364

==

e
=

V—s HOUSE

Built from the Ruins of White=
Hall that was Burnt,

e e —
e

Written, 1703.

N Times of Old, when Time was Young,
I And Poets their one Verfes Sung,

A Verfe could draw a Stone or Beam
That now would overload a Team s
Lead ’em a Dance of many a Mile,
Then rear ’em to a goodly Pile. |
Each Number had it’s diff 'rent Pow’r ;
Heroick Strains could build a Tow'r 3
Soannets, or Elogies to Chloris

Might raife a Houfe about two Storiess -

A Lyrick
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A Lyrick Ode would Slate 5 a Catch
Would Tile ;3 an Epigram would Thatch.

BUT, to their own, orLandlord’s Colft,
Now Poets feel this Art is loft :
Not one of all our tuneful Throng
Can naife a Lodging for a Song.
For, Jove confiderd well the Cafe,
Obferv'd, they grew a num’rous Race,
And fhould they Build as faft as Write,
‘Twould ruin Undertakers quite.
This Evil, . therefore to prevent,
He wifely chang’d their Element:
On Earth, the God of Wealth was made
Sole Patron of the Building Trade,
Leaving the Wits the Spacious Air
With Licence to build Caftles there :
And ’tis conceiv’d, their old Pretence
To lodge in Garrats, comes from thence.

PR E-
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PREMISING thus in Modern way
The better Half we had to fay 5
Sing Mufe the Houfe of Poet Ve—u
In higher Strains than we began.

V— (for’tis fit the Reader know it )
Is both a Herald and a Poet,
No wonder then, if nicely skill'd
In both Capacities, to Build.
As Herald, he can in a Day
Repair a Houfe gone to Decay,
Or by Atchivement, Arms, Device,
Ere(t a new one in a trice.
And as a Poet, he has Skill
To build in Speculation ftill.
Great Fove, he cry’d, the Art reftore
To build by Verfe as heretofore,
And make my Mufe the Architect ;
What Palaces thall we erect!

No
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No longer fhall forfaken Thames
Lament his old Whitehal/ in Flames,
A Pile fhall from its Afhes rife
Fit to Invade or prop the Skies.

FOVE Smil'd, and like a gentle God,
Confenting with the ufual Nod,
'Told V—— he knew his Talent beft,
And left the Choice to his own Breaft.
S0 V—— refolv’d to Write a Farce,
But well perceiving Wit was {carce,
With Cunning that Defe& {upplies,
Takes a French Play as lawful Prize,
Steals thence his Plot, and ev’ry Joke,
Not once {ufpeiting, Fove would Smoak,
And, (likea Wag) f{at down to Write,
Would whifper to himfelf; 4 Bite,
Then, from the motly mingled Style
Proceeded to erelt his Pile:

So
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So, Men of old, to gain Renown, did

Build Bebel with their Tongues confounded.
Fowve Taw the Cheat, but thought it belt

To turn the Matter to a Jeft 3

Down from Olympws Top he Slides,

Laughing as if he’d bur(t his Sides :

Ay, thought the God, are thefe your Tricks ?
Why then, old Pfﬂ;.r deferve old Br:cl{.r, |
And fince you're fparing of your Stuff, |
Your Building {hall be fmall enough.

He {pake, and grudging, lent his Ayd ;

Th’ experienc’t Bricks that knew their Trade,
( As being Bricks at Second Hand, )

Now move, and now in Qrder Stand.

T HE Building, as the Poet Writ,
Rofe in proportion to kis Wit :
And firft she Prologne built a Wall
So wide as to encompafs all.

The
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Thbe Scene, 4 Wood, produc’d no more
Thant a few Scrubby Trees before.

- The Plot as get lay deep, and [o

A Cellar next was dug below :

But this aWork [o bard was found,
Two As it coft him under Ground.
Two other Adks we may prefume

Were (pemt in Building each a Room s
Thus far advanc’s, be made a fhift
To raife 2 Roof with Ag the Fift.
The Epilogue bebind, did fiame

A Place not decent kere to name.

N O W Poets from all Quarters ran
To fee the Houle of Brother Ve—we:
Lookt high and low, walkt often round,
But no {uch Houfe was to be found ;
One asks the Watermen hard by,

Where may the Poets Palace ly 2

Bb Amother
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Another, of the Thawes endmres

If he has feen its gilded Spires, S =,
At length they in the Rubbith fpy .
A Thing refembling a Geofe Py, 5
Farther in hafte the Poéts throng;

And gaze in lilent Wonderiong,

Till one in Raptures thus began

To praife the Pile, and Builder /s,

THRICE happy Pﬂft whn may trar.!
Thy Houfe about thee like a Sn:ul 3. v
Or Harnef’d to aNag, at eale '

Take Journies in it like a Chaife

Or in a Béat when €’re thou wilt” . °
Canft make it ferve thee for a Tilt.

Capacioas Houfe / *tis own’d by all |
Thou ’re well contriv'd, tho’ thou irt(mall 5
For ev'ry Wit in Britain’s Ile

May lodge within thy Spacious Pile.

- Like Bacchus Thou, as Poets feign,

Thy-Mother burnt, 4rtBorn again s
Born
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Born like a Phénix from the Flame,
But neither Bu/k, nor $hape the fame :

| As Ammals uf large& SIZE.'

Corruptm!ﬁaggbts; Worms and Flyes.

A Type of Modern Wit and Style,

The Rubbifb of an Antient Pile.

So Chymiftsboalt the H‘have a Euwz'r P
Fram the Agsd Abet of 4 Flow's ; (-
Some faint Refemblance to prnduce,
But not the Virtae,- Taft or }mee —
So Mndém Rimers wifely kai o

The Poetry of Ages Ea{t _
Whachafteuhe;hufﬂmhmsm; -
They from jts Ruips build their own.
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