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R ecy TaTa vio.
} L D battle-array, big with horror 1s fled,
J And olive-rob’d peace again lifts up her head,
Sing, ye Mufes, Tosacco, the blefling of peage ;
Was ever a nation fo blefled as this ?
At R,
When fummer funs grow red with heat,
‘Tozacco tempers Phaebus’ ire,
When wintry ftorms around us beat,
Tonacco cheers with gentle fire,
Yellow autumn, youthful {pring,
In thy praifes jointly fing.
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REciTATIVO.
1ike NEpTUNE, Casar guards VirGinian ficets,
Fraught with Tosacco’s balmy {weets 3
Old Ocean trembles at BRrTaNNIA’S pOW'ry
And BorEeas is afraid to roar.
AR
Happy mortal! he who knows
Pleafure which a Prre beftows ;
Curling eddies climb the room, |
Wafting round a mild perfume.
REcCITATIVO. |
I.ct foreign climes the vine and orange boaft, |
While waftes of war deform the teenming coaft ;
JRIiTANNIA, diftant from each hoftile found, {
Enjoys a Pire, with eafe and freedom crown’d ; |
F’en reftlefs fadion finds itfelf moft free, {
Or if a flave, a flave to liberty. |
AGTUR,

yly run

w

Round the zodiack with the {un,

Smiling years that ga

Tell, if ever you have feen
Realms {o quiet and {erene.
BriTisH {fons no longer now
Hurl the bar, or twang the bow,
Nor of crimfon combat think,

But fecurely fmoke and drink.
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COl QO RALS.
Smiling years, that gayly run
Round the zodiack with the f{un,
Tell, if ever you have feen

Realms {o quiet and ferene.
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ITTLE tube of mighty pow’r,
L Charmer of an idle hour,
Objeét of my warm defire,
Lip of wax, and eye of fire :
And thy fnowy taper waift,
With my finger gently brac’d ;
And thy pretty fwelling creft,
With my little ftopper preft,
And the {weeteft blifs of bliffes,
Breathing from thy balmy kiffes,
Happy thrice, and thrice agen,
Happieft he of happy men ;
Who when agen the night returns,
When agen the taper burns;
When agen the cricket’s gay,
(Lattle cricket, full of play)
Can afford his tube to feed
With the fragment Inpran weed :
Pleafure for a nofe divine,
Incenfe of the god of wine.
Happy thrice, and thrice agen,
Happieft he, of happy men,
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Thou, matur’d by glad Hefperian {uns,
Tosacco, fountain pure of limpid truth,
That looks the very foul ; whence pouring thought
Swarms all the mind ; abforpt 1s yellow care,
And at cach puff imagination burns :
Flafh on thy bard, and with exalting fires
Touch the myfterious lip that chaunts thy praile,
in ftrains to mortal fons of earth unknown.
Behold an engine, wrought from tawny mines
Of du&ile clay, with plaftick virtue form’d,
And ¢laz’d magnifick o’er, I grafp, I fill.
] From PEToTHEKE with pungent pow’rs perfum’d
Itfelf one tortoife, all, where fhines imbib’d
Bach parent ray ; then rudely ram’d illume,
: Wich the red touch of zeal-enkindling fheet,

Mark’d with Gibfonian lore; forth iffue clouds,
Thought-thrilling, thirft-inciting clouds around,
And many-mining fires : T all the while,

Lolling at eafe, inhale the breezy balm.

But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join,
In genial firife and orthodoxal ale,

Stream life and joy into the Mufe’s bowl.

Oh be thou ftill my great infpirer, thou

My Mufe; oh fan me with thy zephyrs boon.

While T, in clouded tabernacle fhrin’d,

Burft forth all oracle and myftick {ong,
IMI T A.
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"NRITICKS avaunt; Tosacco is my theie ;
—4 'T'remble like hornets at the blui‘cing {team.

And you, court-infeéts, flutter not too near

Its light, nor buzz within the fcorching fphere,
Porrro, with flame like thine, my verfe infpire,
So fhall the Mufe from fmoke elicit fire.
Coxcombs prefer the tickling fting of fnuff ;

Yet all their claim to wifdom is—— 2 puff :

Lord Forrin fmokes not-——for his teeth afraid -

Sir Tawprvy {mokes not for he wears brocade.

Ladies, when pipes are brought, affe& to fwoon :
They love no fmoke, except the fmoke of town ;
But courtiers hate the pufiing tribe,—--no matter,
Strange if they love the breath that cannot flatter !
Its foes but thew their ignorance ; can he

Wha {corns the leaf of knowledge, love the tree ?
The tainted templar (more prod igious yet)

Rails at Tonacco, tho’ it makes him

P
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CrrTonN1a vows it has an edious flink ;
She will not fmoke (ye gods !)—b ut fhe will drink :
And chafte PruptrLia (blame her if you can)
Says, pipes are us’d by that vile reature Man -
Yet crowds remain, who fill its worth proclaim,
While fome for plecafu ¢ e fmoke, and fome for fame :
Fame, of our aions univerfal forine

GErss ey

¥ox which we drink> eat, {leep,

imoke—ev’ry thing.
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¥® LEST leaf! whofe aromatick gales difpenfs

, T'o templars modefty, to parfons fenfe :
So raptur’d priefts, at fam’d Dopona’s thrine
Drank infpiration from the fteam divine.
Poifon that cures, a vapour that affords
Content, more folid than the fmile of lords -
Reft to the weary, to the hungry food,

‘The laft kind refuge of the Wise and Goonp.
Infpir’d by thee, dull cits adjuft the fcale

Of Europe’s peace, when other ftatefmen fail.
By thee proteted, and thy fifter, beer,

Poets rejoice, nor think the bailiff near.

Nor lefs the critick owns thy genial aid,
Whiie fuppertefs he plies the piddling trade,
What tho’ to love and foft delights a foe,

By ladzes hated, hated by the beau,

Yet {ocial freedom, long to courts unknown,
Fair health, fair truth, and virtue are thy own,
Come to thy poet, come with healing wings,

And let me tafte thee unexcis’d by kings.
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) OY | bring an ounce of FrEeman’s beft,

And bid the vicar be my gueft :
Let all be plac’d in manner due,
A pot wherein to fpit or fpue,
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And London Journal, or Free-Briton,

Of ufe to light a pipe, or * »
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This village, unmolefted yet
By troopers fhall be my retreat :

DYy
Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray 5
Who cannot write or vote for *.

tar from the vermin of the town,

FHere let me rather live, my own,

Doze o’er a pipe, whofe vapour bland

in {weet oblivion lulls the land ;

Of all which at Vienna pafles,

As ignorant * * Brafs 15 ¢

And fcorning rafcals to carefs,

i xtol the days of good Queen BEss,

When firft Toracco bleft our ifle,

Then think of other Queens — andi{mile.
Come jovial pipe, and bring along
Midnight revelry and feng ;
The merry catch, the madrigal,
That echoes fweet in City Hall ;
The parfon’s pun, the fmutty tale
Of country juftice o’er his ale.
i afk not what the French are doing,
Or Spain to compafs Britain’s ruin:

Britons, if undone, can go,
Where Tosacco loves to grow.
I O DE




