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TO ARTHUR MURPHY, ESQ.

TO fing of beauty and its pow’r divine,
Let other Bards invoke the tuneful Nine;
Another theme demands my humble lays,
A theme illum’d by Truth’s refplendent rays;
To no fictitious {cenes the Mufe fhall rove,
Nor feek, by frenzy led, the Delphic grove;
Alas! the mournful fcenes we mean to thew,
In real, not in fancied life we know:
The ills from Genius’ fource that daily {pring,
My penfive Mufe in plaintive ftrains fhall fing.
All hail! ye brethren of the tuneful art;

Whether ye lull the ear, or charm the heart;
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. Whether beneath fame half-roof’d fhed

Unpity'd live, or unlamented dle-

Or if (feverer fatej your facred lays

Proclaim fome tltled Patron’s fulfome p
| O lift awhile to my untutord fong, L
- And blefs thofe numbers which to you ) : "’
=8 In early youth, when .':tlfa‘l:lrj’oys‘ﬁr&!r J¥
f. - And pleafure wooes us with a harmlefs Ture
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When, bleft, and ﬂwughﬂefs of our ft ﬂ" ”
Around the cheerful hearth we ]1’&61? 5 .'3 1.

Whilft tales of gobhns ﬁem, and fames
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Imprefs with pleafing awe the infint i E.,
Or, 1if {erener ﬂues to fields invite, 1 ol
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We chace, with anxious fteps, the r&j‘

Or elfe with pigmy hand the mead d

And cowflip’s chaplet weave with curic

. E'en then, the haplefs breaft that

SR T With double rapture hails thefe ﬁr‘.[’e
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THE AUTHOR.

To Fancy’s {way he yields his guilelefs heart,
Unaw’d by fafhion, and unfpoil’d by art;

To him who Fancy’s magic influence knows,
With brighter glow appears the bluthing rofe;
By Nature form'd to relith all her {weets,

Her daify’d meadows, and her green retreats.

At length to {chool remov’d, the happy boy,

The mother’s earneft of much future joy;
Forfakes the fcene of dear domeftic blifs,
The father’s {mile, the mother’s ardent kifs;
Nor quits he yet without fome falling tear
Thofe fields his infant joys have render'd dear.

At firft, the clamour of the buzzing {chools,
And claffic Lily’s falutary rules,
With terrors new his infant mind appal];
And prefent fears his priftine joys recall;
But when the dry grammarian’s toils are o'er,
And Ovid opens all his tender ftore;
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With kindred: ﬂﬁﬁe: his ardent bofom ui |
His verfion pure the rifing genius fhews; il
And the pleas’d mafter fees, with ﬂatt’ I
The early efforts of a future Pope.
Now partial friends predlét his rifing fa
With,hand unweary'd fan Ambition’s flart
At length fome guardian care removes 3@ :t;{_
To thofe bleft fcenes of wif{dom, and of
Where holy Scienssloldiphor peaceful re
Where Genius wanders oer the claffic p r

On Ifis’ verdant bank he fhapes his wéy; ,_3,3 B i
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"Mid {cenes that heard a Warton’s vu'gﬁ lay; <l 4
Or lingers, Cam, befide thy fedgy mh? u’fﬁj
Of Mafon's matchlefs verfe the da.rlmg tl o #

Here Science wooes him with | .,,!.__,____-._-; ) .'

He pants while the unfolds her mental {
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Still where, devoid of care, the firipling roves,

Befide the ftream, 01'. through the nodding groves;

Each lively thought the hallow'd Mufe infpires;

Big with idea, glﬂwing with her fires,

He gazes round.  Genius adores the youth,

And leads him fmiling to the fhrine of Truth.
Perchance, lov'd Ifis, by thy gentle fiream

The wahdering youth purfues his wayward theme;

| And as thy waves in flow fucceffion glide,

To mix with Ocean’s undiﬁinguiﬂ;’d tide,

With fond expectance waits th’ eventful hour,

That yields departure from thy much-lov’d bow',

With hopes of fame his haplefs bofom glows,

Nor more, Content, thy peaceful empire knows.

Now glittering vifions in his fleep appear,

The fplendid premium, and the patron Peer;

By Hope délﬁded, and Ambition led, |

The willing Mufe he vows for life to wed.

77



N R L R T R el VT Ay e
Ll

78 TBE #»Uﬂ”ﬂﬂ..

‘With her he feeks that {plendid fm,k\r of i
Where Peers, inftead of Poets, have tk .,
The Drama mw. his conftant thougt ngage.
With :;:agerl eye he rifies -Shakfpeai‘e’s ps -.'-*.,:'?"-' A
And hopes, like Murphy, to adorn ﬂ;q, % s
But though, like him, he matchlefs po ,
Though Pheebus’ felf the fond attemt |
Yet ere his numbers meet the pubh
A thoufand deaths the haplefs Bard M
Condemn’d to torturetbg\gpo;l;l arpen "
‘Who cuts by patent, and may come ¢

Larpent! who dare the pouring nghfﬂ
Lo! Genius ftruggles i his torpid chaqg,ﬁ

Near him Apollo veils his heay’ nljr

And evry Mufe with Larpeats name e:
At length arrives the dread, the awefi _' |
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THE AUTHOR.

The boxes fill'd with noify froth—the pit
Replete alone with malice and with wit.

With vulgar diflonance the gall'ries arm’d,

By nought but Edwin’s monkey vifage charm’d,
In fenfelefs clamour their huge prowefs thew,
And fright with noife alone the Zon below;
Yielding rich harveft to the critic flail,

Nurfe Prologue then repeats her wonted tale.
At length to ev’ry gazing eye appears,

Who opes with Nature’s key the {fource of tears.
Critics, though ftern, awhile their voice fufpend,

Till, charm’d by Siddons, at her fhrine they bend;
Yet what avails the tribute Nature pays?

Her tendereft tear is but her nobleft praife;

The fons of fordid wealth and fplendid pow’r

Feel but the forrows of the pafling hour:

For, mark the name 'mid glory’s glitt'ring roll,
Where Mis’ry fcowl'd not on th’ afpiring foul.
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" The time may come, when England’aw
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Know thofe who weﬂﬂfer woes ‘his
Withheld the bread an Otway's huligm"
Ill-fated Otway, o’er whofe melting pz
Soft Pity’s tear fhall fall in ev’ry age, dd
If ghaftly Famine, with unhallow’d pow’r; M
Triumphant mark’d his laft expiring hmm*:
Ah! who, by Genius blefs’ d, yetclm’dl
Can for his forrow hope a {hﬁtterdate i‘rﬁh " 3
Yet lift, ye haplefs fons of magic verfe, .
‘While your deep woe my humble lays rehea
From Fame’s bright fource let Hope refulg : t 1
For, yours alone is great Apollo’s {hmefzad )@‘ﬂ' |
A fhrine to which the fool fhall never bddﬁul‘ ?“
Or, off'ring there, the god {hall ne’er befrier 1 1}
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Shall prize the balance of the world no éﬂm}

When fome proud vicor o'er this hwm i
Shall impious firetch the tyimﬁ.’ S Pafé&‘ﬁéﬂ,
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Whene’er, o'er Britain doom'd to reign no more,
Her fhrine removing to the Weftern thore,

Sweet Freedom, heav’nly maid, fhall wing her way,
And to new ‘worlds: difelofe her luftrous day ;

The Nine lov'd partners of each former flight,
Difdaining ftill to own a tyrant’s right,

With her fhall feek the blefs’d, the favour’'d clime,
Where each fhall wait the aweful clofe of Time.
The jealous guardians of your well-earn’d fame
Shall to the tawney tribes your worth proclaim.
And, whilft around new empires rife to view,
Their mingled praife fhall ftill belong to you.

Yet what avails this bright, this flatt’ring thought,
By Hope infpir’d, nay, more, by Reafon taught;
Since, ere her pillar Fame begins to raife,

The fated Bard thy debt, O Nature, pays?

When all the varied ills of life are o’er,

“And {lighted worth is doom'd to feel no more,
M
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