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EXPOSTULATORY EPISTLE

SLIFE! Thomas, what hath fwallow'd all the praife ?
Of royal virtues not the flighteft mention! '
Strung, like mock pca,z-'l, fo lately on thy lays!

Tell me, a bankrupt, Tom, is thy invention ?

How cou'dft thou fo thy Parrox’s fame forget,
As not to pay, of praife, the annual debt ?
Whuireweap and Cizser, all the Laureat Throng,
To Fame's fair Tcmp-le, twice a year, prefented
Soffie’ royal virtues, real or invented,
In all the grave fublimity of fong.
- : B : Heraidn
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Heralds fo kind for many a chance-born wight,

Creeping from cellars, juft like fnails from easth ;

Or moles, or ficld-mice, ftealing inte light,
Forge Arms to. prove a loftinefs of birth

Tracing of each ambitious Siz and Madem

The branches to the very trunk of Apam.

Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, of rhime,
Still bid thy Royal Mafter foar fublime ?
Bards thine in fiGtion ; then how flight a thing

To make a coat of merit far a King |

‘ ‘Know, General CarrexTER had been a theme
For furnifhing a pretty lyric dream ;.
Once 2 monopolift of ned and {mile =
Of broken fentences and queftions rare,,
Of fnipfnap whifpers fweet, and grin, and flare;
For which thy mufe would trave! many a mile.

But lo! the General, for a ¢rying fin,
" Loft broken fentences, and nod, and grin,

And
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And ftare and fnipfhap of the beft of Kings ;
The fin, the crying fin, of rambling
Where Ofnaburgh’s good Bifhop, gambling,
Loft fome few golden feathers from his wings ;

~ Which made th’ unlucky General run and drown ;
Such were the horrors of the royal frown !

" For lo! f—Iis M——¥ moft roundly {wore

He'd nod te General CarrexTeR no more.

Oh! glorious love of all-commanding money !
Dear to fome Monarchs, as'to Bruin, honey;
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck 3

Or {how'ss to hackney coachmen or a duck f‘

Thomas, thy lyrics might have prais’d the King
For making finners mind the Sabbath day,
Bidding the idle fons of pipe and ftring,
Inftead of fcraping jigs, fing pfalms and pray 3
Thus pioufly (againft their inclination)
Dragooning fouls unto falvation..

The
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The Moxarex gave up Mr, Joaun Bats,
With that fweet nightingale his lovely mate ; :
Who with the organ and one fiddle )
Made up a concert every Sunday night :
Thus yielding Majesties fupreme delight,

Who relifh cheapnefs €’en in tweedle tweedle.

For Nature formeth oft a kind

Of money-loving, feraping, fave-all mind,

That happy glorieth i thenat'ral thought
Of getting ev'ry thing for nought: .

From Delhi's diamonds to a Briftol ftone;

From royal eagles to a fquawling parrot ;
From bulls of Bafan to a marrow-bone 5

‘From rich ananas to a mawkifh carrot : .
And getting things for nought, I needs muft fay,

If not the noblef?, is the cheapeft ws;y. _ |

And often nature manufadures ftuff

That thinks it never hath enough )
Hoard-
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Hoarding up treafure — never once enjoyling

Such is the compofition of feme fouls !

Like jackdaws all their cunning art employing,

In hiding knives, and forks, and fpoons, in holes.

Lo! by the pious Moriarch’s proclamation,
The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation
On Sundays con their Bibles —.makc no riot —
The ftubborn Uxzrings, mufic-loving Lord,
Pays dumh obedience to the royal word,

And bids the inﬁll'uments lie qujet.

Swee Miftrels Wavrsinouan is forc’d to pray,
And turn her eyes up, much againft her will ;
SAN‘DWICH fings pfalms too, in his pious way ;
And Lady Youwe forbears the tuneful trill :
And very politic is Lady Young:
A hufband muft not fuffer for a fong.

The gentle ExeTER his treat gave up,

So us'd upon the {weet repaft to fup ;
C

Ag
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As cager for his Sunday’s quaver difh,
As cats and rav’'nous Aldermen for fith,

Lord BRubeNELL, too, a Lord with lofty nofe,

Bringing to mind a verfe the world well knows 5.
Againft fublimity that rather wars; -

Which in an almanack all eyes may fee:

“ Gop gave to man an upright form, that he

¢ Might view the Stars,”

I fay this watchful Lorp, who boafts the knack,
Behind His Sacred Majefty’s grear back,

Of placing for his latter end a chair
Better than any Lord (fo fays Fame’s trump)

That ever waited on the royal rump,

So fwift his motions, and fo fieet his air ;

Who, if His Majefty but cough or hiccup,

Trembles for fear the King fhould kick up ;

Drops, with concern, his jaw —— with horror freezes —

Or fmiles * God blefs you, Sirg,"” whene’er he fneezes;
: This
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This Lorn, I fay, uprais’d his convert chin; .

And curs'd the concert for a crying fin..

King WaTxin, from the land of leeks and cheefe;.
+ With fighs, forbore his bafs to feize ;-
With huge concern he dropp’d his Sunday airs,
Andl grumbled out in-Welfh his thanklefs pray’ss..
The bafs, indecd; T¢ Deur fung,,
Glad on.the willows to be hung,

And really "twas a very nat’ral cafe
Poor, inoffenfive bafs ! .

For when King Watkin fcrubbeth him — alack !

The inftrument, like one upon .the rack, .

Sends forth fuch horrid, Inquifition groans!'

Enough to pierce the hearts of flones I

Thus though in ‘concers politics the Knight:
Battled with Miftrefs Waisincs AM outright ;.
Yet both agreed to lift their p.a.lms,

Not in hoftilities, but {inging pfalms,
' SAL'sBURY.



