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( mires,
Durgen’s {iweet Pen, we know, the World ad-

He's blefs'd with a kind Mufe that never tires;
Okill’d 1n all antient Tongues, and modern Arts,
A prodigy 1n Perfon, and in Parts;

half-bred Deity, made up of Thousht,
A [omething, but no mortal Man knows what;
A liwving Chaos, whofe prolifick Brain,
Dogs e’ery thing in miniature containy
Has Wit at Will, and is, without difputc,
A wondrous Creature, nsither Man nor Brute;
Who, to delight himfelf, and vex the Town,
Spent twice three Years in writing one Lampoor;
And, 1f no Rival does his Scheme defeat,
Will waite fix more to make the work compleat;
A talk) that when it’s finifh’d, muft command
Y.audative Poems from each fkilful Hand,
Efpecially each poor negletted Mufe,
tlis gen'rous Satyr does fo kindly ufe,
Forgetful of the hard unhappy fate
Of Poets more {ublime, and Wits more great,

Than
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Than thofe that Wrbng the Mem'ry of the Dead,
And ftifle Confcience for the fake of Bread,
Slander the living, ‘with a {pighttul Pen,

And proftitute the Fame of worthy Men,

So the proud Cit, pofle[s'd of an Eftate,

For notbing good, tho’ worfbipfully Great,
Triumphs o'er Dealers of a low Degree,

More baneft, tha lefs profperous than he,

The Grecian Bard whofe excellence we trace,
Great Prince and Father of the Epick Race,

The firft wife Sage that taught lus native Tongue,
The graceful Numbers of heroick Song,

Apollo’s Darling, and the only light

That in {o dark a Lanthorn fhone fo bright ;

As if the Gods affembled at his birth, ' g

And all confenting to enlarge his worth, |
Enriclyd with heav’nly Giftsthe new born Earth

Yet Homer, tho’ adorn’d withalk the kind
Celeftial Bounties that could fire his Mind,

Thro'
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Thro’ many Lowns and Countries groap'd s way.
And blindly fung his Trojen Songs for pay;
"Thus poor he was, moit Authors do agree,

Bur rich in Thought, tho doom’d to beggary s
Sutu:tied humbly to Lus tarving Fate,

And coin’d new Udes as Supperlefs e fate,

Yt was, in noble Verle, a richer Prince

Than all his wealihy dull Tranflators fince,
Form’d all his grcat Defigns without an Luye,

And. tho’ in darknefs, foar’d inmenily high,
Tillhisbright Mufe when the could climb no high'r

Return’d imbeliifi’d with celetlial Eire.

So the fwift Eagle, when depriv’d of fight,
Still upwars flics in fearch of hiduen Light,
Till too near Phaebus (e prefumes toiife,
Inflasies Ler firugling Pintons til fle dies,
Then blagsing tumbles from the lofty Skees.

Thus FHomer's Viufe from Fleav'nn to Zarth retir’d}

When to the utinoft height the had afpira,
L.caving
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Lcaving to Poets fuch an epick Plan,

As if devis'd by Angels, not by Man

What tho he beg’d relief of tender Hiearts,
His Wants were no dithonour to his-Parts,

st fhow’d his Genius too {ublimely great
For a dull World, that knew hits Wortl too late;
Tho” Heav'n, perhaps, that had infpir’d his Mind,
Might kindly {uff’r him to be Poor and Blind,
That no temptation thould debafe a Soul

Of Wit and Virtue {o divinely fully

For beauteous Objects, that engage the Sight,
Bend not our Thoughts to Wifdom, but delight;

And Wealth, that Bawd to c’ery loole dciign,
Docs the frail Heart to fenfual -Joys inclines
Thercfore, had che immortal Greek pofiels’d
Redundant Riches, or with Sight been blels'd

The feven contending owns, perbaps, had heard

-No news of Tinjan Wars, or Grecian Bard s
All the brave £aroes in thofe Battles flain,
Had in Oblivion’s Crave long fince bezn lam -

Famr
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¥air Helew's Character entirely loft;

And Seas of Blood forgot her Beauty coft,

No great Examples left upon record,

To fpirit up yoang Princes to the Sword ;

Or teach poor fuff’ring Nations to betake
Themfelves to glortous Arms for Juftice {ake,
That when by Tyrants they’re in Slav’ry held,

Force may, by Force, be gallantly repelld
No Wits infpir’d by his exemplar Worth,
But Dulnefs muft have reign’d thro”all the Eartli3

Then had the Dunciad Author gain’d renown,

And his tame Hero bully’d all the Town
For 1f a Dunce thall in Heroicks bear

Againft all rule, the leading Character,

And Epid{ Bards may feat a {tupid Als,
Where none but warlike Princes fhould have place,

"Then in an Age when Men are leaft polite, ,
Dulnefs muft fet oft what {fuch Poets write, é

As a dark foil makes Jewels fhine more bright.

Durgen,
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Durgen, invoke the Nine to help thee praile,
The Grecian Poet and his Epick Lays,

Had not thy bold afpiring Mulfe been free
With his old Songs, we {carce had heard of thee;
Thy luftre; borrow’d from the Eaftern Bard,
Is but like Moonthine to the Sun compar’d ;

In e’ery Line his fiery Genius charms,

But thine’s a glow-worm Light that never warms,
Does of 1tfelf no dazling Rays expand,
But by Reflexion fhines at {econd hand.

None can te Homer’s lofty pitch arrive,
To equal his bright Thoughts in vain we ﬁrive’%

And only maim the Works we ftruggle to revive.

*T'is hard fuch diff rent Fortunes thould attend

The noble Greer and lus tranflating Friend,
One ftarv’d in framing his account of Troy,

What he deferv’d his Ape does now enjoy ;
But had not Fortune been, like Homer, blind,
 Sh'ad chang’d their Fatesand to the firft been kind,
4‘ H | And
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And plac’d the latter in the fame degree

With thofe that he contemns for Poverty,

Forc’d him, m {pight of Wit, to humbly feek

A free-coft Dinner twice or thrice a Week,

And doom’d the proud Homunculus to thare
Thofe Hardfhips more inftru&ive Authors bear,
Then had his Epick-firains becn lefs abftrufe,
And his pert Satyrs freer from abufe;

But Daintics and full Bowls rctard his fights,
And make hus Mule too lazy when he Vvrites;
For had not other Wits, hrft, taken pains

In Englifh Verfe to render Homer's {trains,

Durgen the knotty Labour had declin’d,

And in Heroick Numbers never {hin’d;

But Og’s old Verfion having well explain'd

The Grecian Text to our Tranilator’s Hand, f
His Chriftian Mufe, tho’ Learn’d, difdain'd to feck |

|

For Homer's fenfe, in Homer’s heathen Greex,
- But wilely took it, as before laid down,

Difguis'd the antient Tale to gull the Town,
And
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And in a pompous Style, his Art to hew,
Transform’d the old Tranflation to a new.
So cunning Bawds oft Dye their Harlot's Hair, -

Tirn Brown to Flack and Bleech the Red to Fair,
Then in rich Dreflzs pafs the wanton Fades, g

At Play-houfe, publick Balls, and Mafquerades,
Upon their old Gallants once more for Maids.

Ladies, bright heav’nly Stars, to you I bow,
Your charming Sex my Mufe addrefles now,
Without whofe foft'ning Graces we fhould find
Proud Man unfricndly, and te rage inclin'd;

The {weet Examples your Endowments give,
Inftruét us how to talk and how to live;
Your Beauties furnifh Lovers Pens with Themes,

And lull our Poets into pleafing Dreams;

Your Virtues prompt *em both to Think and Writé,
And your kind Converfe makes the World Polite 5
Robb’d of your Charms we juftly might afiert,

That Man would be no more than living Dirt, ‘
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Who, when divefted of your {oothing Smiles,

Has ﬁothing left him to reward his Toils.
Then curs'd be e’ery Mier, Fool and Sot,
That value not fuch Bleflings as they ought,
But drudge and hurry on their days till Old, -

Some in purfuit of Wine, and fome of Gold,
Affe& a fingle State, neglect the Far,

And dic without a {elf-begotten Heir.

O Mufe! infpire me with a juft regard
Toth’tender Sex, whofe Favours I have {har'd,
And, to their Honour and my own, can fay,
Not In a vicious, but a lawful way,

O grant me power, whilft on Earth 1 dwell,

To do’em good, at leaft to wifh’em well.

Take this advice, ye bright angelick Race,
Whoe {weet Perfections blefs our Nightsand Days,
Withhold your Bounty, barter not your Gold,

For Grecian Tales o oft in Englifh told,

Cook'd, in all Ages, to their change of tait,

The laft tranflation proving ever beft :
Eor
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For ancient Stories in a modern Style,

Ne'er fail of fome admirers, for a while,

Who b’ing but flender Judges of the Senfe,

Think Novelty alone an excellence.
So Salmon’s IV axwork, common to our view,
Gains always frelh applaufe when drefs'd anew,
And thus we're often cheated and furprisd
With the fame Subftance artfully difpuisd,

You therefore that adorn our Brizifh Ifles,
And cherifh Wit with your enliv'ning Smiles,.
To whofe endearing qualities we owe
The fweeteft Comforts we enjoy below,

And by whofe wife domeftick Care, the beft,
As well as meaneft Families, are bleft ;
Doat not fo much on one proud epick Mufe,

Nor let the ufeful Stage your Favour lofe, -
But by your pers'nal Influence {uftain

The ficking Credit of Apollo’s Train,
For wherefoe’er your Beauties you difplay,
Admiring Crouds will follow to furvey

Your
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Your lovely Charms, as Swallows take their flight,
Perfuing Pheebus for his warmth and light.

Be kind to Merit, wherefoeer 'tis found,
And fhow regard to Senfe, as well as Sound
By vogue or common Fame be gull’d no more,
Defpife no Man of Wit for being poor,
since Homer ftarv’d, if Hiftory be true,

For want of Benefadtors, fuch as you:

Think none an empty Coxcomb, or a Beau,
Becaufe an envious Dwarf proclaims him {og
Nor for ill-natur’d Falfities carefs

A {pightful Satyr in an epick Drefs,

But lend your kind aff:ftance to revive

A Poet long defunét, and yet alives

Tho’ not in Perfon, ftill his Works obtain
New Life, and are about to thine again:,

Such as have ever pleas’d the niceft taft,

And grac’d the Englifh Stage for Ages paft ;
But length of Time fome Beauties have impair’d,
And wrong’d the Senfe of the immortal Bard 3

Fory
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For Wit, tho’ ne’er fo regular and juft,

In a few Years, like polifl’d Steel, will ruft,
And war;t a careful Artift to reftore

The pleafing laftre it difplay’d before.

A Poct therefore in the Drama tkill’d,

Who to no Rival thould the Laurel yield,
Of late has rais’d old Shakefpear from the dead,

And with judicious care his Works furvey’d,
Expung'd the Faults, ungrateful to our view,
Fil'd off the ruft, and burnift’d him anew,
A meritorious Work, that mult prevail
With all good Judges to promote its fale ;
For Wit {fo well adapted to the Stage,
Tho’ ftifi'd in a loofe unthinking Age,
Can never long lie bury'd in difgrace,

And Farce be fuffer’d to ufurp its place.

-

Once more, fair Ladies, we im plore your aid,
All Arts without your quick’ning Smiles are dead,
Your kind Encouragement the Mufes afk,

Pray lend your hands to the deferving Tafk,
That
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That Shakefpear’s Plays, corred in €'ery Line,
Once more may in their priftine Glory fhine;
Then may you, charming Students, juﬁly boalt
An ufeful Treafure, bought at little coft,

And Shakefpear’s faithful Friend more honour gain,

Than Homer's Ape by his tranflating Pen.

Some think the Stars our diff’rent Fates difpenfe,

But how, is yet unknown to human Senfe ;

For what wife Albumazar can prefage,

When Wit fhall reion and Folly quit the Stage?
And both the Houfes to their credit raife,
Inftead of monftrous Farces, moral Plaies?

When thefe new changes fhall furprife the Town,
And Poets only father what’s their own,

Which angry Bard fhall moft regarded be,

Then fhall repeated Plaudets let us {ee,
Heroick Durgen, or Dramatick The —— g
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