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S OME of my Friends (for Friends 1 muft fuppofe
All, who, not daring to appear my foes,
Feign great good will, and, not more full of fpite
Than full of craft, under falfe colours fight)
Some of my Friends (fo lavifhly I print)
As more in forrow than in anger, hint
(Tho’ that indeed will {fcarce admit a doubt)
That I fhall run my ftock of Genius out,
My no great ftock, and, publifhing (o faft,
Muft needs become a Bankrupt at the laft,
D G5} The
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< The Hufbandman, to f:E-J&.]‘.E a thankful Toil,

¢ Which;-rich in difpofition; pays histott

«¢ More than a hundred fold, which fwells his ftore

¢ E’en to his wifh, and makes his barns run o’er,

< By long Experience taught, who teaches beft,

¢« Forgoes his hopes awhile, and gives it reft.

¢ The Land, allow’d its lofies to repair,

 Refrefh’d, and full in ftrength, delights to wear

“ A fecond Youth, and to the farmer’s eyes

¢ Bids richer crops, and double harvefts rife.

« Nor think this praétice to the earth confin’d,
¢ Tt reaches to the culture of the Mind.
“ The Mind of Man craves reft, and cannot bear,
< Tho’ next in pow’r to Gods,: continual care.

¢« Genius himfelf: (nor here let Genius frown)
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Mauft, to enfure his vigour, be laid down,

« And fallow’d welly had Crvrcaint known but this,
¢ Which the moft flight obfetver fearce could mifs,

¢« He might have flouril’d twenty years or more,

<« Tho’ now alas? poor Man! wotn outiinfour.

Recover'd froin the vanity of youth,

1 feel, alas! thigmelancholly truth,
T hanks
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Thanks to each cordial; each advifing Friend,
And am, if not too late, refolv’d to mend,
Refoly’d to give fome refpite to my pen,

Apply myfelf ence more to Books, and Men;
View what is prefent; what is paft review,

And my old ftock exhaufted lay in new.

For twice fix'moon§ (let winds, turn’d Porters, bear
This oath to Heav’n) fortwice fix moons I fwear,
No Mufe fhall tempt me with her Siren lay,

Nor draw me from improvement’s thorny way,
Verfe I abjure, nor will forgive that Friend;

Who in my hearing fhall a Rime commend,

It cannot be—Whether I will; or no,
Such as they are, my thoughts in meafure flow;
Convinc'd, determin’d, I in profe begin,
But ¢’re ['write one fentence, Verfe creeps in,
And taints me thio’ and thro’; by this good light
In Verfe I talk by day, I dream by night;
If nowand then I cusfe, my curfes chime,
Nor can I pray, unlefs I pray in rime.
E’en now L err, in fpite of Common Senfe,

And my Confeffion doubles my offence.
Reft
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Reft then my Friends—{pate, {pare your precious breath,
And be your flumbers not lefs found than death;
Perturbed Spirits reft, nor thus appear
To wafte your counfels in a fpendthrift’s ear,

On your grave lefions I cannot fubfift,

Nor ¢’en in verfe become Oﬁcammgﬁ; :

Reft then'my Friends, nor, hateful to my eyes,
Let Envy, in the fhape of Pity, rife

To blaft me ¢re my tune; with patience waity -
(*Tis no long interval) propitious Fate

Shall glut your pride, and ev’ry Son of phlegm
Find ample room to cenfure and condemn.
Read fome three hundred lines, (nd eafy tafk;
But probably the laft that I fhall afk)

And give me up forever ; wait one hour,

Nay not fo much, Revenge is in your pow'r,
And Ye may cry, ere Time hath turn’d his glafs,

.ol what #e prophecied is come to pafs.

Let Thofe, who Poctry in Poems claim,
Or not read this, or only read to blame;
Let Thofe, wha are by fiction’s charms enflav’d,
Return me thanks for half a crown well fav’d;

1 et
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Let thofe, who love a little gall in rime,
Poftpone their purchdfc now,, and call next time;
Let Thofe, who, void of Nature, look for art,
Take up their money, and in peace depart;

Let Thofe, who energy of diction prize,

For BiLLiNcscATE quit FLExNEY, and be wile;
Here 1s no lie, no gall, no art, no force,

Mean are the words, and fuch as come of courfe,

The Subject not lefs fimple than the lay

A plain, unlabour’d journey of a Day,

Far from Me now be ev’ry tuneful Maid,
I neither afk, nor can receive their.aid.
Pegafus turn’d into 2 common hack,
Alone I jog; and keep the beaten track,
Nor would I have the Sifters of the hill
Behold their Bard in fuch a Difhabille:
Abfent, but only abfent for a time,
Let Them carefs fome dearer fon of Rime,
Let Them, as far as Decency permits,
Without fufpicion, play the fool with Wits,
"Gainft Fools be guarded; ’tis a certain rule,

Wits are fafe things, . there’s danger in a Fool.
8 L

Lat
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Let Them, tho’ modeft, Gray more modeft wooes
Let Them with Masox bleat, and bray, and coee;
1et Them with FrANgLIN, proud of fome fmall Greek,
Make Sophocles, difguis’d, in Englifh fpeak;

Let Them with Grover o'er Medea doze;

Let Them with Dopscey wail Cleone’s woes,
Whilt He, fine feeling creature, all in tears,
Melts as they melt, and weeps with weeping Peers;
Let Them with fimple WHITEHEAD, taught to creep
Silent and foft, lay FonTeNsLLE afleep;

Let Them with Browne contrive, no vulgar trick,
To cure the dead; and make the living ficks

et Them in Charity to MurPHY give -

Some old French piece, -that he may fteal and lives
Let Them with antick £00TE {fubfcriptions get,

And advertife a Summerhoufe of Wit.

Thus, or in any better way They pleafe,
With thefe great Men, or with great Men like thefe,
I et them their appetite for laughter feed;

I on my Journeyall Alone proceed:

If fathionable growh; and fond of pow'r
With bui’rons Scors let Them difport their hour;
I »

Tet
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Let Them dance, fairylile; round Ossran’s tomby

Let Them forge #es,-and biffories-f6f Huomi;

Let Them with Homg, -the very Prince of vetfe,

Make fomething like @ Tragedy-in &zfes
Under, dark Adlegory’s flinfy veil
Let Them with OsiryiE {pin buta fale

Of rueful length; et Them plain things obfcure,

Debafe what’s tkuly rich, and what i3 pobic
Make poorer ftill by jargon mieft tincovith ;
With ev’ry, pert, -prim Prettinéfs of Youth

Born of falfe Tafte, with Fancy: (like a CHild
Not knowing what It eriés for) runding wild,
With bloated Stile, by Affectation taught,
With much falfe Colourihg, and little Thought,
With Phrafes {tfange, and Dialect decreed

By Reafon never to have pafs’d the Ttweed,

With Words, which Nature ineant each other’s foe,
Forc’d to compound whether they will or no,

With fuch materials, Let Them, if They will,

To prove at once their pléafantry and Tkill;

Build up 2 Bird to war *gainft Common Senfe,

By way of Compliment to Providence;

Let Them with Armstrone, taking leave of Senfe,

Read mufty lectures on Benevolence,
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Or conn the pages of his gaping Day,

Where all his:former Fame was thrown away,
Where all, but barren labour, was forgot,

And the vain ftiffnefs of a Lefter’d Scor;

Let Them with ARMsTRONG pafs the term of light,
But not one hour of darknefs ; when the Night
Sufpends this mortal coil, when Mem’ry wakes,
When for our paft mifdoings Confcience takes

A deep revenge, when, by Reflexion led,

She draws his curtains, and looks comfort dead,
Let ev’ry Mule be gone; in vain He turns

And tries to pray for {leep ; an Ztna burns,

A more than 7Etna in his coward breaft,

And Guilt, with vengeance arm’d, forbids him reft.
Tho® foft as -Plumage from young Zephyr's wing,
His couch feems hard, and no relief can bring.
IncraTiTUnE hath planted daggers there,

No Good Man can deferve, na brave Man bear.

Thus, or in any better way They pleafe,
With thefe great Men, or with great Men like thefe,

Let Them their appetite for laughter feed;

I on my Journeyall Alone procu:dj Ww@
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