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CCURS’D the man, whom fate ordains in {pite,
And cruel parents teach, to Read and Wiite !
What need of letters? Wherefore thould we fpell ?

Why write our names? A mark will do as well.

Much are the precious hours of youth mifpent,

In climing Learning’s rugged fteep afcent;
When to the top the bold advent’rer’s got,

He reigns, vain monarch, o’er a barren {pot,

Whilft
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Whilft in the vale of Ignorance below,

Forry and Vice to rank luxuriance grow;
Honours and wealth pour in on ev’ry fide,

And proud Preferment rolls her golden tide.

O’er crabbed authors life’s gay prime to walte,
To cramp wild genius in the chains of tafte,
To bear the flavith drudgery of {chools,
'And tamely ftoop to ev’ry pedant’s rules,

For feven long years debarr’d of lib’ral eafe,

To plod in college trammels to degrees,

Beneath the weight of folemn toys to groan,

Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown,
To praife each fenior blockhead’s thread-bare tale,

And laugh till reafon blufh, and {pirits fail,

Manhood with vile fubmiffion to difgrace,

And cap the fool, whofe merit is his Place;

Vice CuancerrLors, whofe knowledge is but {mall,
And Cuancerrors, who nothing know at all,
Ill-brook’d the gen’rous Spirit in thofe days

When Learning was the certain road to praife,
‘When Nobles, with a love of Science blefs’d,

Approv’d in others what therfelves poffels’d.

Bul
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But Now, when DuLLyzss rears aloft her throne,
“When Lorpry Vaflals her wide Empire own,
When Wit, feduc’d by Envy, ftarts afide,

And bafely leagues with Tgnorance and Pride,
What Now fhould tempt us, by falfe hopes mufled,
Learning’s unfafhionable paths to tread ;

To bear thofe labours, which our Fathers bore,

That Crown with-held, which they in triumph wore ¢

‘When with much pains this boafted Learning’s got,
*Tis an affront to thofe who have it not,
In fome it caufes hate, in others fear,
Inftruéts our foes to rail, our friends to {neer.
‘With prudent hafte the worldly-minded fool,
Forgets the little which he learn’d at School ;
The Elder Brother, to vaft fortunes born,
Looks on all Science with an Eye of Scorn s
Dependent Breth’ren the fame features wear,
And younger Sons are ftupid as the Heir.
In Senates, at the Bar, in Church and State,

Genius is vile, and Learning out of date.

Is this---O Death to think ! is this the Land

T

Where Merit and Reward went hand in hand,

) '7“
-
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‘Where Heroes, Parent-like, the Poet view'd

By whom they faw their glorious deeds renew’d ;
‘Where Poets, true to Honour, tun’d their lziy&:,
And by their Patrons fanélify’d their praife ?

Is this the Land, where, on our SpEncER’s tongue,

Enamour’d of his voice, Defcription hung ;

Where Jonnsown rigid gravity beguil’d,

Whilft Reafon thro” her Critic fences {fmil’d 5

Where NaTure lift’ning ftood, whilft Smakespear play’d,
And wonder’d-at the Work herfelf had made ?

Is this the Land, where, mindful of her charce

; And office high, fair Freedom walk’d at largey

"I" ||||' Where, finding in our Laws a {ure defence,
[ =2 , o i e i
IT|“| i She mock’d at all reftraints; but thofe of Senie

Where, health and honour trooping by her fide,

She {pread her facred empire far and wide;
Pointed the way, Afflition to beguile,
And bade the face of Sorrow wear a {mile,
Bade thofe, who dare obey the gen’rous call,
Enjoy her bleflings, which Gop meant for all 2
Is this the Land, where in fome Tyrant’s reign,
When a weak, wicked, Minifterial train,
The tools of pow’s the flaves of int’reft, plann’d
Their Country’s ruin, and with bribes unman’d

Thofe
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Thofe wretches, who, ordain’d in Freedom’s caufe,

Gave up our liberties, and fold our laws ;

When Pow’r was taught by Meannefs where to g0,

Nor dar’d to love the Virtue of a foe

When, like a lep’rous plague, from the foul head

To the foul heart her fores Corruption fpread,

Her iron arm when ftern Opprefiion rear’d,

And Virtue, from her broad bafe thaken, feard
s The fcourge of Vice; when, impotent and vain,

Poor Freedom bow’d the neck to Slav’ry’s. chain s

Is this the Land, where in thofe worft of times,

The hardy Poet rais’d his honeft rimes

‘Lo dread rebuke, and bade controulment fpeak

In guilty blufhes on the villain’s cheek,

Bade Pow’r turn pale, kept mighty rogues in awe,
And made them fear the Mufe, w

ho fear’d not Law?

How do I laugh, when men of narrow fouls,

Whom folly guides; and prejudice controuls ;
Who, one dull drowfy track of bufinefs trod,
Wor {hip their 1\'Iammon, and negle&t their God ;
AT reatrhe d 1

Who, b.Lqung by one mufty fet of rules,

Dote from the birth, -and are by fyltem fools
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Who, form’d to dullnefs from their very youth,
Lies of the day prefer to Gofpel truth,

Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews,

And lay out all their ftock of faith in news :

How de I laugh, when Creatures, form'd like thefe,
Whom Reafon fcorns, and I fhould blufh to pleafe,
Rail at all lib’ral arts, deem verfe a crime,

nd hold not Truth, as Truth, if told in rime?

How do T laugh, when Pubrivs, hoary groan
In zeal for ScoTrann’s welfare, and his own,
By flow degrees, and courfe of office, drawn
‘In mood and figure at the helm to yawn,
Too mean (the worft of curfes Heav’n can fend)
To have a foe, too proud to have a friend,
Erring by form, which Blockheads facred hold,
Ne’er making new faults, and ne’er mending old, -
Rebukes my Spirit, bids the daring Mufe
Subjets more equal to hier weaknefs chufe;
Bids her frequent the haunts of humble fwains,
Nor dare to traffick in ambitious ftrains;
Bids her, indulging the poetic whim

In quaint-wrought Ode, or Sonnet pertly trini,
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Along the Church-way path complain with Gray,
Or dance with Masox on the firft of May ?

¢ All facred is the name and pow’r of Kings,

< All States and Statefmen are thofe mighty Things
‘¢ ‘Which, howfoe’er they out of courfe may roll,

£ Were never made for Poets to controul.”

Peace, Peace thou Dotard, nor thus vilely deem
Of Sacred Numbers, and their pow’r blafphemd’;
I tell thee, Wretch, fearch all creation round,
In Earth, in Heav’n, no Subje& can be found
(Our God alone except) above whofe weight
The Poet cannot rife, and hold his State,
The blefied Saints above in numbers {peak
The praife of God, tho’ there all praife is weak ;
In Numbers here below the Bard fhall teach
Virtue to foar beyond the Villain’s reach ;

Shall tear his lab’ b’ring lungs, ftrain his hoarfe throat;
And raife his voice beyond the trumpets note,

Should an affi&ed Country, aw’d by men
Of {lavith principles; demand his pen.
This is a great, a olotious point of view,

Fit for an Englifh Poet to purfue,

Undaunted
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Undaunted to purfue, tho’, in returny

His writings by the common Hangman burn.

How do I laugh, when men, by fortune plac’d
Above their Betters, and: by rank difgrac’d,
Who found their pride on titles which they ftain;
And, mean themfelves, are of their Fathers vain,
Who would a bill of privilege ‘prefer,

And treat a Poet, like a Creditor,
The gen’rous ardor'of theMufe condemn,

And curfe the ftorm they know muft break on themi

"~
"

¢ What, fhall a reptile:Bardy a wretch unknown,

"

¢« Without one badge of merit, but his own,

<« Great Nobles lath; and Lords, like common men,

o

¢ Smart from the vengeance of a Seribbler’s pen?”

What’s in this nameiof Lord; that I thould fear
To bring their vices to the public ear ¢
Flows not the honeft blood of humble {wains
Quick as the tide which fwells a' Monarch’s veins?
Monarchs, who wealth and titles can beftow,
Cannot make Virtues in fucceffion fiew.

Would’ft thou, proud Man, be fafely plac’d above

The cénfure of the Mufe, deferve her love,
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A& as thy Birth demands, as Nobles ought ;
Look back, and by thy woithy Father tatught,
Who earn’d thofe Honours, thou wert berz to wear,
Follow his, fteps, and be his Virtue’s heir.
But if, regardlefs of the road to Fame,
You ftart afide, and tread the ‘paths of thame,
. If fuch thy life, that fhould thy Sire arife,
The fight of fuch a Son would blaft his éyes,
Would make him curfe the hour which gave thee birth,
Would drive him, ﬂmdd’ring, from the face of earth,
Once more, with fhame and {orrow, ‘mongft the dead
In endlefs night to hide his rev’rend head :
If fuch thy life, tho’ Kings had made thee more
Than ever King a fcoundrel made before,
Nay, to allow thy pride a decper {pring,
Tho’ God in vengeance had made thee a King,
Taking on Virtue’s wing her daring light,
The Mufe thould drag thee trembling to the light,
Probe thy foul wounds, “and lay thy bofom bare

1'o the keen queftion of the fearching air,

Gods ! with what pride I fee the tited flave,
"V 10 Imarts beneath the ftroke which Satire gave,

D
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Aiming at eafe, and with difhoneft art

Striving to hide the feelings of his heart!

How do-1 laugh, swhen, with affefted air,

(Scarce able thro’ defpite to keep his chair,

Whilft on his trembling lip pale, anger Ipeaks,
And the chaf’d blood flies mounting to his cheeks)
11e talks of Confcience, which good men fecures
From all thofe evil moments guilt endures,

And feems to laugh at thofe, who pay regard

To the wild ravings-of afrantic.bard;

« Satire, whilft envy and ill-humour fivay

¢ The mind of man; muftalways make her way,
« Nor to a bofom, with difcretion fraught,

¢« Is all her malice worth a fingle thought.

¢« The Wife have not the will, nor Fools the pow’r

To {top her headftrong courfe; within the hour,
b}

€

-~

Left to herfelf, fhe dies; oppofing Strife,

[4

Gives hér frefh vigour, and prolongs her life.

« All things her prey, and ev’ty man her aim,

< [ can no patent for exemption claim,

« Nor would I with to ftop that harmlefs dart
Which plays around, but canhef wound my heatt;
¢« Tho’ pointed at myfelf, be-Sarire free;

T'o her *tis pleafure, and no pain to me.,”

{Yiay

Diffembling
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Diffembling Wretch! hence to the Stoic fchool,

And there amongit thy breth’ren play the fool,
There, unrebuk’d, thefe wild, vain do&rines preach ;

Lives there a man, whom SATIRE cannot reach ?
Lives there a man, who calmly can ftand by,
And fee his confcience ripp’d with fteady eye?
When Satire flies abroad on F alfhood’s wing,
Short is her life, and j impotent her fting ;

But, when to Truth allied, the wound fhe gives
Sinks deep, and to remotelt ages liyes.

When in the tomb thy pamper’d fleth thall rot,
And €’en by friends thy mem’ry be ﬂn'gar,

till fhalt thou live, recorded for thy crimes,

- (=)

Live in her pace > and ftink to after-times.

Haft thou no feeling yet 2 Come throw off pride

Andiown thofe paffions whicl

2
1 thou fhalt not hide.

» Who, from the moment of hisbirth,

Made human nature a reproach on-earth,

Who never dar'd, nor wifh’d behind to ftay,

When Folly, Vice, -and Meannefs led the wav

N

Would blufh, thould he be told, by Truth-and Wit,

Thofe ag; ons, which he blufh’d not

Do

t0 commit;
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Men the moft infamous are fond of fame,

And thofe'who fear not guilt, yet ftart at fhame.

But whither runs my zeal, whofe rapid force,
Turning the brain, bears Reafon from her courfe,
Carries me back to times, when Poets, blefs’d
With courage, grac’d the Science they profefs’d;
When they, in Honour rooted, -firmly ftood
The bad to punifh, and reward the good ;

When, to a flame by public Virtue wrought,
The Foes of Ereedom they to juftice brought,
And dar'd expofe thofe flaves who dar’d fupport
A Tyrant plan, and call'd themfelves a Court.
Ah! What are Poets now ?' as ﬂtl‘.-‘iﬂl thofe
Who deal in Verfe, as thofe who deal in Profe,
Is there an Author; fearch the Kingdom round,
In whom true worth, and real Spirit’s found ?
The Slaves: of Bookfellers, or (doonvd by Fate
To bafer chains) vile:penfioners of State

Some, dead to fhame, and of thofe fhackles proud
Which Honour fcorns, for flav’ry roar aloud,

Others, half-palficd only, mutes become,

Wi
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Why turns yon villain pale ? why bends his eyg
Inward, abafh’d, when Murpuy pafles by ?
Doft thou fage MurrHY for a blockhead take,
Who wages war with Vice for Virtue’s fake ?
No, No---like other #orldlings, you will find
He fhifts his fails, and catches ev’ry wind,
His foul the fhock of int’reft can’t endure :

Give him a penfion then, and fin fecure,

With laurell’d wreaths the flatt’rer’s brows adorn,
Bid Virtue crouch, bid Vive exalt her horn;
Bid Cowards thrive, put Honefty to flight,
Murpry fhall prove, or try to prove it right.
Try, thou State-Juggler, ev’ry paltry art;
Ranfack' the inmoft clofet of my heart,
Swear thow’rt my Friend ; by that bafe oath make way
Into my breaft, and flatter to betray;
Or, if thofe tricks are vain, if wholefome doubt
Detets the fraud, and points the Villain out,
Bribe thofe who daily at my board are fed,
And make them take my life who eat my bread ;
On Authors for defence, for praife depend ;
Pay him but well, and Murpay is thy friend.

D 3 ' He
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He, he fhall ready ftand with venal rimés

To varnifh guilt; and confecrate thy crimes;

To make Corruption in falfe colours fHine,

And dafin hiscamt ssed G EARE o

And damn his own good mamie, to refeue thing.
But, if thy niggard hands their gifts with-hold,

2 ._'}
And Vice no longer rains down fhow’rs of gold,

Expeét no mercy ; faéts;-well grount‘u‘:d3 teach;

What tho’ ¢ach man of nice and jufv‘:er thought;
Shunning his {teps, décrecs; by Honour taught,
He ne'er can be a Friendy who ftoops fo low
To be the bafe’betrayer of a foc';

What tho’, with thife together link’d; his name
Muft be with thine tranfmitted down to fhate,
To e¥’ry manly feeling callous grown,

Rather than not blaft chine; he’tl blafk his ewn.

To ope the fountain, whencé fedition fprings,
To {lander Government;  and libe} Kings,
With Freedom’s‘namc 'to ferve a'prefent hour,
'Tho’ born and bred to arbitrary pow’r,
To talk.of Wirgiam with infidious art;

Whilft a vile StuarT’s lurking ia his heart,

And,
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And, whilft mean Envy rears her loathfome head;
Flattring the living; to abufe the dead,

Where.is Suessrare?! 1O, Jet not foul reproach;
Travelling thither in a City-Coach,

The Pill’ry dare to name; the whole intent

Of that Parade was Fame, not Punifhment,

And that old, ftaunch Whig BeaRpmore ftanding by

Can in fulk Court give that report-the lye.

With rude unnat’ral jargon to fupport,
Half Scotch, half Englifh;-a declining Court,
To make moft glaring contraries unite,
And prove, beyond difpute, that black is white,
To make firm Honour tamely league:with fhame,
Make Vice and Virtue differ ‘but in name,
To prove that Chains and Freedom are but one,
That to be fav’d muft mean to be undone, i
Is there not Gurarie? Who, like him, can call
All Oppofites to proof; and conquerall?
He calls forth living waters from the rock:s
He calls forth children from thie bafren ftock;
He, far beyond the fprings:of Nature led,
Makes Women Bring forthiafter they are dead ;

B4 Heg
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He, oma curious;new, and happy plin;

In /77edlock’s facred bands joins MantoiMany

to complete-the whole, *moft ftrange, but true,
By fome. rare' magic,smakes:themsfruitial too,
A7

Whilit from theirdoinsyiin therdug conrfe of year

Flows the rich bloodrof Guraryz’s Englij

Dot thou contrive fome-blacker deed of fhame,
Something which Nature fhudders but to name,
Something whichtmakes:the:Souliof man retreat,
And the life-blood run; backward-to her feat?
Doft thou contrive fordome ibafe privatc end,
Some felfifh view;! ta: hangaitrutting friend,

T'o lure:him on, -€’en torhis parting breath;
And promife life, to work him furer death?
Grown old in villainy; and dead to grace,
Hell in his heart, and TiysurNE-in his face
chold, a Pardanat thy: Elbow ftands,
Low’ring damnation, and'with-open hands
Ripe to/betray his-Saviour: for réward;

The Atheift Chaplain.of an Athgift Lord,

ed to the Chusch; and:forsthe-gown decreed,
‘Iire it was Known that I fhould learn to read

Tho'
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Tho’ that was nothing; for my Friends; who knew
What mighty Dullnefsiof itfelf could do,

Never defign’d me for. aworking Prieft,

But hop’d, I fhould have been a Dean at leaft;
Condemn’d (like many. more, -and worthier men,
To whom I pledge the fervice of my pen),
Condemn'd (whilft proud, and ' pamper’d Sons of Lawn,
Cramm’d to the throat, in‘lazy plenty yawn)

In pomp .of rev’rend -beggry to| éppcar,

To pray, and ftarve on forty pounds a year;
My Friends,. who never felt.the galling load,
Lament that I forfook the Packhorfe road,
Whilft Virtue to my condut witnefs bears

In throwing off that gown, which Francis wears.
- g

What Creature’s that, fo very pert and prims
So very full of foppery, and'whims
So gentle, yet fo brifk ; fo'wond’rous fiweet,
So fit to prattle at a Lady’s feet,
Who looks, as he the Lord’s rich vineyard trod,
And by his Garb appears a man of God ?
Truft not to looks, nor credit outward fhow ;
The villain lurks benéath the ¢affock’d Beau s

That’s
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That’s an Informer; what avails the name?

Suffice it that the wretch from Sopom came.

His tongue is deadly-—~- from his prefence run,
Unlefs thy rage would wifh to be undone.
No ties can hold him; neo affection bind,
And Fear alone reftrains his coward mind ;
Free him fromy that, .ne Menfter is fo fell,
Nor is fo fure a blood-hound found in hell.
His filken fmiles, his hypocritic;air,
His meak demeanour, plaufible and fair,
Are only worn to have Fraud’s eafier way,
And make gull’d Virtue fall a furer prey.
Attend his Church--—-his plan of dectrine view--««
The Preacher is a Chriftian, dull but true;
But when the hallow’d hour of preaching’s o’er,
That plan of doctrine’s never thought of more;
Caurist is laid by negleéted on the fhelf,

And the vile Prieft is Gofpel to himielf.

By CLeLAND tuter’d, and with Bracow bred,
(BLacow, whom by a brave refentment led,
Oxrorp, if Oxrorp had not-funk in fame,

Ere this, had damn’d to everlafting thame)

Their
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"Lheir {teps he follows, and their crimes partakes,
To Virtue loft, to Vice alone he wakes,
Moft lufcioufly declaims *gainft lufcious themes,

And, whillt he rails at blafphemy, blafphemes.

Are thefe the Arts,. which Policy fupplies ?
Are thefe the fteps, by which grave Churchmen rife ?
Forbid it, Heav’n; or, fhould it turn out fo,
Let me, and mine, continue mean and low.
Such be their Arts, whom Intereft controuls;
Kipgerr and 1 have free and honeft fouls.
We fcorn Preferment which is gain’d by Sin,

And will, tho’ poor without, have peace within,
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