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The DaNcer of Writing  Vers,
An ;RS PSGRqE TS E
Firft printed in the Year 1741.
By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD,

Que poterant unquam Jfatis expurgare cicuiee,
Ni melius dormire putem, quam foribere werfus ?

Hor. Ep. 2. Lib. 2,

OU afk me, fir, why thus by phantoms aw’d,
No kind occafion tempts the Mufe abroad ?
Why, when retirement {ooths this idle art,
To fame regardlefs fleeps the youthful heart ?
*T'wou’d wrong your judgment, fhowd I fairly fay
Diftruft or weaknefs caus’d the cold delay;
Hint the fmall diff’rence, till we touch the lyre,
"Twixt real genius and too ftrong defire ;
The human {lips, or {feeming {lips pretend,
That roufe the critick, but efcape the friend ;
Nay which, tho® dreadful when the foe purfues,
You pafs, and fmile, and fill provoke the Mufe,
Yet, fpite of all you think; or kindly feign,
My hand will tremble while it grafps the pen,
For not in this, like other arts, we try
Our light excurfions in a fummer fky,
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1

No cafual flights the dang’rous trade admits,

But wits once authors, are for ever wi

The fool in profe, like earth’s unwieldy fon,
Mzy oft rife vig’rous, tho’ he’s o ft o’erthrown ;
One dang’rous crifis marks our rife or fall,
By a1l we’re courted, or we’re {hunn’d by all.

Will it avail, that anmatur’d by years,
My eafy nuimbers pleas’d your partial ears,
IFnow condemn’d, my riper lays muft bear
The wife man’s cenfure, and the vain man’s ineer ?
Or, fll more hard, ev’n where he’s valu’d moft,
The man muft fuffer, if the poet’s Toft;
For wanting wit, be totally undone,
And barr’d all arts, for having fail’d in one.
When fears like thefe his ferious thoughts engage,
No bugbear phantom curbs the poet’s rage;
'Tis pow’rful reafon holds the fireighten’d rein,
While flutt’ring fancy to the diftant plain
Sends a long look, and fpreads her wings in vain.

But grant, for once, th’ officious Mufe has fhed
Her gentleft influence on his infant head.
Let fears lie vanquifh’d, and refounding Fame
Give to the bellowing blaft the poet’s name.
And fee ! diftinguifh’d from the crowd he moves,
Each finger marlss him, and each eye approves !
Secure, as halcyons brooding o’er the deep,
The waves roll gently, and the thunders fleep,

Q_ Obfequious

¥V or. IL
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Obf “qh ious nature binds the tem pe
And pleas’d attention liftens whilft
P

O blifsful ftate ! O more
\‘_J_T "
What care
O;)'wrei‘s;’d W

Rude to the v.-le likke earth’s firfk lot

l :

1, Or what eares x’il‘L;]"'

cnr{ Pow n; all that man can knoty,

1 r

To climes unknown, from Eden’s {afe

No more eternal {prings around 1
Black air fcowls o’er him; dead!
Now muft he'learn, mifguided y

Each varying feafon of the poc

Flatt'ry’s full beam, detrattion’s wintry flore,
The frowns of fortune, or the pride of pow’r.

his . words, his thoughts no more his own,

r blazon’d, and each frailty vn.

-——1‘.:‘: fenfe is fo refin 'J

It nc’er gu\ to trifle with mankind.

Open and freé ’——Ll,cy find the fecret caufe

Is vanity ; He courts the world’s applaufe.

,!!:-.', tho” he fpedk not, fomet} ting fhill is feen,
Each c ;
If grave

And dow

e'of face betrays It within.

fpleen ; he m‘.]m but to deride ;

E 18 3

nge
?i

ght aukwardnefs in him'is pride.

T'hus muft he fteer thro’ famé’s uncertain {eas,

Now funk by L\.‘I‘-..':\l!'sl', and now pufi’d by praife ;

mp with er nvy iLlf‘.‘.'!"(J\' mix’d L.‘hl-!.ilx.,

Fear'd where carci"d, and jealous tho’ fecure.
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One fatal rocle on which good authors {plit

Is thinking all mankind muft like their wit 3

And the grand bufinefs of the world ftand {kll

a to the difates of their quill.

Hurt if they fail, and yet how few fucceed ;
What's born in leifure men of leifure read ;
And half of thofe have fome peculiar whim
Their teft of fenfe, and read bat to condemn.

s now our fame depends,

Befides, on par

vs or fmiles, as thefle are foes or friends.

Wit, 1
"5 keen inveétive ftamps the current ftrain,

udement, nature join ; you ftrive in vain ;

fid to one fide, like Homer’s gods, we fight,
Thefe always wrong, and thofe for ever right.

e to fee your friend, refign’d

And would you ch
Fach confcious tie which guides the virtuous mind,
Embroil’d in faftions, hurl with dreadful fkill
The random vengeance of his defp’rate quill #
'Gainft pride in man with equal pride declaim,
And hide ill nature under virtue’s name ?
Or, deeply vers’d in flattery’s wily ways,
Flow in full reams of undiftinguifh’d praife 2
To vice’s grave, or folly’s buft bequeath
The bluthing trophy, and indignant wreath ?
a Like Hgypt’s priefts, bid endlefs temples rife,
And people with earth’s pefts th’ offended fkies ¢

a Qui nefcit qualia demens

Agyptus portenta colat 2 crocodilon adsrat.
Juv, Sa

Q.z
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The Mufe of old her native freedom knew;

And wild in air the {portive wand'rer flew ;

On worth aloné her bays eternal ftrow’d,

And found the herce, ere fae hymn'd the god.

Nor lefs the chief his kind fupport return’d, '

No drooping Mufe her {]

But firetch’d at eafe fhe pran'd her growing wings,
F & &

By fages honour’d, and advanc’d by king

Ev'n knowing Greece confefs'd her early claim,

And warlike Latium caught the'pen’rous flame.

Not fo our age regards the tuneful tongue,

»T'is fenfelefs rapture all, and empty fong :

No Pollio fheds his genial influence round,

Ne.Varus liftens whillt the groves refound.

Ev’n thofe, the knowing and the virtnous few,

Who nobleft ends by nobleft means purfue,

Forget the poet’s ufe ; the powerful {pell

Of magic verfe, which Sibwey paints {o well,

Forget that Homer wak’d the Grecian flame,

That Pindar rous’d inglorious Thebes to fame,

That every age has great examples given

Of virtue taught in verfe, and verfe infpir'd by heaven:
But I forbear—thefe dreams no longer laft,

"The times of fable and of flights are pafi.

To glory now no laurel'd fuppliants bend,

No coins are ftruck, no facred domes afcend.

Yet ye, who ftill the Mufe’s charms admire,

And beft deferve the verfe your deeds infpire,
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Ev'n in thefe gainful unambitious days,

Feel for yourfelves at leaft, ye fond of praife,
And learn one leflon tanght in my ftic rhime

« 'Tis verle alone arrefts the wings of Time.”
b Faft to the thread of life, annex'd by Fame,
A fealptur’d mex 13l bears each human mame,

Oer Lethe's ftreams the fatal threads depend,

The glitt'ring medal trembles as they bend 5
Clofe but the fhears, when chance or nature calls,
The birds of rumour catch it as it falls ;

Awhile from bill to bill ‘the trifle’s toft,
The waves receive it, and ’tis ever loft!

But fhould the meaneft fwan that cuts the ftream
Confign’d to Pheebus, catch the favour’d name,
8afe in her mouth fhe bears the facred prize
To where bright Fame’s eter aal altars rife.

"is there the Mufe’s friends true laurels wear,
There ¢ ZEgypt’s monarch reigns, and great Auguftus there.

Patrons of arts muft live ’till arts decay,

Sacred to verfe in every poet’s lay.

Thus grateful France does Richlien's worth proclaim,
Thus grateful Britain doats on Somers’ name.

And, fpite of party rage, and human flaws,

And Britifh liberty and Britifh laws,

b Bacon de augmentis Jcientiariin.
< Ptolemy Philadelpbus.

Q3
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Times yet to come fhall fing of Axxa’s reign, y

i And bards, who blame the meafures, love the men. 1
Rl ! But why round patrons climb th’ ambitious bays ?

1 i Is intereft then the fordid {pur to praife ? !

! d Shall the fame caufe, which prompts the chatt’ring jay | !

im at words, infpire the poet’s lay ¢ s

s there nothing in the b-’]:‘;i‘:cd claim |

]

The fealptur’d buft with IJ‘]I‘L’[E wreath’d arou

The annual rofes fcatter’d o’er his

And tears to flow from poets yet unborn ?
Iuftrious all ! but fure to merit thefe,

1 o

Demands at leaft the poet’s learned eafe.

Say, can the bard atten P
Who pants in {ecret for hi

Him {erious toils, and

To malze younth e
W

And tho’ from heay’n it came

ile loft in filence hangs hisuf

5
Or grant true genius with fuperior force
- f< i 5

Burfts ev’ry bond, refiftlefs in its cour

Yet lives the man, how wild foe’er his

aim,

Would madly barter fortune’s fmiles for fame !

eLlI3}

Or diftant hopes of future eafe forepo,
T'or all the wreaths that all the 1

Nine bef

4 Perfius.
Well

vy Cll
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well 1:1-:9.'-1‘ to fhine, thro’ each recording page,

The ll""1 {5 Dryc den of a

Tl-fated bard ! where-

The weeping verfe a fad

P’d th’ enor

Ah!
Iy, an d t

fhamelefs age?

e1g1 o

eler thy name appears,
memento bears.

mous blaze between
thy clofing {cene !

s our mm] repairs,

Unftrung the nerves, and filver'd o’er the hairs;

When ftay’d re flaGtion comes u:w_c:zll’d al

And prey experience cou

nts each folly paft,

Untun’d and harfh the fveeteft ftrains appear,

And loudeft P
Tis true the man of ve

Too oft deferves the v

When, vainly fr

e {hares in ev’ry vice v

Heav'n but in jul

To fcorn the wretch,

He, only he, fhe su’d haunt the Mufe's grove,

Whom vyouth :uight rev

Whofe heav’s
Might roule tl he virtuou

Now, to tr nth’s di 1ékdtes

\nn l“ﬂ\,l'l ‘ "

For him wou
And own one poet mig

ns but fatigue the ear.

v{e, tho’ born to i

eric

i ite he

fenfe fubmit,
arms his wit;
r {ferious heart

whofe life belies his art.

Yrence and grey hairs approves;

rence

s and appal the bold.
s lenid the grace of eafle,

aGtion happieigigits to pleafe.
1d P[ aTo changestheir gen'ral fate,

rht improve his ftate.

Q4

oht numbers, now, in thunder roll’d,

—~ 23
Luarsa
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Curs’d be their verfe, and blafted all their bays,
Whofe fenfual lure th’ anconfcious ear betrays ;

Wounds the young breaft, ere virtue {preads her thield,
And takes, not wins, the fcarce difputed field,
Tho’ {pecious rhet'ric each loofe thought refine,
Tho’ mufic charm in ev'ry labour’d Ii

The dang’rous verfe, to full petfection gro wn,

Bavrus might bluth, and Quartes difdain to own.
Shou'd fome Macuaox, whofe fagacious foul

Trac'd blufhing nature to her inmoft goal,

Skill’d in each drug the varvino wor
o “ [=]

All earth embofoms, and all ocean hides,

Nor cooling he
Eafe the fwoln brealt, or clofe the languid eye ;
But, exquifitely ill, awake difeafe,

And arm with poifons ev'ry baleful breeze -

, not healing balm fupply,

What racks, what tortures muft his crimes de

The more than Borara of a bleeding land !

And is lefs guilty he, whofe fhamelefs pace
guilty
Not to the prefent bounds its fubtil rage,
But {preads ‘contagion wide, and ftains a future age ¢
Forgive me, Sir, that thus the moral ftrain,
S ’
With indignation warm’d, rejeéls the rein;
Nor think I rove regardlefs of my thetne,
*Tis hence new dangers'clog the paths to fame.
Not to themfelves alone {ugh bards cenfine
Fame’s juft reproach for virte's injur'd thrine 3
4 ¥ 5

Profan’d
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Profan’d by them, the Mufe’s laurels fade,
Jected, and her flame decay’'d.

Her voice negi
And the fon’s fon muft feel the father’s crime,
ace t“'lt 1]1"FTC.

A curfe entail’d on all the rac
v terrors {well the train,

s {cene ?

New cares appear, ne

And muft we saint them ere we clofe th

the Mufe th’ unwilling tafk pu.fu:‘,
2

bay, muf
And to comj sleat ]i'"L dangers me ntion you f ?
f; , and thofe whofe kind J(“f"li'l
1

pard

s humble

Ah! kindly ceafe to raife

reads,——sih s

by exafting praife.

jealous world

will (:1 aim

nee

= ; or give, Of cancel

Hcious zeal unbommc(‘,

ame.

flows,

¥ { CLC
1 is the woril of foes.

The friend too pa
¢ Beh ATHENIAN fage, whofe pier
11ad trac’d thewil
Whe
To all thofe e
Not to his friends alo
But noble es on jufter MOotives
Pids ¢’en his foes their future fteps attend,
And dare to cenfure,
Wou'd thus the peet tr
Or bloom’d our BRITAIN w;[h ArueNIAN worth ;

- Jab rinths of mankind,

e leaves his infant care

w condemn’d, he

is born to bear.
ne the charge he yields,

1
er hop builds ;
if they dar’d offend.

t:his offspring forth,

W

e Platonis Apolegia.

Wou'd
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imperfed worlk engage
freedom, not with P

oe th’

What juft -v'o;[ucn(ms might the world f;

What other Popes, what other Mag

05 riie !

But fince b‘,' foes, or friends, alike
Too little thofe, and thefe too 1
Since the fame fate purfues by di

e by cenfure

w. high, and p

d, unnumber’d i

and only

O let me, ere the te

e

le, and make the neareft fhore 3
in th’ inglorious train,

e va_mblc peace, and {weet contentment rejon ;

¥ precepts, thy example own,

iteal thro’ life, notufelefs, tho’ unknown,

i)

5,};\.:}; & “ﬁ' ’&!Ae

e

G_J‘»ﬁ

To
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