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Epigeams,

ANCIENT AND MODERN,

We live, it is said, in o prosaic and realis.
tic age.  With all our modern science and
modern refinements, owr Hiv is not so imagi-
native, 5o gay, so0 insouciant, as that of our
egrandmothers and grandfathers.  ¥ven con-
versation, we are told, has lost its brillianey.
Women, who used to talk so charmingly, vi-
hrate now hetween slang and science. Men
are cither too busy or too lunguid to exert
themselves to talle at all, nnless to constitu-
encies or mechanics’ institntes.  The few
who could talk well are snspeeted of keeping
their tallk to put into hools.  We all write
and read iustead of conversing.  And cven
veading and wriling have become occupa-
tions, rather than amusements.  The warm-
est and most imaginative lover never now
peus o sonnet to Dalia’s eyebrow, or an im-
prompiu upon Sacharissa’s girdle.  The mo-
dern representativos of those charmers would
ouly vole hima ¢ mufl” {or his pains.  Vers
de societe are gone out of fashion altogether.
Snuch poetry as we want (and we do not want
n great deal) is done for us by regular practi-
tioners—laurveates, and s0 forth; we no
more {hink of making onr own verses than
onr own pills.  Any man or woman who wag
Lo produce and offer Lo read in polite com-
pany a poctical elfusion of their own or a
friend’s, such as would have charmed a whole
civele in the days of Pope or of IFanny D~
ney, would he stared at upou reasonable sus-
picion of having escaped from a private lu-
natic asylum. Tven if the offered verses
should he warranted to contain the severest
remarks upon & mutual friend, we of a mo-
dern audience should have strength of mind
enough o resist the tempitation.  Pechaps
society has grown more charitable and less
scandalows 3 perhaps it is only less casily
amused.

It could hardly have heen comiortuble,
afiar all, to live i the age of cpigrams and
imprompins. 1t was all very well for the
Delins and Sachavissns, aforesaid, to have
their chavms celebrated by the wits and poets
ol the duy ; and though itis notoviously true
that their admirers did not err on the side of’
reticence, female delicacy in those days was
iedly startled by the warmth of the homag
A lady had no more ohjection to e compiur-
ed 1o Venus than to the Graces.  Iew in.
deed, were they who needed the warning
which Waller—most clegant of love's epi-
grammatists—puts into the month of his mes-
senger, the Rose—

‘el her that's yYouny.
A shaus 1o have her graces spyad,
Phat had xhe sprung
In deserts where no men almle,
She must have incommendid diel.
Hid her conie forth,
Nuitee herself to e desired,
Al not blush 5o 10 be adinired.
The days when such verses passed from
hand {o hand, and were read iustead of
¢ Punch’ and Mre. Darwin, were indeed ¢n
wood time,” as the Ameriean ladies call i,
lor the fair enchantresses who, strony in the
charms of youth, had only to ¢come forth’
1o inswe admiration ;3 but it was quiie n
different. ease with poor Chloe, who was re-
pairing the damages ol years with a little
mnocent paing or with Celin, who had just,
mounted s new wig ol her very own hair,
honestly honght and paid for.  Human na-
ture, we suppose, was Jnman natnve then
and it conld never have heen pleasant 1o
huwve one's little personal peculinvitios, or
some ontward aceident, o slight social sin,
done into verses forthwithiby a clever friend,
and handed round the breaklast orv teatables
of your own particular cirele for the amuse-
ment and gratification of other dear friends,
clever or otherwise. M was w heavy penally
Lo pay for living in an Augustan age. In
this present generution, il you find yourself
the victim of asevere article in n popular re.
view, you have yoursell hal l'solicil.e({ the ex-
posure hy heing guilly of print in the fivst
place; even il; in the honest discharge of
your ardinary duties, you awake some morn-
iy in & temporary notoriely in o column of
the ¢ Pimes,” you ean salisly your feelings hy
stopping the paper ; and in cither case, you
have the consolation of knowing that pro-
bably & mujority of your persoun! (viends
will never read the abuse, and that inost cer-
tainly nine-tenths of those who do vead it
will have forgotten it in o week.  Bat the
tevse social epigram, of some four ov cight
lines, communicated first from friend to
friend in o confidential whisper, and then
handed about in manuseript long helore it
escaped into print, wag remembered by the
dullest dolt ameongst 4 man’sfintimates, stuck
10 him ali his life, and, in many instinces,
hecame his only memorial 1o posterity.
Like Sintram’s co-travellers, there was no
oseape from its dreadful companionship ; if
bad, it was the morve readily remembered 5

il neat and well-pointed, it was more general-
ly admired and more widely civculated.
"T'rue, the author of the sative did not always
put in the actual name; the victim of his
verse fignred commouly under some classi-
cal alis 5 Dt evérybody knew—~und none
better than the unfortunate ohject—that
Grumio meant Sir ITarry, that Chremes stood
for old Brown, snd that Liady Tab was intond-
ed by Plryne.  Even if there was nothing
morve piersonal than a row of asierisks ju the
original, there were always plenty of copies
in cireulation with the hintus carcfully filled
in. Let no one suppose for & moment that
the polish and the hmavur of such produc-
tions made the attack more endurable.  Ifew
men, and perhaps fewer women, aee of Fal-
stall’s happy temperament, content 1o he the
subject o wit in others. There is more
sound than truth in theepigram which says—
¢ As insmooth ol the razor bestis whet,
So wit is by politeness slarpest set ;
Fheir want of edge from their offene
Botle pain us least when exinisiiely keen,?
And both cnt deepest too, and leave scars
that are longest in healing,  Johnson was
quite right when he prononneey, on the other
hand, that ¢the veluele of wit and delicacy,
only made the satire move slinging; com-
pired with ordmary abuse; he “said, ¢the
difference was belween heing broised with
club, or wounded with o poisoned arvow.’

One is surprised, however, on the whole,
in looking over duy collection of epigrams
which were considered  extremely  good
things in their day, to find how poor the ma-
jority ol themave.  They woulc‘ read better,
no doubt, to those who knew the parties.
The spice of neighbourly ill-nature, which
gave them their chiel zest originally, and
made up for the poverty of the wil, is lost—
happily—to the cool judzment ol the modern
reader. They are Jike the gluss of' chawmp-
agne kept il i1 has lost its sparkle.

A nicely printed Little hook, vecently pub-
lished, comtaining a selection (Tor 2 collec.
tion it certainly is not, though so called in
the dedieation), will impress this faet upon
most. of its readers.  Of cowrse, such jeux
@esprit do not show to advantage when
wathered togother at random, as these scem
to have heen.  They find theic hest place as
illustrations of hiography ov political his-
tory ; olten, an cpigram of four Hines would
requive a page of preface to make ils point
fully intelligible to an ordinavy reader, But
cerlainly, as one turns page aller page of
this ¢literature of Socicty,” onc gels coufirm-
ed in the impression that society was vory ill.
natured in those days. The science of mak-
ing one’s self ¢ heautiful for ever, by the aid
of paint and other aceessories, s still studi-
cd by some ladies, il we may trust Jaw re-
ports and advertisements, and, no douht,
sharp-sighted {riends detect this false coin-
age of beauty 5 but they do not mercilessly
nail it down on the social counter, as in the
case ol poor Doviuda (whose real name was
doubtless perfectly well known to her con,
{emporaries) :—

Say, which enjoys (he geoatest blisses—~
Jolm, who Doritcda’s picture kisses,
Or ‘U'on his friend, the favored
Who Kisses fic Dorinda’s soli”
aith, *tis not easy 1o divine,

While both ave thus with rapiures fuinting,
‘T'o which the Imdance shall incline,

Since Tom and John both kiss n printing.

There is a serquel, 100, cven loss wallang,
which enllu itsell <the Yoint Docided ;
Nay. surely John’s the: happier of the twein,
Because the picture canaot Liss again?

The rude wits of society deliglited i -
tacking these adventitions charms—uncon-
seious, prohadily, that in this as nany other
things, the Groek epigrammadists had been
long helore them,  Lere is one of the hest
amongst many—anonynious, so far s we
know-—which we miss in M. Dooth’s
volume :—

Cosmeliaa clirms inspire mry luys,
Who, farin nature’s seorn,

fooms in the winter of her days.
Liiio Glastonbury thorn.

I eer 10 seize the wemping Dliss,
Upon her ) u fdl,

I'ho plaistered tair retnms Wi ke,
Liko "Chishe, throngh n wa'l.

Modern eadlantey keeps its oyes apen, sl
its lips to itself, andee suspicions eiveumstae.
ces 5 s perhapsnol heing so readily taken
in by false colors, is not so bitter against
those who wenr tnein. -

There e Moelkheads amonsst. tashionable
physicians in our owicdays, and jealoustes,
it 15 1o be fearcd, are not. unknown in the
prolession 5 but they do not put their pro-

Do 81l Dee Lettson, Dy, Radelifte, and a
host. of others did (or their friends and
encmivs dild Tor them) in the days of  wood
Cneen Ao and the German Geoeges, D,

Guterwirds Sie John) THI one of  those, wn-

fegsional  antagonism o the forin of
epigrams, a3 Deo Wynter, Dr. Cheney,

ivemal goniuses whom the publie is apt to
mistrust, is the hero of some of the best of
these medical squibs, e wrote plays ag
well as preseriptions.

¢ For physic und firces, his cqunl there scaree 1s;

His farces are physic, is physie o faree js.?

There is & little series of epigrams upon
him which we cannot iesist quoting  here
from Mr. Booih’s hook, thonzh thoy must
be already old acguaintanees (a3 most of the
bestopigrams are) o all whose reading is
not wholly ol x modern kind.  Some of the
wits of the Literary Club, of which Garricl,
Johuson, Brke, &c., weré members, heigan
upon the unlucky physician as follows:

CLhou essenes: of dock, and vilerra, aid sage,

At ance the disgrace and the pest of your fygey

‘I'he worst thae we wish thee, for all thy sad crimes,

I+ 10 tite thine own physie, aud read thing own

rhymes,? .

To which is veplied, by a sort of semi-
chorug of” the members,—
= Phe wish should be in form reversed.
‘Lo suit the Dorlor’s evines §
LPor if re kex s physic firs).

el never read his rhymes.

Dr. I himself s supposed to rejoin in
answer (and if it were really s, the doctor
woull have had the best ol jt,)—

¢ \Whether gentlemen scribbless, or poets in jaid,

Your impertnent wishes shall cortainty il §

Il wke neithier essenee, nor bulsun of honey,—

Do you take the phiysic, iad Ui tke the money.?

The anonymous cuateziv on Dr. John
Liettsom, the Quaker, is onc of the very hest
of punning epigrams ; its heevity may excuse
its re-appoikance here:

“Afany body comes to I,

1 phyrics, bleeds, and sweals tent;
If, after thay, they Jike 1o die,

Why. whstearg 1?7

1. Lutrs' s
Sir Richard Blackimore, like ITill, wasam-
hitious 1o combine poetry with physic ; and
was dealt with no less severcly by the pop-
ular weapon.  An anunonymous oetrain (of
which the first six lines are wonk) ends with
this eliraay, which reads much better alone :
¢ Sueh shouls of rewders thy dad dustian kills,
‘Thowlt scarce beave aie alive to ke thy pills.?
This, wwain, has escaped Mr. Booth,
though he has given his readers another, on
the subjeet ol Sir Richard’s unforiunate
poem of ¢Job'-~a kind of poetical para.
phrase of the Seripture original :—

£ Poor Job lost all the comtorts of his life,
And hiardly saved a potshend and @ wite
Yot Job blest Heaven ; aml Job aguin wiei blest ;

His virtuo we ayed and bove the tesi,
Bat, hid Drcaven®s westh poired out Bis fiercest
vEll—

Dad he been thats burlesqued,—withont denial,

‘Che paticnt man had yieldad to the winl§

11is pious sponse, with Blackwmore on her sude,
Alast leve prevailed—-Joh had  blasplemed and
died.*

We do not know where the compiler got
this from, nordoes he give any author’s
name ; there were & whole volley of con-
temporary squibs {lying about the head of
this unlucky translator, who had got him-
self into had odour wilh the licentious wits
of his duy by employing his pen against the
immoralitics of the stage.  This drew npon
him the wrath of Dryden, Sedley, Swift,
and others ; and his reputation has suffered
rather unfairly in consequence ; for the jesis
againgt his professional skill were wnfounded,
whatever may be thought of his poetry. A
volume was actually published 1 1700, in
which the squibs upon him we ¢ all collected
nader the title of ¢ Commer datory Poems,
&e.! lere is another of themn which we
have met with, - as good, perlups, and also
ANVNYMOUS :— .

“AWhen Job contending witle the devil |saaw,

Tudind my wonder, bt nat pity, deaw

1For 1 concluded tleat, withont some trick,

A saintat woy thoe eonld mateh old Nick.

Next enme a fieveer fiem) npon s buek—

i memn bis wife with ber infernal elack 3

$ut =titl | did not pity him, as knowing

A eva-trec cudgel soon woull send lier going.

13nt when this quack engaged with Joh § spicd,
Why, Heaven have merey on poor Job, }eried.
What wite and Satan did attempt in vain,

Ple ek will compass witl his imurcdering pen.
Aud on a dunglift lcave poar Job agauin ;

With impions doggrel el podlute his thee,
And neke the saintagnst Lis will blsp) IR

Coleridge’s epigeam upon Job's wife is
prirted in the hook Lefore ux, nod is perhaps
less weneradly known than some others @

s 8ty Belzelab ok all oeensions
Fotry Jobs consimey il palicnee;
1Tetook biz honarz, 100k his healil,
Hetaok his children, 100k his v
113 conels, horses; aes
Sl the <ly devil did not ke hisspopse

y O

B Heaven. it hrmg= ont good rom ey,
And fovess o dprappomt the devil.

{lad pre-detenuined to restore

‘I'wo-fold of all Job had before—

ilis childeen, camcls, asses, cows:—
Short-atghied dovil, nut to take his spouse!?

The germ of this lies where very muay
good things lie unsuspected, and are ocen
sionally dug out and made wse of with very
litle acknowledgment—in the wnlings ol
St Augustine ; and has heen used by Donae
in one of his remarkable sermons, wheve
Coleridge  probably found it. The old
divine’s ¢ improvement’ of the passage heats
any epgram that ever was founded on it :—

¢ ¢ Misericordem putatis Dinbolumy,? says
that father, ‘qui et reliquit uxorem? Do
you think that Job lighted upon a mercilul
and good-natured devil, or that Job was he
holden to the Devil for this, that he lefi him
his wife? ¢Noverat per ¢quam decepera
Adam,’ says he 5 ¢ suam veliquit adjuiricem,
non marito consolationem; he left Job o
helper, hut a helper for his own ends.”

Wo must have done with the physicians,
only quoting some more recent lines, neit
but not over-complimentary, upou the trio
who were in attendance on poor George HI -

#Phe King employs three doetors datly,

Williz, Hebevden and Baillie ;

All exceedingty skillful men,

Basilie, Wilhs sl Heberden;

But donbaful which most sure 10 Bl is,

Badlie, Hcherden, or Williz»

Law escapes these sativie vhymers betler
than physic. No doubt the lwwyers were
able to hold theiv own against the world in
this as in other watters. Two or three
clever things of Siv George Rose are given
in Mr. Bootl’s book ; but there ave, we sus
pecty sowe still better in private civeulation,
perhaps rather oo personal on confempora
ries (o be snitable for publication.  The fol-
lowing, though it deals with names  well
known at the bar, is good-humored enouch,
as well as clever. I purports to he ¢ Phe
istory of a Case shovtly reported by «
Master in Chancery :

SAD Leach mtnle aspeeeh,
Angry, neal, but wrong .

Ar. Hart, on the otler part,
Wit prosy, dull, wod Long.

puke very wall
gh nobiody kiew whint sboat
Mr. Trower tliced for an hour,

Sut down fatigued and hot.

Mr. Parker made the ease davker,
Which was durk enough withont,
My, Cooke gnoted his bools,
And the Chneellor said-=¢1 pocpr.»

Of conrse the Chancellor was Lord Eldon.
But the Editor should have given the sequel.
His Lordship soon after decided a ease
against Rose, and looking wagxishly at him,
said, ‘Tn this case, Mr. Rose, the Chancel.
for does Not doubt P Mr. Booth has omit-
ted oue (or ruther two) of the very hest
epigrams which touch upon the gentlemen
of the long robe. We thought the lines
were very well known, and they have cor
tainly appeared more than once in print, as
a proposed ¢ Juscription for the Gate of the
Inner Pemple:?

¢ As by the ‘Pemplars’ holds you ge
‘Flie Horse and Lawb, displayed
In emblematie fignyes, show
‘Fhe merits of their irule.

‘Fhat elicnts muy infer from thenee
How just is their profession=—

‘The Lamb scts forth their inNoerxey:.
‘I'he Horse their ExremrioN,

<Ol happy Britenst lappy i<le
Lart foreign nations sny,

Where you get justice without guile.
And law swithont delay.”?

The reply is equally good

 Deluded nicu, these holds fivego,
Nor 1rust such cunning elves;

These artful emblems serve to show
‘Ther eliems, not themselves.

Ylisalla trick; these are but shams
By which they mean to eheat you
But have a eare—for yon're the Fains
And they the wolves that eat you,

Now let the hope of no delay
‘T'o theso their courts misguide you
"Tis you're the showy Harst, and they
‘The sockkvs tiat would ride you."

The Universities have had their wits and
their butts in at least as great abundance as
the Courts of Law.  Especially was this likely
tobe the case in a society like Oxford,
which maintained upon its “stafl, for many
years, & sorh of licensed jester, under the
naune Lerra: Filtus, whose ollice was, at
the ¢ Bachelor’s Commencement,’ to satirise,
with the most unbounded license, all the re-
eognized anthorities.  We feel sure that the
Oxford social records might have supplied «
eollector of this literary smallware with some
very tolerable specimens; and we hardly

think that M. Booth ean have availed him-



