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4 VERSES in Praife of Mr. DRYDEN.

Thus on our ftubborn Language he prevails,
And makes the Helicon in which he fails ;
The Dialect, as well as Senfe, invents,
And, with his Poem, a new Speech prefents.
Hail then thou matchlefs Bard, thou Great Unknown,
That give your Country Fame, yet fhun your own !
Tn vain; for ev’ry where your Praife you find,
And, not to meet it, you muft fhun Mankind.
¥ our Loyal Theme each Loyal Reader draws,
And €'en the Fadtious give your Verfe applaufe, ;
W hofe Lightning firikes to ground their Idol caufe:
The Caufe, for whofe dear f{ake they drank a Flood
OFf Civil Gore, nor fpar’d the Royal Blood ;
The Caufe, whofe Growth to crufh, our Prelates wrote
In vain, almoft in vain our Heroes fought ;
Vet by one Stab of your keen Satire dies:
Before your Sacred Lines their fhatter'd Dagon lies.
"Oh! If unworthy we appear to linow
The Sire, to whom this lovely Birth we owe:
Deny’d our ready Homage to exprefs,
And can at beft but thankful be by guefs ;
This Hope remains: May Dawvid’s Geodlike Mind,
{For him ’twas wrote) the unknown Author find ;
And, having found, fhow’r equal Favours down
On Wit fo vaft, as cow’d oblige a Crown.
N. TarT!
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N CE more our awful Poet arms, t’ engage

} "The threatning Hydra-faction of the Age;
O

T

e

T b bt

D] I s A R T YA A -



‘ote

VERSES in Praife of Mr.DRYDEN.

Once more prepares his dreadful Pen to wield,
And ev’ry Mufe attends him to the Field.

By Art and Natare for this Tdsk defign’d,

Yet modeitly the Fight he long declin’d ;
Forbore the Torrent of his Verfe to pour,

Nor loos’d his Satire ’till the needful Hour,

His Sov’reign’s Right, by Patience half betray’d,

Walk’d his avenging Genius to his Aid.

Bleft Mufe, whoﬁ. Wit with {uch a Caufe was crown i

And bleft the Caufe that fuch a Champion found !
With chofen Verfe upon the Foe he falls,

And black Sedition in each Quarter gallsz
Yet, like a Prince with Subjeéts forL d ¢’ engage,
Secure of Conqueft he rebates his Rage ;
His Fury not without Diftin&ion ﬂkus
Hurls mortal Bolts, but on devoted Heads;
To lefs-infected Members gentle found,
Or {pares, or elfe pours Balm into the Wound.
Such gen’rous Grace th’ ingrateful 'T'ribe abufe,
And trc:pﬂ'b on the Mercy of his Mufe:
Their wretched dogrel Rhymers forth they bring,
To {narl and bark wnnft the Poets King ;
A Crew, that {mndalize the Nation mcrc:
Than all their Treafon-ca nting Priefts before.
On_thefe he fcarce vouchfafes a feornful {mile,
But on their pow'rful Patrons turns his Style :

A Style fo keen, as e’en from Fation draws

Thc vital Poifon, flabs to th® Heart their Caufe:

Take then, great Bard, what Tribute we can raife;
Accept our Thanks, for you tranfeend our Praife

raiie,

N. TaTE.
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