Mifs FENNY W—D—R to Lady ELIZ. M—D-—SS,
at Caftle, North.

L Bah ® ROR

CONTAINING,

A View from the Parades at Barn, with fome Account of the

DramAaTis PERSONZE,

WEET are yon Hills, that crown this fertile Vale!
Ye genial Springs! Pierian Waters, hail !

Hail, Woods and Lawns | Yes---oft I'll tread
Yon’ Pine-clad Mountain’s Side,

Oft trace the gay enamel’d Mead,
Where Avon rolls his Pride.

Sure, next to fair CasTaLIa’s Streams
And Pinpus’ flow’ry Path,
Arorro moft the Springs efteems, *

And verdant Meads of  Bazh.
B The
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The Mufes haunt thefe hallow’d Groves
And here their Vigils keep, |
Here teach fond Swains their haplefs Loves

In gentle Strains to weep.

From Water {prung like Flow’rs from Dew
What Troops of Bards appear!
The God of Verfe, and Phyfic too,

Infpires them twice a Year.

Take then, my Friend, the {prightly Rhyme,.
While you inglorious wafte your Pﬁme,._ .
At Home 1n cruel Durance pent,

On dull domeftic Cares intent,

Forbid, by Parent’s harfh Decree,

To fhare the Joys of Bath with me.
Ill-judging Parent! blind to Meri,
Thus to confine a Nymph of Spirit I
With all thy Talents doom’d to fade

And wither in th’ unconftious Shade!
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I vow, my Dear, itmoves my Spleen,.
Such frequent Inftances I've feen .
Of Fathers, cruel and unkind,
To all paternal Duty blind.
What Wretches do we meet with often,
Whofe Hearts no Tendernefs can foften !
Sure all good Authors fhould expofe
Such Parents, both in Verfe and Profe,
And Nymphs infpire with Refolution,
Ne'er to {ubmit to Perfecution.
Thi# wholefeme Satyr much enhances
_ The Merit of our beft R omances ;.
And modern Plays, that I could mention,

.

With Judgment fraught, and rare Invention

Are wrote with much the fame Intention;
But, thank my Stars! that worthy Pair
Who undertook a Guardian’s Care,

My Spirit never have confin’d :

(An Inftance of their gen’rous Mind).
~ For
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For Lady B-—-N-~=R——D, my Aunt,
Herfelf propos’d this charming Jaunt,
All from Redundancy of Care
For Sim, her fav'rite Son and Heir :
To him the joyous Hours I owe

That Bath’s enchanting Scenes beftow ;

- Thanks to her Book of choice Receipts,

That pamper’d Him with fav’ry Meats ;

Nor lefs that Day deferves a Blefling

She cramm’d his Sifterto Excefs in :

For now fhe fends both Son and Daughter

For Crudities to drink the Water,

And here they are, all Bile and Spleen,

The ftrangeft Fith that €’er were feen 3

With Tassy Runt, their Maid, poor Creature,
The queereft Animal in Nature:

I'm certain none of Hocarru’s Sketches

| E’er form’d a Set of ﬁran_ger Wretches,

I own, my DCEI’, 1t hur-ts H'ly 'PI'idE,

To fee them blund’ring by my Side ;
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My Spirits flag, m y Life and Fire -
Is mortify’d au Defe/poir,
When Sim, unfathionable N inny,
In Public calls me Coufin Yenny ;
And yet, to give the Wight his Due,
He has {ome Share c;f Humour too,

A comic Vein of pedﬁnt Learning

His Converfation you’ll difcern in,

The oddeft Compound you can fee

Of Shrewdnefs and Simplicity,

With nat’ral Strokes of aukv;rard Wit,

That oft, like Parthian Arrows hit,

For when He {eems to dread the Foe

He always ftrikes the hardeft Blow;

And when you'd think He means to flatter,

His Panegyrics turn to Satire :

But then no Creature you can find

Knows half fo little of Mankind,

Seems always blund’ring in the dark,

And always making fome Remark ; |
C

Remarks,
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Remarks, that {o provoke onc’s Laughter,
One can’t imagine what he’s after :
And fure you’ll thank me for exciting
In Sim a wondrous Itch for Writing ;
With all his ferious Grimace

To give Defcriptions of the Place.

No Doubt his Mother will produce
His Poetry for gen’ral Ufe,

And if his Bluntnefs does not fright you,
His Obfervations muft delight you ;
For truly the good Creature’s Mind

Is honeft, generous, and kind:

If unprovok’d, will ne’er difpleafe ye,
'Or ever make one Soul uneafy.—

I'll try to make his Sifter Prur

Take a {fmall Trip to Pindus too.

And me the Nine fhall all infpire

To tune for Thee the warbling Lyre ;

For Thee, the Mufe {hall ev’ry Day
Speed, by the Poft, her rapid Way.




(rr)
For Thee, my ‘Friend,’ I'll oft explore
Deep Treafures of ' Romafitic ‘tfﬁrt, o
Nor wonder, if I Gods create,
As all good Bards have done of late ;
"Twill make my Verfe run fmooth and even,
To call new Deities from Heaven :
Come then, thou Goddefs I adore,
But {oft—my Chairman’s at the Door,
The Ball’s begun

my Friend, no more.

BatH, 1766. F—— W---D---R.
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Mr. B---N--r+-D’s Reflettions on bhis Arrival at Bath.—-~The
Cafe of Himfelf and Co.—The Acquaintance He commences,
&c. &ec. |

E all are.a wonderful Diftance from Home!
Two Hundred and Sixty long Miles are we come !
And fure you'll rejoice, my dear Mother, to hear |
We are fafely arriv'd at the Sign of the Bear.

"Tis a plaguy long Way |—but I ne’er can repine,
As my Stomach is weak, and my Spirits decline:
" For the People fay here,---be whutever your Cafe,

You are {ure to get well, if you come to this Place,—— |

Mifs Jenny made Fun, as fhe always is wont,
Of Prupexce my Sifter, and Tazrtea Runr,
And every Moment fhe heard me complain, I

- Declar’d T was vapour'd, and laugh’d at my Pain.
What,
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What, tho’ at Devizes 1 fed pretty hearty,

And made a good Meal, like the reft of the Party,

When I came here to Bazh, not a Bit could I eat,

Though the Man at the Bear had provided a Treat,

And fo I went quite out of Spirits to Bed,

“With Wind in my Stomach, and Noife in my Head.

As we all came for Health, (as a Body may fay)

I {ent for the Do&or the very next Day,

And the Do&or was pleas’d, tho’ fo fhort was the Warning,
To come to our Loﬂgings betimes in the Morning ;

He look’d very thoughtful and grave, to be fure,

And T faid to myfelf,---There’s no Hopes of a Cure!

But I thought I thould faint when I faw him, dear Mother, .
Feel my Pulfe with one Hand, with a Watch in the other,
No Token of Death thatisheard in the Night

Could ever have put me fo much in a Fright,

Thinks I---"tis all over---my Sentence is paft |
And now He is counting how long I may laft.—

D Then
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Then He logk’d at——and His Face grew fo long,

I'm fure He thought {fomething within me was wrong. —— =

r

He determin’d our Cafes at length (G-d preferve us)
I'm Bilious, I find, and the Women are Nervous ;

Their Syftems relax’d, and all turn’d topfy-turvy,

With Hypochondriacs, Obftrutions, and Scurvy :

And thefe are Diftempers He muft know the whole on,
For He talk’d of the Peritoneum and Colon, .

Of Phleghmatic Humours opprefling the. Women
From fceculent Matter that {wells the Abdomen ;

But the Noife I have heard in my Bowels like Thunder

Is a Flatus, I find, in my left Hypochonder.
So Plenty of Med’cines each Day does He fend

Pof? ﬁﬁff:iﬂ: liguidas Sedes fumend’
Ad Crepitus Vi g/}wr: & Man : promovend’

In Englith to fay, we muft {wallow a Potion

For driving out Wind after every Motion ;

The fame to continue for Three Weeksat leaft,

Before we may venture the Waters to tafte.
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~Five Times have I purg’d,—yet'I'm forry to tell ye

I find the fame Gnawing and Wind in my Belly ;

But, without any Doubt, I fhall find myfelf ftronger,
When I've took the fame Phyfic a Week or two longer.

He gives little TaBEY a great many Dofes,

For he fays the poor Creature has got the Chlorofis,:

Or a ravenous Pica, fo brought on the Vapours

By fwallowing Stuff fhe has read in the Papers,

" And often I've marvel'd the {fpent fo much Money

In Water-Dock Effence, and Balfam of Honey ;

Such Tin&ures, Elixirs, fuch Pills have I feen,

I never could wonder her Face was {o green:

Yet He thinks He can very {oon {et Her to right-

With Teftic : Equin : that {he takes ev'ry:Night ;

' And when to her Spirits and Strength He has brought her,

He thinks fhe may venture to bathe in the #ater.—— =
But Pruprnce is forc’d ev'ry Day to ride out,

For he fays {he wants thoroughly jumbling ‘about.

Now it happens in this very Houlfe'is a Lodger,

Whofe Name’s Nicopemus, but fome_ call him Roger:

And
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And Rocer’s {o good as my Sifter tobump: ‘
On a Pillion, as {oon as fhe comes frem the Pump;
He's a pious good Man, and an excellent Scholar,
And I think it is certain no Harm can Ib{:fall Ht:'r,
For FI;;GG Er is conftantly {aying his Pray’rs,
And finging of {piritual Hymns on the Stairs.
But my Coufin Mifs Jenny’s as frefhas a Rofe,
And the Captain attends Her whereyer fhe goes:
The Captain’s a worthy good Sort of a Man,
~For He calls in upon us whenever He can,
And often a Dinner or Supper He takes here,
And Jenny and He talk of MiLTon and SuaxEsPEar,

For the Life of me now I can’t think of his Name,

But we all got acquainted as{oon as we came.

Don’t wonder, dear Mother, in Verfe I bave writ,
For Jenny declares I've a good pretty Wit ;
She fays that {he frequently fendsa few Verfes
To Friends and Acquaintance, and often rehearfes :

Declares
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‘Declares 'tis the Fafhicm,' and all the World knows
There’s nething fo filthy, fo vulgaras Profe.
And T hope, as I write without any Connection,
I {hall make a great Figurein DopsLey’s Colle&ion ;
At leaft, when he choofes his Book to encreafe,
I may takea fmall Flight, as a fugitive Piece.~
But now, my dear Mother, I’'m quite at a Stand,
So I reft your moft dutiful Son to Command,

.

Barth, 1766. - | SIM. B—N-—R—D.
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" Arg0lM
URE there are Charrnf by Heav“nzgtﬂign"d: { _ 1 oF
To modifh Life alone, ; <.
:A Grace, an Air, a Tafte refin’d, ' f m“:ﬂ]'
To vulgar Souls unknown. v
'?:IIE
Nature, my Friend, profufe in vain: 7 2w baly
May ev’ry Gift impart, o1 v
If unimprov’d, they ne’er can gain LA bad
An Empire o'er the Heart. | 1 "
Ne)
Drefs be our Care, in this gay Scene ¢ v . 2
" Of Pleafure’s bleft Abode,
Enchanting Drefs | if well I ween,
Fit Subje& for an Ode.






