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Containing the Spa]fe of Twelve Days,
CoH AP L
An Tnvocation,

# NOME, bright Love of Fame, infpire
Y my glowing Breaft: Not thee I «call,
A who over {welling Tides of Blood and
Tears, doft bear the Heroe on to Glory, while
Sighs of Millions waft his fpreading Sails; but
thee, fair, gentle Maid, whom Aduefis, happy
Nymph, -firft on the Banks of Helrus did pro-
duce.  Thee, whom Maeonia educated, whom
Mantua charm’d, and who, on that fair Hill
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which overlooks the proud Metropolis of Britain,
fat’ft, with thy Milten, fweetly tuning the Heroic
Lyre; fill my ravithed Fancy with the Hopes of
charming Ages yet to come. Ioretel me that
fome tender Maid, whofe Grandmother is yet
unborn, hereafter, when, under the fiélitious
Name of Sophia, fhe reads the real Worth which
once exifted in my Charlszte, fhall from her fym-
pathetic Breaft, fend forth the heaving Sigh. Do
thou teach me not only to forefee, but to enjoy,
nay, even to feed on future Praife. Comfort me
by a folemn Aflurance, that when the little Par-
lour in which I fit at this Inftant, fhall be reduced
to a2 worfe furnithed Box, I fhall be read, with
Honour, by thofe who never knew nor {aw me,
and whom 1 fhall neither know nor fee.

And thou, much plumper Dame, whom no
airy Forms nor Phantoms of Imayination cloathe:
Whom the well-feafoned Beef, and Pudding rich-
1y ftained with Plumbs delight. Thee, I call;
of whom in a Treckfchuyte in fome Dutch Canal
the fat Ufrow Gelt,- impregnated by a jolly Mer-
chant of Amflerdam, was delivered: In Grub-
Sreet School didft thou fuck in the Elements of
thy Eradition. Here haft thou, in thy maturer
Age, taught Poetry to tickle not the Fancy, but
the Pride of the Patron. Comedy from thee
fearns a grave and folemn Air ; while Tragedy
ftorms loud, and rends th’ afirighted Theatres
with its Thunder. To footh thy wearied Limbs
in Slumber, Alderman Hiftory tells his tedious
T'ale; and again to awaken thee, Monfieur Ro-
mance performs his furprizing Tricks of Dexte-
rity.  Norlefs thy well-fed Bookfeller obeys thy
InfAuence. By thy Advice the heavy, unread,
Folio Lump, which long had dozed on the dufty
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Shelf, piece-mealed into Numbers, runs nimbly
through the Nation. Inftru&ted by thee fome
Books, like Quacks, impofe on the Wotld by
promifing Wonders; while others turn Beaus,
and truft ‘all their Merits' to a gilded Outﬂdc’..
Come, thou jolly Subftance, with thy thining
Face, keep back thy Infpiration, but hold forth
thy tempting Rewards; thy fhining, chinking
Heap; thy quickly-convertible Bank-Bill, big
wi h unfeen Riches; thy often-varying Stocks;
the warm, - the comfortable Houfe ; and, laftly,
a'fair Portion of that bounteous Mother, whofe
flowing Breafts yield redundant Su{unance for
all her numerous Offspring, did not fome too
greedily and wantonly drive their Brethren from
the Teat. Come thou, and if I am too taftelefs
of thy valuable Treafures, warm my Heart with
the tranfporting Thought of conveying them to
others. Tell me, that throu zh thy Bmml\ , the
prattling Babes, whofe innocent Play hath often
been interrupted by my Labours, may one Time
be amply rewarded for them.

Anu now this ill-yoked Pair, this fean Shadow
and this fat Subftance, have pml.l sted me to
write, whofe Affiftance fhall 1 invoke to dis el
my Pen ?

Firft, Genius; thou Gift of H ithout
whofe Aid; in vain we ftruggle a Stream
of ‘Nature. ‘Thou, who doft fow the gencrous
Seeds which Art nourifhes, and lw'ie';; to Per-
fection. Do thou kindly ‘JM. me by the H m,
and lead me through all the Mazes, the wi ading
Labyrinths of Nature. Initiate me into all thofz
f‘.!s'{Lcries which profane Eyes never beheld
'i cach me, which to thee is no c*l‘?uw*" "a

know Mankind better than they know them{elves
L2 Remov:
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Remove that Mift which dims the Intelleéts of
Mortals, and caufes them to adore Men for their
Jn[, or to deteft them for their Cunning in de-~
¢ ng others, when they are, in. Reality, ‘the
n”.} of Ridicule, for deceiving them-
felves,  Strip off the thin Difguife of Wildom
from Self-Conceit, of Plenty from Avarice, and
f v from Ambition. Come thou, that haft
-/zf/f('fl( 5 tl]" l‘fnhlu, II]Y Cer-
.!m(: Sy th [][”._tr, lly Sh‘u.u-
Jariva: v, fill my Pages
wnkind learn the Good-
only at the Follics of others, and
rrieve. at_their own.
1, almoft the conftant w"“nd'mt on
s, Humanity, bring all thy tender
tions.  1f thou haft al y difpofed of them
1~-u\mm tl.v Allen and thy .Ljrl leton , {teal them
ttle while from their Bofoms. | INot without
¢ the tender Scene lspamu.[ From thefe
lone m\,g-ul the noble difinterefted Friendfhip,
L‘;\-u, the ¢ rous Sentiment, tlu
. titude, the 1')it Con ]}‘HI mn, J.*(': candid
'('.)piniun; J.u:l all thofe fnergies n, a good
Mind, wh lLil '} the mo uLJ‘lLd l,.,L:: with Tears,
low ks with Llu(:d, and nvcll the
1‘1uus of Grief, Joy and Benevo-

o)

(for without thy Af-

] thing correct, can Ge-
nius produce) do ih ou o \.‘.g my Pen.  Thee, in
thy f“'m rite Fields, where the limpid, gently-
rolling Thames wathes thy Etenian Banks, in ear-
Iy Youth I have w urm.ppcd. To thee, at thy
birchen Altar, with true Spartan Devotion, I have
facrificed my Blood, Come, then, and from thy
vaft,
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