WHA'I‘! breathe Anféan air, and yet not {fend
One ambling rhyme to my fequeﬁ?r’d friend;
Forbid it every Mufe of Avon’s ftream,
(Apollo’s chief refart, if right I degm);

And you, ye Nine, which o’er Batheafton’s urn
Prefide, to give the myrtle wreath, or burn ;

Who at the call of many a daring wight, .
Who neé’er hefore in verfe eflay’d to write,
Attendant fly, impregnating the air

With Qde and Sonnet tq the blooming fair,

To me, your fuppliant, deign to waft a breeze

From Avon’s bapks, and fam’d Batheafton’s tyees:

“Thus borne aloft Parnaffus Hill I'll climb,

And write my Journal in 4nfégn rkyme. .
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So firft taking in a great gulp of the air,
And trying to find the poetical chair,.
To tell you my hift’ry with {peed I prepare.

For {urely ’tis right my relations fhould know 1t,
That their wandering coufin 1s turn’d out a poet ;
Ah, well would it be, {ince this place 15 {0 dear,
Could fhe turn a camelion; and live on the air,

Or like poets of old, to a.garret retire, -

And ne’er to-4 hall of a parlour afpire;

For, ftrange to relate it, there’s not ta be found
Two rooms by the year under fifty gesd pound ;

But fince ’tis the fathion to.fpend all one’s worth,
*Tis beft to beftow it on pleafure and mirth,

So at Bath will T live, let it-end as it may;

And a lédging Tl take in the ftreet titled Gay.
But how to defcribe the fine fights which I fee,

Or the Lady Bab Frfgé{fuls,"who drink tip my tea,
With all their fine fpeeches to me and my fri:end, N
With the tickéts for balls, or the netes which they fend;

o For
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For all fo polite are, o civil and kind,

That to tell you the half on’t no words can 1 ﬁnd
Nor muft T omit how the mornings glide on,

For I'm told to Waﬂ:e tlrne 15 entlre]y thc ton, |
So I'm fure Iam nght in the methaod I take,

For I wafte all my time from the hour I awake ;
For what more can do it, than ,breakfaﬂ:mg out,

And then in the ftreet to go ftrolling about,
Then ftep to the Painters to reft me 3 while,
Acquamtance to meet, and the hours to begmle,
QOr elfe to the Pump-room, by way of a frolic,
To dnnk of the waters, which give me the chohc ... _‘
But I'm told at this place ’tis genteel to be ll, |
8o I’ve got my good landlord ta give me a pill,
And to add a few draughts to make up a bill.
Then home to my dinner with {peed I repair,
Which quickly is o’er, then to drefling my hq,u' 3 |
- ¥or who can appear in a place fo polite,

Unlefs on the head each hair fands upnght 5
L 2 Or
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Or who 1n 2 c:ircle 1s fit to be feen |

Unlefs drefs’d as young as if barely fifteen.

This bufinefs when ended with trouble and care,
Without lofs of time I get into my chair,

And ftraight to the Ball-room or Play-houfe I hafte,
For vifits of friendfhip are quite out of t?.ﬁe 3

Nay, I’'m told it 1s vulgar beyond all compare

To own a relation, tho’ ever fo near.

But what pen can defcribe the high heads I behold,
Not tired like the matrons we read of, when old ;

No, thefe pretty creatures are juft the reverfe,

And their heads at a dll‘tancc appear like a hearfe,

With plumes {weetly noddlng, with plaits and with
gold,

With things out of number which ne’er can be told,

Which ferve to convince me St. Peter’s not read

By folks of /z:ﬂ tafle, who are perfeltly bred ;

And I can’t but believe that they pafs all the morning

In learning to dance, and their heads thus adorning.

Oh, .
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Oh, were you to fee the fine capers they give,
You ne’er would forget it as long as you live;
But I cannot relate you the half that I fee,

Nor how we eat cake, or how we drink tea,
For the clock has ftruck fix, and the poft’s at the

daor;

But if this thould delight you, you foon fhall have
more. |




