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MODERN VIRTUE, A SATIRE.

« ¥ ET venal annals boaft a Czfar’s reign,

oy L When Rome’s great genius hugg’d th’ imperial cf
« Freedom, gay Goddefs, glads our happier ifle,

« Peace {mooths her brow, as Plenty decks her {mile;
« In every fon th’ infpirer lives confefs’d,

« And lights up all the patriot in his breaft,

“ Breathes the fame focial warmth from foul to foul,
‘¢ Till widening Nature pants but for a whole.

“ Shines he in life’s meridian beam difplay’d,

“ Or gives his milder virtues to the fhade ;

“ Glares the proud ribbon, nods the martial creft,

“ Or flaunt the tatters on his motly veft ;

“ The godlike Briton fills his every fphere

i Wit}‘"‘“ a frailty, and without a fean

:: Lf'rlch: Fright image of the Eternal Mind,

- W’;:pfbnmg bofom takes in all mankind ;

" Hop:e T he °°me’ Health triumphs o’er Difeafe,
% 8'ads Defpair, anq Anguifh melts to eafe,

: He lends his every art
" it s
O Tear the EEMus, and to mould the heart ;
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¢« Fondly purfues with Boyle’s aufpicious blaze
¢« Truth thro” her mafques, and Nature thro’ her maze 3
o« To heedlefs Juftice gives the well-poiz’d fcale,
« And raifes Commerce as he guides the {ail.
«¢ Is power his orb? He lives but to defend ;
«¢ The ftatefman only dignifies the fiiend :
¢« Difarms Oppreflion, pranes Ambition’s wing,
s« And ftifles Factian ere fhe darts her fting ;
¢« Enriches every coffer but his own,
¢ And fhields the cottage while he guards the throne ;
¢¢ Sees at his nod our plunder’d rights reftor’d,
¢¢ And Europe trembling when he grafps the fword.”
Thus fung the Mufe when Fancy vigorous ran,
And warm’d the youth, ere Reafon form’d the man ;
Life thro® Opinion’s falfe perfpeclive {een,
With mimic beauty glow’d in every fcene ;
Drefs’d in an angel’s vifionary form,
Vice aim'd to pleafe, and Madnels learn’d to charm:
Rebellion foften’d into public love,
And each enormous villain feem’d a Jove.
Doubly deceiv'd, what Lelius could I find
To chafe the phantoms, or to free the mind ?
No Lelius came, no Seraph lent his aid,
No pitying Genius whifper'd in the glade.
It chanc'd that Virtue heard th’ untator’d lays,
Still madly lifping with the voice of praife;
She heard, as thro’ the mall the Goddefs ftray'd,

When the gay world had peopled all the fhade,
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b?'l‘? e majeflic flow’d her azure veit,
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i: ruby bled upon her brealt,

kind Nature felt her power,
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A f}wc:lc
;?ot.‘: Lk; i:;c zephyr, and foft fprung the flower ;
A brighter frefhnels hung on every /e,
And a new Eden ftole upon the {cene,
Awhile fhe paus’d, and with a frown f{urvey°d
The mingling {warm of tatters and brocade,
When, as the Goddels wav’d th’ ethereal {pear,
Pride dropt her fmile, and Artifice her tear ;
Luit threw 2fide Religion’s borrow’d grace,
A leering Satyr gloated in her face;
The prode, who fainted at the name of vice,
Now hugg'd the bottle, and now grafp’d the dice
While tortur'd with the town’s obfcener ail,
A Saint flood melting o’er a Tulcious tale.
Here, the bribe'glitter'd in'a Courtier’s hand
There, the grave Patriot bellow*d—for a wand:
Full in his eye th’enchanting objeét hung,
And dying FreCdom'gafp‘d upon his tongue.
All who to Drury’s deadly fews refort,
;lt(:it;;’tdtti glh"fmg?;'_ or pljlﬁdﬁr in ‘the C‘qunt,'--
i - mﬁrqﬂés " \yzld dlfordgxf rofe, '
s ‘“’”‘ a_h“‘{fers one without a nofe ;-

oty feires of Quevedo’s hell 3
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They'd malke a Jefuit quit the abfolving chair,
A brothel tremble, and a conclave ftare.

So when, where Bedlam’s air-drefs'd vifions dwell,
Tom ftalks a firaw-crown’d monarch in his cell
Juﬂ as he foars tremendous to a Gud,

And the wing'd thander only waits his nod ;
Shudd'ring, he hears his keeper’s furly tone,
He hears, and horror wraps his tott’ring throne ;
Crowns drop their luftre, {cepters lofe their awe,

.
2

Robes fly to rags, and empires fink to firaw,
< Learn hence, fair Virtue cry’d, miftaken youth,

¢ What various monfters wear the guife of Trath,

« Deck’d with each grace, immorial Merit fhews

¢ The cheek that reddens, and the founl that glows 3

¢ With heaven’s own image beaming in his eye,

¢ Man {miles a dagger, and he looks a lie.”

She fpoke, and lo! the long-mifguided fire,

With every number, flept along the.lyre.

Say then, my friend ! whofe virtues are my pride,
Whofe candour foothes me, while thy precepts guide 3
Thou whofe quick eye has look’d thro® every age,
View’d every fcene, and ftudied every fape ;

Say, fhall I praife th’ efcutcheon’s proud record,
When a loft Brutus finks into a lord ?

With fulfome fing-fong alter fhadows run,

And fill miflake a meteor for a fan?

shall I be filent, while from day to day
D;:llvillcin bagnios revels life away;
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o the majefly of power
ﬂagmou:d‘if;::hiefs of the midnight hour ,
Jn them

R b, no friend to aid,

No fatterer jﬁf;ufdi?%, and by wits betray'd ;
B"ﬁiii]’j:f::.t}}:e thought, keen Sa.tire fpurns.hcr Chain,
Springs with new life, and pants in Every vein,
On Vice, impatient, wreaks her gathering rage,
And bids the tyrant bleed thro” all the page,
Broods the in purple o'er the venal bar,
Struts in a gown, or blazes in a ftar ?
My pen fhall trace her out from flave to flave,
Nor dares Oblivion fcreen her in the grave,

Come then, ye felf-curs’d atheifis I who degrade
Truth to a found, and fcripture to 2 trade ;
Ye bearded fycophants ! who life fupply
With the warm fun-fhine of 2 minjon’s eye:
Ye French editions of 2 Britifh fool ;
Abroad acypher, and at home 2 fool H

}‘e‘-—“

. FRIEND,
~ Are you mad ? or haye you loft all grace ?
What, write a fatire when you want a place !
ft;ld, hold, for Gogrg fake, ere your friends beflow
‘;‘:n 1;““ °0fd=.'; and fend you to Monro .
i You avoid the Pedant’s learned fneer ?
Pert fop 2 or fooh 2 dotor’s ear ?

< " Phylcianeo Berpen hofpital, Hecdlth
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Heedlefs of all the phantom Sifte;s play'd,
From cloud-topt Pindus to the Latian fhade,
purfue deep Science thro’ her mazy road,
Hunt every page, and crawl from code to codes
Where mufty fyftems folid joy difpenfe,
And wife Smiglecius fills the void of feafe ;
Or proud fome more important traths to leatn,
Dream o’er the labour’d gloflaries of Hearn
So you may live, approv’d, perhaps preferi’d,
Your wifdom gravely meafur’d by your beard.

But foft—Your aim’s to civilize mankind,
To wake each focial virtue of the mind ;
To ftrip from Vice the gay difguife of art,
And bare the villain lurking in the heart ;
For this you grafp the falchion, fpread the fhield,
A pigmy Quixot in the lifted field.

Time was, when f{atire delicately nice
Cou’d rouze each virtue, and cou'd blaft each vice ;
Truth learn’d to pleafe from ALfop’s fabling tongue,
And Rome grew virtuous when her Ennins fung.
Once loft to gcodnefs, but now loft to fhame,
We court difhonour, as we lavgh'd at fame ;
With the fame raptures plunge in every crime,
Tho’ fifty Oldhams ftab in every rhime.

A native fin each vigorous Frenchman hails,
Politely partial to his own Verfailles.
There, toujours gai, he loves a loofer rein ;

His Mifs, la Conteffe, and his wine Champagne.
' Britain,







