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To Capt. Gedlgg Thompfon—by Capt. E, Thompion,
Kew, May 25, 1765.

N this, dear George, we both agree,
{You bred in camp, I bred at fea,)
That cleanlinefs is oft”
A curfed plague about a houfe,
* And always met our jult abufe,
When young with Mrs. * Croft.
You. IL. B But

* An oM, good tady, who kept a lodging houfe in Bevecly, with whom
the aathor boarded when at that fchool under the Rev, My, Clarke.,



2 THE MUSE'S MIRROUR.

Bat to the beggar and the King,
Clean linnen’s a reviving thing.

Yet thefe our plagues don’t reach ;
The beggar ftrips with jocund morn,
In fome quick ftream, and on the thorn

Spreads out his rags to bleach.

The King, great man, fends all his out,
Not caring for a fingle clour:
But what's more happy fill,
He's not oblig’d to count the rags,
Nor fuff 'em into canvafs bags,
Oh ! no—nor write the bill.

But Lord have mercy on us all!
Whene'er we wath, all hands muft fall

To fomething or another ; o,
For madam fcolds, and fiies abour,

Now up, now down, now in, now out,

Dabbing ghro’ wet and fmother.

This curfed time all comfort fies,

At fix fhe Rarts, come Ned, come rife,
And get the lines hung out !

Yes, to be fure, (my dear,) I cry,

I dare as well be hang'd as lie,
Fur fear my dove thould pout.

Break



THE MUSE’S MIRROUR.

‘Breakfaft is got, and whipt away,

(Becaufe the wathers want their tea)
Before that I've half done :—

The doors all open—Tlinnen fpread,

- The ky looks black,—come hither, Ned,

Shall we have rain or fun !

My dear, you need not be in pain,

Itdoes not look, I think, like rain
Q! then we'll hang out more :

When lo! the words have hardly paft,

But puff there comes a heavy blaf,
And all muit be rins"d o'er.

Then ten-fold comes the peal on me,
Youafs, to be ten years at fea,
See, fec thillionen do!—
I {neak away, to have a {mile,
Snug, whilel hear her all the while.
Calling me black and blne.

From fach unlucky forms of rain,

Nothing with me goes well again,
The dinner comes—and cold ; ;

The meat, [ cry, of foap-fuds twangs,”

Up madam gets, the door fhe bangs,
And re-begins to fcold,

B2
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But what #ill troubles more my mind,
+ Amidft fuch priefs at once to find,
The wather, as fhe wrings,
Cracking fome jeft—then o'er the tub
Paofes awhile—and ev'ry rub,
With pleafure fweats and fings.

1 hate, I muit confefls, all dirt,

And traly love a well-wafh’d thire,
Yer once a-month this reek,

Is miore than any one can bear;

But him I hate—pray make his fhare
A waihing every week.
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A Monedy to the memory of a virtaous Youth, drowned
"in the Thames.*

§ late I ftray’d by Thames' tranflucent ftream,
I heard a nymph in mifery extreme,
Relate, “* Ah ve, who love or fenfe nrhjﬂthi
5% Join me to fearch a beauteous drowned youth,
. Ah
* Thefe lnes were written on the unhappy fate of a fon of Mr, W-\Hia;

who was a fithular at Weltminiter, and onforionately drowned ia the Thames
when bathing.
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¥ Ah ye, who ever lov'd 4 darting boy,
*¢ Wha've felt a Father's cate, a mother's joy,
*¢ Give to the Thames your tedrs, encreale her tide,
“ And tell 2 parent’s forrow far and wide—
*¢ Thames, ancient god, with dank greed trefles nife,
“¢ And tell me where the dear lov'd angel lies :
s¢ If thou fuch excellence could’ft rothlefs drown'd,
= O tell me where the body may be found.
* Thou God of Streams, attend my piteous cry,
* Atd Mhew where Albany and Virtue lie,
*¢ That to his corfe the maidens mild may bring,
* The fweetet pofies of the painted {pring,
“ And ftrew the youth and his untimely hearfe,
** With myrtles ever green dnd eligiack verfe.

At the {oft plaints of this defponding maid,
Forth from the wave a venerable fhade
Arofe, with afpe&t dignified and mild,
And in his arms he bore the breathlefs child,
Adorn'd with fhells and coral of the ftream,
And his untimely fate he made the theme.
“ Weep not, fair maid-—sor fhus accafe thy fire,
*¢ The gods who made him, did the youth require,
*¢ His virtwes were of fuch an anjgel-kind,
¢ Someak his manners, and fo pure his mind,
¢ That he in genius, majefllty and grace,
*¢ Was more of angel than of mortal race.

B3 “ He



