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'Tbe BOOK WORM

OME hither, Boy, we'll hunt to Day
‘The Book-Worm, ravening Bealt of Prey,

Produc’d by Parent Earth, at odds
(As Fame reports it) with l:hc Gﬂi;'
Him frantick Hunger wildly. dnvcs
Againft a thoufand. Authors le:s
Thro' all the Ficlds of Withe flies ;
Dreadful his;.Hchac}f with clpﬂ;nng 'Eycs,:'
With Horns without, \and Tusks within,
And Sgales to fervejim for a Skin:
Obferve him neatly, left he climb ~
To wound the Bards of antient Time,
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Or down the Vale of Fancyigo ™ > oo |
To tear fome mddet? " Wiretch below': ! -~

» T 4° i - LRl 1 .-‘-'..‘ L4
- On evry Comer fix thiné Eye, ' 17 700"
Or ten to one-he flips thee by. =~~~ © 71"
2L % eSO - G TS,

Sce where fiis Pecth 2 Paffage eat 1 =5
Wwell roufe him 'frbm.tﬁt'déf‘:p.R.ﬂ;IcEf. 1 Y.
But who the Shelter's fordd toagivc" AioW o
“Tis Sacred Virgil as’T lipe ©®9'¢ ein 32T Yol
From Leaf to- Lesf, ‘from Song to Sdlig;f} Ey
He draws the tadpolé 'Form' along, ot (/™
He mounts the gili:léd '}'Edéc":btfn:c,f. chlirna s A
He'sup, he fcuds the Cotér'oer, * & 1ay oo 0L
He turns, he doublés-Ithefe he patt, - 1.0
And here we have him, caught at laft.
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Infatiate Brute, whofe "Fecth abufe -

The fweeteft Scrvants of the Mufe.
e K 1 (Nay
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(Nay never offer to deny, . 7 -\ ¢
I took thee in the Fa& tofly.)

His Rofes nipt in cviry Page, . = -
My poor Anacrean mourns thy Ragg.
By thce my Ovsid wounded lies;

By thee my. Leshia's Sparrow dies 2 -
Thy rabid Teeth have half deftroy'd -
The Work of Love in Biddy Fleyd, ,
They rent Belindd's Locks away, -
And fpoild the Bloxzglind of G4y,

For all, for ev'ry fingle'Deed; - 1,
Relentlefs Fuftice bids thee -bleed, .
Then fall a Viitim to the Nime, . .
My feif the Prieft, my Desk: the Sbrine, |

I F
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f 2daia 1251 °.

Bring Homer, Virgil, Taffo ncar,
To pilc a facred Alfar here

) Hald,
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Hold, Boy, thy Hand out-run thy Wi,
You reach’d the Playsthat D---s writ;
You reach’d me Phe——s ruftick Strain;'
Pray take yonr mortal - Bards. again. '

Come bind the Vidim,— these he lics, - '
And here between his num’rous Eyes
This venerable Duft I lay,
From Manufecripts julk fwept away.

The Goblet in my Hand 1 take, ¢
(For the Libation's yet 0 mmake).”  * - .1
A Hecalth to Pogrs) all theit Days - .
May they have Bread, as well as Praile;
Senfe may they feck, and le(s cngage
In Papers fill'd with Party-Rage,

But if their Riches fpoiltheir Vein
Y¢ Mufes, make them poor again,
Now



5331 G/ POBMIS T4 02
IV s n-no bcH ey oot BT
Nowah'ring"ihc(meon,; ‘Yomér Bladey o7
With which: Mytufieful Pens ‘areomade.o ot wo'f
I ftrike the Scalesuthat arm thieeround; = 1 (1%t
And twice and thrice I print the Wound ;
The facréd *Altar floats with rédyi! Liiio00)
And now e ks and iow Hewdeadyd il Lok

J -l . __'f'""
tolt! M| L IN A 9 BT IO

How like tie 8on'of - Fove Eftand, . ri:o:'.
This Hydra ftretch’d beneath my Hand !
Lay barc theMoafter’s Entrdils here, - 1T
'To fee what Dafigets thireat the Yearsi) o-'i:2 )
Ye Gods! whatBonsicts on a'Wehehy '+ .1
What lean T'raiflatichs out of Frenmch2 '/ 1"
Tis plain, thi€ Tiobe is'forunfound, -+ 1 1

S— prints, before the Months go round. © + ¢
pio 4 1.l AT 8
.I--.-:-q-‘- L ..-. .F- r

But
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But hold; before I clofe the S_C;ﬂﬂ? Mot 1l
The facred Altar fhou'd be cleans’ .~ & T

Oh had I 8h=ifs Second Bays, " /= T
Or 7—==! thy pert-and humble Lays!" -
(Ye Pair, forgive me, whenIvow .= -+

I never mif¥'d your Works till now) - > -
i-‘.’d 1t_car the Leaves to’ wipe thie:Shrihe, = o:-. -
(That only wayi!yourpleafe the'Nime) - 2« = °
But fince I chance to want thefe two, " >~ < °
I'll make:the Songs of D=—y do.- 35 R R

Rent from the Corps, on yonder Pin, ~ © " -
I hang the Scales that brac’t it in;
I hang my &udiﬂifs' Morning Gowq,

And write my own Infcription down.

This
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¢ This Trophy frond: the Python won,
¢ This M, in which the Déed was done,
¢ Thefe, Parnell glorying in the Fea,
¢ Hung onthe(® Shiclves, the Mufes Seat. . ('
« Here Jgnorance and Hunger fouad. . < ¢
¢ Large Rcalnuof Wit to ravage round ;.
¢ Here Ignoravce and Hunger fell;
¢ TwoFoesinone I et to Hell, +
¢ Ye Poets, who my Labours fec, . ' -
- ¢ Come fhare the Trinmph all with me)’
¢ Ye Criticks! bom to vex the Mufe,
¢ Go mourn the grand Ally you lofes. .




