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PREFAC.E.'

FEHROEHR T bas been fomewhere ob-
v ¥ ferved by a very great Author,

K 2% that moft of the Poems print-
¥ XK ¥ ed in the laft Century were,
to the Scandal both of Au-

thors and Bookfellers, publifhed with a
View to gain Money, or to acquire Fame;
but Mr. Zagg proceeds upon very dif-
ferent and indeed oppofite Principles,
for by the Number of Cuts, he has pre-
vented himfelf from getting by the Sale,
and moft effeftually avoided Fame, by
declaring to the whole ‘World that thefe
Poems ‘are not his, though publithed in
his Name. A Behaviour fo candid, mo-
deft, and difinterefted will fecure him,
we prefume, the good Opinion of all
Parties and Profeflions but his own; and
Bia he
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he is not fo unreafonable as t& expeét ei-

ther the good Will or good Word of a
Poet,  for, :

Hhat Author €er could bear to fee
4 Brother write as well as he ?

He has nothing, therefore, to fay to thofe
 Gentlemen, but to the Critics he prefents
his Compliments, and wifhes them a
merry Chriftmas. ;

Fuft Publifbed, Price 1s.
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A Collection of PrerTy PoErms
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Honegf CRISPIN.

‘Mmortal Honour all the Craft derive
I From Cri/pin, a good Cobler when alive,
Who kept his Stall near Hockley in the Hole,
With Nut-brown beer encouraging his Soul;
A Bonnet blue he wore upon his Head,
His Nofe was Copper, and his Jerkin red ;
For Conj’rer and Aftro oger he paft,
And mended Under-flandings to the laft,

B3 Ola
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Old Svy-BooTs, a Brother Cobler.

LY Fobfon, though he never lcarnt in
France,

Not only mended Shoes but taught to dance;
So when he’d worn his Pupils Soles quite out,
By leading of the Booby Bears about,

He foon repair’d the Damage with his Awl,
And brought convenient Cuftom to his Stall.

On
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On a flingy Beav.
CUR]O’S rich Side-board feldom fees the
Light, .

Clean is his Kitchen, and his Spits are bright :
His Knives and Forks all rang’d in even Rows,
No Hands moleft, or Fingers difcompofe ;
A curious Jack, hung up to pleafe the Eye,
For ever ftill, whofe Flyers never fly ; Wi
His Plates, unfullied, fhine upon the Shelf:
For Curio drefles nothing but himflf.

On
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On HAPPINESS.

LEST be the Princes who have fought,
For pompous Names, or wide Dominion;
Since by their Errors we are taught,

That Happinefs is but Opinion.

Y S

T be
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The Caufe of COURAGE.

T is the Trumpet and the Drum,

"That make the Warrior’s Stomach come ;
Whofe Noife whets Valour tharp, like Beer
By Thunder turn’d to Vinegar;

For if a Trumpet found, or Drum beat, :
Who has nat 2 Month’s Mind to combatc?

Ak
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Ab wretched MI1sER.

VAIN Mifers ftrive to heap up Riches

ftore,
And in the Midft of Plenty ftill are poor.

~ What fenfelefs Madnefs does their Souls be-
witch.

Thus poor to live, in Hopes of dying rich?

A
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A PRINTER compofing the LILLIPUTIAN
AGAZINE.

CADMUS did firft the wond’rous Art
devife

Of painting Words, and {peaking to the Eyes;
By various Lines to curious Order brought,
Body and Colours were giv’n unto a Thought.

On



12 A CoLLECTION of

On a fine LIBRARY.

WITH Eyes of Wonder the gay Shelves
behold,

Poets, all Rags alive, now clad in Gold:
In Life and Death, one common Fate they
fhare,

And on their Backs ftill all their Riches ware.

GiLEs
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Gires Jovt and his Cart,

GILES FOLT, as {léeping in his Cart
he lay, '
Some pilf’ring Villains folé his Team away :
Giles wakes and cries—What’s here, a dickins
what!

Why, how now—am I Giles, or am [ not?

If he—I’ve loft fix Geldings to my Smart ;
I not—Oddfbuddikins, I've found a Cart:

C The

»
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The Voice of the CONJUROR.

T IS World is the beft that we live iny
To lend, and to {pend, and to give in;
But to borrow, or beg, or to get a Man’s own,
It is the worft World that ever was known.

Ox
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O FRIENDSHIP.

Gen’rous Friendfhip no cold Medium
knows,
Burns with one Love, with one Refentment
glows :
One thould our Int’refts and our Paffions be;
My Friend will {light the Man that injures me,

O The
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The Friendfbip of the WoRrLD.

Y being Fortune’s Friend, you fhall have
B Friends;

But in Adverfity their Friendfhip ends.

See how the Doves to new-built Houfes run,
And cautioufly the ruin’d Towers fhun.

Ca
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On the Lofs of TimE.
FOMMY fands gaziag for the clouded

Sun, ,
'T'o be inform’d how faft his Hours thall run.
Ah'! foolith Zommy, art thou found in Mind, .
"T'o lofe by feeking, what thou feek’ft to find?

Ch3 Ths



18 . A4 CovrecTioN of

o=

-

e e

The Road to RICHEs.

Y untouch’d Credit, and by Foreign
{ Trade, '
. The honeft Merchant eminent 1s made ;
. In Words fincere, in A&ions juft and fair,
|' He makes his Credit his effential Care.

Advice
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ddvicefrom a CLock,

Serve thee here, with all my Might,
I To tell the Hours by Day, by Night;
Therefore example take by me, :
And ferve thy God, as I ferve thee,
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A GoLDEN RULE.

F you defire to worfhip God aright,
: I Firft in the Morning pray, and laft
Night;
Crave for his Blefling on your Labours all,
And in Diftrefs for his Affiftance call.

at

Ox
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On Farrn, _
ZA’CC‘HE US, fhort of Stature, fain wou’d
fee
His Saviour pafs, and climbs into a Tree.
If we by Faith would fee this glorious King,
Our Thoughts muft mount o Contemplation’s ,
Wing, ;

Oxn



29 A CoLLECTION of

On REPENTANCE.

- HE Sun fill fets and leaves the Earth
to Night,
Still fets in Waves that it may rile more
bright.
The fame Advantage great Repentance fhares,
To rife like Phabus from a Flood of Tears.

The
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The. Happy Coxcoms.

Hatever Nature has in Worth deny’d,
¥ She gives in large Recruits of needful
Pride:
Pride, where Wit fails, fteps in to our Defence,
And fills up all the mighty Void of Senfe.

The
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The PoLITICIAN.

F all the Spe&tacles to mend the Sight,
Deviz’d by Art for viewing ObjeCis
right,
T hofe are motft ufeful, which the prudentplace
High on the Handle of the human Face, -
Some on the Temples fix ’em, 1 fuppofe,

Left they fhould feem to f{nuffle through the
Nofe :

Some
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Some in one Hand the fingle Convex hold,
But thefe are Prigs atham’d of being old,
None are in News or Politics {o wife,

As he whofe Nofe is faddled with his Eyes :
And if the taper Tube regale his Snout,
There’s nonght {0 fecret but he’ll fmell it out,

-
Aot
Sty v p e
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7he For.
IR Plume, the Banker of each trading Lafs,

(That neweft French Edition of an Afs!)
Charm’d by dear Self, with Love may fafely

{port
(As Things inanimate receive no Hurt)
On his own beauteous Perfon deeply read,
No Love €’er reach’d his Heart, no Thought

his Head:
Panglefs,
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Panglefs, he woces fome panglels Dame of
F aﬁuon,
And, in bad French, ferenely lifps his Paffion ;
Then as the Suit he takes is rlght, or wrong,
TrxumPhs in Rigadoon, or dies in Seng.

D 2 The
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The Concert of BIRDs.

THE mounting Lark (Day’s Herald) on
the Wing

Calls each fweet Bird to choofe his Bough
and fing;

The lofty Treble, fung the little Wren,

Robin the Mean, that Favourite of Men;

The Nightingale the Tenory and the Thrufb

"The Counter-Tenor, warbled in a Bufh;

e ARd
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And that the Concert might appear with
Grace,

The Crow and Rawen croak’d the thorough
Bafs, :

D3 T e
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THRICE happy is a marry’d Life,
As Sages gravely fay,

With mutual Aid when Man and Wife
Agree to draw one Way.

Then honeft Ned, who keeps the Bear,
And rofy Kate his Spoufe,

Muft be allow’d a happy Pair,
Both draw-—and both caroyfe.

' : When
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When Ned’s awake, he feldom refts,
But drinks, and tends the Tap s
And Kate will draw and pledge her Guefts,
Whilft Landlord takes his Nap.
Thus Partners both in Joy and Care,
The Load of Life moves quicker;
For Ned and Kate each draw their Share,
And-——drink their Share of Liquor,

: The
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Tbe Pitture of an EriGraM, to prevent
Mijtakes among PoETs.

NE Day in Chelfea Fields a walking,
O Of Poetry and fuch Things talking,
Says Ralph, a merry Wag,
An Epigram, if {mart and good,
In all its Circumftances thou’d
Be like the Felly Bag.
' The
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The Simile, 1’ faith, is new; 7
But how canft make it out? fays Hugh,
Quoth Ralph, 1 tell thee, Friend:
Make it at Top both wide and fit
To hold a Budget full of Wit,
And point it at the End.

4/2}'



£F )2 QobrEcHIdN s 1

FEEGLG

A Fanw.
\LAVIA, the leaft and flighteft Toy,
Can with refiftlefs art employ ;

This Fan, in meaner Hands, would prove
An Engine of fmall Forc: in Love:
Yet the with graceful Air and Mien,
- Not to be told, or fafely feen,
Direts its wanton Motion {o,
That it wounds more than Czpid’s Bow;
:ives Coolnefs to the matchlefs Dame,

"t'o every other Breaft a Flame.
Hoav,
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v How ¢0 ‘Laués,

i1 ATURE a thoufand Ways complains,
N A thoufand Words exprefs her Painy ;

But for her Laughter has but three,
4And very fmall ones, Ha, Ha, He.

The
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: The Benefit of going to Law.
UNhappy Ralpho, Neighbour to a Peer,
Kept half his Sheep, and fatted half -

his Deer;
Fach Day his Gates thrown down, his Fences

broke,
And injur’d ftill the more, the more he fpoke:

At
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At laft refolv’d his potent Foe to awe,

And guard his Right by Statute and by Law,

A Suit in Chancery the Wretch begun,

Nine happy Terms thro’ Bill an Anf{wer run,

Obtain’d his Caufe, had Cofts, and was un--
done.

e
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A Lany at Work,

H'! what Bofom but muft yield,
When like Pallas you advance,
With a Thimble for your Shield,
And a Needle for your Lance ?
Faireft of the blooming Train !
Eafe my Paffion by your Art;
And in Pity to my Pain,
Mend the Hole that’s in my Heart.
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On a confident BEAUTY.

ORIND.A’s fparkling Wit and Eyes,
Uniting, caft too fierce a Light,
Which blazes high, but quickly dies,
Pains not the Heart but hurts the Sight
Love is a calmer gentler Joy,
Smooth are his Looks and foft his Pace j
Her Cupid is a Black-guard Boy,
That runs his Link full in my Face.
' B2 Zo
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7o CHLOE weeping.

EE whilft thou weep’tt, fair Chloe, fee
S The World in Sympathy with thee :
The chearful Birds no longer fing,

Each droops his Head and hangs his Wing s

The Clouds have bent their Bofom lower,

And fhed their Sorrows in a Shower :

The Brooks beyond their Limits flaw,

And tender Murmurs fpeak their Woe 5 ;
The
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The Nymphs and Swains adopt thy Cares,
They heave thy Sighs, and weep thy Tears,
Fantaftic Nymph ! that Grief fhould move
Thy Heart obdurate againft Love :

Strange Tears ! whofe Pow’r can foften all
But that dear Breaft on which they fall,
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On the OAK.
ROM a fmall Acorn fee the Oak
arife,

Supremely tall, and tow’ring in the Skies !

Queen of the Groves, her ftately Head fhe

rears,

Her Bulk increafing with the Length of
Years:

Now
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Now plows the Sea, a warlike gallant Ship,
Whilft- in her Womb deftru&tive Thunders
{leep.
Hence Britain boafts her wide extenfive Reign,
And by th’ expanded Acorn rules the Main.

Ta
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To the KinG, on his Navy.
HOU’D Nature’s Self invade the World

~ again,
And o’er the Centre fpread the liquid Main,
Thy Pow’r were fafe, and her deftructive
Hand

Would but enlarge the Bounds of thy Com-

mand ; o
y
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Thy dreadful Fleet wou’d ftyle thee Lord of all,
And rife in Triumph o’er the drowned Ball ;
Thofe Tow’rs of Oak o’er fertile Plains

might go, :

And vifit mountains where they once did grow.

w6 e
w W W
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The GOVERNESS, or INNOCENCE fecured,
AS1MiILE

S; when blithe Lambs their vernal Re-
vels keep,
Bound from the Turf, and o’er the Hillocks
leap; -
Now harmlefs try to butt, then run away,
Now weary’d feed, and thus confume the Day,
* Th
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Th’ indulgent Shepherdefs attentive lies, -
Left from the Wood fome fudden Foe fhou’d
rife,
And as they play, her harmlefs Flock fur-
prife :
So the fage Governefs, whofe conftant Care,
By Wifdom’s Dictates forms the tender Fair,
When her gay female Throng, to Sport in-
clin’d,
Sufpend the nobler Pleafures of the Mind ;
With jealous Eyes each Motion will furvey,

Left they fhould fwerve from Virtue in their
Play.

o
%

Evposra
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Euposia s or, the Accomplifhed Virgin.

\ROM guiltlefs Dreams prepar’d to pray,
The virtuous Maid prevents the Day :
Aurora bluthes when fhe fees
The earlier Virgin on her Knees.
Now to her Morning Tafk {he flies,
Which Pallas views with envious Eyes,
And forms {o gay a Feaft in Pafte,

That Fowe himfelf might long to tafte.
. Her
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Her glaring Tent next ftrikes our Eyes
With an agreeable Surprize ;
Where the bold Figures feem to live,
And, whilft they charm, Inftru&ion give ;
Some Story’s told in every Thread,
fa every Part fome Moral’s read. |
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The Tuvrrp. A Simile.

S EL IND A fure’s the brighteft Thing

That decks our Earth, or breatheson Air

Mild are her Looks, like op’ning Spring,
And like the blooming Summer fair.

But yet her Wit’s fo very {mall,
That all her Charms and Graces lie
Like glaring Colours on a Wall,
And ftrike no farther than the Eye.
Our
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Qur Eyes luxurioufly fhe treats,

Our Ears are abfent from the Feaft,

Our Senfe is furfeited with Sweets,
Starv’d or difgufted are the reft,

So have I feen with Afpe& bright,
And tawdry Pride, a Tulip fwell,
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight,

Dull and infipid to the Smell.

# 4 b
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Advice to the LADIES.

T \H O’ Lovers oft extol your Beauty’s
Pow’r,
And in celeftial Similes adore ; i
Tho’ from your Features Cupid borrows Arms,
And Goddefies confefs inferior Charms ;
Do not, vain Maid, the flatt’ring Tale believe,
Alike thy Lovers, and thy Glafs deceive.
‘ T rue
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True BEAUTY.

‘ ﬁ J HAT is the blooming Tinfure of
-a Skin, :

To Peace of Mind or Harmony within?

What the bright Sparkling of the fineft Eye,"
'To the foft Soothing of a calm Reply ? .

Can Comelinefs of Form, or Shape or Air,
With Comelinefs of Words and Deeds compare,
No, thofe indeed th’ unwary Heart may gain
But thefe; thefe only, can the Heart retain. . -
. F 3
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The Agreeable Lapy: Or, VIRTUE the
greate/t BEAuTY.

THE Things that make a Virgin pleafe,
The Fair who feeks will find are thefe =
A Beauty without Art complete,
Who, from her Toilet fimply neat,
The golden Tiflue can defpife,

And wears ne Brilliants but her Eyes.

Soft
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Soft blended in her Eyes fhould meet,
Defiring Love and fparkling Wit ;
And in her dimpled Smiles be {een,
A modeft, though a chearful Mien ;
With fuch wife Lowlinefs endu’d,
That neither can be mean nor rude 5
The Virtue that does her adorn,
By Honour guatded, not by Scorn §
An undiffembled Innocénce,
Apt not to give nor take Offence ;
And whofe Religion’s ftrong and plain,
Not fuperftitious, nor prophane.
With fuch a Virgin, fuch a Wife,
Who would not wifh to fpend his Life,

EHANSD
GEX/e2
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Th Happy BEAvU: Or, the LADY’s
FAVOURITE.

OW happy lives the Man, how fure
to charm,
Whofe Knot embroiderd flutters down his
Arm!
On him the Ladies caft the yielding Glance,
Sing in his Song, and languifh in his Dance:
While
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While wretched is the Wit, contemn’d, for-
lorn,

Whofe gummy Hat no fcarlet Plumes adorn,

And, tho’ 4pollo diftates from his Tongue,

No Lady’s Favour on his Sword is hung.

His Wit is {piritlefs and void of Grace,

Who wants th’ Affurance of Brocade and

B didce: ,

While the gay Fop genteely talks of Weather,

The Fair in Raptures dote upon his Feather,

He dreffes, fences; and you all muft
know,

Moft Women choofe their Men, like Silks,
for Show,

The kind Caution by Way of AN SWER,

'VIrgins fhould value nothing lefs
Than Titles, Figure, Shape and Drefs:
Merit thould be for ever plac’d
In Judgment, Knowledge, Wit and Tafte
For thefe; ’tis own’d, without Difpute,
Alone diftinguith Man from Brute :
‘And a rich gaudy Fool can ‘pafs
At beft but for a golden Afs.

Har-
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HAPPINESS mifiaken.
EAVEN to load Amanda with fome

Cares,
Gave the gilt Coach, and dappled Flanders
Mares,
The fhining Robes, rich Jewels, Beds of
State,

And, to complete the whole, a Fool for Mate.
She
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She glares in Balls, Front-Boxes and the Ring,
A vain, unquiet, glitt’ring, wretched Thing ;
Pride, Pomp and State but reach the outward
Rart,
She ﬁghs and is no Countefs in her Heart,

Ths
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The Happy CouNTRY LAss.

OW happy is the harmlefs Conntry
Maid,
Who rich by Nature, fcorns fuperfluous Aid !
Whofe modeft Cloaths no wanton Eyes in-
vite,
But, like her Soul, preferves the native

White :
Whofe
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Whofe little Store her well-taught Mind does
pleafe ;

Not pinch’d with Want, nor cloy’d with
wanton Eafe:

Who, free from Storms which on the great
ones fall, 4

Makes but few Wifhes, and enjoys them all,

G S
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Sir ToBY’s Fourneya.

S Sir 7oby reel’d Home, with his Skin
full of Wine,
T'o his Houfe in the Square, from his Friends
at the Zine,
He fnuff’d the freth Air, and his Noddle
turn’d round,
He ftagger’d,—but gain’d not an-Inch of his
~ Ground.
; Get
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Get home! quoth the Knight; why, this
never can do,

If, for one Step gain’d forward, I backward
reel two : ,

T’ll return to'the Zine.—So, as one may f{uppofe,

Sir 706y intended to follow his Nofe :

But this retrogade Knight ne’er alter’d his
Pace, ;

And, gaining Ground backwards, found out
the right Place : ,

The Sot’s Mathematics at length did prevail,

And Sir Toby fieer'd Home by the Help of
his Tails j
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On an Old ScoLD, .
Scr LLA is toothlefs, yet when fhe was

young,
She had both Teeth enough, and too much
Tongue:
What fhall we then of toothlefs Sey//a fay ?
But that her Tongue has worn her Teeth
away.
O#
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On ¢ CountrRY LIFE,

Let me in the Country range ! et
O "Tis there we breathe, ’tis there we live.
The beauteous Scene of aged Mountains,
Smiling Valleys, murm’ring Fountains ;
Lambs in flow’ry Paftures bleating,
Echo their Complaints repeating ;
G 3 Bees

v
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Bees with bufy Sounds delighting,

G roves to gentle Sleep inviting :

W hifp’ring Winds_the Poplars courting,
Swains in ruftic Circle {porting ;

Birds in chearful Notes exprefling,
Nature’s Bounty and their Blefling:
Thefe afford a lafting Pleafure,

Without Guilt, and without Meafure.

Arife,
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Arife, thou Sluggard, go to the Ant, confider her
Ways and be Wife. SorLomoN.

HUS in Battalia march embody’d
Ants,
Fearful of Winter and of future Wants
T invade the Corn; and to their Cells con-
ve

The plunder’d Forage of their yellow Prey.
The
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The fable Troops, along the narrow T'racks,
Scarce bear the weighty Burden on their

Backs:
Some fet their Shoulder to the pond’rous

Grain,

Somé guard the Spoil, fome lafh the lagging
PFrain ; :

All know their feveral Tafks, and equal
Toil fuftain.

Trus
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True Policy, or the Government of BEEs,

SO work the Honey Bees ;

Creatures, that, by a Rule in Nature,
teach

The Art of Order to a peopled Kingdom.

They have a King and Officers of forts ;

Where fome, like Magiftrates, corre@ at
home;

Others,
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Others like Merchants, venture Trade abroad ;
Others like Soldiers, armed in their Stings,
Make boot upon the Summer’s Velvet Buds,
Which they with merry Marck bring home
To the Tent.royal of their Emperor;

Who, bufied in his Majefty, furveys

The finging Mafon building Roofs of Gold,
The civil Citizens kneading up the Honey,
The poor mechanic Porters crowding in
Their heavy Burdens at his narrow Gate,
The fad-ey’d Juftice, with his furly Hum,
Delivering o’er to Execution pale

The lazy yawning Dron¢.—
SHAKESPEAR,

Nz
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7ht GRASSHOPPER,

Appy infe®! What can be
.‘ In Happinefs compar’d to thee ?
Fed with Nourifhment divine,
The dewy Morning’s gentle Wine ;
Nature waits upon thee ftill,
And thy verdant Cup does fill :
All the Fields which thou doft fee,
All the Plants bclong to thee; i

: A
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All that Summer Hours produce,
Fertile made with early Juices;

Man for thee fhall fow and plough,
Farmer he, and Landlord thou.

The Country Hinds with Gladnefs hear,
Prophet of the ripen’d Yicard &

To thee of all Things upon Earth,
Life’s no longer than thy Mirth.

S - e L4
‘ﬁ cooo @ cooe 3:%
B LAs a
g 5 8
¢ &0
R
2L
& e
&
&

TrRUE



BRE IR BB MSE, | -

TrUE RIcHEs; or, VikTue its own
REwaRD.

TIL PO, of S Caft, who firft
Stoutly refus’d to fear the worft; :
Who knew no Ill could e’er befall,
Where confcious Virtue’s all jn all ;
When Old Antigonus’s Son,
So oft a King, {o oft undoae,

Like
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Like a'tempeftuous Whirlwind came,

And fet Megara in a Flame;

Stript of his 2/, half nzked went

To feek the haughty Vior’s Tent :

The Tyrant {mil’d ; but, mov’d to fee

Merit expofed to Mifery,

Order’d the Captaing of his Hoft

To give him back the Goods he’d loft.

Stilpo the ufelefs Boon deny’d ;

Forbear, miftaken Prince! he cry’d;

¢ T'w nothing that I value loft:

«« Wifdom and Virtue ftill I boaft

¢¢ Triumphant in my Soul ; the reft,

«¢ Mere Joys of Life, arealla Jeft.”

T’ aftonifh’d Monarch blufh’d with Shame,

Confcious of Stilpo’s brighter Fame:

<t This Man, he cry’d, has conquer’d more

¢¢ By Virtue than 1 have by Poaw’r.

« Cities.may burn, and Empires fall,
<« But Virtue triumphs over all.”

R, S
4 e

The
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The SKY-L‘ARK.

HE Sky-Lark leaves the lofty Boughs,
to build
Her humble Manfion in the filent Field ;
But if in Promife of a cloudlefs Day,
Aurora {miling, bids her rife and play,
H 2 She
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She quickly thews ’twas not for want of Voice,

Or Pow’r to climb, fhe made that humble
Choice:

Singing fhe mounts, on Wings as fwift as
Thought, ~

Tow’rds Heaven, as if from thence her
Notes were brought,

3
Z&a
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The THRUSH and N1GHTINGALE,
WHEN the fweet Nightingale to Reft

removes,
The Thruth may chaunt to the forfaken
Groves :
Who charm’d to Silence liften while fhe fings,
And all th’ acrial Audience clap their Wings.
H ;3 T he
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The SWALLOW:

H B Swallows, privileg’d above the g™
Of 2ll the Birds, as Man’s familiar
salsiicl . ‘Givefo
Purfue the Sun in Summer brifk and bold,
But wifely fhun the perfeciting Cold,
When frowning 'Skies begin to change their
\ Chear, .

And Time turns up the wrong Side of theYear.
Labour
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Labour in vain.

E AR Thomas, didft thou never pop
Thy Head into a Tinman’s Shop¢
There, Thomas, didft thou never fee
("'Tis but by Way of Simile)
A Squirrel {pend his little Rage,
In jumping round a rolling Cage?
The Cage, as either Side turn’d up,
Striking a Ring of Bells at top:

- Mov'd
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Mov’d in the Orb, pleas’d with the Chimes,
"The foolifh Creature thinks he climbs ;
But here or there, turn Wood or Wire,
He never gets two Inches higher.

So fares it with thofe merry Blades,

That frifk it under Pindus’ Shades ;

In noble Songs and lofty Odes,

They tread on Stars and talk with Gods,
8till dancing in an airy Round,

Still pleas’d with their own Verfes found ;
Brought back how faft foe’er they go,
Always afpiring, always low, ]
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A clofe MOuTH catches no FLIES.

LY Merry dudreaw, the lait Southwark’)
Fair,
(At Barth’lomew he did not much appear;
Such was the Edi& of the peevith Mayor)
At Southwark, therefore, as his Tricks he
thow’d,
To pleafe our Mafters, and his Friends the
Crowd ; :
A
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A huge Neat’s Tongue he in his Right-hand
a0 el -

His Left was with a good Black Pudding fil’d,

With a grave Look, in this odd Equipage,

The clownith Mimic traverfes the Stage.

Why, how now, dndrew ! cries his Brothe
#% " Droll, '

.To-Day’s Conceit, methinks, is fomething

dull: '

Come on, Sir, to our worthy Friends explain,

What does your emblematic Worthip mean ?

Quoth Adnareaw, honeft Englifp let us fpeak

Your Emble—(what d’ye call’t) is Heathen

Greck :

To Tongue or Pudding thou haft no Pretence,

Learning thy Talent is, but mine is Senfe :

That bufy Fool I was, which thou art now,

Defirous to corre@, not knowiag how,

With very ' good Defign, but little Wit,

Blaming or praifing Things as I thought fit:

I for this Condué had what I deferv’d,

And, dealing honeftly, was almoft ftarv’d :

But Thanks to my indulgent Stars, I eat,

Since I have found the Secret to be great.

O dearelt Andrexw, fays the hamble Droll,

Henceforth none but yourfelf fhall me controul,

Pro-



PRETTY: GBS, 83

Provided thou impart’® thy ufeful fkill :—
Bow then, fays Andreaw, and for once I will ;
Be of your Patron’s Mind, whate’er be fays
Sleep very much 5 think little; and talk lofs :
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor awrong ;
But eat your Pudding, Slave; and hold your
‘Tangue. i ]

A well-ted Placeman ftopt his Coach and fix,
To laugh a little at our 4ndrew’s Tricks :

But when he heard him give this golden Rule;
Drive on, (he cry’d) this Fellow is no Fool,

The
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The Story of INKLE and Y AR1CO.

E Virgin Train, an artlefs Dame infpire,
Y Unlearnt 1n Schools, unbleft with natal
Fire,
To fave this Story from devouring Fate,
And the dire Arts of faithlefs Men relate.
A Youth I fing, in Face and Form divine,

In whom both Art and Nature did combine,
With
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With heavenly Skill to mingle every Charm,
As Gods of old did fair Pandora form.
Stranger to Virtue, this Deceiver held :
The Box of Mifchiefs in his Breaft conceal’d ; -
His outward Form each Female Heart en-

. flam’d; % ;

His inward Beauty lurking Avarice ftain’d ;

Infatiate Love of Gold, and Hope of Gain,

Encodrag’d him to cut the yielding Main.

By Winds or Waves, or the Decrees of
Heaven, _

His Bark upon a barb’rous Coaft was driven ;

Pofles’d by Men who thirft for human Blood,

Who live " in Caves or Thickets of the
Wood::* -

Untaught to plant, (yet Corn and Fruits
abound,

And fragrant Flowers enamel all the Ground;)

Diftrefs’d, he landed on the fatal Shore,

With fome Companions which were {oon no
more : .

The favage Race their trembling Flefh de-
vour,

Of’ring Oblations to th’ infernal Pow’r.

Dreadfully fuppliant human Limbs they tore,

Accurfed Rites! and quaff’d’ their fireaming
Gore.

i Im-
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Immortal Fowe floop’d from his azure Sky,
Grieving a Form f{o like his own fhould die,
On the fair Youth mercurial Speed beftow’d,
Swifter than Thought he reach’d the mofly
Woed ; ]
Beneath a nightly Shade he panting lies,
Screen’d by all-pitying Fewe from hoftile
Eyes; i
Yet gloomy Sorrews and unmanly Fears
Swell’d his fad Breaft, which he bedew’d with
Tears 3
When lo! a Negro Virgin chanc’d to rove
Thro’ the thick Mazes of the nodding Grove,
Whofe glitt’ring Shells and elegant Undrefs,
‘With various Plumes a noble Birth confefs;
‘With reverential Fear the well-fhap’d Maid
“Thought him a God, and low Obeifance
aid ;
His PP ace like polifh’d Marble did appear,
&is filken Robe, and flowing flaxen Hair
Amaz’d the Nymph; nor lefs her fparkling
Eyes,
And nz}:ked Beauty, did the Youth furprize.
Low at her Feet in fuppliant Pofture laid,
With {peaking Eyes, he thus addreft the Maid ¢
O let foft Pity touch that lovely Breaft?
Succour a Man by various ills oppreft;

Such
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Such finifh’d Grace does through your Perforn
{hine,
Sure ’tis enliven’d by 2 Soul divine.
The tender Negro look’d a kind reply
"Fhro’ Pearls of Pity, dropping from Her Eye;
With Hands uplifted, did the Gads im-
' plore, ’
That her relentlefs Countrymen no more
Might ftain their native Land with human
Gore.

He feiz’d her Hand, with tender Padion prefs’d,

While copious Tears both Love and Fear
confefs’d : -

The pitying Maid view’d him with yielding
Eyes, :

And from each Bofom mutual Sighs arife :

His Safety now becomes her only Care,

A fecret Cave the knew, and hid him theres

Adorn’d it with the Spoils of Leopards {lain,

Wiich other Lovers ventur’d Life to gain.

Through mazy Thickets and a pathlefs
Wood,

She prefs’d advent’rous with deliciows Food.

Daily her Hand a rich Repaft did bring,

Cf ripenw’d Fruits, and Waters from the
Spring ; ;
: Fig Bat
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But when declining t’'ward the Clofe of Day,
'The crimfon Sun fets weary in the Sea,

Strait to a thady Grove wlere Fountains rife,
From Woods defended and inclement Skies,
Where the wing’d Warblers of the Air con-

{pire, _ ,
From ieveral Boughs to form a heavenly
sl Bioir, _
Adorn’d with fragrant Flowers and Ever-
green, '

She leads the Youth, (delightful Sylvan Scene)

Where he in peaceful Slumbers takes his
Rett,

Forgets his Fears, and calms his tim’rous
Breaft.

In foft Repofe the beauteous Lover lies,

While Yarico with Care unfeals her Eyes:

With anxious Fear the matchlefs Maid ate

tends, i

Careful to fave him from her barb’rous
Friends,

The flowing Curls, which o’er his Shoulders
play’d

With artlefs Beauty, pleas’d the Negro Maid :

She thought her Finger, when entangled
0 there,

Like Clouds encircling Berenice’s Hair :

The
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The graceful Youth, confefiing equal Fire,

Did her juft Symmetry of Shape admire.

Oft would he fay, My Yarico with thee,

My only Blifs, could I my Country fee ;

Ifever I forget my Vows of Love,

Unbles’d, abandon’d, may I friendlefs rove,

To thee alone I owe the vital Air,

My Love and Gratitude for every fhare ;

Pll Gems provide, and Silks of curious Art,

With Gifts expreflive of my grateful Heart ;

Thou in a Houfe by Horfes drawn fhall ride

With me, thy faithful Lover, by thy Side :

The female Train fhall round with Envy gaze,

Wonder, and filent figh unwilling Praife.

Pleas’d with his Words, defiring more to

, pleafe,

She from a craggy Cliff furvey’d the Seas ;

A Bark fhe {py’d, and did by Signs implore,

That they would touch upon the fandy Shore.

With joy fhe ran my Love, make hafte

: away,

A Veflel waits us on the foaming Sea ;

Soon he the Veflel’s lofty Side afcends,

And - finds them to be Countrymen and
Friends ; A

With lovely Yarico puts off to Sea,

With equal Joy they plough the watry Way 3

%3 when

»
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When the fair Youth, defpairing, calls to
Mind

All hopes eluded of his Wealth defign’d ;

Riches the Seat of his Affeétion feize,

And faithful ¥arico no more can pleafe.

Unhappy Maid ! to wafting Serrows born,

And fated Evils undeferv’d to mourn,

This Youth was born too near the northern:
Pole,

Which chill’d each Virtue in his frozen Soul §

But near the Sun the Nymph her Birth con-
fefs’d,

Where every Virtue glow’d within her Breaf.

Thus Ore lies in the Earth, unfinifh’d; cold,

Bat purg’d by Fire, it brightens into Geld.

Propitious Zephyrs fill their fwelling Sails,

They make Barbadoes, bleft with profp’rous
Gales ;

The Planters thick’ning on the Key appear,

"T'o purchafe Negro Slaves, if any there;

When the falfe Youth, by curfed Avarice
fway’d,

Horrid to mention! fells his faithful Maid.

Amaz’d and trembling, filently fhe mourn’dy

While {peaking Tears her radiant” Eyes
adorn’d.

Lew
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Low at his Feet, the Tovely Mourner lay,
Nor would to Words her fwelling Heart give

way.

She grafps his Knees, in vain attempts to’
fpeak’; : .

At length her Words in moving Accents
break ;

O much-lov’d Youth, in tender Pity {pare
A helplefs Maid, my long-try’d Faith revere.
From you this worft of human Ills to prove,
Muft break a Heart that overflows with Love.
Break not my Heart, nor drive me to Defpair,
Left you deface your lovely Image there.
Ah'! do not with confummate Woe undo
A Soul that Father, - Mother, Country left
for you:
How fadly muft my tender Parents mourn,
By me forfzken, never to return ? ,
Transferr’d from them, to you my Love
gave 5
Unjuft Return, to fell me for a Slave!
O call to mind the facred Oaths you’ve given,
Remember there are Thunder-bolts in Heavens
But if the fwelling Sorrows in my Breaft,
Your Heart of Adamant can ftill refift;
Vet
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Yet let the Infant in.my Womb I bear, _
The Blefling tafte of your paternal Care.
He thruft her from him with remorfelefs
Hand,
For her Condition rais’d his firft Demand.
Pleas’d with Succefs he chearfully returns,
While haplefs Zarico in Bondage mourns :
And all his Friends the prudent Youth ad-

mire,
That could, fo young, a trading Soul acquire.

Fegam
k¥

Ox
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On parting with a little CBILD;

E AR, farewel a little while,
Eafy parting with a Smile;
Ev’ry Object in the Way
Makes thee innocently gay :
All that thou canft hear or fee,
All 1s Novelty to thee.
Thoughts of Parents left behind
Vex not yet thine infant Mind;
' Why
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Why fhould then their Hearts repme,
Mournful theirs, and merry thine ?
"Tis the World, the feeming Wife,
Toil to make their Children rife;
While the Heir that reaps their Gains -
Thanklefs thinks not of their Pains.
Sportive Youth, in hafte to live,
Heeds not Ills that Years may give:
Age, in Woe and Wifdom grey,
Vainly mourns for them that play. -

GEXC-OKAD
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The Old WuRsE miflaken,

FY "HE witlefs Hen, difturb’d by caufelefs
Fright,

With droll Amufement oft diverts the Sight ;

For if the Nurfe, ev’n to herfelf unknown,

Miftakes the Duck’s Productions for her own,

Soon as the Eggthell’s broke, and juft alive,

Forth to the Pond the little Dabblers drive,
And
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And by their firft Efforts they plainly prove,

That Swimming is the very Thing they love;

Then mindful of their Birthright high and
low,

Thro’ all their Manor of the Marfh they go.

Swift to their Aid th’ imagined Parent flies,

With Beak, and Wing, and Foot, and
Voice, and Eyes,

Gives ev’ry Hint, and each Remonftrance
tries.

But when fhe fees her quacking Brats proceed,

High time fhe thinks to rave and {cold indeed;

About fhe works, midft Rufhes, Reeds and

Sedge,
And blunders round, and round and round
‘ the Edge ;
Flutters each Feather, while her Eye-balls
roll,

And all th> cld Woman centers in her Soul ;

For why? the fober Matron errs thro’ Zeal,

Nor fees the fafe Impunity they feel;

Takes Nature’s Inftinct merely for a Whim,

And thinks it very ftrange a Duck fhould
{wim.
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The CHACE,

OW o’er the Hills and Dales the Sportf«
‘ men fly,
And all the Dangers of the Chace defy;
Th’ impatient Courfers pant in every Vein,
And in a Moment reach the diftant Plain :
K 2 With
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With winged Speed the Beagles cut the Air,
And trace the Mazes of the circling Hare,
Fearful of Death Pufs flies with equal Hafte,
Doubles and turns and gets away at laft.

%
i

The
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The Hounds at Faul,

OW long has Pufs been chas’d thro®
Meads and Fields,

And no kind Bufh as yet a Covert yields ;
At length a favourable Grove fhe {pies,
There {quats and for a while in Safety lies.

3 From
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From Hill to Hill the baffled Sport{men rum,

The Hounds are in Default, their Scent 1s
goné 5

And in Diforder beat about in vain,

Whilft Pufs recovers her loft Breath again.

e
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The Death of the HARE,

the Trees,
And now the Scent comes warm in ev’ry
Breeze :
No longer fafe in Covert Pufs remains,
But ftarts afrefh and flies o’er diftant Plains.
Quickly

ONCE more the Beagles fearch among
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Quickly the Hounds and Sport{men fhout

away,
Soon bear in Triumph home their wifh’d-for

Prey,

While joyful Clamours rend the vaulted
Skies,

In {olemn Pomp the bleeding Victim dies.
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The _‘?ourney of LiFE,

AN, by Neceflity compell’d, muft go
M O’er Rocks of Perils, and thro’ Vales

of Woe:
Man with the Morn pegins his deftin’d Race,
Joy in his Eye, and Pleafure in his Face:;
But oh ! what rubs attend his fetting Days !
His Sinews flacken, and his Strength decays ;
His
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His Limbs all ake, with hourly Toil opprefs’d,

*Till wifh’d-for Night reftores him peaceful
Reft. i

Thus Man for ever labours and decays,

Counting his few, and thofe uneafy Days.

He fcarce a Minute glories in his Bloom,

So harth is Death’s inexorable Doom,

So nigh, alas! the Cradle and the Tomb.
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