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Thus wail’d they pleafure paft, and prefent cares,

While the ftarv’d hog join’d his complaint to theirs.
To ftill his grunting different ways they tend

To Weft-gate one, and one to Cotton-end,
g
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HAMLET’s SoriLoquy, Imitated.

By the Same.

f]‘“‘ O print, or not to print—that 1s the queftion.
Whether ’tis better in a trunk to bury

The quirks and crotchets of outrageous Fancy,

Or fend a well-wrote copy to the prefs,

And by difclofing, end them. To print, to doubt
No more; and by one at to fay we end

The head-ach, and a thoufand natural fhocks

Of fcribbling frenzy—’tis a confummation
Devoutly to be wifh’d. To print—to beam

From the fame fhelf with Pope, in calf well bound:

To fleep, perchance, with Quarles—Ay, there’s the rub—

For to what clafs a writer may be doom’d,

When he hath fhuflied off fome paltry ftuff,

Muft give us paufe. There’s the refpeét that makes
Th’ unwilling poet keep his piece nine years.

Ifor who would bear th’ impatient thirft of fame,
The pride of confcious merit, and ’bove all,
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