[ 298 ]
AR R R

ON
C O N V E'R §"AFP“OWN:

By BERJAMIN STILLINGFLEET.

Oderunt hilarem trifles, triffemque jocofs,
Sedatum celeres, agilem gravumgde remifr.

Hor.,

5“’:[‘"* H E art of converfe, how to footh the foul
Of haughty man, his paffions to controul,

His pride at once to humble and to pleafe,

And join the dignity of life with eafe,

Be now my theme. O thou, whom Nature’s hand

Fram’d for this beft, this delicate command,

And taught when lifping, without reafon’s aid,

At the fame time to fpeak and to perfuade,

Wywnpram, with diligence awhile attend,

Wor {corn th’ inftruétions of an older friend ;

Who when the world’s great commerce fhall have join’d

The deep reflettion, and the firengh of mind, |
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To the bright talents of thy youthful ftate,
In turn fhall on thy better leflons wait.
Whence comes it, thatin every art we {ee

Many can rife to a fupreme degree ;
Yet in this art, for which all feem defign’d
By nature, fcarcely one compleat we find ?
You’ll fay, perhaps, we think, we {peak, we move,
By the ftrong {prings alone of felfifh love :
Yet among all the {pecies, 1s there one,
Whom with more caution than ourfelves, we fthun ?
What is it fills a puppet-fhow or court ?
Go none but for the profit or the {port ¢

If fo, why comes each foul fatigu’d away,

And curfes the dull puppets fame dull play ;

Yet, unconvinc’d, is tempted ftill to go ?

>T'is that we find at home our greateft foe.

And reafon good why folitude we flee ;

Can wants with felf-{ufiiciency agree ?

Yet, fuch our inconfiftency of mind,

We court fociety, and hate mankind.

With fome we quarrel, for they’re too fincere :
With others, for they’re clofe, referv’d and queer :
This 1s too learn’d, too prudent, or too wifc ;

And that we for his ignorance defpife :
A voice perhaps our ear fhall harfhly ftrike,

hen ftrait ev’n wit itfelf fhall raife diflike;
Our eye may by fome feature be annoy’d,
Behold at once a charaéter deftroy’d :
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Une’s fo good-natur’d, he’s beyond all bearing,
He’ll ridicule no friend, tho’ out of hearing :
Another warm’d with zeal, offends our eyes,
Becaufe he holds the mirror up to vice.
No wonder then, fince fancies wild as thefe
Can move our fpleen, that real faults difpleafe.
When Mavius, {pite of dullnefs, will be bright,

And teach Arcyrr to fpeak, and SwirT to write ;

When Flavia entertains us with her dreams,
And Macer with his no lefs airy fchemes ; :
When peevithnefs, and jealoufy and pride,

And 1at’reft that can brother hearts divide,

In their imagin’d forms our eyefight hit,

O

Of an old maid, a poet, peer or cit ;

Can then, }'nu’ll {fay, philofophy refrain,

And check the torrent of each bi)iling veln ?

%7

With mind ferene, indulge him, and yet {ave.
But {elf-conceit fteps in, and with ftriét eye

>€ans every man, and every man awry ;

That reigning paflion, which thro’ every ftage
Of life, ftill haunts us with unceafing rage.
No quality fo mean, but what can raife

Some drudging driveling candidate for praife ;
Ev’n 1n the wretch, who wretches can defpile,
Still felf-conceit will find a time to rife.
Quintus falutes you with forbidding face,

And thinks he carries his excufe in lace :
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¥es. She can ftill do more ; view paflion’s flave
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You afk, why Clodius bullies all he can ?
Clodius will tell you, he’s a gentleman :
Myrtilla ftruts and fhudders half the year,
With a round cap, that fhews a fine turn’d ear :
The lowelt jeft makes Delia laugh to death ;
Yet fhe’s no fool, fhe has only handfome teeth.

_ Ventofo lolls, and {corns all human kind

From the gilt coach with four lac’d flaves behind ;
Does all this pomp and ftate proceed from merit ?
Mean thought ! he deems it nobler to inherit :
While Fopling from {ome title draws his pride,
Meanlefs, or infamous, .or mifapply’d ;
Free-mafon, rake or wit, ’tis juft the fame,

‘The charm is hence, he has gain’d himfelf a name.
Yet, {pite of all the fools that pride has made,
’T1s not on man an ufelefs burthen laid :

Pride has ennobled fome, and fome difgrac’d ;

It hurts not in itfelf, but as ’tis plac’d;

When right, its view knows none but virtue’s bound :

When wrong, it {carcely looks one inch around.
Mark ! with what care the fair one’s critic eye
Scans o’er her drefs, nor let’s a fault flip by ;
Each rebel hair muft be reduc’d to place

With tedious fkill, and tortur’d into grace ;
Betty muft o’er and o’er the pins difpofe,

“T'1ll into modifh folds the drapery flows,

And the whele frame is fitted to exprefs

The charms of decency and nakednef,
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Why all this art, this labour’d ornament ; .
To captivate, youw’ll cry no doubt, ’tis meant.
True. But let’s wait upon this fair machine
From the lone clofet to the {ocial {cene ;
There view her loud, affe&ted, {cornful, four,
Paining all others, and herfelf ftill more.
What means fhe, at one inftant to difgrace,
'The labour of ten hours, her much-lov’d face ?
Why, ’tis the felf-fame paflion gratify’d ;
The work 1s ruin’d, that was rais’d by pride. -

Yet of all tempers, it requires' leaft pain,
Could we but rule ourfelves, to rule the vain.
"The prudent is by reafon only {way’d,
With him each fentence and each word is weigh’d ;
The gay and giddy can alone be"caught
By the quick luftre of a happy thought ;
The mifer hates, unlefs he fteals your pelf;
The prodigal, unlefs you rob yousfelf ;
The lewd will thun you, if your wife prové chafte ;
The jealous, if a fmile on his be caft;
The fteady or the whimfical will blame,
Either, becaufe you’re not, or are the fame;
The peevith, fullen, fhrewd, luxurious, rafh,
Will with your virtue, peace, or intereft, clafh ;
But mark the proud man’s price, how very low !
>T'1is but a civil {peech, a {mile, or bow.

Ye who pufh’d on by noble ardour, aim
In focial life to gain immortal fame,
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Obferve the various paffions of mankind,
General, peculiar, fingle or combin’d :

How youth from manhood differs in its views,
And how old age flill other paths purfues ;
How zeal in Prifcus nothing more than heats,
In Codex burns, and ruins all it meets ;
How freedom now a lovely face fhall wear,
Now fhock us in the likenefs of a bear;

How jealoufy in fome refembles hate,

In others, fecms but love .grown delicate ;
How modetfty is often pride refin’d,

And virtue but the canker of the mind ;

How love of riches, grandeur, life, and fame,

Wear different thapes, and yet are ftill the fame. .

But not our paflions only difagree,
In tafte 1s found as great variety :
Sylvius is ravifh’d when he hears a hound,
His lady hates to death the odious found :
Yet both love mufic, tho’ in different ways 3
He 1n a kennel, fhe at opera’s.
A florift fhall, perhaps, not grudge fome hours,
To view the colours in a bed of fAowers :
Yet, thew him Tirian’s workmanthip divine,
He paffes on, and only cries, ’tis fine.
‘A rufty coin, an old worm-eaten poit,
The meuldy fragment of an author loft,
A batterfly, an equipage, a ftar,
A globe, a fine lac’d head, a china jar,

A miflrefs,
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