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By lily fringed Ladon, or filent 1iyflus,

I'e ne'er had been recn with the fhepherds

to mix,
. Who, from my defcription, fuppos’d him
(Heav’n blefs us t)
Some hae.feed heav'd up from the banks
' of the Styx.

1 found this great Poet was known at
Parnafius

For prawling and privately ftealing the

) flawers

But the Mufas, nice. nos d and moft deli-
cate lafies,

Declar'd him too dirty to enter, their
bow rs. .

By Tiber, foft Arno) and fount of Vau- -

clufe,
No Dryid or Naid e'er hieard of his name;
No clegant haunt of the medern Mufe
Had yet been arous’d by the blaft of his
. fame,

Atlength I difcovered the favourite fiream,
Whofe paticns. inlpiring hxs poems €n-
riche—

I faw him delighted, da(h, tumble and .

fwim,
With Nymphs of the Kennel, in fable
Fleet. duc\ : .

VERSES

By Pz'ﬁ:n Pinpaxr s
!
Said to Le armfonrd by the a bowe: Supprfing
them  to-be awritren by Nr, HaYLEY:
- from bis Satue ok the Gert{rman s Maga-
o ~l7lf.’.
¢ WHO to men of canvas firuck the
“lyre,
b
And fet with qhyme th® Acndemy on fire ;
O'er Monnt Parnafivs, Jove hl«:e caft my
M \‘ v th‘C H
At Peets {mil'd and Poeu-ﬂ'c. mo PN
Preice’d the ballads of the uood Cld b.u-
s ey .
“Ta'all the cold pumpoﬁmq of Hayle/,
Whote rhymes, as {oon as ln'cr d, joind
the bheaps,

W tiers midft her ﬂ)adomy gulph Oblivion.

flecps ;-
So deep, who fearce can dnve into him-
Cfelf
So lefry (oo the 1ennnr of the {htlf‘
Now (L. fict than secroirs fo raw at drill 5
Now gotit-sainé of the Mufes hifl » ©7 -7

b, who to wrave “Revicwers “figh'd my

pray'r,

"POETRY.

Submiffive bending at the Critic chair ;

And bluﬂung begg'd one little laurel fpng,

To bring importance and adorn my wig :

1, who Sam Whitbread’s brew houfe
prais’d in fong,

So highly hondur'd: by. the voyal throng; |

Be-rhym'd a goudly Monan.h and his
Spoufe,”

Mifs Whitbread™s curt’ fies, Mlﬂer Whit-
- bread’s bows,

Amounting, hift'ry fays, to many a f"nre,

Such, too, as Chifwell fircet neer faw
before :

1 who to Pirt the chords in anger fruck,

Who whelm’d his Prince fo gracefully
with muck;

Lycurgus Pitt, whofe penezratmg eyeés

Behold the fount of Freedom in Excife;

Whofe Partriot logic poflibly maintains

Th’ identity of Liberty and Chaing'

1, who on fuch ncf\ fuch&s dex&nd to

fhine,

Now tunc to once a Prmters Dev’l thc
line ;

But now no more ‘a dev’l—with "Atlas
mein, '

The great fupporter of a Magazine ;. )
No moré, no more, a dev'] with humble
. air,
But ' fit compamon for our gr;at Lord
o May'r. -

How like.the worm, which crawls at ﬁrﬁ
the earth,

But getting a'new coat: difdains its. blrth

Spreads.its gold tiffue to the {olar ray,

And wings o’er irees and, tow’rs ns airy
way I’

HIRLAS: A POEM, ‘
By Ow:;_n,, Priﬂre.of PorwisL -
AIR rofe the morn in fplendor drefs'd,
The ruddy. fun ilum’d the Eafl, ‘
The clang of armour fill'd the air,
Th’ impetuous warriors rufh’d to war:

Sweord clafh’d with fwoud,‘the ﬂlppexy :

plain

"Was ftrew’d with Saxon heroes ﬂmn HET

Kcen darts their courfe impetuaus bme,

- And dy*d their points in reeking gore 5.,
- Like lions burfiing on their prey, . = .

Confufion mark’d our dreadiul way :
Shiver'd lances firew’d the field, .-
With many.a helm and cloven Mield :

‘The &axon Nobles o’er the heath,

Layin the bloody arms of Death:
Impeded by the heaps of flain, ~ .
The brocks, o’ecflow’d the. purple p]am.
They ﬁy—(he foies of Owen 6) R

Shouts-of viét'ry Tend the ﬂ(y* KRR
, The



