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P R E F A C. E. 

P-**~ T has been fornewhere ob­* °I 3{f: ferved by a very gr~at Author; * * that moft of the Poems pri·nt­~**.Ji cd in the lafl: Century were, 
t_o the Scandal both of Au­

thors and Bookfellers, publifhed with a 
View to gain Money, or to acquire Fame; 
but Mr. Tagg proceeds upon very dif­
ferent and indeed . oppofi.te Principles, 
for by the Number of Cuts, he has pre­
vented himfelf from getti~g by the Sale, 
and mofl: effeB:ually avoided Fame~ by 
declaring to the whole World that tbefe 
Poems are not his, though publi{he<l in 
his Name. A B·ehaviour fo candid, mo~ 
de:fl:, and difintereil:ed wjll fecure him, 
we prefume, the good Opinion of all 
Parties and ProfG,ffions but his 0\\7D j and 

B ~ he 



P R E F A C E. 
he is not fo unreafonable as tf> expeB: ei­
ther the good W 111 or good Word of ~ 
Poet, for, 

What Author e'er · could bear to fie 
11 Brother w,-ite as well as he? 

He has nothing, therefore," t·o fay to thofe 
Gentlemen, but to the Critics h.e prefents 
his Compliments, and wi{hes them a 
m.frry Chrijlma.s, 

Jiyi Publijhed, Price rs. 
The S I X T H E D I T I O N of 

A ColleEtion of PRE T T Y Po E M ~ 
For the AMUSEMENT of 

CH l L DRE J\{ SI X f O OT 1-I I G H, 

fOEM S, 



P O E M S, &c. 

Honefl C R I s P I N. 

l'Mmortal Honour all the Craft derive 
From Crijpin, a good Cobler when alive, 

Who kept his Stall near Hockley i?Z tbe Hole, 
With Nut-brown beer encouraging his Soul; 
A Bonnet blue he wore upon his Head, 
His Nofc was Copper, ~nd his Jerkin red; 
For Conj'rer and Aflro Jger he paft, 
And mended Under-Jlandings to the la.ft. 

B 3 Ola 
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Old SL Y-BooT s, a Brother Cobler. 

SLY Jobfon, though he never ltarnt ill 
France, 

Not only mended Shoes but taught to dance; 
So vvhen he'd worn his Pupils ?oles quite ont, 
.Ey leading of the Booby Bears ~bout? 
He foon repair\! the Damage with his Awl, 
And brought convenient Cu~om to his Stall. 

On 
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On a jtingy BEAU. 

CUR 1 O's rich Si.de-board feldorn fees the 
Light, 

Clean is his Kitchen, and his Spits are b6ght: 
His Knives and Forks all rang'd' in even Rows, 
No Hands molefl:, or Fingers difcompofe; 
A curious Jack, hung up to plea(e the Eye, 
For ever ftill, whofe Flyers never fly; 
His Plates, unfullied, fhine upon the Shelf: 
For Curio dreifes nothing but him[elf. 



8 A COLLECTION of 

On H A P P I N E s s. 

BL EST be the Princes who have fought, 
For pompous Na mes, or wide Dominion ; 

Since b..y their Errors we are taught, 
That Happinefs is but Opinion. 

'lhe 
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The Ca_ufe of CouRAGF.. 

I T is the Trumpet and the Drum, 
·That make ~he WaFior's S~om~ch c;om e ; 

Whofe Noife whets Valour iharp, Eke Beer 
By Thunder turn'd to Vinegar; 
For if a Trumpet found, or D ru m bea~, 
Vvho has ~at a Month's M ind to combat ? 
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Ah wretched !virsER. 

VAIN 11ifers il:rive to he21p up Riche:, 
ftore, 

And in the Mid ft of Plenty fiill 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 PRI~TER co.mpojing the LILLIPIJTIA~ 
MAGAZINE. 

CAD lldU S did firft the wond'rous Art 
devife 

Of painting Words, and fpeaking to the Eyes; 
By various Lines to curious Order brought, 
Body aq.d Colou-rs were giv'n unto a Thought. 

On 



·t2 .A COLLECTION of 

On a fine LIBRARY. 
·-

w lT H Eyes of Wonder the gay Sh~lves 
behold, 

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

!hare, _ 
And on their Backs fl:ill all their Riches ware. 

GILES 



PRETTY POEMS. 13 

GI.t.ES JoLT and hts· CART. c· 1 L ES JO L CJ:, as !leeping in his Cart he lay; 
Some pilf'ring Villains ftole his Team away: Giles wakes and c.ries-· What's here, a dickins what! 
Wby, how now-am I Giles, or am I i:wt? If he-I've Jofl: :fix Geldings to my Smart; If not-Oddfbuddikins, I've found a Cart. 

C The 
~ 
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?:he Voice of the CoNJUROit,. 

T H LS World is the beil: that we -live in,. 
To lend, and to fpend, 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. 

On 
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On F R I E N n s H I P. 

A Gen'rous Friendfhip no cold Medium 
knows, . 

:Burns with one Love, with one Refentment 
glows: 

One 1h.ould our Int'.refts and our Paffions be; 
My Friend will flight the Man that injures me. 

C 2 Cf'he 



'The Friend/hip of the WORLD. 

By being Fortune's frlend, you fuaU have 
Friends; 

But in Adverfity their Friendrnip ends. 
See how the Doves to new-built Houfes run, 
And ,autiouDy the ruin'd Towers .fhun. 

On 
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On the Lofs of T I M E. 

70 fyf Mr ftands gazing for the ciouded 
Sun, 

To be inform' d how fail: his Hours iliall run. · 
Ah ! fooliil1 'Tommy, art thou found in Mind, 
To lofe by feeking, what thou feek'il: to find? 

C 3 
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The Road to RICHES. 

By untouch;d Credit, a:Ad by Foreign 
Trade, 

The honeft Merchant eminent is made ; 
In Words fincere, in Actions juft: and fair, 
He makes hii Credi.t his eifential Care. 
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.Advice from a CLOCK. 

I Serve thee here, with all my Might, 
To tell the Houn by Day, by Night; Therefore example take by me, 

And ferve thy God, as I ferve t ee. 
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A GoLDEN RuLE. 

IF you defire to worfhip God aright, 

Firfr in the Morning pray, and lai: at 

Night; 
Crave for his Bleffing on your Labours all, 

And in Diflrefs for his Ailiftance call. 

0 ,: 



P R E T TY PO E M S. 21 

On FAITH. 

Z AC CHEU S, .lhort of Statµre, fain wou'd fee 
His Saviour pafs, and climbs into a Tree. If we 9y Faith woqld fee this glorious King, Our Thoughts muH: mount on Coptemplation's , · vVing. · 

0.lf 
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On REPENT ANtE. 

T HE Sun fl:ill fets and leaves the Earth 

to Night, . 

Still fets in Waves that it may rife more 

bright. 
The fame Advantage great Repentance fhares, 

To rife like Phcelms from a Flood of Tears . . 

'Th, 
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P R E T T Y P O E !v.t S. 2 3 

The Happy CoxcoMB. 

W l-htever Nature has in Worth deny'd, 
She giveli in large Recruits of needful 

Pride: 
Pride, where Wit fails, freps in to o.ur Defence, 
And fills up all the mighty Vojd of Senfe. 

'The 
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The PoLITICIAN. 

OF all the Spechcles to mend the Sight, 
Deviz'd by Art for viewing Objects 

right, 
,Thofe are moft ufefol, which the prudent place 
High on the Handle of the human Face, 
Some on the Temples fix 'em, I fuppofe, 
Left they fho uld frem to fnuffie through the 

Nofe : 
Som~ 
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Some in one ·Hand the .finglc Convex hold, 
But thefe are Prigs aiham,d of being old, 
None are in News or Politics fo wife, 
As he whofe Nofe is faddled with his Eyes : 
And if the taper Tube regale his Snout, 
There's nonght fo fecret but he'll fmell it out . 

. ' 

D 
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The FoP. 

SIR Plume, the Banker of each trading Lafs, 
(That neweft French Edition of an Afs !) 

Chann'd by dear Self, with Love may fafely 
fport 

(As Things inanimate receive no Hurt) 
On his own beauteous Perfon deeply read, 
No Love e'er reach'd his Heart, no Thought 

his Head: 
Panglefs, 
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Pangle"fr, he wores fome panglefs Dame of 

Fafh:ion, 
And, in bad French, ferenely lifps his Paffion; 

Then as the Suit he makes is right, or wrong, 

Triumphs in Riga.doon, or dies in Song. 

.,, 

'ibe 
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The [!oncert_ of BIRDS. 

T HE mounting Lark (Day's Herald) on 
the Wing 

Calls each f weet Bird to choofe his Bough 
and fing; 

The lofty 'Treble, fung the little Wren, 
Rohin the Mean, that Favourite of Men; 
The Nightingale the Tenor, and the <Thrufo 
The Counter-Tenor, warbled in a Bu!h; · 

. And 
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And that the Concert might appear with 

Grace, 
The Crow and Ra<Ven croak'd the thorough 

Bafs. 

D 3 
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T HRICE happy is a rnarry'd Life,. 
As Sages gravely fay, 

With mutual Aid when Man and Wife 
Agree to dra'?JJ one Way. 

Then hone.fr Ned, who keeps the Bear, 
And rofy Kate his Spoufe, 

Mufi: be allow' d a happy Pair, 
Both dra•-z-y-and both ,ar<m/e. 

When. 
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\,Vhen Ned's awake, he feldom refts, 

But d;inks, and tends the 'I'ap ; 
And Kate will draw and pledge her Guefts, 

Whilft Landlord takes his Nap. 
Thus Partners b9th in Joy and Care, 

The Load ?f Lift: moves quicl~er; 
For Ned and Katf ea.ch draw theu Share, 

And-drink their Snare of Liquor. 



32 A COLLECTION of 

"rbe Pit:ture of an EPIGRAM, to prevent 
Mijlakes among POETS. 

0 NE Day in Cheljea Fields a walking, 
Of Poetry and fuch Things talking, 

Says R alph, a merry Wag, 
An Epigram, if fmart and good, 
In all its Circumfiances ihou'd 

Be like the Jelly Bag. 
The 



PRETTY POEMS • . 
The Simile, i' f;:i.ith, ·is new; 
But how canft make it outr fays Hugh. 

~oth Ralph, I tell thee, Friend : 
Make it at Top both _wide and fit 
To hold ~ Budget full of Wit, 

And point it at the End. 

J~ , ' 

A' 
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A FAN'.' 

. F' LA VIA, the leafi and ilightefl: Toy, 
. _ Can with refiftlefs art employ; 
This Fan, in meaner Hat1ds, would prove 
An Engine of fmall Fore ..; in Love: 
Yet fhe with graceful Air and Mien, 
Not to be told, or fafely feen, 
Directs its wan ton Motion fo, 
That it wounds more than Cupid's Bow ; 
(~,ives' foolnefs to the matchlefs Dame, 
rfo every other B,-eaft a Flame. 



PRETl'Y POEMS. 35 

, How to · LA.UGH, 

N ATURE a thoufant/'117ays complains, 
A thoufand Words exprefs her Paim: 

:But for her Laughter has but three, 
And very fi:nall.ones, Ha, Ha, He. 

'rbe -
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The Benefit of going td LA w. 

UNhappy Ralpho, Neighbour to a Peer, 

Kept half his Sheep, and fatted ha:lf 

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

broke, 
And injur'd frill the m?re, ·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 Anfwer run, 
Obtain'd his Caufe-, had Cofrs, and was un- -

done. 

E 4 
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A LApY at Wark, 

OH! what Bofom but muft yield, 
When like Pallas you advance, 

\Vith a Thimble for your Shield, 
And a Needle for yoµr Lance ? 

f aireft of the blooming Train ! 
Eafe my Paffion by your Art ; 

Anu in Pity to my Pain, 
Mend the liole that's in my Heart. 
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On a confident BEAUTY. 

DOR/ND.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 Sighc 

Love is a calmer gentler Joy, 
Smooth are his Looks and foft his Pace; 

Her Cupid is a Black-guard Boy, · 
That runs his Link full in my Face. 

. E 2 Cfo 



~1 COLLECTION of 

Cf'o CHLOE weeping. 

SEE whilfi: thou weep'fr, fair Chloe, fee 
The World in Sympathy with thee ~ 

The chearful Birds no longer fing, 
Each droops his Head and hangs his Wing : 
The Clouds have bent their Bofom lower, 
And fhed their Sorrows in a Shower : 
The Brooks beyond their Limits flow, 
And tender Murmurs fpeak their Woe;· 

The 
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The Nymphs and Swains adopt thy Cares, 
They ~eave thy .Sighs, and V{..eep thy T ears. 
Fantafric Nymph! that Grief ihould move 
Thy Heart obdurate againtl: Love: 
Strange Tears ! whofe Pow'r can foften all,, 
But that dear .Breaft on which they fall. 

E 3 
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On the OAK, 

F R O M a fmall Acorn fee the Oak 
arife, 

Supremely tall, and tow'ring in the Skies! 
QEeen of the Groves, her ftately Head fhe 

rears, 
Her Bulk increafing with the Ltngth of 

Years: 
Now 
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Now plows the Sea, a warlike gallant Ship, 

Whilfl;. · in her Womb defiruB:ive Thunders 

fleep. 
Hence Britain boafts her wide extenfive Reign, 

And t>y th' expanded Acorn rules the Main • 

• 
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To the KING, on his NA VY. 

SHOU'D_ Nature's Self invade the World 
agarn, -

And o'er the Centre fpread the liquid Main, Thy Pow'r were fafe, and her defiructive Hand 
Would but enla.rge the Bounds of thy Com­mand; 

Thy 
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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. 

~ ~- r>.' '•.' ~.. .. ... ~ .. . ... 
·~•s:· ~- -~-
.... •"·· ~,:.,,.,,,,. .M. 

':.-:>!:' ·:,,,.,:· 
.w. .:v .. 

* 
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crhe GovERNEss, or INNOCENCE fecured, 
As IM IL E. 

A 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 confurne the Day, 

Th, 
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Th' indulgent Shepherdefs attentive lies, · } 
Left from the Vlood fame fudden Foe ihou'd 

rife, 
And as they play, her harmlefs Flock fur-

prife: . 
So the fage Governefs, whofe conftant Care, 
By Wif~om's Dictates forms the tender Fair, 
When 11er gay female Throng, to Sport in-

clin' d, 
Sufpend the nobler Pleafures of the Mind; 
With jealous Eyes each Motion will furvey, 
Left they fhollld fwerve from Virtue in thelr 

Play. 

Ev_oosu 
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EunosIA; or, the Accomplifued Virgin. 

F ROM guiltlefs Dreams prepar'd to pray, 

The virtuous Maid prevents the Day: 

A1trora blulhes when lhe fees 
The earlier Virgin on her Knees. 

Now to her Morning Tafk lhe Ries, 

Which Pallas views with envious Eyes, 

And forms fo gay a Feaft in Pafte, 

That ]o'lle 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, Inftruction give ; 
Some Story's told in every Thread, 
!t1 every Part fome Moral's read. l 

, 

F 



50 A COLLECTION of 

The TULIP. .A Simile. 

SE L IND .A fure's the brighteft Thing 

That decks our Earth, or breathes on Air; 

Mild are her Looks, like op'ning Spring, 

And like the blooming Summer fair. 

But yet her Wit's fo very fmall, 
That all her Charms and Graces lie 

.,_,ike glaring Colours on a Wall, 

And fl:rike no farther than the Eye. 
Our 
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Our Eyes luxuriouily !he treats, 

Our Ears are abfent from the Feaft. 
Our Senie is forfeited with Sweets, 

Starv'd or difgufted are the reft. 

So have I feen with Afpecl: bright, 
And tawdry Pride, a Tulip fwell, 

Blooming and beauteous to the Sightll 
Dull and -~nfipid to the Smell. 

-t- .. if. .... ..tz .. 
• ; ' t i ; .. g.. · fl·· .. g.. ' ; ~ . ; 

• fl•· •ti-• 
I > 

~ 

F 2 .An 
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Advice to the LADIES. 

T H O' Lovers oft extol your Beauty's 
- Pow'r, 

And in celeftial Similes adore; 
Tho' from your Features Cupid borrows Arms, 
And Goddeifes confefs inferior Cirnrms ; 
Do not, vain Maid, the flatt'ring Tale beiieve, 
Alike thy Lovers, and thy Glais deceive. 

CJ'rue 
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True BEAUTY. 

-wHAT is the bloon_1ing TinB:ure of 
a Skin, 

To Peace of Mind _or Harmony withi;11 _? . 
What the bright Sparkling of the fine.CT: 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 in deed th' unwary Heart may gain 
But thefe, thefe only, can the Heart retain. , -. , F 3 
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The .Agreeable LADY : Or, VIRTUE th.e 
greatejl BEAUTY. 

T HE Things that make a Virgin pleafe,_ 
The Fair who [eeks will find are thefe : 

A Beauty without Art complete, 
Who, from her Toilet fimply neat, 
The golden Tiff ue can def pife, 
And wears no Brilliants but her Eye,. 

SGft 
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Soft blended in her Eyes fhould meet, 
Deiiring Love and f parkling Wit; 
And in het dimpled Smiles be feen , A modeft, though a chearful Mien; 
With fuch wife Lowlinefa endu'd, 
That neither can be mean nor rude; 
The Virtue that does her aiorn, 
By Honour guarded, not by Scorn ; 
An undiffembled Innocence, 
Apt not to give nor take Offence ; 
And whofe Religion's il:rong and plain, Not fuperftitious, nor prophane. 
With fuch a Virgin, fuch a Wife, 
W ho would not wifh to fpend his .Life. 

55 
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'The HAPPY BEAU: Or, the LADY'S 

FAVOURITE. 

HOW happy lives the Man, how fore 

to charm, 
VVhofe Knot embroider'd flutters down his 

Arm! 
On him the Ladies cafr 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' .Apollo ditl:ates from hi~ Tongue, 
No Lady's Favour on his Sword is hung. 
His Wit is fj)iritlefs and void of Grace, 
Who wants th' A!f urance of Brocade and 

Lace. 
While the gay Fop genteely talks of Weather, 
The Fair in Raptures dote upon ·his Feather. 
He dreifes, fences; - and you all mu.ft 

know, 
M-0fr Women choofe their Men, like Silks, 

for Show. 

The kind Caution by Way if ANSWJi:R . 

V Irgins fhould value nothing Iefs 
Than Titles, Figure, Shape and Drefs : 

Merit ihould be for ever plac'd 
In Judgment, Knowledge, Wit and Tafte: 
For thefe, 'tis own'd, without Dif pute, 
Alone dill:ing uiih Man from Brute: 
·And a rich gaudy Fool can pafs 
At beft but for a golden Afs. 
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HAPPINESS mfflakm. 

H EAVEN to load Amanda with fome 
Cares, 

Gave the gilt Coach, and dappled Flantler1 
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 B<J.11s, Front-Boxes and the Ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring, wretched Thing; 
J;>ride, Pomp and State but reach the outward 

Part, · 
~he figbs and is no Coµntefs in her Heart., 

' ' 
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The Happy CouNTR Y LAss. 

H OW happy ig the harmlefs Country 
Maid, 

Who rich by Nature, fcotns fuperfluous Aid! 

Whofe modefl: 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 
wartt_on Eafe : 

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

Makes but few Willies, and enjoys them all • 

~..... •.•.. ··-· •,,: .. .... ··4·· .,. .. ,# ,, .. . ,.,. .. •·•.. ,···• ...•. •·, 

* .... * 
·:.;: 

_.,,. .. ... ... 
l '•~ 

G Si'I· 

• 
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Sir ToBY's :fourney. 

AS Sir Toby _i:eel'd Home, with his Skin 
full of Wine, 

To his Houfe in the Square, from his Friends 
at the Vine, 

He fnuff'd the frefu Air, and his Noddle 
turn'd round, 

He ftagger'd,-but gain'd not an-Inch of his 
Ground. 

Get 
• 



I 
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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: . 
I'll return to the Yi11e.-So, as one may fuppofe, 
Sir Cf'ohy intehded to . follow his Nofe: 
But this retrogade Knight ne'er alter'd his 

Pace, . . 
And, gaining Ground backwards, found out 

the right Place : , 
T?e Sot'-s Mathematics at length did prevail, 
And Sir Tohy fteer'.d Home by the Help 41{ 

his Tail~ . 

Gz 
• 
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On an Old ScoLD, 

SC r LL A is toq~hlefs, yet when fhe was 

young, 
She had both Teeth enough, and too mucl~ 

Tongue: 
What fhall we then of toothlefs Scylla fay ? 

But that her Tongue has worn her Teeth 

away. 
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On q CouNTR Y L1FE. 

0 Let me in the Country range! · ' 
'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 heir Complaints repeating; 

G 3 Bees 
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Bees with bufy Sounds delighting, 

Groves to gentle Sleep inviting: 

W hifp'ring Winds. the Poplars courting, 

Swains in ruftic Circle fporting; 

Birds in chearful Notes expreffing, 

Nature's Bounty and their Bleffing: 

Thefe afford a lafting Pleafure, 

Without Guilt, and without Meafu-reo 

.Ari.ft, 
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.Arife, thou Sluggard, go to the Ant, confider her 
Ways and be Wife. SoLOMON. 

T HUS in Battalia march embody'd 
Ants, 

Fearful of Winter and of future Wants 
T' invade the Corn ; and to their Cells con­

vey 
The plunder'd Forage of their yelfow Prey. 

The 
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The fable Troops, along the narrow Tracks, 

Scarce bear . the weighty Burden on their 

Backs: 
Some fet their Shoulde-r to the pond'rous 

Grain, -
Some guard the Spoil, fome lafh the lagging 

Train; 
All know their feveral Tafk.s, and equal 

Toil fuftain .-
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True Policy, or the Government if BEES, 

SO work the Honey Bees ; 
Creatures, that, by a Rule in Nature, 

t~ach 
The Art of Order to a peopled Kingdom. 
They have a King and Officers of forts; 
Where fome, like Magi!l:rates, correct 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 Marcb bring home 

To the Tent .royal of their Emperor; 

Who, bufied in his Majefry, 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 J uftice, with his furly Hum, 

Delivering o'er to Execution pale 

The lazy yawning Drone.-
SHAKESPEAR:, 
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Tht GRASSHOPPER. 

HAppy infeet ! What can be 
. In Happinefs compar'd to thee? Fed wjth Nourifument divine, 
The dewy Morning's gentle Wine; 
Nature waits upon thee frill, 
And thy verdant Cup does fill: 
All the Fields which thou dofr fee, 
All the Plants belong t0 thee; 

All 
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All that Summer Houts produce, 

Fertile made with early Juice; 

Man for thee fuall fow and plough, 

Farmer he, and Landlord thou. 

The Country Hinds with Gladnefs hear, 

Prophet of the ripen'd Year! 

To thee of all Things upon Earth, 

Life's-no lo,nger than thy Mirth. 

~
, ',,a.:' •• I 
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TRUE R ICHEs; or, VIRTUE its own 
REWARD. 

S Cf' IL P 0, of Stoic CaO:, who firft 
Stoutly refos'd to fear the worft; . 

Who knew no Ill could e'er befall, 
Where confcious Virtne's all in all; 
y;rhen Old Antigonus's Son, 
So oft a King, fo oft undone, 

H Like 
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Like a tempeftuous Whirlwind came, 
And fet Megara in a Flame; 
Stript of his .all, half naked went 
To feek the haughty Victor's Tent: 
.The Tyrant fmil'd; bnt, mov'd to fee 
Merit exp?[ed to Mifery, 
Order'd the Captains of his Hoft 
To give him back the Goods he'd loft. 
Stilpo the ufelefs Boon deny'd; 
Forbear, miftaken Prince! he cry'd; 
" I'v;_· nothing that I value loft : 
" Wifdom and Virtue frill I boaft 
" Triumphant in my Soul ; the reft, 
" Mere Joys of Life, are all a Jeft." 
Th' a:fl:onifh'd Monarch-blufh'd with Shame, 
Confcious of Stilpo's brighter F:ime: 
" This Man, he cry 'd, hfis conquer'd more 
" By Virtue than I have by_Pow'r. 
" Cities .may burn, and Empires fall, 
'' But Virtue frium_phs over all." 

" 
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The SKY-LARK. 

T HE Sky-Lark leaves the lofty Boughs, 
to build 

Her humble Manfion in the filent Field ; 
But if in Promife of a cloudlefs Day, 
Aurorn fmiling, bids her rife and play, 

H z ~he 
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She quickly thews 'twas not for w~nt of Voice, 
Or Pow'r- to climb, foe made that humble 

Choice: 
s 'inging the mounts, on Wings . as fwift as 

Thought, 
.Tow'rds Heaven, as if from then~e he.r 

Not~s were brought, 
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The THRUSH and NIGHTINGALE, 

W HEN the f weet Nightingale to Reft 
removes, 

The Thrufu may chaunt to the forfaken 
Groves: 

Who charm'd to Silence liil:en while fhe fings, 
And all th' aerial Audience clap their Vlings. 

H 3 CJ'bi 
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The SWALLOW. 

T HE Sv .. ,allows, privileg'd above the ~e~ 
Of all the Buds, as Man's fanuhar 

Gucft, 
Purfoe 't};e Sun in Summer briik and bold, 

But wifely !bun the perfecuting Cold, 

When frowning Skies begin to cha11,ge thei 

Chear, 
And Time turns up the wrong Side of the Year. 

Labour 
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Labour in vain. 

D EAR Thomas, didfl: th.cu never pop 
Thy Head into a Tin man's Shop? 

There-, Thomas, didft thou never fee 
CTis but by Way of Simile) 
A Squirrel fpcnd his little Rage, 
In jumping round a rolling Cage? 
The Cage, as either Side turn'd up, 
Strihng a Ring of Bells at top : 

· Mov'd 
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Mov'd. in the Orb, pleas'd with the Chime~, 
The foolifh Creature thinks he climbs ; 
:But here or there, turn Wood or Wire, 
He never gets two Incaes 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, 
Still dancing in an airy Round, 
Still pleas'd with their own Verfes found ;, 
Brou.ght back how faft foe'er th~y go,. 
Always afpft:~ng, always low. · 

::~::s:I~:'.:~:e:{: 
/'' 



P R E T T Y P O E M S. 31 

A clofe MOUTH catchN no FLIES, 

SLY Merry Andrew, the laft Softlh•wark} 
Fair, 

(At Bar1h'lomew he did not much appear; 
Such was the Edict of the peevifh Mayor) 
At Southwark, therefore, as his Tricks he 

ihow'd, 
To pleafe our Mafrers, and his Friends the 

Crowd; 
A. 



Sz A Cou,EcTON of 
A huge Neat's Tongue he in his Right-hand 

I held, . 
His Left was with a good Black -Pudding fill'd, 
With .a grave Look, in this odd Equ1page, 
The clowniih Mimic traverfes the Stage. 
Why, how now, ..tlnd1·ew ! cries his Brother 

. Droll, 
.To-Day)s Conceit, methinks, is fometbing 

dull: · 
Come on, Sir, to our worthy Friends explain, 
What does your emblematic Worihip mean? 
~oth Andrew, honefl: Englijh let us fpeak: 
Your Emble-· (what d'ye call't) is Heathen 

Greek: 
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 correct, not knowing how, 
With very good Defign, but little Wit, 
Blaming or praiiing Things as I th(}ught fit: 
I for this Conduct had what I deferv'd 1 

And, dealing honeft.ly, was almoft fl:arv'd : 
But Thanks to my indulgent Stars, l eat, 
Since I have fou nd the Secret to be grea t. · 
0 deareft A ndre'UJ, fays the humble D roll , 
Henceforth none hnit yourfelf ihall me controul, 

Pro-
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Provided thou impart'fr thy ufeful fkill :­
Bow then, fays. Andrerw, and fo r once I will ; 
B e of y our Patron's Mind, <u,•hate'er he /ays; 
Sleep <Very much; think little; and talk /ifs: 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong; 
But eat your Pudding, Sla'Ve; and bold your 

Cf'ongue. , 
A well-fed Placeman fte,pt his Coach and fix> 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's Tricks: 
But when he heard him give this golden Rule~ 
Drive o~, (he cry'd). t_his Fellow is no F0,0L, 

; - . 
, -· 
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The Story of lNKLE and Y ARICO. 

YE Virgin Train, an anlefs D ame infpire1 

Unlearnt in 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, 
Encotlrag'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; 
Pooes'd by Men who thirfl: 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 hndd on the fatal Shore, 
With fame Companions ,vhich were foon no 

more : 
The favage Race their trembling Ii'lelh de .. 

vour, 
O .lPring Oblations to th' infernal Pow'r. 
Dreadfully fuppliant human Limbs they tore, 
Accmfed Rites ! and quaff'd their ft:reaming 

Gote .. 
I rm .. 
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Immortal Jo<ue ·froop' d from his azure Sky., 
Grieving a Form fo like his own fl1-0uld die, 
On the fair Y o.uth mercurial Speed beftow'd, 
Swifter than Thoug.ht he reach'd the moify 

Wood; . 
Beneath a nightly Shade he panting lies, 
Scre~n~d by all-pi~ying jo'l.le from hoftil.e 

Eyes; · 
Yet gloomy Sorrows and unmanly Fe.ars 
.Swell'd his fad Breafi:, which he bedew'd with 

Tears; 
,vhen lo! a Negro Virgin chanc'd to rove 
Thro' the thick Mazes of the nodding Grove, 
Whofe glitt'ring Sh.ells and elegant Undrefs, 
•With various Plumes a noble Birth confefs; 
With reverential Fear the well-ihap'd Maid 
.. Thought him a God, and low Obeifance 

paid; 
His Face like poli!h'd Marble did appear, 
.His :!ilken Robe, and flowing flaxen Hair 
.Amaz'd the Nymph; nor lefs her fparklin~ 

Eyes, 
And naked Beauty, did the Youth furprize. 
Low at her Feet in foppliant Pofture laid, 
With fpeaking Eyes, he thus addrefi the Maid: 
0 let foft Pity touch that lovely Breaft r 
Succour a Man by various ills oppr_eft; 

Such 



P R E T T Y P O· E M S. 87 
~uch finifh'd Grace does through your Perfo11. 

fhine,. 
Sure 'tis enliven'd by' a. Soul divine. 
The tender Negro looLv'd a kind reply 
Thro' Pearls of Pity, dropping from her Eye ; 
With Hands uplifted,, did the Gods im-i 

pl ore, ., 
That her relentlefs Countrymen no mo1·e 
Might £lain their native Land with human 

Gore. 
He feiz'd her Hand, with tender Pa.ffion prefs'd,. 
While copious. Tears both Love and Fear 

confefs'd: 
The pitying M.aid view'd him with yielding 

Eyes, 
And fr.om each Bo.fom mutual Sighs arife: 
His Safety now becomes her only Care, 
A fecret Cave fhe knew, and hid him there; 
Adorn'd it with the Spoils of Leopards !lain, 
V/bich other Lovers ventur'd Life to gain. 
Through mazy Thickets and a pathlefs 

Wood, 
She prefs'd advent'l'ous with delicious Food. 
Daily her Hand a rich Repaft did bring, 
Cf ripen'd Fruits,. and Waters from the­

Spring; 
l 2 Bot 
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But when declining t 'ward the Clofe of Day, 
The crimfon Sun lets weary in the Sea, 
Strait to a ihady Grove where Foqntains rife7 From V,.T oods defended and inclement Skies, 
Where the wing'd Warblers of the Air con-

fpire, 
From ieveral Boughs to form a heavenly 

Choir, 
Adorn'd with fragrant Flowers and Ever­

green, 
She leads the Youth, (delightful Syl-van Scene) 
Where he irr peaceful Slumbers takes his 

Reft, 
Forgets his Fears, and calms his tim'rous 

Breaft. 
In foft Repofe the beauteous Lover lies, 
While Ya1·ico with Care unfeals her Eyes : 
With anxious Fear the matchlefs Maid at~ 

tends, 
Careful to · fave him from her barb'rous 

Fri~nds. 
The flowing Curls, which o'er his Shoulders 

play'd 
With artlefs Beauty, pleas'd the Negro Maid: 
She thought her Finger, when entanglecl 

there, 
.Like Clouds encircling Berenice's Hair: 

The 
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The graceful Youth, confeffing 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 ; 
If ever 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 ; 
I'll Gems provide, and Silks of curious Art, 
With Gifts expreffive of my grateful Heart ; 
Thou in a Houfe by Borfes drawn !hall ride 
With me, thy faithful Lover, by thy Side : 
The female Train fha.11 round with Envy gaze, 
Wonder, and file-nt f.igh unwil]jng Praife. 
Pleas'd with his Wor-ds, defiring more to 
. ple,1 fe, 

She from a craggy Cliff furvey'd the Seas; 
A Bark fhe fpy'd, and did by Signs implore, 
That they would touch upon the fandy Shore. 
V/ifh joy ihe ran- my Love, make hafl:e-

away, 
A Veffel waits us on the foaming Sea; 
Soon he the Veffe]'s lofty Side -afcends, 
And finds them to be Countrymen aud 

Frien<ls; · 
With lovely Yarico puts oif to Sea, 
With equal Joy they plough the watry Way; 

I 3 when 
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When the fair Youth, defpairing, calls to· 

l'vlind 
All hopes eluded of his Wealth defign' cl.; 
Riches the Seat of his AffeB:iorr feize, 
And faithful Yarico no more can pleafe. 
Unhappy Maid! to wafting Sorrows bo-rn, 
And fated Evils undeferv'd to mot1rn, 
This Youth wa-s born too nea-r the norchern­

Pole, 
vVhich chill'd each Virtue in his frozen Soul f 
But near the Sun the Nymph her Birth con• 

fefs'd, 
Where every Virtue glow'd v,ithin her Breaft. 
Thus Ore lies in the Earth, unfinifh'd, cold, 
But purg'd by Fire, it brightens into G 0ld. ' 
Propitious Zephyrs fill their f welling Sails, 
They make Bar6adou, bleft with profp'roas 

Gales; 
The Planters thick'ning on the Key appear, 
To pnrchafe Negro Slaves, if any there; 
When the falfe Youth, by curfed Avarice 

fway'd, 
Horrid to mention! fells his faithful Ivlaid. 
Amaz'd and trembling, filently fue mourn'dr 
While fpeaking Tears her radiant Eyes 

adorn'd. 
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Low at his Feet, the lovely Mourner lay, 
Nnr would to Words her fwelling Heart give 

way. 
She grafps his Knees, in vain attempts to ' 

fpeak; 
At length her \Vords in moving Accents· 

break; 
0 rr.uch-lov'd Youth, in tender Pity fpare 
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 confumrnate Woe undo 
A Soul that Father, Mother, Country left 

for you: 
How fadly muft my tender Parents mourn, 
l3y me forfaken, never to· return ? 
Transferr'd from them, to you my Love f: 

gave, 
Unjuft Return, to fell me fo1· a Slave! 
0 call to mind the facred Oaths you've given ~­
Remember there are Thunder-bolts in Heaven.,, 
B'ut if the f welling Sorrows in my Breaft, 
Your Heart of Adamant can ftill refift; 

Yet 
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Yet let the Infant in my Womb I bear, . 
The Bleiling tafte of your paternal Care. 
He thruft her from him with remorfelefs 

Hand, . 
For her Condition rais'd his firfi: Demand. 
PJeas'd with Succefs ·he ~hearfully returns> 
While haplefs rarico in Bondage mourns: 
.And all _his Friends the prudent Youth ad­

mire, 
Tliat could, fo young, a trading Soul acquire, 
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On parting with a little CHnn; 

D E AR, farewel a little while, 
Eafy parting with a Smile; 

Ev 'ry Object in the Way 
M akes thee innocently gay : 
All that thou canft hear or fee, 
All is Novelty to thee. 
Thoughts of Parents left behind 
V ~x not yet thine infant Mind; 

Why 
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Why fhould then their Hearts repine, 
Mournfol theirs~ and merry t-hine ? 
'Tis the World, the feeming Wife,. 
Toil to make their Children rife; 
Whife the Heir that reaps their Gains 
Thanklefa thinks not of their Pains. 
Sportive Youth, in hafte to live, 
Heeds not Ills that' Y&ars may give: 
Age, in Woe and Wifdom grey 7 

Vainly mourns for them that play. · 
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The Old NURSE mjjlaken. ,.r HE witlefs Hen, difturb'd by caufelefs 
Fright, 

With droll All)ufement oft diverts the Sight; 
For if the Nurfe, ev' n to herfelf unknown, 
Mifl:akes the Duck' s Productions for her own, 
Soon as the Eggihell's b oke, and jufi alive, 
.Forth to the Pond the little Dabblers drive, 

And 
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And by their foft 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 Marih 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 fcold indeed; 
About fhe works, 'midft Rufhes, Reeds and 

Sedge, 
And blunders round, and round and round 

. the Edge; 
Fluttets each Feather, while her Eye-balli 

roll, 
And all th' old Woman centers in her Soul ; 
For why? the fober Matron errs thro ' Zeal, 
Nor fees the fafe !mp unity they feel ; 
Takes Nature's Infl:incl: merely for a Whim, 
And thinks it very ftrang-e a D11ck ihonld 

fwim. 
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The CHACE. 

N 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 Hafie, 
Doubles and turns and gets away at laft. 
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The Hounds at Fault. 

N OW long has Pufs been chas'd thro' 
Meads and Fields, 

And no kind Bu.fh as yet a Covert yields; At length a favourable Gro e {he fpies, There fquats and for a while in Safety lies. 
K 3 From 
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From Hill to Hill the baffled Sportfmen run, 

The Hounds are in Default, their Scent fa. 

gone; 
And in Diforder beat about in vain ,. 

Whilft Pufs recovers her. loft Rreath again. 
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The Death of the HARE . 

0 NC E more the Beagles fearch among 
the Trees, 

And now the Scent comes warm in ev'ry 
Breeze: 

No longer fafe in Covert Pufs remains, 
l?ut ftarti afreih and flies o'er diftant Pktins. 

~ickly 
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QEickly the Hounds and Sportfmen iliout 

away, 
Soon bear in Triumph home their _wifh'd-for 

Prey, 
While joyful Clamours rend the vaulted 

Skies, 
In folemn Pomp the bleeding Vicl:im dies. 
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The Journey of LIFE. 

MAN, by Neceffity compell'd, mu.fr go O'er Rocks of Perils, and thro' Vales of Woe: 
Man with the Morn begins 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. 
Thus Man for ever labours and decays, 
Counting his few, and thofe uneafy Days. 
He fcarce a Minute glories in hi.s Bloom, l 
So harih is Death's inexorable Doom, · 
So nigh, alas ! the Cradle and the Tomb. 










