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VESE Y! of Verfe the judge and friend!
Awhile my idle ftrain attend :
Not with the days of early. Greece, |
I mean to ope’ my {lender piece ;
The rare Sympofium to proclaim, g
Which crown’d th® Athenians’ focial name ; '
Or how Aspasia’s parties fhone,
The firt Bas-blen at Athens known ;
K 2 Nor
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Nor need I ftop my tale, to fhew,
Af leaft to Readers fuch as you,
How all that Rome eﬁeem’dl Pt;llitﬁ',
SﬁPP’a With-LUCUL_I:US every night ;

\

Lucurrus, who, from Pontus come,

Brought conquefts, and brought cherries home::

Name but the fuppers-in-th’ Apollo,
What claflic images will follow !

How wit flew round, while each might take
Conchylia from the Lucrine lake; -

And Attic Salt, and Garum Sauce,

And Lettucc from the Ifle of Cos ;

The firft and laft from Greece tranfplanted,
Us’d here—becaufe the rhyme: I wanted: |
How Pheafants’ heads, with coft coile&ed,
And Phenicopters’ ftood negle@ed,
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“T'o laugh at Scre1o’s lucky hig; 7 !l 0 0L gk
PoMmrey’s bon-mot, or Casar’s wit] o
Intemperance, lift'ning to the tale,
Forgot the Mullet growing * ftale; = -
And Admiration, balanc’d, hung

'Twixt Peacocks’ brains, and Turiv’s tongue. = 30
I {hall not ftop to dwell on‘thefe, N
But be as epic as I pleafe, | | !.
And plunge at once in' medias res. % 2 .:‘!
To prove the privilege 1 pléﬁ&,, I3 X iew hgk
I'll quote fome Greek Iéannoﬁt fead3-oC fou L -origs

Stunn’d by Authority, you yield,
And I, not Reafon, keep the field.
Long was Society e’er-run- _

By Whift, that defolating Hun ;

* Seneca fays, that in his time the Romans were arri?éd_ at fuch 2
pitch of luxury, that the Mullet was reckoned ftale which did not die in
the hands of the gueft.

Long
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Long did Quadrille defpotic fit, c10192 18 doust 4B
That Vandal of colloquial wit ;"

And Converfation’s {etting light -

Lay half-obfcur’d in Gothic night ;.

Till Leo’s triple crown, to you,

,Bosmwmg-,fage, bright ‘.M_'E;J*Nr':]"ﬁ:.GU,_ b $5wbe | 45
Divided, fell;—your caresin hafte;[, . «

Refcued the ravag’d realms of Tafte; 1

And Lyrreiron’s accomplifh’d. name,.

And witty PurTNEy fhar'd ,-the: fan}e fivirg ad; |
The Men, not bound by pedant rules, . 5.1 .-, 50
Nor Ladies’ precieufes {??‘_fdffﬂ[ﬁs;;;; ~iiodirh yd
For polifh’d Wavrore fhew’d the way,
How Wits may be both learn’d and_gqy 3

And CarTEer taught the female train,

The deeply wile are never vain ;. | &5

3. . | And
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And the, who SHAKELS-PEAREtS.WI"DIlgG redreft,
Prov’d that the brighteft are the beft, =~

O howuifkilie theswié Xiiss Fal>r1 5
RameourLier *| at thy quaint Hotel 5 ¢
Where point, and turn, and equivoque, ~ © © 7 60
Diftorted every word they fpo’ke'; i ontao oo woids bl
All fo intolerably bright, e o ; 1l
Plain Common Senfe was put to flight;
Each {peaker, fo“-iﬁgéﬁibtjs egﬂ, Skt ) i1 919 W
"T'was tirefome to be quite fo.clévei-;a g nommos A,
There twifted Wit forgot'to pleafe, © 277 nuibmm LA
And Mood and Figure‘banifh’d‘eafe s =0 11200 Slogmn
Poor exil’d Nature houfelefs ftray’d, &= » ' "
'Till Seviene receiv’d the maid, 7 oreh o o olidwy

.‘.- _— - - Ilr EI- r * ™ Fa
|

* The Society at the Hotel de .RA.M_BB‘.UII.'L;ET, thuﬁgh Eﬁnipnftﬂ of
- polite and ingenious perfons, was-much tainted with affetation ‘and falfe”
tafte. See Vorrure, Menace, &c. ‘

Tho'
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Tho’ here fhé comes to-blefs our ifle, 70
Not univerfal is her fmile.
Mufe! fnatch the lyre which Camsriper ftrung,
When he the empty. ball-room fung ;
'Tis tun’d above thy pitch, 1 doubt,
And thou no mufic wou’dft draw ouit ; | g
Yef, in a lower note, p;rei'ume
To fing the tull, dull Drawing-room.
Where the dire Circle keeps its: ftation,
Each common phrafe is an oration ;
And cracking fans, and’ whifp’riﬂg_bﬁﬂés; e 8o
Compofe their Converfation bliffés. 1
The Matfon- marks the‘gge&ly (hew,
While the tall daughter eyes the Beau+—
The frigid Beau l-—-Ahi L lucklefs fair, | .
"Tig mt!f&ym that 'ftudied airg o B | sof e o8
T et
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Ah! not for you that fidelong glance, - -
And all that charming nonchalance ;
Ah! not for you the three long hours
He worfhip’d the ¢ Cofmetic powers ;™
That finifh’d head which breathes perfume,
And kills the nerves of half the room ;
And all the murders meant to lie
In that large, languifhing, grey eye;
Defift ;—Ilefs wild th’ ...attemja-t wou’d be,
To warm the fnows of Rhodope :
Too cold to feel, toe proud to feign,
For him you’re wife and fair in vain,
Chill fhade of that affeted Peer,
Who dreaded Mirth ! come fafely here;
For here no vulgar joy effaces
Thy rage for polifh, ton, and graces.
| L
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Cold Ceremony’s leaden hand,

Waves o’er the room her poppy wand ;
Arrives the ftranger ; every gueft
Conf{pires to torture the diftreft ;

At once they. rife—fo have I feen—

You guefs the fimile I mean,

Take what comparifon you pleafe,

The crowded ftreets,  the {warming bees,
The pebbles on the fhores that lie, '
The ftars, which form the galaxy;

This ferves t’ embellith what is faidy ) '

And fhews, befides, that one has read;—." . .

At once they rife—th’ aftonifh’d gueft.
Back in a corner -ﬂinks,"diﬁrgﬂ;_ 2 ¥ d4ai]
Scar’d at the many bowing round, voj -

And fhock’d at her own voice’s found,
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Forgot the thing fhe meant to fay,

Her words, half-utter’d, die away; -
In {weet oblivion down fhe finks,

And of her ten appointments thinks:
While her loud neighbour on the right,
Boafts what fhe has to do to-night ;

So very much, you’d {wear her pride is
To match the labours of ALcipEs;
*Tis true, in hyperbolic meafure,

She nobly calls her labours Pleafures

In this, unlike Arcmena’s {on,

She never means they fhou’d be done; -

Her fancy of no Zizits dteams,

No | ne plus ultra bounds her {ehemes ;

Fir’d at th’ idea, out fhe flouneces;svod 21

And a new Martyr Joun dnnounces.

* ,r‘*. L 2
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We pafs the pleafures vaft and various; -
Of Rm_lts, not {ocial,; ‘but gt@&ginus;
And, pleas’d, to gentler {cénes retreat,
Where Converfation: holds her feat.

Small were that art which wou'd enfure

The Circle’s boafted quadrature ! o2 -0 - 7

See Vesey's plaftic_ genius make '

A Circle every figure take

Nay, fhapes and forms which wcm’d'defy |
All {cience of Geometry,

I{ofceles, and I;a'rallel,

Names hard to fpeak, and hard to fpell -~

Th’ enchantrefs wav’d her wand, and fpoke !
Her potent wand the Circle broke;

The focial Spirits hover round,

'And blefs the liberated ground.

eotow K38
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Afk you what charms this gift difpenfe ?
"Tis the ftrong fpell of Gomon Senst.
Away fell Ceremony flew,
And with her bore Detra&ion too.

Nor only Geometric Art, = = .
Does this prefiding power impart ;
But Chymifts too, who want the eflence,
Which makes or mars all coalefcence,
Of her the fecret rare might get,
How different kinds amalgamate :
And he, who wilder fludies chofe,,
Find here a m;:w metempfychofe ;
How forms can other forms affume,
Within her Pythagoric rc;am~. :
Ot be, and ftranger isgh’ event,
The very things which Nature meant.;

6
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Nor ftrive, by art and affe&ation,

To crofs their genuine deftination.

Here {ober Ducheﬁes are {een,

Chafte Wits, and Critics void of {pleen; °
Phyficians, fraught with real fcience,

And Whigs and Tories in alliance ;

Poets, fulfilling Chriftian duties,

Juft Lawyers, reafonable Beauties ;
Bifhops who preach, and'Peers who pay,
And Countefles who feldom play ;-
Learn’d Antiquaries, who, from college,
Rejed the ruft, and bring the knowledge ;
And, hearit, age, believe it, youth,
Polemics, really fecking truth ;

And Travellers of that rare tribe, .

Who've /zen the countries they defcribe ;

170

178

180

I.adies



OR, CONVERSATION. -

Ladies who point, nor think me partial,

An Epigram as well as MarTrAL 5

Yet in all female worth fucceed,

As well as thofe who cannot read, 185
Right pleafant were the tafk, I ween,

To name the groupes which fill the feene ;

But Rhyme’s of fuch faftidious nature,

She proudly {corns all Nomgnclature,

Nor grace our Northern names her lips, 196

- Like Homer’s Catalogue of Ships, - . 1
Once—faithful Memory ! heave a figh,

Here Roscrus gl’adden-’d‘every 'ejre;

Why comes not Maro ? F ar from. town, .

He rears the Urn to Tafte, and Brown S 195

His Englifh garden breathes Pe’rfume,, '

And promifes perennial bloom:.. ' -

Here,
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Here, rigid CaTto, awful Sage!

Bold Cenfor of a thoughtlefs age,

Once dealt his pointed mnioral round, 200
And, not unheeded, fell the found ;

The Mufe his honour’d memory weeps,

For CaTo now with Roscius fleeps !

Here once HorTENsius lov'd to fit,

Apoftate now from focial Wit : 205
Ah! why in wrangling fenates walte

'The npbleft parts, the happieft tafte ?

Why Democratic Thunders wield,

And quit the Mufes’ calmer ﬁe;ld ?

Tafte thou the gentler joys they give ; 210
With Horace and with Lerius live.

Hail, Converfation, foothing Power,

Sweet Goddefs of the focial hour!
Not
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Not with more heart-felt warmth, at leaft,

Does Lerius bend, thy &uc High Prieft, 215
Than I, the loweft of thy train,

Thefe field-flow’rs bring to deck thy fane;

Who to thy fhrine like him can hafte, I

With warmer zeal, "or purer tafte?

O may thy worthip long prevail, | 220
And thy true votaries never fail !

Long may thy polifh’d altars blaze

With wax-lights’ undiminifh’d rays!

Still be thy nightly offerings paid,

- Libations large of Limonadel ST T 1+
On filver Vafes, loaded, rife

The bifcuits’ ample facrifice |

Nor be the milk-white ftreams forgot

Of thirft-affuaging, .cool orgeat ;

M Rile,
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Rife, incenfe. pure from fragrant Tea,
Delicious incenfe, worthy Thee !

- Hail, Converfation, heav’'nly fair,
Thou blifs of life, and balm of care !
Call forth the long-forgotten knowlege
Of fchool, of travel, and of college !
For thee, beft folace of his toil |
The fage confumes his midnight oil ;
And keeps late vigils, to produce
Materials for thy future ufe.

If none behold, ah! wherefore fair ?

- Ah | wherefore wife, if none muft hear ?
Our intelleGtual ore muft fhine,,

Not {flumber, idly, in the mine.

Let Education’s moral mint

- The nobleft images imprint ;
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Let Tafte her curious touchftone hold,

To try if ftandard be the gold ;

But ’tis thy commerce, Converfation,

Muft give it ule by circulation ;

That nobleft commerce of mankind,

Whofe precious mcrchandiz:_ is Minp 1
What ftoic Traveller wou’d try

A fterile foul, and parching fky,

Or dare th’ intemperate Northern zone,

If what he faw muft ne’er be known ?

For this he bids his home farewell,

Thie joy of fecing is to tell:

Truft me, he never wou’d have ftirr’d,

Were he forbid to {peak a word ;

And Curiofity wou’d {leep,

If her own fecrets the muft keep :

M 2
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The blifs of telling what is paft,
Becoinﬁ:s her rich reward at laft.

Yet not from low defire to fhine,
Does Genius toil in Learning’s Mine 3,
Not to indulge in- idle vifion,

But ﬁrike new light by ftrong collifion..
O’er books the mind inaive lies,
Books, the mind’s food, not exercife !:

Her vigorous wing fhe fcareely feels,.
"Till ufe the lateft ftrength revealss
Her {lumbering energies call’d forth,,

She rifes, confcious of her woﬁh 5

And, at her new-found powers elated,.

Thinks them not rous’d,. but new created..

Enlighten’d {pirits | you, who know

What charms from: polifh’d converfe flow,,
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e ———————

Speak, for yﬁu can, the pure delight

When kindred {ympathies unite ;

When correfpondent taftes impart 'x 280
Communion fweet from heart to heart 3,

| You ne’er the cold gradations need

Which vulgar fouls to union lead ;

No dry -di{'cufﬁon to unfold

'The meaning, caught as foorras told:: I8 A8 8
But {parks ele@ric only ftrike '

On {ouls ele@rical alike;

The flafh of Intelle& expirés,_ |

Wlels it meet congenial fires.

The language to th’ Ele& alone 290
Is, like the Mafon’s myftery, known 3

In vain th’ unerring fign is made
' To him who is not of the Zrade.

What
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What lively pleafure to divine,

The thought implied, the hinted line,
To feel Allufion’s artful force,

And trace the Image to its fource!

Quick Memory blends her {catter’d rays,
“Till Fancy kindles at the blaze ;

The works of ages ftart to view,
And ancient Wit elicits new.
But wit and parts if thus we prailfe,
What nobler altars thou’d we raife,”
| Thofe facrifices cou’d we fee
Which Wit, O Virtue! makes to Thee.
At once the rifing thought to dafh,
To quench at once the burfting flath-|
The fhining Mifchief to-{fubdue, !

And lofe the praife, and pleafure too !
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This is high Principle’s controul |

This 1s true continence of foul !

Blufh, heroes, at your cheap renown,
A vanquifh’d realm, a piuﬁder’d town .

¥our conquefts were to gain a'name;

This conqueft triumphs over Fame s

So pure its effence, ‘twere deftroy’d

If known, and if commended, void..

Amidft the brighteft truths believ’d,.
Amidft the faireft deeds atchiev’d,
Shall ftand recorded and admir’d,.

That Virtue funk what Witinfpir'd I

But let the letter’d, and the fair,.
And, chiefly, let the Wit beware
You, whofe warm {pirits never fail, .

Forgive the hint which ends my tale.

-
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Tho’ Science nurs’d you in hér bow’rs, -
Tho’ Fancy crown your brow with flowers,
Each thought, tho’ bright Invention ﬁ}l,
Tho’ Attic bees each word d.iﬂ:il;

Yet, if one gracious power refufe

Her géntle influence to infufe, . .
“In vain {hall liftening crowds approve,
They’ll praife you, but they will not love,
What is this power, you're loth to mention,
This Eharm, this witcheraft ? ’tis ATTE1NTION :
Mute Angel, yes; thy looks difpenfe
- The filence of intelligence ;
Thy graceful form I well n::li{'t:f:r'n;l

In a& to liften and to learn; -

"Tis Thou for talentg {halt obtain

That pardon Wit wou’d hope in vain ;
8
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Thy Wend’ruﬁs power, thy fecret charm,
Shall.Envy of her fting difarm;
Thy filent flattery fooths our {pirit,
And we forgive eclipfing merit ; 345
The fweet atonement fereens -the fault,
And love and praife are cheaply bought,

With mild complacency to hear,
Tho’ fomewhat long the tale appear,—

2

Tis more than Wit, ’tis moral Beauty,

350
"Tis Pleafure rifing out of Duty.

T ER END,




