s1 THE EN

QUIRER,

ABUSE OF GREAT NAMES.

Fortune slas ! how spertest thow on earth !
¥Fame; thou'rt 8 wind—a bubble gave thee birth!

" Say, where those

pames that set the world on fire !

Where do the pride of Rowme and Greece rétire
Hecrory dread name now marks the butchers dog !
Cato tends sheep! and Brutus drives a hog!
* Look ye Yor PoMPEY, search the tannér’s yird !
You'l meet with C£sAR in yon drchard’s guard :
"But rivals still for fameunknown to fears, ' ;.
A bone unpicked shall set them by theears; .
See Scrpro bolt of war | the bull essay, ~

Whilst NEero, bl

Y

6od haund still makes man his prey:.

“"Thaug fures'it with{rédown -~aor Gods retain

.One jot o rev’reuce for their nome or fame, -
.JUNa, Mars, Venus,~—}apdogs now and bitches . . .
With. mungy coats-are drown’d and: float in ditches?:

Liv’d ye-od earth, 3'
- Whviewd from di

e onice fam’d pair of zages *
flerent points the crimes_ of ages

i

How wouldst thou weep .for gréatness so burlesg'd,
How wouldst thou,Jaugh at doga in regul vest

- *Héraclifus and Demeoetites.

b

‘One pitied, one condemn’d the woful timies; - .
"One laughed at follies, pne lamented crimes;

~ “THEN LET"FOLKS JEER.
_WARM be my gear,
, - And let folks jeer. -.
To ruling states let others tgrn, -
For conquest and for kingdoms burn, ;.
But Yet my huaible mouth be burnieg
With rolle,hot ‘buttered every morn:’
Dﬂg H PR ’
Aud, n the simt?r cold dnd dreer,
rdm, of jug of goad etrong beer. -
'i‘hen let fm jeer.

Erom golden vase let princeseat,
Midst thousand fears, the pamper

ing
treat; .- &
<Aud taste of.Car's all-bitterivg pilly
"Tis gilded, but "tis bitter stil).
The »tore my board is'waut to bear
Is frogal, but *tis whelesomeé cheet,
86 let folks jeer.
And while the hills. avd mountaine
Wy
With sil\'$ ice and dnvenshow, " |
Then be .y umiling heart wéll stored;’
With crackling cbesnuts, a good)
h » -

. oard 5. . PN .
Nor ‘want there friemds, the hotse-to

e

'{ Leander

fth goblid tales ofpteuine’( s ¢
'g'?mgn)eg tolkeJeer, -
- Lat merchants, and I wish thew joy,
o seek more gold their hours em-
Lt :Pb,g L
Whilst I.alope the

breszy steand, - -
Seek shells and cockles in the sand,
And Philomel’s sweet accent bear,
Frow trees, that guard you fountaip
pridsmiid )
And let folks jeer.
y wowld delight
To stem 3\? waves at dead of night,
gt‘t&a to cool ;:e. m..ﬁa;:
hat ded him to the expecting dame;;
1 better like, devpid of feer, ?
| To ford y‘:s‘:“'gl&"m s0 bright and
S deady L
Fod ket Gtkajest.
s War Jowc, the crugl little kpave
Jeo mus and Thist ve,
K bword instead of bitdaE bed, -
joincd them Boll; Dut joined
tzleﬂ dead;
A pastry be my Thisbe here, -
" Aud vae wy-tvoth fora rapites -

-~

-chees,

" Su fetfolks jess,”



