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A Satire in the Manner of Persivs, in a
Dialogue between ArTicus and Evcenio.

| By the late Lord HER VEY.

ArTicus.

T 7HY wears my penfive friend that gloomy brow ?
‘/'/ Say, whence proceeds th’ imaginary woe ¢
What profp’rous villain haft thou met to-day ¢
Or hath afficted Virtae crofs’d thy way ¢
Is it fome crime unpunifh’d you deplore,
Or right fubverted by injurious Power?
Be this or that the caufe, ’tis wifely done
To make the forrows of mankind your own :
To fee the injur'd pleading unredrefs’d,
The proud exalted, and the meek opprefs’d, }
Can hurt thy health, and rob thee of thy reft.
Your cares are in a hopeful way to ceafe,

Ifyou muft find perfeftion to find peace.

| Butreck thy malice, vent thy flifled rage,

| Inwveigh againft the times and lafh the age.——

| Pethaps juft recent from the court you come,

{  Or public iils to ruminate at home :

Say, which of all the wretches thou haf {een

Hath thrown a morfel to thy hungry fpleen ?
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hlalec men er
hlefs member of that medley throng;

1&ts, or tamely fuffers wrong ?

nothing 1 inter’{t true,

£ 1
Lo unao .

fool he’s working
Or that more de

hir nﬂh abus’d, yet hugs the

timorous {lave,

Who kno nave ?

Perhaps you mourn our fenate’s finking fame,

ew of freedom dwindled to a name ¢

;
deal their venal laws,

hath the julteft canfe ;

What then ?
They have the pow’r, and who fha 11 dare to blame

The legal wrong that bears Aftreea’s name ?
1':&{::, fuch thoughts fhow’d never fur the rage
(\fi..
DEy

’Tis our

1ful gall ;—refleétion comes w ith age:

lecaying life’s autumnal fruit,
The bitter produce of our lateft fhoot,
‘When ev’ry bloffom of the tree is dead,
Enjoyment wither ’d, and our wifhes fled :
Thine ftill is in its {
Fair

Seafo

ng, on ev'ry bough

ours blow ;

n of joy
The time to covet pleafures, not defpife :

Yours is an age when trifles onght to pleale;

T'oo foon for reafon to attack thy e eale.

The’ {oon the hour fhall come, when thou fhalt know

*Tis vain fruition’all, and empty fhew.




Dat

fut late examine, late ir

If feeing pains, ’tis pr

Tao nicely never their demerits

And of their virtues make the moft

ilent avert the mifchief they intend,

{eem not to difcern,

il, fubmit, for prudence lies
In

To {ee the injuries we

And mourn the evils which we can’t preveat.

NIO.

arm my mind

bt ‘on: tru Fhave {feen 3

it remembrance of heridliore,
s no more;

Lok Feam v b
fation Irom my Dr

And c

Cou'd I my nature and myfelf

harm her walkeful

I might the method you preferi

be pui
I
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But if unfeign’d afli®ions we endure,

If reafon’s our difeafe, and not our cure,
Then fec

As one, who long familiariz’d to pain,

¢ eafe is'all we can obtain;

Still feels the fmart, but ceafes to complain,

Tho’ young in life, yet long inur’d to care,
Thus I fubmiffive everyevil bear :
If unexpected ills alone are hard,
Mine {fhou

No di

iN

d be light, who am forall prepar’d s

o

ypointments can my peace annoy,

Difufe has wean’d me from all hopes of joy :
The vain parfuit for ever I give o’er,

Repule’d I firive, betray’d I truft no more: \
Mankind I know, their nature, and their art,
Their vice their own, their virtae but a part; \
1l play’d fo oft, that all the cheat can tell,

o’rous only where ’tis alted well.
Y

And cai

In different claffes rang’d, a different name

Attends their praétice, butthe heart’s the fame.

Their hate is intereft, intereft too their love,

On the fame [prings thefe different engines move :

That (harpens malice, and dire&s her fting,

And thence the honey’d fireams of flattery fpring.
Long I fufpefted what at laft T know : ‘1

1 thought men worthlefs, now Pve prov’d ’em fo ;

Relu@ant prov’d it, bw too fure a rule,

I learn’d my fcience in a painful {chool.
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He buys ¢’en wifdom at too dear a price,

Who pays my fad experience to be wife.

Why did I hope, by fanguine views poflefs’d,

That Virtue harbour’d in a human breaft ?

Why did I truft to Flattery’s fpecious wile,

The April {funfhine of her tranfient fmile?

Why difbelieve the leflons of the wife,

That taught me young to pierce her thin difguife

I thought their rancour, not their prudence, {poke,
That age perverfe in falfe invectives broke;

1 thought their comments on this gaudy fcene

The effects of phlegm, and diftated by fpleen ;

That jealous of the joys themfelves were paft,

Their envy try’d to pall their children’s tafte:

Like the deaf adder to the charmer’s tongue,

I gave no credit to the truths they fung;

But, happy in a vifionary {cheme,

§till fought companions worthy my efteem :

The tongue, the heart’s interpreter I deem’d,

And judg’d of what men were by what they feem’d ;
I thought each warm profeffor meant me fair,
Each fupple fycophant a friend fincere.

The folemn hypocrite, whofe clofe defign
Mirth never interrupts, nor love, nor wine,
Who talks on any fecret but his own,
Colleting all, communicating none ;

Who ftill attentive to what others fay,

Obferves to wound, or queftions to betray ;
K4
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Of him as guardian of my private thought,
In morning counfels cool refolves I fought ;
To him fiill open, cautioufly confign’d

The inmoft treafures of my fecret mind ;

My joys, and griefs delighted to impart,

In facred confidence unmix’d with art ;
"That dangerous pleafure of the honeft heart |
Whene’er I purpos’d to unbend my foul

In focial banquets, where the circling bowl

T'o gladnefs lifts all forrows but defpair,

And gives a tranfient Lethe to our care 5

I chofe the men whofe talents entertain,

And feafon converfe with a lively ftrain ;

Who thoughtlefs flill, by hope, nor fear perplex’d,
Enjoy the prefent hour, and rifque the next.
Thefe not the luxury of flothful eafe,

Soft do

y beds, nor balmy flumbers pleafe ;
While walzeful kings on purple couches own
The fecret forrows of their envy’d crown,

And wait revolving light; with fhorter reft

Than e’en thofe wretches by their power oppreft;
‘This jocund train, devoted to delight,

Inch

rigils ftill protra the night,

Nor dread the cares approaching with the day ;
Thro’ each viciflitude for ever pay,
With fuch I commun’d, pleas’d that I cou’d find
Recefs fo

rateful to the a@tive mind ;
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And while the youths in {prightly conteft try,
With humorous tale; or appofite reply,

Or amorous {fong, or inoffenfive jeft,

(The teft of wit) to glad the lengthen’d fealt 5
My foul, faid I, depend upon their truth,

For fraud inhabits not the breaft of youth ;
Indulge thy genius here, be free, be fafe,
Mirth is their aim, they covet but to laugh ;
1t of care,

Pure from deceit, as ignor
Their friendfhip, and their joys are both fincere.
Ijudg’d ¢heir nature, like their humour good ;

led on the blood ;

AT
ICTIC

As if the foul de

And that the {eeds of honefty muft grow
Wherever health refides, or fpirits flow.

1{ee my error, but I {ee too late :

"Tis vain infpeétion to look back on Fate,.——

What are the: men who moft efteem’d we find,

are the moft refin’d ?

But fuch whofe vi

Blind preference ! for vice like poifon fhews,
The furelt death is in the fubtieft dofe.——

To fuch refle@ions when I turn my mind,

I loath my being, and abhor mat

What joy for truth, what commerce for the jufty
1 ,

If all our fafety’s founded on diflr

If all our wifdom is a mean deceit,

1

And he who profpers but the ableft cheat!
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Arricus.
O early wife! how well haft thou defin’d
The worth, the joys, the friendfhip of mankind !
EvcEenio.
Bleft be the pow’rs, I know their abjec fate.
Arricus.
Yet bear with this, and hope a better fate.
Thrice happy-they, who view with ftable eyes
The fhifting fcene, who tem

ate, firm, and wife,
Can bear its forrows, and its joys defpife ;

Who look on difappointments, thocks, and frife,
And all the confequential ills of life,

Not as feverities the gods impofe,

But eafy terms indulgent Heav’n allows

T'o man, by fhort probation to obtain

Immortal recompence for tranfient pain,

Th’ intent of Heav’n thus ri

tly underftood,

From every evil we extra® a good :

This truth divine implanted in the heart,

Supports each drudging mortal thro® his part ;
] ¢t to the blind ;

The friendlefs thence a conft

< ST
Gives a del

1 profpe

int fuccour find :

The wretch by frand betray’d, by pow’r opprefs'd,
With this reftorative fill foothes his breaft

This fuffe

And decks Calamity herfel
When Mead and Fr

r Virtue chea

this Pain beguiles,

{miles.

Taught in Hippocrates’

3
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To quiet ills that mock the leech’s art,
Which opiates fail to deaden in the heart,
This cordial ftill th? incurable fuftains :
He winmphs in the fharp inftractive pains,
Nor like 2 Roman hero, falft:ly great,
With impious hand anticipates his fate ;
But waits refign’d the flow approach of death ;
Till that great Power who gave, demands his breath.
Such are thy folid comforts, love divine,
guch folid comforts, O my friend, be thine.
On this firm bafis thy foundation lay,
Of happinefs unfubjeét to decay.
Onman no mote, that frail fupport, depend,
The kindeft patron, or the warmeft friend ;
The warmeft friend may one day prove untrue,
And intereft change the kindeft patron’s view.
Hear not, my friend, the fondnefs they profefs,
Nor on the trial grieve to find it lefs
With patience each capricious change endure ;
Careful to merit where reward is fure.
To Providence implicitly refign’d,
Let this grand precept poife thy. wavering mind :
With partial eyes we view our own weak caufe,
And rafhly fean her upright equal laws :
For undeferv’d fhe ne’er inflicts a woe,
Nor is her recompence unfure, tho’ {low.
Unpunifh’d none tranfgrefs, deceiv’d none trafl,
Her rules are fixt, and all her ways are juft.
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