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Vo ODES o KIEN LONG,

THE PRESENT EMPEROR OF CHINA ;
wIiTH
“THE QUAKERS, a TaLE;
To 'a FLY, prownep 1v 4 BOWL or PUNCH;

ODE 10 MACMANUS, TOWNSEND, anp FEALOUS,
Tue THIEF-TAKERS;

To CELIA.—To a PRETTY MILLINER.—To Ttue FLEAS
oF TENERIFFE.—‘-{JI_‘O SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON.—To
my CANDLE, &c. 8c. &c.

By PETER PINDAR, Efy.

Ao Puplirm dormew, Scca ANACREON,

“ Yes, let us firike the Lyce, and fing, and rhyme;
Dy far the wifelt Way of fpending Time,”

So fays Axaceeon, my dear Kiew Lowe ;

Let Brizasy then, and Crina, hear our Song.
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ERRAT A

Page 40, in the firft line of the Wote, alter antiguarian, read, te butt for b
wemm in the fame line, after swhew, 1ead, be Sumbies on,




TO THE

EMPEROR or CHIN A,

Dear Kien Long,

AT length an opportunity prefznts itlelf for converfing
with the fecond PoTeNTATE upon earth, Georce the Tuirp
being moft undoubtedly the #r#, although he never made
verfes. Thy praifes of Mouvxpen, thy beautiful little
Ode to Tea, &c. have afforded me infinite delight ; and
to gain my plandit, who am rather difficult to pleafe,
will, I affure thee, be a feather in thy imperial cap.

Prineipibus placuife virls, uon wltima laws gf.

Praife froin a Baro of my poeric pirit,

Proclaims indeed no finall degree of merit,
Excufc this piece of cgotifta—it is natural, and juftified
by the {ublimeft autheritics. What fays VireiL ?

« Tentanda wia of qud me guogue pofim
“¢ Tollere bumo, wilferque viriin velitave per ora.”

B What,



{21
What, likewife, LucreTius ?
¢ Jafizaemque uteo capiti polere inde coronam
 Ude prius muili velarunt tempora Mufe.”
What, alfo, Ovip?

o Famgue opus exigi,” &

What, moreover, Horact ?

“ Exzgi monumentin: are perenuins, Bee,

What, Ennius ?

s Nemo nie lacrameis decores nee funera flotn,” Bic.

What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Flomer, in his
delightful Hymw, that fome impudent Scholiafts declare
he never wrote ?

—— 2y Mg ding Wis@ AOTAON

Boadet wahdrar; xab vl cimicls pdiiss

Tulhés ddae dwel Jr is il warraneiren

TE witar pevimedn dppodon “Andal,
which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the quota-
tion, I thus a lkittle paraphraftically and beautifully
tranflate :
Should Curtosrry at times-enguice
Wio flrikes with fweetelt arc the Muse's lyre ;

This
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This be thine anfwer—* A posr wman, ftark biind ;
An aged minftrel that at Crros duwells,
Who fells and fings his works, and fings and fills,
And leaves all other poets far behind."

So much for my profound learning in defence of ego-
tifm ; for where is the man that does not rank himfelf
amongft his own admirers ?

Now to the point—As Lorp MacarTnEY, with his
moft {plendid retinue, is about to open a trade with thee,
in the various articles of tin, blankets, ‘woollen in
general, &ec. &c. in favour of the two Kingdoms;
why might not a literary commerce take place between
the Grear Kien Long, and the no lefs celebrated Perer
Pinpar? Thou art a man of rhymes—and fo am 1. Thou
art a genius of uncommon verfatility—fo am I.  Thou
art an enthufiaft to the Mufes—foam I. Thou art a lover
of novelty—fo am I. Thou art an idolater of Royalty—
foam L With fuch a congeniality of mind, in sy God's
name, and zhine, let us furprife the world with an inter-
change of our Iucubrations, both for its improvement and
delight. And to fhew thee that I am not a literary

fwindler,
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fwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I may receive

from thy Imperial Majefty, I now tranfmit fpecimens of
my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and Epigram.

1 am, dear Kien Loxg,

Thy humble Servant and brother Poet,

P. PINDAR.



ODES o KIEN LONG.

O D E I

PeTEr complimenteth Kien Lone on bis poetical talent, and condemneth
the wanr of lterary tafte in Weflern Kings.

IDEAR Enr’ror, Prince oF Poers, noble Barp,
Thy brother Perer fendeth thee a card,
To fay thou art an honour to the times—
Yes, PeTex telleth thee, that for a King,
Indeed a moft extraordinary thing,

Thou really makeft very charming rhimes.

Witnefs thy Moukpen®, which we all admire ;

Witnels thy pretty little Ode to Tea,
C ) ' Compos’d
® A favourite City of the Em;;eror.



