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« A bramble for ever! O chance unexpeéted |
¢ But bramble prevail’d and was duly eletted.”
“ O ho! quoththe knight with a look moft profound,
« Now I fee there’s fome good i good bocks to be found,
¢ I with I had read this {ame bible before:
¢ QOflong:miles at the leaft’twould have fav’d us fourfcore,
¢ You, Plumb, with your olives and oil might have fiaid,
¢ And myfelf might have tarried my wines to unlade.
¢ Whathave merchants to:do from their bufinefs to ramble !
¢ Your electioneer-errant fhould ftill be a bramble,”
Thus ended at once the wife comment on Fothan, ’
And our citizens’ jaunt to the borough of Garbam,
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An Elegy written in an empty Afiembly-Room.

By the Same.

Not-Fhe Hevoine of thie Poern vt Mt Townfhand mosw Ty, Brme , andthe Ball

s given by Fhe Delehoffof Meroe s
Semperque: relingus
Sola fibi——s———— VirG:

ADVERTISEMENT.

This poem being a parody on the woft remarkable paffages it
the avell-fowun epiftle of Eloila 20 Abelard, 7r awas
theught mnnecsflary to tranferibe any kines Srom that poem,
awhich ds in the bands of all, and in the memory of moft
readers:

N fcenes where HarLtT’s genius has combin’d
With Bromwice to amufe and chear the mind';
Amid this pomp of colt, this pride of art,

‘What mean thefe forrows in a female heart ?
Ye




With lovers fighs and proteftations found,
Ye pictures flatter’d by the learn’d and wife,
Ye glaffes ogled by the brighteft eyes,

Ye cards, which beauties by their touch have bleft,
Ye chairs, which ipeets and minifters have preft,
How are ye chang’d! like you my fate T moan,
Like you, alas! negle&t ed and alone ——

For ah ! ‘to me alone no card is come,

I muft not go abroad —— and cannot e at home.

Bleft be that focial pow’r, the firft who pair'd
The erring footman with th’ unerring card.

Twas VExus fure ; for by ‘their faithful aid
The whifp’ring lover meets the blufhing maid =
From folitude they ‘give the chearful call

To the choice fupper, or the {prightly ball =
Speed the foft fummons of the gay and fair,
From diftant Bloomfbury to Grofvenor’s fquare s
And bring the colonel to the tender hour,

From the pm‘ade, the fenate, or the Tower.

Ye records, patents of onr worth and pride!
Our daily leflon, ‘and our nightly guide !
Where’er ye ftand difpos’d in proud array,

The vapours vanifh, and the heart'is‘gay ;

But when no cards the chimney-glafs adorn,

The difinal void with heart-felt fhame we.mourn
Confcious negled infpires a fullen gloom,
And brooding fadnels fills the {lighted room,

Ve crowded walls, whofe well-enlighten’d rotnd
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1f but fome happier female’s card I've {eén;

1 fwell with rage, or ficken with the fpleen ;
While artful pride conceals the burfting tear,
With fome forc’d banter or affeted fneer :

But now grown defp’rate, and beyond all hope,
I curfe the ball, the d

s, and the pope.
And as the loads of borrow’d plate go by,
Tax it! ye greedy minifters, I cry.

How fhall T feel when Sol refigns his light,
To this proud fplendid goddefs of the night !
Then when her ankward guefts in meafure beat
The crowded floors, which groan beneath their feet !
What thoughts in folitude fhall then poflefs
My tortur’d mind, or foften my diftrefs !

Not all that envious malice can fuggeft
Will footh the tumults of my raging breait.
(For Envy’s loft amidft the numerous train,
And hiffes with her hundred fnakes in vain)
Though with contempt each defpicable foul
Singly I view; —I muft revere the whole.

The methodift in her peculiar lot,

The world forgctting, by the world forgot,
Though fingle happy, tho’ alone is proud,

She thinks of heav’n (fhe thinks not of a crowd)
And if fhe ever feels a vap’rifh qualm,

Some * drop of honey, or fome holy balm,

* The title of a book of modern dewotion,

The




The pious prophet of her feét diftils,
And her pure foul feraphic rapture fills 3
Grace fhines around her with {ereneit beams,

And whifp’ring W * * * prompts her golden dreams.

Far other dreams my fenfual foul employ,

While confeious nature taftes unholy joy
I view the traces of experienc’d charms,
And clafp the regimentals in my arms.
To dream laft night I clos’d my blubber’d eyes 3
Ye foft illufions, dear deceits arife :
Alas! no more ; methinks I wand’ring g0
To diftant quarters *mid(t the Highland fnow :
To the dark inn where never wax-light burns,
Where in fmoak’d tap’flry faded Dino mourns ;
To fome aflembly in a country town,
And meet the colonel-—in a parfon’s gown—
1 ftart—I {hriek—
0! could T on my waking brain impofe,
Or but forget at leaft my prefent woes !
Forget ’em—how !—each rattling coach fuggefts
The loath’d ideas of the crowding guefts.
To vifit—were to publifh my difgrace;
To meet the fpleen in ev’ry other place ;
To join old maids and dowagers forlorn ;
And be at once their comfort and their fcorn !
For once, to read—with this diftemper’d brain,

Ev’n modern novels lend their aid in vain.

Vor. VI
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