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And who unmov’d with laughter can behold
A fordid pebble meanly grac’d with gold ?
Let real merit then adorn your lays,
For fhame attends on proftituted praife :
And all your wit, your moft diftinguifh’d art
But makes us grieve, you want an honeft heart.

Nor think the Mufe by Sarirz’s law confin’d :
She yields defcription of the nobleft kind.
Inferior art the landfkip may defign,
And paint the purple evening in the line :
Her daring thought effays a higher plan ;
Her hand delineates paffion, piQures man.
And great the toil, the latent foul to trace,
"T'o paint the heart, and catch internal grace ;
By turns bid vice or virtue ftrike our eyes,
Now bid a #olfzy or a Cromuwell rife ;
Now with a touch more facred and refin’d,

Call forth a CuEsTERFIELD’s or LoNspALE’s mind.,

Here fweet or firong may ev’ry colour fow :
Here let the pencil warm, the canvas glow :
Of light and fhade provoke the noble ftrife,

And wale each flriking feature into life.
B AR T

HR O’ ages thus hath Satire keenly fhin’d,

The friend to truth, to virtue, and mankind :

Yet the bright flame from virtue ne’er had fprung,
And man was guilty ere the poet fung.
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This Mufe in filence joy’d each better age,

Till glowing crimes had wak’d her into rage.

Truth faw her honeft {pleen with new delight,

And bade her wing her fhafts, and urge their flight.

Firft on the fons of Greece the prov’d her art, 355

And Sparta felt the fierce Iampick dart. b

To Larium next avenging SATIRE flew :

The flaming faulchion rough Luerrius € drew ;

With dauntlefs warmth in Virtue’s canfe engag’d,

And confcious villains trembled as he rag’d. 36¢c
Then fportive Horace d caught the generous fire

For SaTire’s bow refign’d the founding lyre:

ifh’d in his hand was {feen,

Each arrow pol
And as it grew more polil’d, grew more keen,

His art, conceal’d in ftudy’d negligence 365
Politely fly, cajol’d the foes of fenfe:

He {eem’d to fport and trifle with the dart,

But while he fported, drove it to the heart.

jeftick Prrsius wrote,

Big with a ripe exuberance of thought ; 370
Greatly {edate, contemn’d a tyrant’s reign,

And lafh’d corruption with a calm difdain.

In graver ftrains m

b Archilocum profrio rabies armavit Iambo. Hor.
c Enfe welut firicta quoties Luycilius ardens

Infremuit, rubet auditor cui frigida mens eff

Criminibus, tacita fudant precordia culpa. Juv. S, 1.
& Omne wafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico

Tangit, & admiffus circum precordia ludit,

Callidus excuflo populum fipendere Nafo. Pers.S. 1.

More
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More ardent eloquence; .and boundlefs ragé;
Inflame bold Juvenar’s exalted page.
His mighty numbers aw’d corrupted Romre;
And fwept audacious greatnefs to'its doom 3
The headlong totrent thundering from'on high,

Rent the proud rock that lately brav’d the !

Butlo! the i":l.tnl viGtory of mankind,

Swoln Luxury !'—Pale Ruin ftalles behind |

As countlefs infedts from the north-eaft pour,

"To blait the {p"m s and ravage ev’ry flow’r :

So barb’rous millions fpread contagious death :
"T'he fick’ning: lanrel wither’d'at their breath.
Deep fuperftition’s night the {kies o'erhang,
Beneath whofe baleful dews the poppy {prung
No longer Geniusswoo’d the Nine to love;
But Dulnefs nddded in the Mufes? grove
freedom, were the fole offence,

Nor anght was held fo dangerous:as fenfe.
in fair Science thot her ray,

At length,. o
Dawn’d in the fkies, and:fpoke-returning: day.
Now SaTirE, triu"nph o’er thy flying foe,

Now load thy quiver, firing thy: flacken’d bow !

"T'is done—See, great Erasmus breaks the fpell,
And‘wounds triumphant Fol Iy in'her'cell!

(In vain the {folemn cow! furrounds her face,
Vain all her bigot.cant;. her fowr grimace)
‘With fhame compell’d her leaden thone to quit,

s

And own.the force of reafon urs’d by wit,
g4 bj
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*Twas, then plain Doxxe in honeft vengeance rofe,

10> his rhyme was profe

His wit refulge
He ’midft an age of puns and pcd;mts wrote

Vith genuine fenfe, and Roman ftrength of thought.

Yet fcarce had Satire well relum’d her flame, 4085

(With grief the M I:i,(, records her country’s fhame)

w the foul revolt commence,

L War

amelefs;, mercenary: tr:

Whom lateft time fhall, view: with juft 414 i

S AtAIALE . onid ]
1{ALLICKS in whofe gandy line

Untator’d thought, and tinfal beauty thine ; i
d-mirror lies in fragments bright, ‘

)

Wit’s fhatter

Refle@s not nature, buti confounds

Dry morals the court-poet blufl’d: to. fing: 415

*T'was all his praife to {2y, #¢ od thing.”

et

-an’s-nod;

Proud for a ,,ﬂ. obfcene, a

To martyr Virtue, or blafpheme his Cmi.

join'd.in thee! 420

their Jzindred flsies;

Th’ extremes of

Flames that:cou’d mount,

r

Low-creeping in the putrid-finkeof; vige: |

A Mufe whom Wifdom woo’d; butiwoeo'd:in vain,

of pow’r, thep

hou'd deck « fair-Virtue’s form alone; 425

To firumpets, traitors, tyrants, vilely thrown:

c.

Unyival’d parts, the fcorn of:honeft fames;

t

|
And genius rife, a monument ofifhame,! 1
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More happy France : immortal Borreau there
Supported genius with a fage’s care :

Him with her love propitious SaTIrE bleft,
And breath’d her airs divine into,his breaft ;
Fancy and fenfe to form his line confpire,
And faultlefs judgment guides the pureft fire.

But fee, atlength, the Briti/b Genius {mile,
And fhow’r her bounties o’er her favour’d ifle :
Behold for Pore {he twines the laurel crown,
And centers ev’ry poet’s pow’r in one
Each Roman’s force adorns his various page;

Gay fmiles, colleted ftrength, and manly rage.
Defparing Guilt and Dulnefs loath the fight,

As fpeftres vanifh at approaching light :

In this clear mirror with delight we view

Each image juftly fine, and boldly true :

Here Vice, drag’d forth by Truth’s fupreme dccree,
Beholds and hates her own deformity :

While felf-feen Virtue in the faithful line

With modeft joy furveys her form divine.

But oh, what thoughts, what numbers fhall I find,
But faintly to exprefs the poet’s mind !

Who yonder flar’s effulgence can difplay,

Unlefs Le dip his pencil in the ray ?

Who paint a god, unlefs the god infpire ¢

‘What catch the lightning, but the {peed of fire ?
So, mighty PorE, to make thy genius known,

All pow’r is weak, all numbers

but thy own.
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Fach Mufe for thee with kind contention ftrove;
For thee the Graces left th’ IpaLian grove:
With watchful fondnefs o’er thy cradle hung,
Attun’d thy voice, and form’d thy infant tongie.
Next, to her bard majeftick Wifdom came;

The bard enraptur’d caught the heav’nly flame:
With tafte fuperior fcorn’d the venal tribe,
Whom fear can fway, or-guilty greatnefs bribe ;
At fancy’s call who rear the wanton fail,

Sport with the ftream, and trifle in the gale
Sublimer views #y daring fpirit bound s

Thy mighty voyage was creation’s round 3
Intent new worlds of wifdom to explore,

And blefs mankind with Virtue’s facred ftore;

A nobler joy than wit can give, impart;

And pour a moral tranfport o’er the heart:
Fantaftick wit {hoots momentary fires,

And like a meteor, while we gaze, expires
Wit kindled by the fulph’rous breath of Vice,
Like the blue lightning, while it fhines, deftroys:
But genius, fir'd by trath’s eternal ray,

Burns clear and conftant, like the fource of day :
Like this, its beam prolifick and refin’d

Feeds, warms, infpirits, and exalts the mind ;
Mildly difpels each wint’ry paflion’s gloom,
And opens all the virtues into bloom.

This praife, immortal Pore, to thee be giv'n:
Thy genius was indeed a gif from heav’n,
Veor, I, Y
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Hail, bard unequall’d, in whofe deathleft Iine
Reafon and wit with ftrength colle@ed fhine -
‘Where matchlefs wit but wins the fecond praife,
Loft, nobly loft, in truth’s fuperior blaze.

Did Frienpsurr e’er miflead thy wand’ring Mufe ?
That friendthip fure may plead the grear excufe :
That facred friendthip which infpir’d thy fong,
Fair in defe, and amiably wrong.

Error like this ev’n ‘truth can fcarce reprove ;

’Tis almoft virtue when it fows from love.

Ye deathlefs names, ye fons of endlefs praife,
By Virtne crown’d with never-fading bays !
Say, fhall an artlefs Mufe, if you infpire,
Light her pale lamp at yéur immortal fire ?

Or if, O WarsuRToON, infpir'd by You,

‘The daring Mufe a nobler path purfue,

By You infpir'd, on trembling pinion foar,
"The facred foants 'of focial blifs explore,

I her bold numbers chain the tyrant’s rage,
And bid ber conntry’s glory fire her page :

If fuch her fate, do thou, fair 77

And watchful guard her i

Kindly fevere, inftru& her equal Tine

To court no friend, nor own a fo

But if her g eye fhould v

Thy facred paths, to runithe i

If her apoftate heart fhow’d e’ér incline

=] r e
aze of wits

To offer incenfe at Corruption’s (hrine;
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