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A3 iohtni heame fafh from his elowinge eyes
And lightning-beams flafh from s glowing eyes.

yield,

Ev'n now (23 hope the future {cene {upplies)

Ev’n now he fcorns the prey the defarts

He fhales the terrors of his heav’n-form’d fhield,

And braves th’ indignant flood, and thunders o’er the field.
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How happy was a country hie!
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Then each man liv’d upon his farm,
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But now, whatever poets write,
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Tis fure the cale is alter’d quite,
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Virtue o more in rural plains,

Or innocence, or peace remains ;

But vice is in the cottage found,

And country girls are. oft, unfound §

Fierce party rage each village fires,

With wars of juftices and *fquires ;
Attorneys, for a barley ftraw,

‘Whole ages hamper folls in law 3

And ev’ry neighbour’s’'in a flame

About their rates, or tythes, or game:
Some quarrel for their hares and pigeons,
And fome for diff’rence in religions :
Some hold their parfor the beft preacher,
The tinker fome a better teacher;

Thefe to the Church they fight for, ftrangers,
Have faith in nothing but her dangers ;
While thofe, a mare believing people,
but a fteeple.

Can fwallow all things
But I; my Lord, who, as you know,

Care little how thefe matters go,

And equally deteft the ftrife

And ufaal joys of country life,

Have by good fortune little fhare

Of its diverfions, or its care;

For {eldom I with *fquires unite,

Who hunt all day, and drink all night;

Nor reckon wonderful inviting,

A quarter-feflions, or cock-fighting’;
A
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But then no farm I occupy,
With fheep to rot and cows to dye :

Nor rage I much, or much defpair,

Tho’ in my hedge I find a fnare ;

Nor view I, with due admiration,

All the high hohours here in fathion ;

The great commiffions of the quoram,

Terrors to all who come before ’em ;

Militia fcarlet, edg’d with gold,

Or the white ftaff high-fheriffs hold ;

The reprefentitive’s carefling,

Tlhe judge’s bow, the bifhop’s blefling.

Nor can I for my foul delight

In the dull feaft of neighb’ring knight,

Who,. if you fend' three days before,

Tn white gloves meets you at the door,

With fuperfluity of breeding

Firft makes you fick, and thén with feeding.
Or if with ceremony cloy’d,

You wou’d next time fuch plagues avoid,

And vifit without previcus notice,

Jonwn, Jomwn, a’cdach |—I can’t think who ’tis,
My lady cries, who {pies your coach,

Ere you the avenue approach ;

Lord, how unlucky !— walhing-day !

And all the men aré in the hay !
Entrance to gain is fomething hard,
The dogs all bark, the gates are bart'd ;

Vo, III,
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The yard’s with lines of linen erofs'd, ‘

The hnlLd(mr’s lock’d, the key is loft:
Thefe difficulties all o’ercome,

We reach at length the drawing-room,
Then there’s fuch trampling over-head,
Madam yow’d fwear was brought to bed ;

Mifs in a huarry buzfts the lock,

To get clean fleeves to hide her fmock ;

The fervants run, the pewter clatters,

My lady di cefles, calls, and chatters;

The cook-maid raves for want of butter,
Pigs fqueak, fowls feream, and green geefeflutt

Now after three Liours tedious waiting,

On all our neighbours faults del

And having nine times view’d the gard

raci,

£

In which there’s nothing worth a f:

thing,
In comes my lady, ‘and the pudden::
Vou will excufe, fir,—on a {udden—
Then, that we may have four and four,

The bacon, fowls, and coll) flow’r

Their ancient unity

T'he top ene graces, one each fide ; !
And by and l)" the fecond courfe I

y (iiﬁanc’d horfe = !
A falver then to church and king,

. i
s g0 round,
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And as the knight more tiply waxes,
We damn all minifters and taxes.

At laft the ruddy fun quite {unk,

The coachman tolerably drunk,

Whirling o’er hillocks, ruts, and ftones,
Enough to diflocate one’s bones,

We home retarn, a wond’rous token

Of heaven’s kind care. with limbs unbroken.
Afi& us not, ye Gods, tho’ finners,

With many days like this, or dinners!

But if civilities thus teaze me;

Nor bufinefs, nor diverfions pleafe me,
You'll afk, nfy Liord; how time 1 {pend ?

T anfwer, with a book, or friend :

The circulating hours dividing,

Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding 5
But books are ftill my higheft joy,

Thefe earlieft pleafe, and lateft cloy.
Sometimes o’er diftant climes I firay,

By guides experienc’d taught the way ;

The wonders of each region view,

From frozen LarLanp to PERU ;

Bound o’ett roagh feas, and mountains bare,
Yet ne’er forfake my elbow chair.

Sometimes fome fam’d hiftorian’s pen

R(‘cnls paft ages back agen,

Where all I fee, through every page,
ks but how men with {enfelefs rage
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Each other rob, deftroy, and burn, ‘
To ferve a prieft’s, or ftatefman’s turn ;
Tho’ loaded with a diff’rent aim,
Yet always afles much the fame.
Sometimes I view with much delight;
Divines their holy game-cacks fight ;
Here faith and works at variance fet,
Strive hard who fhall the vi&tory get;
Prefbytery and epifcopacy
There fight fo long, it would amaze ye:
Here free-will holds a fierce difpute
With reprobation abfolute ;
There {enfe kicks tranfubftantiation,
And reafon pecks at revelation.
Vith learned NewTon now 1 fly
O’er all the rolling orbs on high,
Vifit new worlds, and for a minute
This old one fcorn, and all that’sinit:
And now with labouring Boyre I trace
Nature through ev’ry winding maze,
The latent qualities admire
Of vapours, water, air, and fire : ‘

With pleafingadmiration fee

Matter’s furprifing fubtlety ;

As how the {fmalleft lamp dilplays,
For miles around, its {catter'd rays;
Or how (the cafe flill more t” explain)
a A fart, that weighs not half a grain,

& See Boyle's Experiments.
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The atmofphere will oft perfume

Of a whole fpacious dra\\'iﬁg-room.
Sometimes I pals a whole long day

In happy indolence away,

In fondly meditating o’er

Paft pleafures, and in hoping mare :

Or wander through the fields and woods,

And gardens bath’d in circling floods,

There blooming flow’rs with rapture view,

And fparkling gems of morning dew,

Whence in my mind ideas rife

Of Cxria’s cheeks, and CrLOE’s eyes.
'Tis thus, my Lord, I, free from firife,

Spend an inglorious country life ;

Thefe are the joys I ftill purfue,

When abfent from the town and you :

Thus pafs long fummer funs away,

Bufily idle, calmly gay ;

Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor,

Not having much, or withing more ;

Except that you, when weary grown
Of all the follies of the town,

And feeing, in all publick places,

The fame vain fops and painted faces,
Wou'd fometimes kindly condefcend
To vifit a dull country friend :

Here you'll be ever fure to meet

A hearty welcome, tho’ no treat,

223
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