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PFREFACE.

Ir i= scarcely necessary to say that this poem
owos its origin to the striking {though not, other-
wise, very clover) jeu d’esprit from which its epi-
graph is adopted ; and which has been, for some
time, ranning about the world, under the eredit
of the various paternities of Porson, Coleridge,
and Southey,— the latter of whom is (or per-
haps the two laiter, jointly, are) pretty generally
supposed to be its authors. To whomedever this
title may be dus, it is probable that it has not
been considered, by its author, worth reclaiming ;
as, excepting the ingenuity of its idea, {more fe-
licitous, after all, than original,) it has Iittle to
recommend it, and was, there can be little doubt,
thrown upon the world, by the writer, as a thing
of no pretension. The notice which has been
attracted, by its singularity, (a notice increased
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and perpetuated by the mistake which, for so
long a time, assigned it to Porson, and which
mistake, probably, induced many to think it
more singular than it really is,) has produced
several imitations of it; and of the original
peem itself, and its various imitations, (including
one published, in part, by Mr. Moore, from the
posthurmouns papers of Lord Byron, and stated to
be in the possession of Lord Holland,} it may be
said, generally, that the pfan (due, of course,
only to the first) forms the principal merit. To
this remark the present poem is not offered as
any exceptioh, — being a mere nndigested squib,
hastily sketched, and putting forth no claim to he
considered as any thing more than a rongh and
unfinished adaptation of an idea, which, how-
aver, it appears to the author, might, in fit hands,
be rendered singularly available for the purposes
of satire of a better order than mere personal-
ities.
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DEVIL'S PROGRESS.

Proen lula b lieetana bed, ot treak of day,
A walllag the Devil v garn,
T vlalt hlg socug Jittle Garm of 1he sarth,
Aud sea biw iy Mock geir oo,
TaT Devis's Waru,

Tae Devil sits in hia easy-chair,
Sipping his sulpbur tea,

And gazing out, with a pensive air,
O'er the broad bitumen sen;

Lulled into sentimentel mood,

By the spirits’ far-off wail,

That sweetly, o’er the burning Aood,
Floata on the brimstone gale | ——

The Devil, who can he gad, st times,

In spite of all his mummery,

And grave, — though not so prosy quite
Az drawn by his friend Montgomery, —
The Devyil, to-day, has & dreaming air,
And his eye is raised, and his throat is bare |
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His musings are of many things,

That — good or ill — befell,

Bince Adam’s sons macadamized

The highways iote Hell : —

And the Devil— whose mirth is never loud —
Laughs with a quiet mirth,

A he thioks how well his serpenl-tricks
Have been mimicked, upon earth;

Of Eden and of England, soiled

And darkened by the foot

OF those who preach with adder-tongues,
And those who et the froil:

Of creeping things, that drag their slime
Intw God's chosen places,

And knowledgs louding inlo ¢rime,
Before the angels’ faces;

Of lands— from Nineveh to Spain—
Thut bave bowed beneath his away,

And men who did his work, — from Cain,
To Viscount C***[**** ] |

The Devil called for Dagon,
That * aneient fish-Tike ™ spirit,
A sort of water-drogon,

Of u very fiendish merit; —
Commander he, already, was

Of all the hest of Devils,

Prime minister, of high reputs
For generating evila |

To him, who o%er ihe Pagan hoste
Had governed long and well,



