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The Groans of the TANKARD.

Dalei digne mero !

HoraT,

F ftrange events I fing, and portents dire ;-
The wond’rous themes a reverent ear require :

Tho’ ftrange the tale, the faithful Mufe believe,

And what fhe fays with pious awe receive.

*T'was at the folemn, filent, noon-tide hour,
When hunger rages with defpotic power,
‘When the lean ftudent quits his Hebrew roots
For the grofs nourithment of Englifh fruits,
And throws unfinifh’d airy {yftems by |
For folid pudding and fubftantial pye, b

When
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When hungry poets the glad fommons own,
And leave fpare faft to dine with Gods alone;
Qur fober meal difpatch’d with filent hafte, ~
The decent grace concludes the fhort repalt:
Then, urg’d by thirft, we caft impatient eyes
Where deep, capacious, vaft, of ample fize,
The Taxkarp ftood, replenifh’d to the brink
With the cool beverage blue-ey’d Naiads drink.
But lo! a fudden prodigy appears,

And our chill’d hearts recoil with ftartling fears ;
Its yawning mouth difclos’d the deep profound,
And in low murmurs breath’d a fullen found ;
Cold drops of dew did on the fides appear;

No finger touch’d it, and no hand was near;

At length th’ indignant vafe its filence broke,
Firft heav’d deep hollow groans, and then diftinctly {poke.

“ How chang’d the {cene! for what unpardon’d ::nmgl
¢ Have I furviv'd to thefe degenerate times ?
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], who was wont the feftal board to grace,

“ And *midft the circle lift my honeft face,

« White o’er with froth, like Etna crown’d with fnow;
““ Which mantled o’er the brown abyfs below,

“ Where Ceres mingled with her golden ftore

% The richer fpoils of either India’s fhore,

¢ The dulcet reed the Weftern iflands boatt,

«“ And fpicy fruit from Banda’s fragrant coatt,

“ At folemn feafts the ne&ar’d draught I pour’d,

“ And often journey’d round the ample board ¢

“ The portly Alderman, the ftately Mayor,

“ And all the furry tribe my worth declare;

“ And the keen Sportfman oft, his labours done,

" Tﬁ me retreating with the fetting fun,

“ Deep draughts imbib’d, and conquer’d land and fea,
:ﬂ'l ‘ And overthrew the pride of France—by me.

¢ Let meaner clay contain the limpid wave,

¢ The clay for fach an office nature gave ;
C ¢ Let



/;a.'-
28 GROANS OF THE TANKARD,

¢« Let China’s earth, enrich’d with cn!ﬂnr'd ftains,

¢ Pencil’d with gold, and ftreak’d with azure veins,
¢¢ The grateful flavour of the Indian leaf,

¢ Or Mocho’s funburnt berry glad receive ;

“ The nobler metal claims more generous ufe,

*¢ Did I for this my native bed refign,

‘¢ In the dark bowels of Potofi’s mine ?

“¢ Was I for this with violence torn away,

¢ And drag’d to regions of the upper day ?
¢ For this the rage of torturing furnace bore,

¢¢ From foreign drofs to purge the bright’ning ore?

¢t For this have I endur'd the fiery teft,
¢« And was I ftamp’d for this with Britain’s lofty creft?

% Unbleft the day, and lucklefs was the hour

‘¢ Which doom’d me to a Prefbyterian’s power :

¢ And mine fhould flow with more exalted juice. ‘

¢ Fated to ferve the Puritanic race,
* Whofe
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¢ Whofe flender meal is fhorter than their grace ;
““ Whofe moping fons no jovial orgies keep ;

¢ Where evening brings no fummons but to fleep ;
¢ No Carnival is even Chriftmas here,

‘¢ And one long Lent involves the meagre year.

¢ Bear me, ye pow’rs! to fome more genial fcene,

¢ Where on foft cuthions lolls the gouty Dean,

“ Or rofy Prebend, with cherubic face,

““ With double chin, and paunch of portly grace,
¢¢ Who lull’d in downy flumbers fhall agree

¢ To own no infpiration but from me.

‘¢ Or to fome {pacious manfion, Gothic, old,

« Where Comus’ {prightly train their vigils hold ;
¢ There oft exhaufted, and replenifh’d oft,

“ Oh! let me ftill {fupply th’ eternal draught;

¢¢ Till care within the deep aby{s be drown’d,

“ And thought grows giddy at the vaft profound.”

Ca More
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More had the goblet fpoke, but lo! appears
An ancient Sybil furrow’d o’er with years.

Her afpe& four, and ftern ungracious look

. With fudden damp the confeious veffel ftruck :

Chill’d at her touch its mouth it flowly clos’d,
And in long filence all its griefs repos’d :
Yet ftill low murmurs creep along the gmunh,

And the air vibrates with the filver found.




