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The GRS T, O,

Written by the late Mr. Green of the Cuftom-
Houfe, under the Name of PETER DRAKE, 2

Fifherman of BRENTFORD.

Printed in the Year 1732, but never publifhed.

Scilicet hic poffis curvo dignofeere reffum,

Atque inter filvas deademi quarere Gerum.
&

Our wits Apollo’s influence beg,

The Grotto makes them all with egg:
Findipg this chalk-ftone in my neft,

I ftrain, and lay among the reft.

DIEU awhile, forfaken flood,
To ramble in the Delian wood,
And pray the: God my well-meant fong
May not my fubject’s merit wrong.
Say, father Thames, whofe gentle pace
Gives leave to view what beauties grace
-.Your flow’ry banks, if you have {een
The much fung GroTTo of the queen,
Contemplative, forget awhile
Oxonign towers, and Windfer’s pile,

Hor.

And
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And Weolfey’s pride (his greateft guilt)
And what great /#illiam fince has built §
And flowing faft by Richmond fcenes,
(Honour’d retreat of two great queens)
From Sion-foufe, whofe proud {urvey
Brow-beats your flood, look crofs the way;
And view, from highzft fwell of tide,
The milder feenes of Surry fide:

Though yet no palace grace the fhore;
To lodge that pair you thou’d adore ;
Nor abbies, great in ruin, rife,

Royal equivalents for vice ; u
Behold a Grott, in Delphic grove,

The Graces’ and the Mufes’ love.

(O might our laureat ftudy here,

How would he hail his new-born year!)

A temple from vain glories free,
Whofe goddefs is Philofophy,

Whofe fides fuch licens’d idols crown

As {uperftition wou’d pull down ;

age I know

Q

f fenfe won’d chufe to go »
{iveet abode, her wifeft choice,
ars with heavenly voice,

the: Virtues gather round,

o
T'o fee her confecrate the ground.

If thou the God with winged feet,
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And jealous gods refentment fhow

At altars rais’d to men below ;

Tell thofe proud lords of heaven, ’tis fit
Their houfe our heroes thonld adm it ;
While each exifts; as poets fing,

A lazy lewd im mortal thing,

They muft, or grow in difrepute,

With earth’s firlt commoners recruit.
Needlefs it is in texms unfkill’d

To praife whatever Boyle {hall build ;

Needlefs it is the bufts to name

Of men, smonopolifts of fame ;

Four chiefs adorn the modeft ftone,
For virtue as for learning known ;

The thinking fenlpture helps to raife

Deep thoughts, the genii of the place:

To the mind’s ear, and inward fight,

There filence {peaks, and fhade gives light :
While infeéts. from the threfhold preach,
And minds difpos’d to mufing teach :

Proud of ftrong limbs and painted hues,
They perith by the flighteft bruife ;
Or maladies begun within,
Deftroy more flow life’s frail machine 5
From maggot-youth thro’ ehange of ftate
They feel like us the turns of Fate ;

"Some born to creep have livid to fiy,
And change earth-cells for dwellings high ;

Audf Vor, V. L And
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And fome that did their fix wings keep,
Before they dy’d been forc’d to creep.

! i ‘ They politics like ours profefs,

The greater prey upon the lefs ;
Some ftrain on foot huge loads to bring 3
Some toil inceffant on the wing ;
And in their different ways explore
Wife fenfe of want by future ftore ;
Nor from their vigorous fchemes defilt
Till death, and then are never mift.
Some frolic, toil, marry, increafe,
Are fick and well, have war and peace,
And broke with age, in halfa day
Yield to fucceflors, and away.

Let not profane this facred place,
Hyprocrify with Janus’ face ;
Or Pomp, mixt ftate of pride and care;
Court kindnefs, Falthood’s polifh’d ware ;
Scandal difpuis’d in Friendfhip’s vail,
That tells, unafl’d, th’ injurious tale 3
Or art politic, which allows
The jefuit-remedy for vows ;
Or prieft, perfuming crowned head,
T4l in a fivoon Truth lies for dead ;
Or tawdry critic, who perceives
No grace, which plain proportion gives,
And more than lineaments divine
Admires the gilding of the fhrine ;
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Or that {elf-haunting {pectre Spleen,
In thickeft fog the cleareft {feen ;
Or Prophecy, which dreams a lie,
That fools believe and knaves apply ;
Or frolick Mirth profanely loud,
And happy only 1 a crowd ;
Or Melancholy’s penfive gloom,
Proxy in Contemplation’s roorm.

O Delia, when I touch this firing,
To thee my Mufe direfts her wing.
Unfpotted fair, with downcaft look
Mind not fo much the murm’ring brook ;
Nor fixt in thought, with footftep flow
Through cyprefs allies cherifh wae :

I fee the foul in penfive fit,

And mopeing like fick linnet fit;

With dewy eye and moulting wing,

Unperch’d, averfe to fly or fing;

I fee the favourite curls begin

(Difus’d to toilet difcipline,)

To quit their poft, lofe their finart air,

And grow again like common hair ;

And tears, which frequent kerchiefs dry,

Raife a red circle round the eye ;

And by this bur about the moon,

Conjefture more ill weather foon.

Love not {o much the doleful knell ;

And news the boding night-birds tell ;
I. 2

Nor
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Nor watch the wainfcot’s hollow blow 3
And hens portentous when they crow ;
Nor fleeplefs mind the death-watch beat 3
In taper find no winding fheet; :
Nor in burnt coal a coffin {ee,

Tho® thrown at others meant for thee :
Or when the corufcation gleams,

Find out not firft the bloody freams;
Nor in impreft remembrance keep
Grim tap’ftry figures wrought in {leep 3
Nor rife‘to fee'in antique hall

The moon-light monfters on the wall,
And fhadowy fpeétres darkly pafs
"T'railing their {ables o’er the grafs.

Let vice and guilt aét how they pleale
In fouls their conquer’d provinces;

By heaven’s juft charter it-appears,
Virtue’s exempt from quartering fears.
Shall then arm’d fancies fiercely dreft,
Live at.difcrétion'in your breaft ?

Be wife, and-pannic fright di{dain,

As notions, ‘meteors of the'brain ;

And fights perform’d, illufive feene!
By magic lanthorn of the fpleen.

Come here, from baleful cares releas’d,
With Virtue’s ticket, to a feaft,

Where: decent mirth and wifdom join’d

In ftewardthip, regale the mind.
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Call ba¢k the Cupids to your eyes,

I fee the godlings with {urprize

Not knowing home in fuch a plight,

Fly to and fro, afraid to light.—
Far from my. theme, from method far,

Convey’d in Venus’ flying car,

I g6 compell’d by feather’d fieeds,

That feorn the rein when Delia leads.
No dawb of clegiac ftrain

Thefe holy walls fhall ever ftain 3

As {piders Irith wainfcot flee,

Falfhood with them fhall difagree :

This floor let not the vulgar tread,

Who worfhip only what they dread 3

Nor bigots who but one way {ee

Through blinkers of authority ;

Nor they who its four faints defame

By making virtue but a name 3
Nor abftract wit, (painful regale
To hunt the pig with flippery tail h) B ,
Artifts who richly chafe their thought, I | i
Gaudy without but hollow wrought, i
And beat too thin, and toold too much
To hear the proof and ftandard touch;
Nor fops to guard this filvan ark

With necklace bells in treble bark ;
Nor Cynics growl and fiercely paw,

The maftiffs of the moral law.
L Come
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| Come Nymph with rural honours dreft,

gl Virtue’s exterior form confeft,

i With charms untarnifh’d, innocence
Difplay, and Eden fhall commence :
‘When thus you come in fober fit,
And wifdom is prefer'd to wit ;

bt And looks diviner graces tell,

‘Which don’t with gigeling mufcles dwell ;
And beauty like the ray-clipt fun,

With bolder ‘eye we look upon ;

Learning fhall with obfequious mien

Tell all the wonders fhe has feen ;

L Reafon her logic armour quit,

And proof to mild perfuafion fit;
Religion with free thought difpenfe,
And ceale crufading againft fenfe 3

Philofophy and fhe embrace,

And their firlt league again take place ;
And morals pure, in duty bound,
Nymph-like the fifter chiefs furround 3
Nature fhall fmile, and round this cell
The turf to your licht preflure fivell,
And knowing beauty by her thoe,

Well air its carpet from the dew,

"The Qak, while you his umbrage deck
Lets fall his acorns in your neck :

LI ; I Zephyr his civil kiffes gives,
And plays with curls, inftead of leaves ;
3
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Birds, feeing you, believe it {pring,
And during their vacation fing 3
And flow’rs lean forward from their feats
To traffic in exchange of fiveets ;
And angels bearing wreaths defcend,
Preferr’d as vergers to attend
This fane, whofe deity intreats
The Fair to grace its upper feats.

O kindly view our letter’d firife,
And guard us through polemic life ;
From poifon vehicled in praife, ~
For fatire fhots but flightly graze 3
We claim your zeal, and find within,
Philofophy and you are kin.

What Virtue is we judge by you,
For actions right are beauteous too :
By tracing the fole female mind,

We beft what is true Nature find :
Your vapours bred from fumes declare,
How {teams create tempeftuous air,
Till guthing tears and hafty rain
Make heaven and you ferene again :
Our travels through the ftarry {kies
Were firft ﬁlggeﬁed by your eyes 5
We by the interpofing fan,

Learn how eclipfes firft began ;

The vaft ellipfe from Scarbro’ home,
Defcribes how blazing comets roam

L 4
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The glowing colours of the cheelc

Their origin from Pheebus fpeals ;

Our watch how Luna firays above

Feels like the care of jealous love ;

And all things we in fcience know

From your known love for riddles flow.
Father ! forgive, thus far I ftray,

Drawn by attraction from my way.

Mark next with awe, the foundrefs well

Who on thefe banks delights to dwell 5

You on the terrafs fee her plain,

Move like Diana with her train.

If you then fairly fpeak your mind,

In wedlock fince with Ifis join’d,

Youw’ll own, you never yet did fee,

At leaft in fuch a high degree,

Greatnefs delighted to undrefs ;

Science a {cepter’d hand carefs ;

A queen the friends of freedoin prizes

A woman wife men canonize.
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