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By gentle, generous love "tis true,
They never can mifcarry,

No ill can come, no lofs enfue,
From honeft, harmlefs Harry,

h)
iy ) But thould a knight of greater heat
Ladl 8 Precipitate invade,
4 Believe me, Bell, they then may need
" Some feafonable aid.

O may I ready be at hand
From every harm to fcreen ’em,
Then, Samfon-like, I'll take my ftand,
And live, or die between ‘em.
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A DIALOGUE serween A POET anp
His SERVANT.

By THE vaTE Mr. Curist. PitT.

i znur;nto%e {’?&Phéi of .mi?_f;.til-'e,l it muft be remem-
bered, that flaves, among the Romans, during the fealt
of Saturn, wore their mafters habits, and were alloV-
¢d to fay what they pleafed.
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74 8 SIRy-l’st long waited in my turn to have

< 3 A word with you—bat P your humble flave.
: P. What knave is that ? my rafeal |
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S. Sir, ’tis I,
No knave nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy,

p. Well, as your wages ftill are due, I'll bear
Your rude impertinence this time of year.

g, Some folks are drunk one day, and fome for ever,
And fome, like Wharton, but twelve years together.,
old Evremond, renown’d for wit and dirt,

Would change his living oftener than his fhirt ;
Roar with the rakes of ftate a month ; and come
To ftarve another in his hole at home.

3o rov'd wild Buckingham the public jeft,

Now fome innholder’s, now a monarch’s gueft ;
His life and politics of every fhape,

This hour 2 Roman, and the next an ape,

The gout in every limb from every vice

Poor Clodio hir’d a boy to throw the dice.

Some wench for ever ; and their fins on thofe,
‘By caftom, fit as eafy as their cloaths.

Some fly, like pendulums, from goodto evil,
And in that point are madder than the devil :

For they : s '
P, To what will thefe vile maxims tend?
And where, {weet fir, will your refleftions end ?
S. In you. o S
P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge.

S. You praife low-living, but you live at large.
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach,

Or find it hard to practife what you preach,
Scarce have you paid one'idle journey down,
But, without bufinefs, you're again in town.
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{3 If none invite you, fir, abread to roam,
g Then—Lord, what pleafure 'tis to read at home |
s } And fip your two half-pints, with great delighe,
N
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Of beer atnoon, and muddled port at night,

From * Encombe, John comes thunder'mg at the dooy
With ¢ Sir, my mafter begs you to come o’er, 4
“ To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefe winter nights,

“ Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites
Strait for your two beft wigs aloud you call,

This ftiff in buckle, that not curl’d at all,

g ”4 “ And where, you rafcal, are the fpurs,” you cry ;
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“ And O! what blockhead laid the bufkins by
On your old batter'd mare you'll needs be gone,
(No matter whether on four legs or none)
Splath, plunge, and ftamble, as you fcour the heath
All fwear at Morden 'tis on life or death :
Wildly thro' Wareham fireets you fcamper on,
Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ;
Then fly for fix long dirty miles as bad,
That Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you mad,
And all this furioys riding is to prove
Your high refpe&, it feems, and eager love ;
And yet, that mighty. honour to obtain,
Banks, Sha&cfbnfy, Doddington may fend in vain,
Before you go, we curfe the noife you make,
- And blefs the moment that you turn your back,

- As for myfelf, I own it to your face,
- Tlove good eating, and [ take my glafs :

o fune s range, dear i, thag this fhould be

In you amufement, byt 3 fault in me.
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-. 1- * The feat of Johp Pitt, e(q. in Dorfetfhire.
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Al this is bare refining on aname,
1o make a difference where the fault’s the fame,
My father fold me to your fervice here,
For this fine livery, and fout pounds a year.
A livery you fhould wear as well as I,
And this I'll prove—but lay your cudgel by.
you ferve your paflions—Thus, without a jeft,
Both are but fellow-fervants at the beft,
Yourfelf, good Sir, are play'd by your defires,
A mere tall puppet dancing on the wires.
P. Who, at this rate of talking, can be fice ?
S, The brave, wife, honeft man, and only he :
All elfe are flaves alike, the world around,
Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground :
He, fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf,
And (greater ftill) is mafter of himfelf ;
Not to-and-fro by fears and fa&ions hurl’d,
But loofe to all the interefts of the world :
And while that world turns round, entire and whole,
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul ; &
Inevery turn of fortune ill the {ame,
As gold unchang’d, or brighter from the flame :
Colletted in himfelf, with godlike pride,
He fees the darts of envy glance afide ;
&4, fivd like Atlas, while the tempefts blow,
iles at the idle ftorms that roar below.
" fuch you know, a layman, to your fhame,
Ifnd Yet the honour of your blood and name, |
You can fych a charater maintain,

" o are free, and I'm your flave again.

But
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But when in Hemfkirk’s pictures you delight,
More than myfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ;
« Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead,” or fuch names g0 i
« Your’s are * a Connoiffear,” or “ Decp Divine»
I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit, |
The facred prize of learning, worth and wit -
And yet fome fell their lands, thefe bits to buy ;
Then, pray, who fuffers moft from luxury ?
I'm chid, ’tis true ; but then I pawn no plate,
I feal no bonds, I mortgage no eftate.

Befides, high living, fir, muft wear you out
With furfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout.
By fome new pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd,
And when you fave an hour, you think itloft.
To fports, plays, races, from your books you run,
And like all company, except your own.
You hunt, drink, fleep, or (idler ftill) you rhyme :
Why ?—Dbat to banifh thought, and murder time,
And yet that thought, which you difcharge in vain,
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again.

P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, a ftone,—

S. For what ? '

P. A fword, a piftol, or a gun :
Tll thoot the dog.
S. Lord! who would be a wit ?

He’s in a mad, or in a thyming fit.

P. Fly, fly, you rafcal, for your {pade and fork
For once I'l] fet your lazy bones to work.
Fly, or I'll fend you back, without a groat,
To the bleax mountains where you firft were caught- ’
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