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NEWMARKET. A SATIRE,

BY THE SAME

‘IS country’s hope, when now the blooming heir
Has left the parent’s, or the guardian’s care;

Fond to poffefs, yet eager to deﬁroy?

Of each vain youth, fay, what’s the darling joy?

Of each fond frolic what the fource and end,

His fole and firft ambition what *—to fpend.

~ Some ’[quires, to Gallia’s cooks moft dainty ::Iupes,i

Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in foups:

This coxcomb doats on fidlers, till he fees

His mortgag’d mountains deftitute of trees -

Convinc’d too late, that modern ftrains con move,

With mightier force than thofe of Greece, the grove,

In headlefs ftatues rich, and ﬁfele{'s urns,

Marmoreo from the claflic tour returns 3

So poor the ir{x_fetgh of current coin, you’d laugh—

He cares not—if his & Caefars be but fafe.

Some tread the flippery paths of love’s delights,

Thefc deal the cards, or fhake the box at White’s,

: To different pleafures different taftes incling,

Hor the fame fea receiv-s the rufhing fwine,
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Tho® drunk alike with Circe’s poifonous bowl,
In feparate fties the mimic moniters roll.

But would ye learn, ye leifure-loving *{quires,
How beft you may difgrace your prudent fires;
How fooneft foar to fathionable fhame,

Be damn’d at once to ruin—and t> fame;

By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown’d,
O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground!
Where fam’d Newmarket {preads her tempting plain,
There let the chofen fteed . victorious ftrain;
Where not b (as erft was fung in manly lays)
Men fly to different ends thro’ different ways ;
Thro’ the fame path, to the fame goal ye ran,
And are, at once, undoing and undone,
Forfeit, forget friends, honour, and eftate,
Lofe all at once—for what?~—to win the plate:
All are betray’d, and all alike betray,.

To your own beafts, A&zon-like, a prey.

What dreams of conqueft flufh’d Hilario’s breaft,
When the good knight .at laft retir’d to reft! :
Behold the youth with new-felt rapture mark
Fach pleafing profpect of the fpacious Park,
That Park, where beauties undifguis’d engage,
Thofe beauties lefs the work of art than age;

h' Alluding to thofe well known lines of Sir }olm Dcnham, in
rConprrqHﬂl on London.

~—— Thro’ feteral MYs They run,
“¢ Somg to undo, and fome to be undam:.

P4



¢ 218 )

In fimple ftate, where gemlline Nature - wears

Her venerable drefs of ancient years;

Where all the charms of Chance with order meet,
The rude, the gay, the graceful, a.r;d the great,
Here aged oaks uprear their branches ho.ar,

And form dark groves, which Druids might adore;

.’- - . . -

h 4 Pride and fupport of Britain’s conquering crofs,
R Which diftant anceftors faw crown’d with mofs:

—' With meeting boughs, and deepening to the View,
Lo ] Here fhoots the broad umbrageous avenue: '
‘f: * ] Here various trees compofe a chequer’d f{cene,

PO Glowing in gay diverfitics of green:

e o2 There the full fiream, thro’ intermingling glades,
| : Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep cafcades.
Nor wants there hazle copfe, or beechen lawn,
To cheer with fun or thade the bounding fawn. -
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:, And fee the good old feat, whofe Gothic towers:
§:E : Awful emerge from yonder tufted bowers ;

. Whofe rafter’d hall the crowding tenants fed,

~ And dealt to Age and Want their daily bread:

¥ S 8 Where garter’d knights, with peerlefs beauties join'd,
At high and folemn feftivals have din’d ; | 357
Prefenting oft fair Virtue’s thining tafk, -

In myftic pageantr.es, and moral ihﬁfqm_e.’ e

- PItwas afallionable practice among our ancient nobility and gen=
t'—?’ of both fexes, to perform perfonally' in entertainments of this
Kind.  Nothing could be 4 moie delightful or rational metbod of

fpending an evening than this, Milton’s Comus was thus exhibited 3
budlow-Calle in the year 1631, e Ben Johnfon's Mafaucs.
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But vain all ahclent praife, or boafts of birth,
Vain all the palms of old- hefoic worth!

At once a bankrupt, and aprofperous heiry
Hilario bets—Park, houfe, diflolve in air.

With antique armour hung, high trophied rooms -
Defcend to gamefters, proftitutes, and grooms.
He fees his fteel-clad fires, and mothers mild,
Who bravely fhook the lance, or fweetly fmil’d,
All the fair feries of the whifker’d race,

Whofe pi¢tui’d forms the ftately’ gallery grace,
Debas’d, abus’d, the. price of ill-got gold,

T'o deck fome tavern vile, at auétions fold.

The parith wonders at th’ unopening door,

The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more.
Thick weeds around th’ untrodden courts arife;
And all the focial {cene in filence lies.
Himfelf, the lofs politely to repair,

Turns atheift, fidler, highwayman, ot player.

At length, the feorn, the fhame of Man end Gody

Is doom’d to.rub the fteeds that once he rode.

Ye rival youths, . your golden hopes how vain,..

Your dreams of thoufands on the lifted plain!.
Not more fantaftic ¥ Sancho’s airy courfe, .
When madly mounted on the magic horfe,

And feem’d to foar in vifionary fkies. . ;f:‘--::;.-
Nor lefs, I ween, ﬁmma is the meed
Of young adventurersl m Mwﬁe’ﬂ' M;
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‘He pierc’d heaven’s opening {pheres with dazzled ﬂﬁs- >
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For poets have, like you, their deftin’d round,
And ours is but a race on claflic g.round.

Long time, foft fon of patrimonial eafe,
Hippolitus had eat firloins in peace: 3
Had quaff’d fecure, unvex’d by toils or wife,
“I'ke mild O&ober of a rural life:

Long liv’d with calin domeftic conquefts crown’d,
Andokﬂl’d his game on fafe paternal ground.

As bland he puff’d the'pipe o’er weekly news,
His bofom kindles with fublimer views.

Lo there, thy triumphs, Taaff, thy palms, Portmore,
‘Tempt him to rein the fteed, and ftake his ftore,
Like a new bruifer on Broughtonic fand,

Amid the lifts our hero takes his ftand ;

Suck’d by the fharper, to the peer a prey,

He rolls his eyes that witnefs huge difmay ;
When Io! the chance of one unlucky heat

Strips him of game, ftrong beer, and fweet retreat.
How aukward now he bears difgrace and dirt,
Nor knows the poor’s laft refuge, to be pert.—
The fhiftlefs beggar bears of ills the worft,

At once with dullnefs, and with hunger curft.
And feels the taftelefs breaft equeftrian fires ?

And dweII‘s fuch mighty rage in graver *fquires ?

In allattempts, ‘but for their country; botd, © 1 -
Britain, thy confeript counfellors beholdy @ [ A
(For fome, perhaps, by fortune favour’d by or ol O

Ma-y g2in a boroagh by a lucky bet) < i
- Smit with the love of the laconic boot,
The cap and wig fuccing, the filken fuit,
- ' Mere.
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Mere modern Phaetons ufurp the reins,
And fcour in rival race Newmarket’s plains
See fide by fide, the Jockey and Sir John, 1
Difcufs th’ important point—of fix to one.
For O, my Mufe, the deep-felt blifs how dear,
How great the pride to gain a Jockey’s ear!
See, like a routed hoft, with headlong pace,
Thy Members pour amid the mingling race!
All afk, what crowds the tamults could produce—
¢« [s Bedlam or the commons all broke loofe ?
Such noife and nonfenfe, beting, da_mni'pg, finking,
Such emphafis of oaths, and claret drinking !
Like {chool-boys freed, they run-as chance direlts,
Proud from a well-bred thing to rifque their necks.
The warrior’s fcar not half graceful {eems,
As, at Newmarket, diflocated limbs.
Thy fages hear, amid th’ admiring crowd
Adjudge the ftakes, moft eloquently loud:
With critic fkill, o’er dubious bets prefide,
The low difpute, or kindle, or decide:
All empty wifdom, and judicious prate,
Of diftanc’d horfes, gravely fix the fate,
Guide the nice conduét of a daring match,
And o’er th’ equeftrian rights, with care paternal watch.
Mean time, no more the mimic patriots .ril'e,
To guard Britannia’s honour, warm and wife:

No more in fenates dare affert her laws, F e 4 |

Nor pour the bold debate in .Fmedo‘m’mﬁ“r"‘: s g S em
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Negled the counfels of a ﬁnking Tand,
And know no roftrum, but Newmarket’s ! ftand,
Are thefe the fage dire&tive powers defign’d,

With the nice fearch of a fagacious mind,

In judgment’s fcales the fate of realms to weigh,
Britannia’s intereft, trade, and laws furvey?

O fay, when leaft their fapient fchemes are croft,
Or when a nation, or a match is Joft?

Who dams and fires with more exa@nefs trace,
Than of their country’s kings the facred race;
Think Londen journies are the worlt of ills,
And fet their hands to articles for bills:
Strangers to all hiftorians fage relate,

Theirs are the memoirs of th’ equeftrian flate -
Unikill’d in Albion’s paft and prefent views,
Who ™ Cheny’s records for Rapin perufe. .

Go on, brave youths, till, in fome futare age,

Whips fhall become the fenatorial badge;

Till England fee hCl‘ thronging fcnat(jrs
Meet all at Wefltminfter, in boots and fpurs;

See the whole houfe, with mutual frenzy mad,
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad ;

Of bets, _for taxes, learnedly debate,

And guide, with equal reins, a fteed and ftate,

e

. 1 Akind of feaffold, where is'held a confiftory, made up of feveral
;:! pe s Bentlemen for determining doubtful cafes in' the face,
- &e. This place mighe no improperly be called a Pandamonium.

' The acenrate and annual auth i L o
e : ' ' thor of 1 he rut
- ming-horfes, &, — of an hiftorical lift of t _
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How would a virtuous ® Houhnhym neigh difdain,

"fo fee his brethren brook th’ imperious rein ;
Bear flavery’s wanton whip, or galling gbad,
$moak thro’ the glebe, or trace the deflin’d road,
And robb’d of manhood by the murderous knife,
Suftain each fordid toil of fervile life.

Yet O, what rage would touch his generous mind,
To fee his fons of more than mortal kind ;

A kind, with each ingenuous virtue bleft,

That fills the prudent head, of valorous breaft,
Afford diverfion to that monfter bafe,

That meaneft fpawn of man’s half-monkey races
In whom pride, avarice, ignorance confpire,

T'hat hated animal, a Yahoo-"fjuire.

How are th’ adventurers of the Britith race
€Chang’d from - the chofen chiefs of ancient dayss
Who, warm’d with genuine glory’s honeft thirft,
Divinely labour’d in the Pythian duft.

Theirs was the wreath that lifred from the‘ throng,
Theirs was the Theban bard’s recording fong.
Mean time, to manly emulation: blind, s
Slaves to each vulgar vice that ftains the mind,
Our Britith Therons iffue to the race, =~ = :
Of their own generous courfers the difgrace.
What tho’ the grooms of Gregce ne'er took the odds,

¥

They won no bew—but then they foar'd to gods;

o
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B Vide Gulliver's travels, vnyage to the ﬁhﬁhuhyn«?ﬁ ;.
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And more an Hiero’s palm, a Pindat’s ode; |
Than all th’ united plates of George beftow’d.-
Greece! how I kindle at thy m’agic. name,
Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kn.ldred flame;
Thy folemn f{cenes, and awful vifions rife,
In ancient grace, before my mufing eyes.
Here Sparta’s {fons in mate attention hang,
While fage Lycurgus pours the mild harangue;
There Xerxes” hoft, all pale with deadly fear;
Shrink at her © fated hero’s flafhing fpear.
Heie, hung with many a lyre of filver ftring,
The laureat walks of feet Iliffus {pring:
And lo! where, rapt in beauty’s heavenly dream;
Hoar Plato walks his oliv’d Academe, —
Yet ah! no more the feat of art and arms
Delights with wifdom, or with virtue warms.
Lo! the ftern Turk, with more tha
_Has blafted all the bays of ancient
No more her groves by facred feet

n Gothie rage;
agey
are trod,

Each Attic Grace has left the lov’d abode.

Fall’n is fair Greece! by Lukury’s pleafing bane
Seduc’d, fhe drags a barbaroys foreign chain,
- Britanoia, watch! O trim thy withcring bays,
Remember thou haft rivalld Gracia’s praife,
Great Nurfe of works divine | yet oh! beware
Left thou the fate of Greece, my Country, fhare;

® Leonidas,

Recall
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Recall thy wonted ~worth with confcious pud*
Thou too haft feen a Solon in a Hyde;
Haft bade thine Edwards and thine Henry’s rear,
With Spartan fortitude, the Britifh fpear;

Alike haft feen thy fons deferve the meed,
Or of thé moral, or the martial deed.

ON THE DEATH OF KING GEORGE THE SECOND;,
A N D
ACCESSION OF KING GEORGE THE THIRD.

ADDRESSED TO WILLIAM PITT, E5Q,

BEING THE CONCLUDING COPY OF OXFORD VERSES.

8% THE G SAME

O ftream tlie forrows that embalm the brave,
The tears that Science fheds on Glory’s grave!
So pure the vows which claflic duty pays
To blefs another Branfwick’s rifing rays !—
O Pitt! if chofen ftrains have power to fteal
Thy watchful breat awhile from Britain’s weal;
If votive verfe, from facred Ifis {ent; _ |
Mlght hops to charm thy manly mmd-, mLent P f&‘
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