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PP
An EPISTLE from FLORENCE.

To T. A. Efg; Tutor to the Earl of P——.

Written in the Year I1740.

By the. Honourable

Hen flourifh’d with their ftate th® ATHENIAN namie,
And Learning and Politenefs were the {ame,
Philofophy with gentle art refin’d
The honeft roughnefs of th’ unpraitis’d mind :
She call’d the latent beams of Nature forth,
Guided their ardor and infur’d their worth.
She pois’d th’ impetuous Warrior’s vengeful fteel,
Mark’d true Ambition from deftruétive Zeal,
Pointed what luftre on that laurel blows,
Which Virtue only on her fons beftows.
Hence clement Cimon, of unfpotted fame,
Hence Ar1sTines’ ever-fay’rite name ;
Heroes; who knew to wield the righteous {pear,
And guard their native tow’rs from foreign fear ;
Or in firm bands of focial Peace to bind
Their Country’s good, and benefit mankind.
She trim’d the thoughtful Statefman’s nightly oil,
Cenfirm’d his mind beneath an empire’s toil,
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ith him to his filent villa fiole,

d his ev’ning hours, and harmoniz’d his foul.
T > : | 1

L'o woods and caves fhe never bade retreat,
Nor fi’d in cloyfier’d monkeries her feat :

No lonely precepts to her fons enjoin’d,

Nor taught them to be men, to fhun mankind.
Cynircks there were, an uncouth felfith race,
Of 1

iners foul, and boaftful of difgrace :

Brutes, whom no Mufe has ever lov’d to name,

Whofe Ienominy is their only fame.

No hoftile T

ophies grace their honour’d urn,

&

1d their tomb no fct:lptu:"d Virtues mourn ; °
ils the marble into emblems grav’d,
An Art difcover’d or a City {fav'd.

Be this the goal to which the Briton-Peer
Exale |

Be this the goal to which, my Friend, may you

hope, and prefs his young career !

With gentle {kill direét his early view !

Artful the various ftudies to aifpenfe,

And melt the {choolman’s Jargon down to fenfe,
See the pedantick Teacher, winking dull,

I'yrant of a trembling fchool 5

force, and proving by a frown,
is lifted fafces ram the leffon down,

From tortur’d firains of eloguence he draws

pts and unmeaning laws,

his own fenfe wouw’d Turry’s word expound,

3l

And a new. VANDAL tramples clafiick ground.




. Lo leares
Perhaps a Bigot fo the learned
No modern cuftom can his thoughts engage ;
His little farm by Gzorcick rales he ploughs,
And prunes by metre the luxuriant boughs,

Still from AraTus’ fphere or MaRro’s figns,

The future calm or tempeft he divines,

F X z anle fonn
And fears if the prognoftick Raven’s found
ating alone along the dreary round.
;

canty precepts !

s how co

W
Too mean to fill your cor
Us
Some Roman Bigot'rais’d a Fane to FEar ;

nac

fatisfy’d with knowing when or where

On what green medal VIRTUE fands exprefs'd,

Iow Concorp’s pictur’d, LiserTy how drefs’d ;

1 judicioudly define,

Pius marls the honorary coin

Of CaracaLLA, or of ANTONINE.
Thrifting for knowledge, but to know t
Thro’ judgment’s optick I ¢

To let in rays on Reafon’s d :11&!1"

And Prejudice’s lagging mifts dif]
J agg

For this you turn the Greek an

Weigh the contemplative and active Sa oe,
And cull fome ufeful flow’r from each heroick Ag
Thence teach the Youth the nece

I'o know the Judge’s from the LTIt!LL s part;
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Show how ignoble is the paflion, FEar,
And place fome patriot Roman’s model near 3
Their bright examples to his foul inftil,
Who knew no Fear, but that of doing ill.
Teell him, ’tis all a cant, a trifle all,
To know the folds that from the TocA fall,
The Cravus’ breadth, the Buria’s golden round,
And ev’ry leaf that ev'ry VirTuE crown’d ;
But thew how brighter in each haneft breaft
Than in her fhrine, the Goddefs ftood confefs’d.
Tell him, itis not the fantaftick Boy,
Elate with pow’r and fivell’d with frantick joy,
*Tis not a flavith Senate, fawning, bafe,
Can ftamp with honeft fame a worthlefs race ;
Tho’ the falfe Coin proclaim him great and wife;
The tyrant’s life fhall tell that Coin; it lyes.
But when your early Care fhall have defign’d
To plan the Soul and mould the waxen Mind ;
When you fhall pour upon his tender Breaft
Ideas that muft ftand an Age’s Teft,
Oh! there imprint with ftrongeft deepeft dye
The lovely form of Goddefs LinerTY !
For her in Senates be he train’d to plead,
For her in Battles be he taught to bleed.
Lead him where Dover’s rugged cliff refounds
‘With dafhing feas, fair Freedom’s honeft Bounds,
Point to yon azure Carr bedrop’d with gold,
Whofe weight the necks of Gallia’s Sons uphold ;
Whert
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Where proudly fits an iron-fcepter’d Queer,

And fondly triumphs o’er the proftrate fcene,

Cry, thatis Empire ! fhun her baleful path,

Her Words are Slavery, and her Touch is Death !
Thro’ wounds and blood the Fuary drives her way,
And murthers half, to make the reft her prey.

Thus fpoke each Spartan matron, as (e drefs'd
With the bright cuirafs her young foldier’s breaft ;
On the new warrior’s tender-finew’d thigh,

Girt Fear of Shame and Love of Liberty.

Steel’d with fuch precepts, for a caufe {fo good,
What {canty Bands the Perfian Hoft withftood !
Before the Sons of Greece let Afia tell
How fled her b Monarch, how her Millions fell }
When arm’d for LiserTY, a Few how brave !
How weak a Multitude, where each a Slave !

No welcome Falchion fill’d their fainting hand,
No Voice infpir'd of favourite Command :

No Peafant fought for wealthy lands poffefs’d,

No fond remembrance warm’d the Parent’s breaft :
They faw their lands for royal riot groan,

And toil in vain for banquets, not their own ;
They faw their infant Race to bondage rife,

And frequent heard the ravifh’d Virgin’s cries,
Difhonour’d but to cool a tranfient guft

Of fome luxurious Satrap’s barb’rous luft.

b Xerxer,



curfes any Age has kno

m the Tumpl.‘; or the Throne ;

ts muft aid md confecrate their fins.
The tortur’d Subject might be heard comnblain,

of chain,

When finkin
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Or more rebe

ious might perhaps rej

When tax’d to dow’r a titled Concubine

But the Prieft chriftens all a Right D:'-.rmc.
‘When at the altar a new Monarch kneels,

Al Coayer o b3 8
What conjur’d aw:
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The chofen HE

Meekly rec
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n pives the Prel: {fuch Kings'!
chief from thofe hallow’d
But bend your eye to yonder h

- and Prieft in one united reigns ;
ourn l er holy flate,

papal weigl
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loth comfumes the peafant’s toil :
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The holy Drones monopolize the fky;
And plunder by a vow of Poverty.
The Chriftian Caufe their lewd profefiion taints,
Unlearn’d, unchafte, uncharitible faints.
Oppreflion takes Religion’s hallow’d name,
And Priefteraft knows to play the {pecious game.
Behold how each enthufiaftick fool
Of duétile piety; becomes their tool:
Obferve with how much art, what fine pretence
They hallow Foppery and combat Senfe.
Some hoary Hypocrite, grown old in fin,
Whofe thoughts of heav’n with his laft hours begin,
Counting a chaplet with a bigot care,
And mumbling fomewhat ’twixt a charm and pray’r,
Hugs a dawb’d image of his injur’d Lord,
And fqueezes out on the dull idol-board
A fore-ey’d gum of tears ; the flannel Crew
With cunning joy the fond repentance view,
Pronounce Him blefs’d, his miracles proclaim,
Teach the flight crowd t" adore his hallow’d namc,
Exalt his praife above the Saints of old,
And coin his finking conftience into Gold.
Or when fome Pontiff with imperious hand
Sends forth his ediét to excife the land,
The tortw’d Hind unwillingly obeys,
.‘T‘Ankl mutters curfes as his mite he pays!
The fubtle Prieft th’ invidicus name forbears,
Atks it for holy ufe or venal pray’rs;
You. III. E

Exhibits
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bits all their trumpery to fale,

A bone, a mouldy morfel, or a nail :

"Th’ idolatrous Devout adore the thow,

And in full fireams the molten off’rings flow,
No pagan objeét, nothing too profane ;

R

T'o aid

Each Tcﬂ} le

I

the Romifh zeal for Chriftian gain,

with new weight of idols nods,
And borrow’d Altars fmoke to other Gods.

]’;mf.ui'r:lsus’ Vaultur Matraew’s Eagle proves::
And heav’nly Cherubs {prout from heathen Loves;
Young GANYMEDE a w inged Angel ftands

By holy Luke, and diftates God’s commands :

¢ AroLLo, tho’ dcgraded, ftill can blefs,
Rewarded with a Sainthood, and an 8.
Each convert Godhead is apoftoliz’d

And Jove himfelf 1 by 4 PETer’s name bapu?. d,

AsTarte fhines in Jewith Mazry’s fame,

Still Queen of heav’n, another and the fame.
While the proud Prieft the facred T Tyrant reigns

Of empt

Where fetter’d Nature is forbid to rove

¥ cities and difeopled plains,

In the free commerce of productive Love:
Behold imprifon’d with her barren kind,

In gloomy cells the votive Maid confin’d ;
< St. Apollos,

I 4t St. Peter’s an old flatue of T
O pas Lk
&f ol Lerer,

iler 75 turned into ot

Faint
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Faint ftreams of blood, by long ftagnation weal,
Scarce tinge the fading damalk of her check ;

In vain {he pines, the holy Faith withftands,

What Nature di@ates and what God commands :
But if {ome fanguine He, fome lufty Prieft
Of jollier morals tafte the tempting feaft,
From the ftrong grafp if fome poor babe arife,
Unwelcome, unindear’d, it inftant dies,
Or poifons blafting foon the hafty joy,

Th’ imperfeét feeds of infant life deftroy.

Fair Modefty, thoun virgin tender-ey’d,
From thee the Mufe the groffer afts muft hide,
Nor the dark cloifter’s myftick rites difplay,
‘Whence num’rous brawny Monkhoods wafte away,
And unprolifick, tho’ forfworn, decay.
BriTaxxia {fmiling, views her golden plains

From mitred bondage free and papal chains;

Her jocund Sons pafs each unburthen’d day
Securely quiet, innocently gay:

Lords of themfelves the happy Rufticks fing,

Each of his little tenement the King.

Twice did ufurping Rome extend her hand,

To reinflave the new-deliver’d land :

Twice were her fable bands to battle warm’d,
With pardons, bulls, and texts, and murthers arm’d:
e With Pe
And whate’er ftores fupply’d the Chuic

armament.

e Addit &5 Herculeos Areus H
Quicquid habent telorum arma

T "
er’s {word and Micmarr’s lance were {ent,

F 2z T'wice
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Twice did the gallant Albion race repelt

"T'he jefuit legions to the gates of hell ;
Or whate’er Angel, friend to Britain, toolk
Or WiLtiam’s or ELiza’s guardian look.

Arife, young Peer ! fhine forth in fuch a caufe !
‘Who dras
Reflet how dearly was that freedom bought ;
Yor that, how oft your anceftors have fought ;

ey

Thro’ the long feries of our princes down,

s the fword for freedom, jufily draws.

How wrench’d fome right from each too potent Crown,
Sce abject Jouw, that vafial-Monarch, fee!

Bow down the royal neck, and erouch the fupple knee!

OL! proftitution of imperial State!

To a vile Romifh Priefl’s vile e Delegate.

Him the bold Barons {corning to obey,

And be the {ubjeéts of 2 fubject fvay ;

Heroes whofe names to lateft fame fhall fhine,

Avw’d by no vifions of a Right Divine,

That bond by eaftern Poli

ans wrought,
Which ours have learnt, and Rabbi Do&tors taught,
"To flraiter banks reftrain’d the Royal Will,
‘That great prerogative of doing ill.

“T'o late example and experience dead,
See f Henry in his Father’s footfteps tread.
T'oo young to govern, immature to pow’r,

His eatly follies haunt his lateft hour,

e The Pepe’s Nunciol
Y Henry 111,
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1is nobles injur’d, and his realms opprefs’d,

No violated fenate’s wrongs redrefs’d,

His hoary age finks in the feeble wane

OFf an inglorious, flighted, tedious reign.

The Mufe too long with idle glories fed,
And train’d to trumpet o’er the warlike dead,
The wanton fain on giddy plumes would foar,
To Gallic Loire and Jordan’s humbled fhore ;
Again would teach the Saracen and Gaul,

At ¢ Epwarp’s and at b Hexry’s name to fall ;
Romantick heroes ! prodigal of blood ;

What numbers flain’d each ill-difputed flood!
Tools to a Clergy ! warring but to feaft,

‘With {poils of provinces each pamper’d Prieft.
Be dumb, fond Maid ; thy facred ink nor {pill
On fpecious Tyrants, popularly ill ;

Nor be thy comely locks with Rofes dight

Of either viétor colour, Red or White.

Foil’d the affaflin i King, in union blow
The blended flowers on feventh Henry’s brow,
Peace lights again on the forfaken flrand,

And banifh’d Plenty re-aflumes the land.
No nodding creft the crouching infant frights,
No clarion rudely breaks the bride’s delights ;

8 Edward 1. and 1I,
A e
i Richard III.

5




Repofing fabres feek their ancient place
To briftle round a gaping k Gorgon’s face.
The wearied arms grotefguely deck the wall,
And tatter’d trophies fret the Royal ! hall.
But Peace in vain on the blood-fatten’d plains
Trom her exuberant horn her treafures rains :
She deals her gifts 3 but in an ufelefs hour,

To glut the iron hand of griping Pow'r:

Such LaNcasSTER,; whom harrafs’d Britain faw,

Mafk’d in the garb of an itiquated Law :

More politick than wife, more wi ife than great:
A legiflator to enflave the fate ;
Cooly malicious ; by defign 2 knave ;
More mean than falfe, ambitions more than brave;
Attach’d to Interef’s more than Honour’s eall 3
More firiét than juft, more covetous than all.

Not fo the Reveller profufe, his m ‘Son,
His contraft courfe of tyranny begun ;
and flulh’d with florid grace,
and fquar’d his jovial face.

2obuft of limb,

Strength nerv’d his youth,
To feats of arms and carpet-combats
In either field the vig'rous monarch fhone :
Mark’d out each luxurious day

Tn tournaments and banquets danc’d away-

prene,

for riot

t the {cene,
tick period of his barb’rous reign :

.'lll\‘.‘; ViEw \"'1;.‘ L

O

the

toe
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A Tyrant to the people whom he rul'd,
By ev’ry potentate he dealt with, fool’d ;
Sold by one B minifter, to all unjuft;
Sway’d by each ditate of diftemper’d luft 5
Changing each worfhip that controul’d the bent
Of his adult’rous will, and lewd intent;
Big in unwieldy majefty and pride,
And fmear’d with Queens and Martyrs blood, He dy’d,
Pafs we the pious © Youth too flightly feen;
The murd’rous zeal of a weak Romifh p Queen:
Nor with faint pencil, impotently vain,
Shadow the glories of Eriza’s reign,
Who ftill too great, tho’ fome few fanlts fhe had,
To catalogue with all thofe Royal bad.
Arife! great James! thy courfe of wifdom run !
Tmage of David’s philofophic Son!
He comes! on either hand in {feemly fate,
Knowledge and Peace his fondled handmaids wait ;
Obfcurely learn’d, elaborately dull,
Of quibbling cant and grace fanatick full,
Thron’d in full {fenate, on his pedant tongue,
Thefe for fix hours each weighty morning hung 3
For thefe each ftring of royal pow’r he firain’d,
For thefe he fold whate’er Eriza gain’d ;
For thefe he fquander’d ev’ry prudent ftore

The frugal Princefs had referv’d before,

n Cardinal Woolféy.
o Fdward VI.
P Mary.

F 4



On penfion’d {fycophants and garter’d boys,

| Tools of his will, and minions of his joys.
For thefe he let his beggar’d 9 daughter roam ;
Bubbled for thefe by Spanifh art at home ;
For thefe, to fum the bleflings of his reign,

il Poifon’d one Son r, and t’other fent to Spain.
fidl Retire, ftrict Mufe, and thy impartial verfe

In pity fpare on CHARLES’s bleeding herfe ;

. Or all his faults in blackeft notes tranflate
il To tombs where rot the authors of his fate 3
i To luftful HenrierTa’s Romith fhade,

i B Let all his a&s of lawlefs pow’r be laid ;

Or to the s Prieft more Romifh ftill than her ;
And whoe’er made his gentle virtues err.

On the next t Prince expell’d his native land
In vain AfliGion laid her iron hand ;
Fortune or fair or frowning, on his foul
Cou’d ftamp no virtue, and no vice controul :
Honour, or morals, gratitude, or truth,

: Nor learn’d his ripen’d age, nor knew his youth ;
The care of Nations left to whores or chance,
Plund’rer of Britain, penfioner of France ;

| Free to buffoons, to minifters deny’d,
il He liv'd an atheift, and a bigot dy’d.

q Queen of Bobemia.

FPrince Henry, and Charles 1.
Archbifbop Laud.

Charles 11.




[89]

The reins of Empire, or refign’d or ftole,

Are trufted next to James’s wealk controul ;
Him, meditating to fubvert the laws,

His Hero v Son in Freedom’s beauteous caufe
Rofe to chaftife: w unhappy ftill! howe’er
Pofterity the gallant aétion bear.

Thus have I try’d of Kings and Priefts to fing,
And all the ills that from their vices {pring ;
While viGtor Georce thunders o’er either Spain,
Revenges Britain and afferts the Main ;

To x willing Indians deals our equal laws,

And from his Country’s voice affetts applaufe ;
¥ What time fair Florence on her peaceful fhore,
Free from the din of war and battle’s roar,

Has lap’d me trifler in inglorious cafe,
Modelling precepts that may ferve and pleafe ;
Yours is the talk—-and glorious is the plan,

To build the Free, the Senfible, Good Man.

v William I11.
W Infelix utcumque ferent ea fafa minores !
& ~———— e Vilentes

Per populos dat jura wiamque affeitat Olymgo.
¥ Illo Wirgilium me tempore duleis alebat
Parthengpe, fludiis floventem ignobilis oti.

Vire.
Vire.

Vire,
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RSBEEANSBERANTDETAS o eBAN D e R N ink

The "BTR=A U ot
EprsTLE to Mr. EckarpT the Painte

By the Same.

Dﬁﬁmnding artift, talk no more
Of Beauties of the days of yore,

Of Goddefles renown’d in Greece,

And Zzeuxis’ compofition-piece,
Where every nymph that could at moft
Some fingle grace or feature boaft,
Contributed her favourite charm

To perfe&t the ideal form.

*T'was CynTH1A’S brow, ’twas Lesera’s eye,
*T'was Cror’s cheeks” vermilion dye ;
Roxawna lent the noble air,

Difhevell’d flow’d Aspasra’s hair,

And Currip much too fondly prefs’d

1is mimick mother THa1s® breaft.
Antiquity, how poor thy ufe !

A fingle Venus to produce !

Friend Eckarde, ancient ftory quit,

Nor mind whatever Pliny writ ;

en and Frefnoy declaim,

ki of Raphacl’s matchlefs fame,
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Of Titian’s tints, Corregio’s grace,
And Carlo’s each Madonna face

As if no Beauties now were made,

But Nature had forgot her trade.

"Twas Beauty guided Raphael’s line
From heavenly Women, ftyl’d divine ;
They warm’d old Titian’s fancy too,
And what he could not tafte he drew
Think you Devotion warm’d his breatk
When Carlo with fich looks exprefs'd
His virgins, that her vot'ries feel
Emotions—not; Pm fure, of zeal ?

In Britain’s ifle obferve the Fair,
And curious chufe your models there ;
Such patterns as fhall raife your name
To rival fiveet Corregio’s fame:

Fach fingle piece fhall be'a telt,
And Zeuxis’ paf_chwork be a jeft;

Who ranfack’d Greece, and cull’d the age

T'o bring one Goddefs on the ftage :

On your each canvafs we’ll admire

The charms of the whole heav’nly choir.
Majeftick Juno fhall be {een

Tn @ Harvey’s glorious aweful mien,

Where b FiTzroY MOVES, refplendent Fair;

e her air;

So warm her bloom, fublim

Mys. Phipps.
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Her ebon treffes, form’d to grace,
And heighten while they fhade her face:
Such troops of martial youth around,
Who court the hand that gives the wound ;
’Tis Pallas, Pallas ftands confefs’d,

ho’ ¢ StanmorE’s more than Paris blefs’d.
So d CLeveranp fhown in warlike pride,
By Lilly’s pencil deify’d :
So ¢ GrAFTON, matchlefs dame, commands
The faireft work of Kneller’s hands
The blood that warm’d each amorous court,
In veins as rich ftill loves to {port :
And George’s age beholds reftor’d,
What William boafted, Charles ados’d.

For Venufes the Trojan ne’er

Vas half fo puzzled to declare :

Ten Queens of Beauty, fure T fze!
Yet fure the true is f Emrpy -
Such majefty of youth and air,
Yet modeft as the village fair :
Attraé}ing all, indulging none,
Her beauty like the glorious Sun

¢ Lord Peterfbam.
4 The Duchefs of Cleveland Lke Pallas among the beautits

at Windfor.

¢ The Duchef; of Grafion, among the beauties at Hamg-

ton Court.

f Lady Emily Lenox, now C oumtefs of Kildare.
Thrond
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Thron’d eminently bright above,
Impartial warms the world to love.

In {miling & CapEL’s beanteous look
Rich Autumn’s Goddefs is miftook,
With poppies and with fpiky corn,
Eckardt, her nut-brown curls adorn ;
And by her fide, in decent line,
Place charming h BerkrEY, Proferpine.
Mild as a fummer fea, ferene,
In dimpled beauty next be feen,
i AvLespury like hoary Neptune’s Queen.

With her the light-difpenfing Fair,
Whofe beauty gilds the morning air,
And bright as her attendant fun,
The new Aurora, ¥ LyTTLETON.
Such ! Guido’s pencil beauty-tip’d,
And in etherial colours dip’d.
In meafur’d dance to tuneful fong
Drew the fiveet Goddefs, as along
Heaven’s azure ’neath their light feet fpread,
The buxom Hours flie faireft led.
The crefcent on her brow difplay’d,
In curls of lovelieft brown inlaid,
With-evety charm to rule the night,
Like Dian, m STraFroRD woos the fight ;

g Lady Mayy Capel. h Countefs of Beriley.
i Countefs of Aylefbury. k Mrs. Lyttleton. =

1\ Guids’s ,/_fm'm‘n in the Refpigliori Palace at Rome.
m Countefs of Strafford.

The



The eafy fhape, the piercing eye;
The fnowy bofom’s purity;

The unaffeted gentle phrafe

Of native wit in all fhe fays ;
Eckardt, for thefe thy art’s too faint :

You may admire, but cannot paint.
How Hebe {mil’d, what bloom diviné

From » CArRPENTER we guefs; or fee
All-beauteous © Manners beam from thees
How pretty Flora, wanton maid,

By Zephyr woo’d in noon-tide fhade;

With rofy hand coquetly throwing

Panfi

How blithe fhelook’d let P Fanny tell ;
3

5, beneath her fweet touch blowing ;

Let Zephyr own if half folwell;

Another 9 Goddefs of the year,

-

Fair Queen of Summer, {ee, appear ;

r anburn locks with fruitage crown’d,
- bofom loofely bound,

al beauty in her face,

- the beauties of her race,

now Mrs, Pitt.
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Exhaufted all the heav’nly train,
How many Mortals yet remain,
Whole eyes fhall try your pencil’s art,
And in my numbers claim a part!
Our fifter Mufes muft defcribe
8 CHUDLEIGH, or name her of the tribe;
And t Jurrana with the Nine
Shall aid the melancholy line,
To weep her dear u Refemblance gone,
Where all thefe beauties met in One.
Sad fate of beauty ! more I fee,
Afflicted,  lovely family !
Two beauteous Nymphs, here, Painter, place,
Lamenting o’er their w fifter Grace,
* One, matron-like, with fober grief ;
Scarce gives her pious fighs relief ;
While y-t'other lovely Maid appears
In all the me‘x‘.'ing pow’r of tears;
The fofteft form, the gentleft grace,
‘The fweeteft harmony of face;
Her fnowy limbs, and artlefs move
Contending with the Queén of Love,
While bafhful Beauty fhuns the prize,
Which EmiLy might yield to Everyw’s cyes,

s M. Chadleigh.

Y L. Suliana Farmor.

W L, Soplia Farmor, Countefs of Granville.
V. Mifs Mazy Evelyn.

x Mrs. Boone.
Y Mrs. Elizabeth Evelyn,
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