ASea-piece, containing: I. The British Sailot’s
Exultation. II. His Prayer before En-
gagement. IIT. The Dedication to Mr,

Voltaire. I, - - 4 - - 197
My Mufe, a bird of paffages flies.
ANONYMOUS,
Damon. I. - - 2 - . - 16

-
Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air.



fl

The Refolution, an Elegy. I. - - -, I
Too much my heart of beauty’s pow'r has known.
Song, 1. - - - - - - - 23

Gentle youth, o tell me, why?
" Stanzas. I» = - - e - - - 33
At length, my foul, thy fruitlefs hopes give o’er.
Simpathetic Blifs I,. - - - . 50
When balmy Zeplir’s gentle breeze.

The fairy Queen. I. - - .. . 36
Come, follow , follow mee.

You meaner Beauties. I. - - - - 63
-You meaner beautves of the night

On Silence in Love. I. - - - - < - 98
Silence in Iove betrays more woe.

Fancy. I. - - - . - . - - 135
Love is by fancy led about.

The Moans of the Foreft after the Battle of

Flodden-field. I. - - - - 13
I have heard a jilting at the ewes milking.
My Mind to me a Kingdom is. I. - - .16§

My minde to me a kingdom is.
Belinda. I. - -l . - - - 172

Belinda, fparkling wit and eyes,

Amoret and Phillis, I., - - - - 174
As Amoret and Phillis fat,
The modeft Queftion. TI. - - - - 176

Cap, love be controul'd by advice.

The



L]

The Self- examination by a Lady. I. - 180
Why throbs my heart, when he appears ?

To Florella. I. - - - e - - 216
Why will Florella, while 1 gaze. .

Florella, - - - . e . 231
Should fome perverfe malignant ftar.

Cupid’s Paftime, I. - - - . - 243
It chanc’d of late, a shepherd - fwain,

The Plowman’s Ditty. I, - e . 298
Whea Molly fmiles beneath her cow.’

On a bad Poet. II. - - - - - a3

* Thy verfes are eternal, o my friend! '

A Song by a Lord. II. - - - - - 0

Refolv’d, as her poet of Celia to fing.

Song. IL - - - - . - 40
Hence, all you vain delights:

The moderate Wish, II, - - | - - 57
If I could but attain my wish.

To Celia, II. - - - - - " 6a
Not Celia, that I am more juft.

The Inconftant. II. - - - - - 03
Fair and foft and gay and Yyoung,

Song. IIL - - - - . . - 65
Take, o take thofe lips away !

The Wish, II. - . - . - . 72

I care not, ye gods, for the breath of a name,

Retzer’s Choice, Vol V1. $-



. A Reptroof-to.a.young Mani Ils voovm- - 74
‘ Why do you thus, miftaken youth 1~
A Translation of Voltaire’s Stanzas on old Age:
11. A - 75

Say, would you have me #ill love oh,

A Letter, written to the Parfon at Lisle! II. 77
Dear minifter , my landard ftile. -

Song. II. =t & . - - - 79
The prince made me a grenadier. ' '

Elegy on tlie" death of an amiable' young

Lady. 1I. - - - Nt et g0
While others’ fing the heroes glorious fate.’
The Choice. II. - - .- . 83

A man, that’sneithier high nor low, '

" Onreading fome Verfes, written by a Lady. IT. 84
While, Clio, pox;d’ring o'er thy lines I roll.

“On Shakespeare, by 4 Bookfeller. II. - - g3
Great Shakespear's works , o&avos, t:iuarms. folios.

“The Play -thing chang’d. II. - - 121
Kitty’s charming voice and face. :

: ‘Lady Bothwell’s Lament , a Scotch Song. II. 134
Balow, my babe, Iy fill and sleipe,

The Fire- fide, IL~ - - - - 157
The hearth was clean, the fire clear,

- The little ‘Girl, a Song. II. L (1
I've heard; when down the maiden's cheek.



Life burdenfome , becaufe we know not, how
to ufe it. II. - - - - - 190
‘What, fir, a month, and not one line afford !
Advice to a Lady in Autumn. II. - - 19%
Aﬁ‘es-milk.. half a pint, take at fev‘en » or before.
The Progrefs of Difcontent. TI. - - - .7 2235 .
When now mature in claffic knowledge.
On Shakespear’s Monument at Stratford upon
Aven, ILL - - - - - 258
Great Homer’s birth fev’n rival cities claim,
The Flowers of the Foreft, an old Scotch
Song. IIT. . - - - e " 9
I bave heard of a jilting at onr ewes milking.
Song. III. - = - - - = 46
When fair Serena firft 1 knew.
Verles, written by a Gentleman on finding an
Urn. III. - - - - - - 74
Trifling mortal , tell me, why.
Love will find out the Way. Il - - 83
Over the mountains.
Theodore King’s of Corfica Epitaph. IIL - 92
The grave great teacher to a level brings.
On Butler’s monumental Buft. III. - - 93
While Butler , needy wretch, was yet alive.
A Fable. Zephyr and Jonquii. mL. - - 110

As o’er a garden's gay parterre.
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On the Power of Love. III. - - - 135
And ftill muft beauty’s fairy charm.

Song. 1I, - - - - - - 156
Gentle youth, zh, tell me, why, -

The Negro’s Dying-speech. III. - . 158
*Tis paft - ah!. calm thy care to reft,

To a Lady on the death-of a favourite Bull-

finch. TI. - - - - - 198

Since fate has ftop" the x\}arbler’s fong.

The unfortunate Concubine, or Rofamond’s

Overthrow. III. - - - 210
~ Sweet. youthful charming Ladies fair ,
Song, 1II. - - - - - - - 231
Adieu, fond love, farewell, you wanton pow’ss!
To Matthew Prior. HL. -  « - - 336
Conld I, great bard ! o could I share,
A fad Song. 111. - . - . . - 240

Weep no more, nor figh, nor groan.
To aPainter, I11. . - - -t 241
Beft of painters, shew thy-art.

Butler’s Complaint againft his pre(ended Mo-

nument. 1I1. - . ) " - 247
Again my garrat - poverty is shown.
Modern Converfation. IIL. > - < - 248

The muffins {pread, the tea prepac’d,
Tpitaph on Dr. John Friend. III. - - 251

Here lie the bores of D1, Frien'l.



A Paftoral-dialogue, Wallender to Belinda.
ITL. - - - - - = 253
.How {weet the day , my charmer, shows

Epiftle from a Swifs Officer to his Friend at

Rome. III. .- - - - . 260
From horrid mountains, ever hid in fnow,
On Chriftmas- IIIL. - - - - . 271

O bleffed feafon, lov'd by fiints and.sianers!
Modern Marriage, a new Song, - . 272
Young Derby and Betty his wife .

Song. IiI, - - - . - - 275
Away, delights, go, feek fome other dwelling !

A Parfon’s Refolution, ITL. - - - 276
God profper long our noble king!

A new Ballad. III. - - - - . 279
Young Colin fought, to win my heart.

The Miftake. III. = - = T .« 283
*Twas at her villa near the town.

Candour. III, - A 286

The warmeft friend, I ever prov'd.
© Dr. Winter’s Queftions to Dr. Cheney. III 202
Tell me, from what fat - headed Scot.
QOde to Dragon, Mr. Garrick’s Houfe - dog at
Hampton.IV. - - . . - g
Dragon, fince Lyrics are the mode.



Hunting - Seng. IV. e e - T
When Phaebus the tops of the hiils doth adern.

Shzkespeare in the Shades. IV, - - -

As Shakespeare rang’d over the regions below,
A Persian Song of Hafiz. IV. - - . .
Sweet maid, if theu would’f charm my fight,
-Few happy Matches, IV. - - - -
Say, mighty love, and teach my fong.

On an old Rake. IV. - - .- - -
Hoary Apicius like Sicilia’s mount.
To Aurelia. IV, - - - - -

Why wears Aurelia looks unkind 2

Epitaph on Mr. Molesworth. IV. .
Under this ftone both  dog and mafter lie, _

A Song. IV, . T e e e .
I am a young virgin, that oft has been told,

Petition of a young Lady to the Rev. Dr.

Berkley. IV. - - -

Dear hu&or, here comes 2 young virgin untainted,

Song. IV, - - - . . . .
Stella and Flavia every hour, 7

The Rake. IV. - - - - . .
Ap open heart, a gEnr-crﬁs mind,

In Imitation of Shenftone, IV, - =  -
Can the bofom of Laura be cold?

16

22

30

38

83

93

97

98

102

110



On the death of an Epicurean, :IV¥.. - - -.712)

At length, my friends, the feaft of live is o’er,

The Bulfinch in Town. IV, . <. 123
Hark to the black bird’s pleafing note, "= . <
_ The fatal Gift. IV, - - ' =« * - > 128
Thyrfis, the glory of our plains.
A Turkish Ode of Mefthi. 1V.: . -° "« - I30
Hear, how the nightingales - ou every’ {pray,
On Wedlock., V. B T DTS KT,

No more, o Rome, thy modern creed defend,
On a great Houfe, adorned with Statues, IV. 147
The walls are thick, the fervants. thin,
On a young Lady’s Refufing, to .shew her
Hand, IV. - ~-. .- - - 149
No argument could Celiz move.
The Entail, a Fable. IV, : .« "¢ . = =~ - 150
Tn a fair fummer’s radiant morn, -
The Plagiary. 1V. - - e = = 152
Moore always [miles, whenever he recites.
On a Company of bad Danecers-to good Mu-
fie, ‘IV. . - - =, =" 153
How ill the motion with the mutic fuits,
A prudent Choice.  IV.  -** % %  %e g7
‘When Lovelefs marry’d Lady Jenny. .
The charitable Fair-one., 1IV. ' - - . 77159
Belinda has fuch wond’rous charms,

S 4



,On a- Gentléman®s %hitting, to fubfcribe his

Verfes, copied “from ‘the Window of an ob-

fcure Lodging-houfe in the Neigh-

bourhood of London, IV. -«

Stranger, whoe’er thou art, whofe reftlefs mind,

On a Lady, flung by a Bee. IV. -
To heal the wound, the bee had made.

In a Window. IV. - - - - -
Says Joha to Mylady ; as together they fat,

On a dancing Company. IV. - -
This dance foretells that couple’s life,

On the Queen’sﬂroftp.‘ V. - .
Lewis the living -genius fed.,

The fair Reformer, IV. - - .
My charming menitory I own.

The Vi&ory. IV. - . . -

"+ Poor Damon figh'd, and vainly ftreve.

Sonnet. 1IV. - o . -
When Phoebe form’d & wanton fmile.

To a youug Lady embroidering. . IV.
Arachne once ill-fated maid,

On the death of the Right-Honourable IV,

Ye Mufes, pour the pitying tear,

name in a Letter to a Lady.

* *Tis true, ¥ did forget my.name, .

1v.

167

7t

172

172

174

199



On the Parfon of the Parish. - - - 199
Come, let us rejoice, merry koys, it his fall,
The general Lover, 1V, -« - . - 200
Let my fair- one only be.
The frank Lover. IV. . - - - “ 202
Not Chloe, that I'm more fincere,
Verfes, fent home with a young Lady’s re-
peating Watch. IV. - “ - 203
Go, go, you little tattler, go,
Hogarth’s Epitaph. 1V. - - - - 205
Farewell, great painter of mankiad, )
Cupid’s Revenge, an old Ballad. IV, - 200
A King once reign'd beyond the feas,
Verles to a difconfolate Widow, by a female
Friend, - s . - - . 209
All your dismal looks and fretting,
The Queen of Beanty. IV, . - = - 2If
The diamond’s. and the ruby’s blaze,

Complaint of a Lady. IV. - - - - 216
Cultom, alas, doth partial prove. '
Own Merit, IV. = <. -« - . . anop

Jack his own merit fees: this gives him pride,
A logical Definition of an- Epigram. IV, - 232
An Epigram is — is — ¢is plain. ' -
Ona Génﬂem:m, who fpent;his whole Fortune
in Horferacing. IV, - e . 232
55



¥

John rin {6 long, and ran fo faft.

Quin’s Soliloquy on feeing Duke Humphrey

at St. Albans. IV. . .
A plagueon Egypt’s arts, I fay,
Sylvia. IV. c.

Were I invited t6 a ned@ar- feaft,

To a Lady, half masking herfelf, when she

fmiled. IV, . . .

So, when the fun with his meridian light,

Epigram, made after Barry’s firft appearance

in the charafter of Lear. IV,

The town hath found two different wiys.

.

An Imitation of Horace to Dr. Bentley, IV.

He, that would great in fcience grow.
The Reply to Mr, Titley. IV,

Who ftrive, ¢(6 mount Parnaffus’s hill,

French, 1IV. . . - . .
Flow’r, that Zephyr fond carelles,
To Mifs F— 1V, . .
Once by the Mufz alone infpir'd.
To a Fair- one. IV. -

Porgive, fiir creature, form!dito pleafe.

At Mr. Pope’s houfe at Twickenham:, which
. .-

he has lent to -Mrs, G—lie.
Go, Thomas, and tell the bufy town,

y

‘Rofe, the Flower of Venus, translated - from

232

234

246

247

249

265

269



On a fit of a2 Gout. IV, . . .
Wherefore was man thus form'd with eye fublime.
Mufick and Beauty, IV. . . . .
" Mufick hath pow’r, to melt the foul,
To Mifs F**, on her pleading want of time, IV,
On Thames’s bank a gentle youth, -
Song, written about 230 yearsago. TV,
I cannot eat but little meat,
The Queen of Meadows., IV, . .

Come, Amanda, charming creature.

On Voltaire, IV. . ., . . .
Enthufiafts , Lutherans and Monks.
’
To a difcarded Favourite, TV, . T

Flutt'ring within a funny ray. )

Man’s Misfortune, or the modern fine Lady, V.
Falfe rumps, falfe teeth, falfe hair, falfe faces.

The Snow-ball. . . . . . .
The blue- faced boys with eager hatte,

A Duet. V. . - - - . .
Says N--h to Dick R-- by, good friend.

On Mifs ***, fanning herfell, V. .
Panting with heat from fol's unnerving rays.

To the feathered young Ladies. V. .
Dear charming girls, in whom I trace, : .
On the Report of Mr, Garrick’ having quit-

ted the Stage. V.’ L. .
Indeed, ery'd hot Richard, and reddened with ralgc.

287

292
298

313

75

76



To the fairSex. V. . R . 36
Forbear, yer ftudions pymphs, forbear. ‘
 Epitaph on a young Lady, who died in Childs
bed. V. ., - . . . . . 91
How dear the purchafe, how {everc the coft.

The Poet’s Importance, V. . . 93
The glow-worm - feribblers (;fa feeble age,

The Poet to his false Miftrefs. V. . . 103
Wonder not, faithlefs womaa, if you fee.

To Sylvia. V. . . . . . . ir
Thy prudence, Sylvia) I’ye obferv'd.

A Favourite Song. V. . . . . 12¢
The mind of bright Sukey’s a jewel.

Bilaam, or the Antiquity of Scandal. V. . 126

- When Moab’s wiles had fail'd to move.

To the Night, V. . . PN L2
Hold back thy hours, dark night, till we have done,
On modern Marriages. V. . . . 150
When Phoebus was am'rous , and long'd to be rude.’

Song. V. . :: S £
Vain are the charms of whité and red.

Epigram from Marot. V. . . . . IS5}
A gentle no, faid with a fmile.

Cupid and Chloe. V; . . . « 203
To deck her bofgrn, Chloe chofe.

On the Friendship of two young Ladies. V. 226
‘Hail» beauteous pair, whom friendship binds.



¥Fragment of an ancient Poem. V., .
How oft didlt thou declare to me, -

To a young Lady, with Fontenelle’s Plurality

of Worlds. V, : . . ..
In this fmall work all nature's wonders fee.
On the Invention of Letters. V, . .
Tell me, what genius did the art invent.
The Answer. V. . . - .
The noble are to Cadmus owns his rife.
To a Lady, very handfome, but too fond of
Drefs. V. . . . . .
Prythee, why fo fantaftic and vain.
The Shepherd’s Refolution. V.-
Shall 1, wafting in difpayre.
To a Lady, with a pair of Gloves on Valen-
tine’s day. V. . . ) .
Brimful of anger, not of love.
To Mifs Lucy F—, with a new Watch. V,
With me while prefent, may thy luvely eyes.
Chloe’s unknown Likenefs. V. - .

In shape , in air, in face and voice.

Ode on the breaking of a China-Quart-mug. V.

Whene'er the cruel hand of death,
The Mifer and the Moule. V. ‘ . .
To a moufe fays a mifer , my dear little moufe.
The Female - drum, or the Origin of Cards. V.

Thou, whom to tounfel is tu praife.

237

243
25t

251

256

263

305

307

311

319
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~ Chloe refolved . a Ballad, V. . . . 326
As Chloe, on flowers reclin'd o'er the ftream,
The modernfine Gendleman., VI, . . 9
© Juit broke from fchool, pery, impudent and raw,
The modern fine Lady. VI, B |

Skill'd in each art, that can adorn the fair.

From a young Gentleman to his Sifter. VL. 73

- How quick, alas, time flides away. o

Verfes, written in an Alcove. VI. . . 138
Now the moon - beam's trembling luftre.

The Beggar's Petition. VI. B (.1
Pity the forrow of a poor old man.

Epifile from a Gertleman to his Wife. VI. 166
Invain I evry art eflay,

On a Spider. VL. .. . . . . 171

Astit, who underneath my table.

[ndex



1ndex
of

the various Poems,

diftinguishing the claflcs,

to which they belong.

-

O d e s
On the Rebellion in the year 1745, by
Robert Schomberg, 1, - -

To a young Lady, fomewhat too follicitous
about her manner of expreffing,

by Shenflone, 1. - -
To Simplicity, by Collins, I, - -
To Servaphina, by Collins, 1. - -

To the Right - Honourable Francis Earl of Hun-
tingdon, by Mark Akenfide, I, =

71

v

93
131
144

146



Ode by Thomjon, 1, = . - 172
A Sea-piece, containing: The British -Sai-
lor’s exultation and his prayer
before Engagement, by Edward

Young, 1. - - - 197
On the Banishment of Cicero, by the Duke

of Wharton, 1. - . 256
To Lord™*, by Earl of Cheflerfield, I, - 994
Alexander’s Feaft, by Dryden, II, - - 3
To Peace, by Collins, II, - - - 56
On St, Cwxcilia’s day, by Borell Thornton

Efg, 1, . - - et 67

A Translation of Voltaire’s Stanzas on old
. age, by Xx—H, 1L - - 75
On the death of a favourite Cat, by Gray,

I, - - - e 113
The feven wonders of England, by Sidney.
i1, - - - - 116

On Mufick, By william Woty, II, - 121
To Evening, by W, Collins, 1L - = 188
To a Lady on the death of Col, Charles Rofs
‘ in the adtion at Fontenoy, by W.
Collins, 1I, - - - 206
Te William Pultney, Efq, by Gilbert Weft,
, - - - - 245
- On ﬁ. diftant profpe& of Eaton - college, by
. Gray. 11 - - - - 970
On the death of Mr, Pelham, by Garrick. II, 3
The



The Bard, by Gray, III, - - 37
The tears of Scotland, by Smollet, IlI. - . 76
On Wifdom, by Thomfon. III, - - 79
To Sleep, by Caertwright, III, - 196
On Mifs Harriet Hanbury at fix years old ,

by Charles Hanbury Williams, 111, 20k
To Poetry, by Woty, III, - - 207
Uther and the Son of Owen, by Ryan, Il 224
The Revenge of America, by Warton 1Ij, 230
On the death of his Wife, by Mafon, IlI, 252

The Suicide, by Warton. III, - - 265
For his Majefty’s Birth-day, by Whitehead,

1L, - - - - 277
Ode by Collins. III. - - - 289
To the People of Great Britain, by Lowtk,

1v, - - - - '3
To Dragon, Mr, Garrick’s houfe - dog at

Hampton, IV, - - - 9

On the death of Matzel, a favourite bull -
fincb, by Sir Hanbury Williams, IV, 61
To Health, by Woty, 1V, - - ' 91
A Turkish Ode of Meflhi, IV, - - 130
To Contentmeunt, by Mrs, Ann Murry, IV, 157

To Dr, Aadrews, Provoft of Trinity-college,
by ' Townshend, 1V. - - - 168

Ode for Colley Cibber the Laureat, by Che-
_ Rerfield, 1v, - - ~ 214
The fir® of April, by dirta:z. Iv. - 235
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Hymn to Cam-deo, by jones, IV. - 259
To a Gentleman on his pitching a fent in a
. garden, by. Whitehead., 1V. - - 266
On a fit of the gout, IV, - - 287
To Superftition, by Warton, 1V. - -- 1306
Ode Anacreoatic , ‘by Derby of Fordingbridge-

Hants. 1IV. - - - 3i0
Hymn to Humanity, by Wheatley, V. - 44
Verfes to Solitude, by Mrs. Chapone, V. - -5I
Contentment, by Duck, V. - - 70 ¢
To Melancholy, by Shepherd, V., - .- - 79
To Cupid on Valentine’s day , by Parrat, V. 94
The- Arbour, by Cole, . V. - - 96

The royal Voyage, by Marriott, V., « = 103
An Evening- ode to Stella, by Johnfon, V. 1535
To the Countefs de Genlis, by Hayley, V. 196
The Houfe of Superftition, by Denton, V.. 230

Life, by Hawkesworth. V. - - 2489
Ode for his Majefty’s birth - day, by W hife-
head, V, - - - = 284

On the breaking of a China - Quartmug., V. 307
On feeing the Figure of Death in a dream,

by Harrington, V, - - " 310
On the death of a young Lady, by Logan,

v, - - - - 324
Ode for. the New=-year 1786, by Warton,

vI, 3

Qde for the year 1705, by Smirh, VI, - 24



The adventurous Mufe, by Watts, VI - 36
To Mr, Gray, by Wef, VI. - - .= 46
On the Suicide of a Friend , by Heller, VI, 99
To a finging Bird, by Richardfon. VI, =~ 121

To the Lyric Mufe, by Kellet, VI, - 135
To Solitude y by Mrs, Cooper. VI, - 186
To John Howard, Efg,, by Hayley, VI, 192

S on g s

Damon, by the Queen of England, T, ' - 16
Hymn on Solitude, by Thomfon, I, - ar
Song. I, - - - - - 23
A Lyric, by Earl of Rochefler, I, - - 49
On May - morning , by Miiton, 1. - - 50
The Epicure, by Cowley, I, - - - 52
The Fairy Queen. I, - - - - 56
Unfading Beauty, by Thom. Carew, I, - 64
Why fo pale? by john Suckling. I, - 65

You meaner beauties. I, - - - 68
Damon, by Charles Sedley, 1, - - 69
Song by Wm. Hamilton, 1, =~ ~ - 91
Amoret, by Wm, Congreve, 1, - - 95
Song by Jokn Gilb, Cooper, Efy. I, - - 95
Song by Dryder, L - - - 97
Song by A4, Philips; 1. - - - 98
The defpairing Lover, by Will. Walsh, Efg. I, 99
Song by Aikin. 1, - - - 118
Song by Rob, Wolfeley, Efg. 1. =+ - 123
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Fancy, I, - - - - - 135
The Moans of the Foreft after the battle of

Flodden - field. I, - - !35
The Cure of Love, by Dr, Kenrick, I.. - 137
Hymen, by Charles Sedley. 1, - - 138

Lovely Peggy, by Hanbury Williams, 1., 139
Declavation, by Lady M, W, Montague, I, 141

Seng by Waller, 1. - - - 145
Song by Cumningham, I. = - r 159
My mind to me a Kingdomis. L - 168
To Lady H—y , by Voltaire, 1. - - 168
Song by Thomfon. 1. - - - 170
Amoret and Phillis, I, - - - 174
The modeft Queftion, I, - - - 176
. Delia, by Shenflore, 1, - - - 177
Cynthia, by Congreve, I, = - - 179

The Self- examination, by a Lady, I, - 180
The Brals of Yarrow, by Will. Hamilton. 1, 183

Song by R, Wolfley, Efy. 1, - - 189

' The Relapfe, by the Duke of Buckingham, I, 192

Song by Eurl of Rochefler, 1. - - .208

Rondelay by J, Dryden. I, - - 208

To Sylvia, by Nugemt. I, - - Qro

Song by Earl of Dorfef, 1, - - ell
On his Miftrefs drown’d , by Sprat Bishop of

Rochefter, 1. - - B 212

To Florella. I, - - - - al6

Song by Thomfon, T, - - - alI7



Song by Congreve, . - - - 217
To a fair young Lady, going out of the town
in the fpring, by J. Dryden, I, - 222

My Miftrefs, by G, Booth, I - - 223
Answer-, by Will, Yonge, I. . - 225
The Sky-lark, by Skenftone, I, = - 226
Song by Lord Lyttleton, 1. - - 227
Dirge in Cymbeline, by Will, Collins. I, = 228
Song by Edm, Waller, 1, - - - ‘230
Florella, I, - - - - - 231

On Mrs, A, F, (probably Arabella Fermor's)
leaving London, by Parnell, 1, 231

Verfes to the Lady M, W, Montague, by Pope.I. 23§

Song of a Scholar and his Miftrefs, by Dryden I, 258

Hags - fong, by Ben, jonfon, 1, - - 261
Song by Richard the Firft, Coeur de Lien,

by Burrey. I. - - - 277
Song by john Hughes. 1, - - 282
Phryne, by Swife, I, - . - 283
Ancient Antipathy, or Youth and Age, by y

W. Shakefpeare, 1, = - 290
To Delia, by Tho, Otway, I, - - 291l
On the Lady Dowager (E, Haward) by Earl

of Bath 1. - - - 29§
$ong by Lord Lyttletorn, I, ° - - 296
Strephon, by Mrs, Taylor. I, - - 298
The Plowman’s Ditty, I - - 298
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. Verfes, written by Thomas Earl of Strafferd,

the night, before he was beheaded. I. Jor
The Enjpyment, by Otway. L. - - - 303
To Lady Irwin, by Lady M. W, Montague, IL. 13
The Answer, by Lady Irwin, IL - - 14

Cupid's Revenge, by jokn Vanbrugh. 11, - 24
Song by Lord Lyttleton, IIL; - - 29
A Song by a~Lord. 1I, - - - 30
A Poem, by W, Raleigh, IL - - 32
Song by Shakefpeare, 1. - - - 33

To Althea from prifon, by Rich, Lovelace, II. 34
A Hue and Cry after Cupid, by Ben, jonfon. II. 36
Song, II, - - - - . 40
An old paftoral Song, by Tom. D'Urfey, II, 41
The happy Life, by Hemry Wotton, IL, - 43

Chloe, by Gramville Lord Lansdowne. 1I, - 44
On the Countefs of Dorchefter, by Eerl of
Dorfet, II, - - - - A7
Song by Shakefpeare. 1I, - ~ - 55
The moderate Wish, IL - - - 57
Song by Thom, Otway, IL. - - - 59
The Bargain, by ™Wm, Congreve, II, - -59
Ariel's Song, by Shakefpeare, 1L - - 62
To Celia, II, - - - - 62
The Inconftant. II, - C - - 63
Song by .Shakefpeare, II, = - - 63
Take thofe lips away, IIL - - - 65

The Wlsh, by a Gentleman, II, - - 72



A Reproof-to 2 young Man, by Mifs B—ce, II. 74
A Song, made at Bergen-opzoom, by Rt

M—y H—h II, - - 79
The Choice, by a Lady, II, . - - 83
To his Miftrefs againft Marriage, by W, Walsh,

Efg. 11, . - -~ 120
The Plaything chang’d, 1I, - - - -121
The Gnat, by Aaron Hill, 1I, - - .1I25
Stella and Flavia, by Mrs, Barker, I, - 132
Lady Bothwell’s Lament II, - - 134
Song by Waller, 11, - - - 137
The Fire-fide. I, - - - . 157
Song by Farquhar, II, - - - 158
The little Girl, II, - - . - - 16§
The Sparrow and Diamond, by Matthew Green,

IL - - - - 168

The Lover, by Lady M, W, Montague, I, 186
To Mira, by Grauville ILord Lansdowne, II, 193

The Lover, hy Richard Steele, -1I. - - 198
Song by Philips, 1I, - - - - ‘818
A Sonnet, by Goldfinith, 1I, - - - 231
Song by Parnell, IL - B - - 231

The Man of pleafure, by Greville, II. - 264
Te Je ne fgais quoi, by William Whitehead,

Efy. 1I, . - - 269
The Man of forrow, by Greville, 1I, - 274
Song, II, - - - - - 277
The Sailor, by Gay. 1L - - 278
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To Cloe, by Dr, Cotfon. I, - - . 9280

The Flowers of the Foreft, IIT, - - 9
The Wawking of the Faulds, by .Adllan Ram-

Jay. IIL, - - - - 13
The Gift, by Goldfmith, III, - - ag
The Farewell, by EL Carter, I1II,L - - 29
Jealoufy , by Dryderi. 111, - - - 3r
Song, III, - - - - - 46
The Toper, by Sedley. III - - 57
On the Spring , by Gray, III - - 70
A Lover's Anger, by Prior, III, - - 72
Verfes , written by a Gentleman on finding an

urn, ILI, - - - - 74
Love will find out the way, III, - - - 83

The Power of Abfence, by Ryan, III, - 93
Stanzas on a young Lady, who fung finely,
but was afraid of a cold, by Ros-

common. 11I, - - . 95
A weftern wonder, by Denham, IIL - 97
A fecond weflern wonder, by Denham, 1II. 99
A Farewell to Londen, by Pope, III. - - IIY
Hymn to Induftry, by Ryan, III, .- 1o
‘The Man after the prefent tafte, by Thompfon.
' oI, - - - - 135
“The Power of Love. III, - - 136
Song, 1IL, - - - - 156

To the Lafles, Ly Thompfon, 1II, - 157




The Negro's Dyiﬂg - fpeech, on his being
B executed for rebellion, by R. E.

Efy, 11, - - -

Song by Philips. 111, - - -
The Link, a Ballad, by Lowth, III, -
Song by Shakefpeare. 1II, -~ - -
Advice to the old Beaux, by Sedley, III,
To a Lady on the death of a favourite bull-

finch, III, - - -
In the honour and glory of god Cupid, by
Thompfon, 1II, - -
Song by Denham, 111, - - -
Captain Cupid, by Marriote. 1III, - -
Song, III. - - - - -
To a Lady, finging a fong of his compofing,
by Waller. 111, - - -
Love’s Relief, by Steele, III, - -
To Matthew Prior, Efq, III, - - -
To the Honourable Mifs Mountague, by Ro-
chefler. 1II, - - -
A fad Song, III. - - - -
To a Painter,- III, - - - -

The Challenge, a Court - ballad, by Pope, 111,
Duraftanti’s leave of the flage, by Pope, 11L
A Burlesque of the fame Lines, by Arbuthe

not, III, - - -
Modern Marriage, 111, -~ - -
Song, III. - - . - -
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177
183
197

198

200
226
228

231

239
240
241
244
253

254
272
275
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A Parfon’s Refolution, III, - -
A new Ballad, III. - - -
Candour, III, - - - -
Song by Thomforn, 1H, - - -
On his Wife’s Bofom', by Doddridge, III, -
The little Girl, III, - - -

The plealures of May , by Garrick, 1V -
Adien I'Amour, by Gramwille Lord Lansdowne,

w, - . - - < -

Hunting-fong, IV, - - = -
Song by the Duke of Buckingham, IV, -
A Perfian Song of Hafiz, IV, - -
A Dirge, by Arkin, 1V, - - -
To the Wind, by Holdenpott, 1V. - -

The Rofe -bud, by Lyttelfon, 1V, - -
Few happy Matches, 1V, - - - -
Valentine’s day, by Jago. 1V, - - -
To Lady Fane on her Grotto at Bafilden, by
Graves, IV. - - - -
A, Love - fong in the modern tafte, by Swift.
v, - - - - -
Celia, by Soame Jennyns. IV, - -
Two~Songs, by Dyer. IV. - -
The Reconcilement, by the Duke of Bu-
ckingham, 1V, - - -
To a Child of five years old, by Cotfon, IV,
Advice to a Lover, by Yalden, IV, -

276
279
286
290
290
294

8

15
16
20
36
33
35
37
38
41

44

48
55
56

59
60
64




A Verfion of the firft Plalm for the ufe of a
young Lady, by Pope. IV, -
To Aurelia, by 7, B. IV, - -
Song by Walsh, 1V. - - -
Song by Drayton. IV, - - -
Song. 1V, - - - - -
The Memory, by Goldsmith, 1V, -
To Chlce, by Rochefer, 1V, - -
Song by Dr.D — —, IV, - -
Song by Thompfon, IV, - - -
In Imitation of Shenftone, 1V, - -
Phillis’'s Refolution, by Walsh, IV, -
The Bullfinch in town, by a Lady of gua-

lity, IV, - - -
The fatal Gift, by Conflantia®™*® 1V, -
Seng by Sedley, 1V, - - -
Songz by Rowe, IV, - - -

Araminta, by I/rs, Barbauld, IV, -

On a Lady, flung by a bee IV, -

A Blackamore - maid to a fair Boy and tie
Boy's Anfwer, by King. IV. -

The fair Reformer, IV, - - -

Sonnet, IV, - - - -

To a young Lady embroidering, IV, -

On the death of the Right- Honourable =,
Iv. - - - -

On # Gentleman’s omitting, to fubferibe his
name in a letter to a Lady, 1V.

65
93
94
96
98
103
105
110
1T
120
122

123
128
133
136

138
171

172
174
176
177
198

199



The general and the frank Lover, 1V,
Verfes, fant home with a young Lady’s re-

peating Watch, Iv,
Song for the Free- Mafons, by Cunninghant,

v, -

Verfes, addreffed to a disconfolate Widow.

v, -

The Queen of beauty, IV,
Complaint of a Lady, IV,

Quin’s Soliloguy on feeing . Duke Humphrey
1v,
On finding his Mifirefs inconftant, by Ro-

at St, Albans.

\ chefler, IV,

The Wish, bv Merrick. 1V,

The little Girl, by Dryden, IV,
Rofe, the Flower of Venus, IV,
To Mifs Lucy F —=, 1V,

To a Fair - one, 1V,

Drinking, by Cowlgy_ 1v.
The pretty Sally, by Ramfay. 1v.

To a fair Lady, playing with a snake, by

Walier, 1V,

Oxfordshire - Nancy bewitched, by Garrick,

1v. -

Written at Mr, Pope’s houfe at Twicken-

ham. IV,
Song by Aikin, 1V,
Mufick and Beauty. IV,

200
203
205

209
2I5
216

232

233
244
253
254
265
269
270
271

280
231
234

285
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Song by Prior, IV. -

To Mils Lucy P —, on -her pleading want

of time, 1V, -

Song, written about 250 years ago. IV. )
Song on a fine Weman, who had a dull Hus-

band, by Rowe, 1V,

The Queen of the meadows, IV,
A Farewell to America, by Wheatley, IV,

The tears of Amynta for
Damon, by Dryden,
Song by Shenflone. V. r
To Ardelia, by Keafe, V,
Canzonetta, by Marriott, V,
Song by Philips, V. -
To the fair Sex V. -
To Ardelia, by Keate, V.

Chloe, by @ramville Lord Lansdowne, V.

the death

iv.

Colin’s- Complaint, by Rowe. V,

A favourite Song. V, -
To Phillis, by Walsh, V.,
True Beauty, by Fordyce, V,

The Nightingale, by Sidney, V,
The loving Lafs and Spinning - wheel, by

Ramfay., V, -
To the Night. v, -
Song by Sidney, V. -

of

291

292
298

305
315
318

320
I6
43
49
77
86
88

105

109

120

132

133

I38

139
142
T42

Song of a diftrefed Mother, by Hayley. V, 144

The Midsummer - wish, by johafon, V

182



Song, V. - - - -
A Bulade, warnyng men, to beware of de-
ceitfull women, by Chaucer. V.
The Coquette, By Somervile, V, -
Bacchanalian fong, by Philips, V. -
The Meffuge, by Donne, V. - -
Song by Sedley. V. - - -
" On the Frienpship of two young Ladies. -V:
Song by Walsh: V. - - -
Fragment of an antien: Poem, V. -
Song by Goldsmith, V. - -
The Cheat's Apology, by. Ellis, V, -
To a Lady, very handsome, but foo fond
"of drefs. V., - - -
Song by Waller, V. - - - -
The Shepherd’s Refolution. V, - -
To Mira, by Granville Lord Lansdownre,
V. - - - -
Son by Sediey, V. - - -
Chloe’s unknown - Likenefs, V., - -
Song by Cutts, V, - -
Chloe refolved, V. - -
Love’s Deity, by Domne. VI, -
To a Lady , fitting before her glafs , by
Fenton, VI, to- - -
To Mira 4, by Cranville Lord Lansdowne,
.. v - - - -
Song by Dryden, VI - -

152

173
174
175
180
220
226
229
237
245
252

256"
263
265

266
276
305
306
326

52

53
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To Delia, by Green, VI. - -
To Aelle, Lord of the Caftell of Bryftowe,
by Rowley. VI - -
Song by Hayley. VI, - - -
From 'a Gentleman to his Wife, VI -
Song by Duke. VI, - - -
Song of Mopas, by Blackmore, VI, -
Epiftles
An Account of the greatet Eunglish poets ,
by Addifon, 1. - - -
To a Lady, retiring into a Monaftery, by
the Duke of Buckingham, 1, -
To Sir Godfrey Kneller on his Pifture of the
King, by dddifon, I, - -
To the Right- Honourable William Pulteney,
Esq., by Gay, I, = - -

A Letter from Italy to the Right - Honou-
rable Charles Lord Halifax, by .4d-
difon, 1: - - - .
A Letter, written to the Parfon at Lisle
from Sas van Ghent, by R — ¢

M—y K—nh, IL . .

To the Earl of Dorfet, a Winter- p1ece, by
Philips. 11, - - .

Life burdenfome, becaufe we know not, how
to ufe it, II. . - -

110
III
126
166

168
180

43
241

e4s
270

77

166

130



To Sir Robert Walpole, by Henry Fielding,

I - - - .
Monimia to Philocles, by Hervey, 1I: .
Yariko to Inkle, by jerningham, 11, -
Familiar Epiftle to**, Apothecary, by Robert
Lloyd, 1I, - - -
To Mr, Pope, from Rome, by G, Littleton,
1L, - - - -

To Mr. Garrick, by William Whitehead,
Efg. 11, . . . .
To her Grace Henrietta Dutchefs of Marlbo-
rough, by Gay, 1IL - -
Of Benevolence, to Eumenes, by Armfirong,
i, - - - -
To Mr, Gay, by Garth, III, - -
To the learned ingenious Author of Licentia
Poetica difcuffed, by Gay. III,

To the Right ~ Honourable Panl Methuen, Esq, ,

by Gay, ILI, - : -
An Epiflle from a Swifs Officer to his friend
at Rome, HI, - ‘- -

To the Honourable Lady Margaret Caven-
dish Harley , when a child, by

Prior, 11I, - - _—
“To a Lady, who had refolv'd againft Mar-
riage, by Walsh, IV, - -

To the ingenious and learned Doétor Matha-
nafius, by Lord Bolingbroke, 1V,

196
198
209

a19
236
253

34

113
170

171
220

2606

274
50
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To Pollio from the hills oft Howth in Ire-
land, by Weg. 1V, - - 164
Epiftle frow the King of Pruffia to Mr, Vol.
taire , translated by Cooper, IV. s2IQ
To Mr, Howard on his British Priuces, by

Sprat Bishop of Rochefter, 1V, 25§
Delany to Swift, with the Answer, by Swift,

v, - - - - 295
To Miftrefs Irwin, by Zrwin. IV, . 322
Ferney, by Keate, V, - - - 3
Te Mr, S. Tucker, by Mendez. V, - 31

To the Earl of Oxford, fent to him, when

he was in the tower before his trial ,

by Swift, V, . - - 84
To a Friend in town, by Dyer, V. - 92
To Mrs. Oldfield of the Theatre royal, by

Savage, V. - - - 181
To Urania, by Hughes: V, - - 193
To a young Gentlemann on his leaving Eton-

fchool, by Roberfs, V. - 286
To Bonny Brook, by Taylor, V. - 312
The Friend, by Savage. VI, - - 55

To a young Widow, by Cunningham, VI, 203

Elegies.

The Refolution, L - - - - 1?
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To the Memory of an infortunate Lady, by

To a Lady, who wished, not to hear the tol

Pope, 1, - - - 45
At the Approach of Spring , by John Scott,
L - - - . 100
In the hot Weather, by john Scost, 1, - 104
In the Harvelt, ky john Scott, I, L. 107
At the Approach of Winter, by jo}m Scott :
L - - . - I
To the Dutchefs of R — «— —, by the
Duke of Buckingham, I, - 142
To his Friend, written under the confine-
ment of a long indifpefition, by
Fammond, 1. - - - 163
Elegy by James Beattie, T, '-// - 218
On the death of a mad Dog, by 'Goldsmitk,
I - - - - 299
Elegy, defcribing the forrow of an ingenious
mind on the melancholy event of a
licentious amour, by Shenjtone, II, 25
‘On his falling in love with Ne'mra, by Ham-
mond. 1T, - - - 53
On the death of an amiable young Lady ,
_ by I— B -, Esq.IL -+ . goO
To Mifs D e w — d, by Hammond, IL 127
Answer to the foregoing Lines, by Hervey,
' 10, - - - - 129

1

of 2 bell on the evening of the late




Princefs Dowager’s funeral, by T

Craddock, 1I. - - - 153
Llegy, written ina Country-church - yard, by

Gray, II, - - - 240
An Evening - contemplation in a College, by

John Duncombe, 11, - - 048
The _Numlery, by Jerningham  1I, - 258
On the death of M, Addifon, by Tickell, 1II. 86
Elegy by Alley, 111, - - - - 125
Upon quitting his Miltrefs s, by Walsh., IV, 17
The Wish ; by Blacklock. 1v. - - 160

On the Dutchefs of Mazarin’s retiring into a
convent , by Langhorne, IV. = 239

An Elegy, by Milton. 1V, - - 265
On the glory of her fex, Mrs. Mary Blaize ,

by Goldsmith, V, - - 72

Petherton - bridge, by Gerrard, V, - 122

© On Mrs, Bowes, by M, W. Montague. V. 153

Pollio , by Mickle. V. - - - 206

Elegy by Chatterton. V, - . 246

Paftorals.

Haffan, or the Camel-driver, by Collins,

I. - - - - - 27
Infeription on a Sheepcote, by W, Shenflone,
i, - - - - 223
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The Shepherd’s Invitation, by Chriflopher

Marloe, 1IL. - - - 2072
The Nymph’s Answer, by Walter Raleigh.

1I1. - - - - 204
Wallender to Belinda, a Paftoral -dialogue,

111, - - - - 255
The Scavengers, a Town-Eclogue by jago,

1v, - - - - 106

A Paftoral to a young Lady, upon her lea-
ving and return to the country , by
Broome, V, - - - 167
Narva and Mored, by Ckatterton, V, - 238
Solima, a.r‘:_ Arabian Eclogue, by Jowes. V. 294
Selim, or the Shepherd’s Moral, by Collins,

VI, - - - - 17
Delia, by Cunninghaem, VI, - - ‘50
The Parfons, an Eclogue, by Dodd, VI. = <7
Four Paftorals, by Riddel. VL - - 75
Abra, or the Georgian Sultanaz, by Collins.

VI, - - - - 113

T ale s

To a young Gentleman in love, by Prior.I. 30
The Dove, by Prior, I, N - - 35
A -Ballad, by Gay, I, - - - 41
Sympathetic blifs, I, - - - - 50

The Vicar and Mofes, by e, Al, Stevens. I, 53
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The Chronicle, a Ballad, by 4, Cowley, I, 359
Cupid and Campafpe, by jokn Lyle, I. - 63
Knotting, by FEarl of Dorfee, I, - - - 88
The Penitent, by Allan Ramfay, I, =~ - 90
The Satyr and Pedlar, by Roberd Lloyd, I,” 120

Love difar'md, by Prior. I, - - 190
The Jugglers, by Gay, I, - - 284
Cupid’s Paftime, I. - - - 288
Merry Andrew, by Prior, I, - - 292
An impoflible Thing, by Congreve, 1I, - 1
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" Errata.

.

In the firft Volume,

Pag. 12 Lin. § read thunders for thounder.
48 after the 4th. Line are to be inferted the

Pag.,

thirtrrnta

REERRRERRER N

following two verfes:

Nor polisk’d marble emulate thy face?
What, tho' no jacred earth allow thee room, -

2i read endeavour fo pleale.

19 — here for her.

95 Lin,

0] =—

102 — I
Toz3 — 14
— — 16
Tog — 23
Iog — 4
10y — §
11§ — 23
116 — 23
117 = 26
13 = I
24 — 9
127 — 3
131 — 11
40 — 17
¥r = 9
152 — 16
158 — 19
165 — 20
193 — 17
96 — 2
203 — 1
2% — 5§
2[3  — 7
257 — 12

illillIHI[.IIIIIIIIIIIIII

all for hall.

0 why for Owhay.
praife for praifes.

JSor for fore.
heart-relenting for heart renting.
to sheltering.

are for th’,

suanted for vanted,
Jearce for feare.

call for eall,

crannies for eranniegs
and the How'rs.
farmer for former.
Jervitude’s my lot.

’tis for it’s.

Hanbury for Hanburg,
poet’s for potts,
again for agen.
appears fo have.

Ask for Ash.
laurel-sreath for laureat wreath,
Sight for fight,

Jix for fix.

Sprat for Atterbyry,
rock for rocks.

»

Fag, 22
%

by, 293
~ 4

& 30




Pag‘. 239 after the 1

6th. Line is. to be infeérted the fol-
lowing verfe:

Where priefily pomp in purple lufire blaz'd,

Pag. 298 Lin. 12 read he for she.
= 299 = 15 — Isling-town for Isling-tor,

N

" In the fecond Volume.

_ags 30 Lin, 14
- 33 20

— 47 — 9
— 102 — 18§
- 106 — 13
— 202 — 3
) §
- 25 — 7
— 237 — 4
— 240 — I6
— 45 — 3
— 248 — I
- = = 9
- — _ 15
— 251 — 14
— 252. — 21
- 223 - 1
- 23 — 19
— 364 - 22

read To for Tho.
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Thy for The.
Dorchefler for Dorchefier.
sithflood for wits ftood.
lefs for lofs.

Jigh for fight,

elude for llude.

Jphere for fpegere,
memory for mem’bry.
heard for head.

narrow for nartow.

gave for grave.

Evening for Envening.
Jidler for fidler,

thofe for thofo.

alliance for dalliance,
Place he lov’d.

Stratford for Statford,
Thou for Thon,

quit for qutt,

Eaton for Eton,

R
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In the third'Vqume.

4 Lin.- 14 read adorn for adorm.

24
40

43

54
o

99
100
103
114
119
124
126
130

138 .

148
152
153
157

‘i6r

168
202
206

28
240
277

290

— 1§ == crown for grown. '

— 19 == but for bur.

— 7 — of foroi

— 14 — ages for agee.

— 920 — If fer Jf.

- 24 — his for yis.

— 16 = appear for appears.”

— § — Politician’s for Politian’s.
— 4 =— Jecond for fceond.

— 19 — On for An.

e 1 = On for Of.

— 12 — perhaps for perhops.
— 13 .= . detain you for detain.
— 11 == thee for thec. -
= o =— thee for the.

- 16 — would for will’d,

— 18 .~ gives for grives.

— 5 =— Go for Yo."’

- 16 - an for on-

= 15 — Altough for Alt tough
— 3 = hundred for hundrad. -
— 4 +— marry for many.

— 1o .= wvfzard-maske for vxzard—make
— 9 — Difaftre for Dilafte. -

— 91 — heard for heaft.. -
— 5= ghall ne’er belofl.

— Jo — You've for You have.
— 9 -— them for thiem.
— '17- — groan for groun.

~— I1 == I end for lend. -
= 10 — Thomfen for Thomplon.
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In the fourth Volume.

6 Lin. 22 read vers’d for ver'd.
8 — 17 — Drive for Dride.
48 — 31 — If for L
110 — 3 =— they for the.
135 — 16 == the for he.
163 — — refin’d for refin’d.
294 after the 13th- Line are to be added the fol-

lowing four verfes:

Quick to th’ affrighted fair I flew,
And hafPning , to relieve the fmart,

I kifs’d the throbbing wound, and drew
The fubtle poifon to my heart.

In the fifth Volume.

1 Lin: 3 read Enmglish for Englisch. .
9 — 17 — Go for Goo.

10 — I4 — to for too.

21 — I — true for tr e.

22 — 1 = fiveet for fwear.

29 — 10 — charms for charm.

35 =— 1§ — of for o.

156 — 21 ~ Ecckfie for Ecclefia.
159 — 18 =— Sub pelle for Subpelle.
16; — 3 — JIgnatian for Ignation.
166 = 12 = delight for declight.
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5. 167 Lin. 11 read Smooth for Smoot.

172 — 10 == Zephyrus for Zephyrns.

176 =— 5 — controuls for conirols.

197 — 15 =— tajie for taefl.

211 — 13 =— here for he-e.

27t = 26 = He overpays in condefcenfion.
286 — 7 = thy for they.

In the fixth Volume,

30 Lin. 10 read again for agen.

35 — & — With for Wit.

48 — 10 — sleeve for sleve.

52 — 10 — mow extend for nowe xtend.
57 — 24 =— man for men.

64 == 8§ — fwears for fweats.

— — 15 -— he for she.

69 — 8 — irrev’rence for irrev’ence.
72 — 1o — and for an.

loz — 3 — But for Buf.

107 — 25 =— To take for a ke.
1206 — 4 — thee for the.

124 — 8 = black for biack.

127 — 1@ = chamber for camber.

128 =~ 17 — Yon for you.
170 == 21 = defire for defire.
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