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L ucian’s T ragopodagra :
O R,

GOUT-FARCE.

Made Englifh from the Greek, by . P.

The ARGUMENT.

Lucian bas in this Fable reprefented the Gout as a
Goddefs, and the Priefts tothts new Daty are a
fet of People troubled with that Diflemper. As fhe
was boafting of ber invincible Powey [hereceiv’d
Advice that certain Quacks from Syria bad
threatned wholly to dijpoffefs ber, and fend ber
packing. At which being beinovfly offended,
fhe fent her trufty Executioncrs to tova.ent and
plague them , who, after they had 1 vain ap-
plied thesr Remedies, were fore’d at laft to put
up thesr Supplications to ber, and acknowledge
themfelves to be overcome. At laft [he recals
ber Tormentors, and contents ber [elf with the
honour of the Fictory. The defign of this Dra-
1ma is either to expofe the fwelling fuflian of the
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ancient Tragedies, by applying tbe fame Phrafes
to g more ignoble Subject, fomething like which
has been fince done in the Secchia rapita, and
Boileaw’s Lutrin, or (what I rather behe?}e)
to ridicule thofe no:fy Empyricks whbo bave the
Impudence to Pretend to cure all Difeafes, and
 with alittle Variation it may [kl ferve for
Satyr upan tbe Modern Gel man Docdfors and
Mountebanks.

Enter a Gouty Perfon Limping and halting, with
fwell’d Feet, cut Shooes, and making wry Faces,

Oath d name of Gout, and hated by the
(Gods
W hene’er pronounc’d ; Cocytus baneful Brat,
That in tke difmal Shades of deepeft Hell,
¥rom Womb of Fury, curs’d Aegera Ie]l
Whofe Infamy Aleffo ted -
From {wagging Dugs, ‘with ‘vile corroding
(Milk,.
Which of the Demons wow'd not let thee rcign
Eternal Plague, among the dama’d alone,
But his ofhicious Malice muft convey thee,

%

‘Totorture poor Mankind before their time?

For if the punifhment of Crimes purfue

Offending Mortals to thedark Abyfs,

Thofe meaner Torments of perpetual Thirft

Had needlefs been in footy Pluto’s Cells,

To punifh the Mifrule of Tantaius,

Or bold Txi0z lab’ring at his Wheel.

"Thy Tendon-tearing Pains wou’d have faffic’'d

To expiate the moft Gigantick Crimes. -
How is this poultifs’d, nafty Corps of mine

From Finger’s ends to Soals of Feet and Toes

By gnawmrf Choler’s vile Corruption maim'd,

Thap
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That with aftringent Steams contra@s my
(Pores,
Enters the Sinews, and with exquifite Pains
Renders my Lifea Bm‘then infupportable,
The {calding Mifchief through my Bowels )

(runs,
With flaming Torrents wafting all my Flefh -

My Bones (if great I may with {mall compare)
Refembles «£tna’s Cavities, that vomit

Eternal Fire, or the Sicilian Bay (tion

Where th’anget ‘d Wavesin hideous Oppoli-

Revenge their mad Repulfes on the Rocks.
Strange Malady ! which Man, the World’s

( proud Mafter,
With sll his quaint Invention ftrives in vain,

With Oylsand Fomeintations to atone,
Yet {111l dertdes the Doctor’s ufelefs Care.

My Pains light on ’em All jthey promife ecale,
Yetall are cully’d by the "damn’d Difeafe.

Chorus,
T he tops of Dindynius,
X Cybéle’s facred Hill, % The middle [yl-
Th' Enthufiaft Phrygians Gl lable ought to be
With Howlings hideous, pronounc’d long,
In tender Arite’s praife. for tiswrstten in
With jolly Roundclays Greek weth an .

The Lydians revel to the found
Ot Pbrygian Alrs,

While 77m0lus dark Retrcats
Thetr puoblick Joys refound. i
The Corybantes avim’d, "
" And with their frantick fury warm'd,
i Yo Cretan Mceafures beat the Ground

| They
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They riot, dance and fing,
>Till Jda with their Evan's ring.
“The thondring God of War
The hoarfer Trumpet’s Clangor
For A&ion does prepare,
And wakes his fleeping Anger.
- But, Goddefs Gout, to Thee,
Soon as the Spring a')pears
Thy true Adorers, We
Thy Orgies folemnize
In Groans and bitter Cries.
Fetter’d in Oyly Rag and Clout,
Swearing fometimes, fometimes devout,
Soon as the Meadows once begin
To reaflume their lovely green,
And fmiling Zephyr thaws the Floods
And new adorns the wanton Woods,
Thy tortur’d Patients lie
’Moaning thy Torment’s frefh Supply.
No fooner in her Sooty Neft
The harmlefs Swallow wails
Her fatal Nuoptials,
And tuneful Nightingales
The hard Difafter tell
Of ravifh'd Philomel,
But We, thy trcmbling Votaries
On nafty Beds daub'd Hip and Thighs,
As on thy Altars lie,
Thy Orgies {oleminize,
Both Prieft, and Sacrifice.

Gouty Patient.

Dear Staff, my Succour, and my Pain’s Re-
(lief,

Performing tiyOffice of a third found Leg.,
Not
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Not fubje&t to the Rage of Tyrant Gout,
Support my trembling freps,and guide my Feet
Torread, and walkunlaught atin the Sireet.
Raife up my fuffering Limbs from loathfome
(‘Fed
"Tis time to leave drawn Curtains and a Room
Ciam’d with vile Gally pots and nanfeous
: (Clouts,
With thv ftrong Aid encourage me to fend
Foi nimble Barber to renew my Face,
Then down Stairs helpme, mad to be abroad,
To fuck frefh Air, from Smoak of Chimney
(free,
And bid the Sunin hts Carcer good Morrow,
For now ’tis fivewhole VA" i, (el 1, it o
In Lavender, hav: Lol deny’d the fight
Of his enlivcinmg Beams, inill made Nefk
Tormented fore, but no where taking reffF.
'Tistrue, my Mind was good, and oft 1 ftrove
To fet my tender Yoes upon the Floor
Maneled my Shooes, but all in vain ; for ftill
My feebie Joints would nor obey my Will.
Why do we gouty Slaves pretend to live,
Since hethat cannot,whcen he fain would walk.

Does but make up the number of the Dead ?

Whoare all thefe,with Cudgelsintheir Hands,.

And TYemples round begirt wicth * Elder
(Branches ?

e T

——

* For as Marcelins de Medicing, cap. 36. {2ys, ad po-
dagram frigidam fambucumn quogue cvm axuugia, (3
braffice cinis cum axurgd impefitus plurimuem yroet :
And Scribonius Larpus offirms the fame, de comnpef. Med-
Cap. 4% de Po:}}*ig?'f}f}’fgf'd&- T

L Q
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To honour which of all the Gods do they
Such Halr-btam’d Rites in tipfie Meaﬁ:rec

pay ¢
>Tis not thee Pean Pboebus, they adore,
Since they appcat not crown’d with Delphlck

(Lawrel ;
Or is it any Feaft to Bacchus due?

But thenthey'd fhake their Spears with Ivy

(bound.
What are ye, Friends 7 Whence come ye thus

(accouter’d ’
Speak, and {peak truly, to what anger’d Deity
Are thefe unufual Ceremonics defign’d ?

Chorus.

Pray what are you, or by whofe powerfu!

. (Order
Do vou fo like a Lord examineus ¢

Yet by your Staii, your gouty Feet and Shooes,
You feem to be fome Frieft of that fame God-

-~ (defs
That uncontreul’d makes all Phyficians Nod-
(dies.

Patient.

I amindecd, and by my Tortotife pace
ithink I do the Goddefs no difgrace.

Chorus.

Within the Chambers of the Ses,
With Mother of Pearlfo Rainbew-gay,
And gaudy Periwinkles deck’d,
Old iVerens out of pure rcfpef’c
The Cyp: 1an Goddefs bred with care,
Spawn’d firft by the Prolifick Air, Ana



Vol. III. Lucian’s Trapopodaora.

And Tethys, near the deep Abylles
Where the fpacious Ocean rifes,
Fair Fwno Nurft, with Lily white Arms,
Befides a thoufand other Charms
Olympick Fupiter’s own Sifter, |
E’er-he in lawful Marriage kifs'd her.
But in his own Immortal Head,
.As Bards rvelate, Saturnian Fove,
Chief Sovereign of the Gods above,
Both brought to light, and choicely bred
Th’undaunted Pallas, {he that toils
To plague the World with Civil Broils.
But our bleft Bedlam, yes forfooth,
Old Opbion, Son of Dragon’s Tooth,
Mother and Midwife both, brought forth,
To be the Torment of the Earth,
And thus it chanc’d, when Night was gone,
Chac’d by .Aurora and the Sun,
That they no fooner’gun to gild
Th’afpiring Hills and Mountain tops,
And waken every Plant and Flower
With their fwect-falling pearly drops,
Which from their Dewy Locks diftill'd,
But from that very fatal hour,
- Our Goddefs fhew’d her diimal Power.

Pdtfﬂ”t-

But what fine Myfteries has fhe prefcrib’d
For the Imitation of her Priefts ?
s fhe {o curious as thepther Gods ?

Chorys.

We vfe no fharpen’d Knives to {pill our Blood,

Nor twilt our dangling Locks about ourNecks,
Q Nor

e -l
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Nor throw the ratling Dice upon our Backs ;
Nor feed we on the rank raw Flefh of Bullc;
Not faivly cut but mangled from the Bones ;
But when the Spring revives the bloommg
(Elm,
And in the Woods the Black-bird ’gins to
(prattle,
WwWith her envenom’d Darts {he pierces deep
The reverend Skin of her aftonifhi'd Priefts.
Scraight the curft Poifon, lurking out of reach
invifible, and inaccefit )le
Slily conveys it felf from place to place,
Preys upon, tears, devours, inflames and burns
The Ueer, the Kneeq the Boxes of the Joints,
And hm*g,es of the cxazy Body’s Motion,
The Hcels, the Hips, the Thighs, the Shoul.
(ders Hands,
Arms, Wrilts, and noit remote Recefles
Oi Perioitcunm, Avtcries and Tendons,
{\Whicn Nature thought f{nc had conceal’d
(from danger,
until this diving Goddefs found ’em out)
And vnaermines the whole Frame of Humane
(Strulturce,
Tl e commands her Hangmen to retive.

Patient,

I muft conﬂ,f:, my felf one of her Prieft:,
Tho newly enfer’d, nor indeed as yet
Wich her ievcx er Rites fo well acguainted
L.ct me bchold ber then in a good humour,
Fllmeet her with a load of Burdocks crown A,
And dance and ftamp inpraife of her Civility.
As far as fhe permits my Hceels ability - 5
B

Al
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1f not, P’ll roar her Orgies out asloud,
Asthe chief Senior of her crippled Crowd

Cherus.

Then Silence, Air, and Windsbe ftill,
And give good L.anguage you that feel
Th’ Effeéts of her tormenting Splecn,
See where the Bed-admiring Quecn
'To her own Altars now approaches,
L.eaning upon her trufty Crutches,
Meekeft of all the Goddelles,
The kind Difturbrefs of our Eafe,
Welceme, if we may fay it, hither;
Favour thy Slaves, this Vernal Weather,
And give their Pains fome Relaxation .
They’ll ne’er forget the Obligation.

Coddefs ber [elf.

What Mortal lives, to whom the mighty
; (Qucen
And chief of all Difeafes is not known ?
she that no Fumcs of Incenfccan atone,
No Blood upon her fmoaking Alrars ipilt,
Nor gorgeous Piefents in her Temples hung,
Peon himfelf, Phylician to the Gods,
f.ong have [ dar’d, wich all his Hoft of Gint-
(mentsn
What has great o Zftulapius, ”fﬁoebp's 501,

To give my Power the leait ditturbance, done!
che Protomedic®s great in Gowns fanta {’cuk,}
Eould never fcare mi¢ with their dreadiul

(]11 gum
Nay, T have made the beft of ’cniout-ra

Perillus Bull, and Thefeus Minotaure.
0 2 r}ﬂt-\:u #EJQI h
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Thoufands of Quacks and Mountebanks have
. o | (boafted

In Bills o’er all the Pifling-places pofted,

To raife me from the Earth, but | have ftill

. Their vain infulting Pride. (detyd
‘How have they teaz’d their Brains, how ma-
(ny Tricks,

In hopes of Medals, and of Coach and Six,
Have Men been playing, famous in their Art,
Vo fend me packing to the other World,
How dothey toil ! bow do their Mortars ring
With pounding Plantane Leaves and Parfley
(Seed,
[.cttice, wild Purflain and large Burdock,
Grouniil and Chickweed, with Marfhmallow
(Root.
Long Speargrafs, and ftrong {cented Camomil,
Houfeleck from tops of Houles, Orpin always
(green,
With Early Violets and Primrofe Leavecs.
Some load the Patient’s Legs witn Turneps
That better would befit a Leg of Pork. (boil’d
What Nofe-annoying Mifhmafhes they make
Of Poppies, Squills, Pomegranate rinds and
(Fleawiort,
Frankincenfe, Roots of Hellebore and Nitre,
Fengreek and Cyprefs Nuts with Barley-Meal.
\While others Spiders, Toads and Lizt:)zrcis
{ boil,
And to the Hodge-podge, Frog-fpawn Wa-
(ter add,
With Fleth of Weefels, Foxes and Hysna's
(mafh’d,
And whate’er elfc they fqueeze from rackd
(Invention.
All Mctals have been try’d, all Juices, Frgitsa,
I}
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And all the Tears of {weet Arabian Groves,

They rummage all Created-Beings for
Their Greale, their Fat, their Marrow,Hearts
(and Lung:
Their Pifs and Dung, their Livers and their
(Stones,

. Their Blood, and fome more efficacious Bones.

And thefe Ingt edients varioufly they jumble

- Into ftrange Ointments, Oylsand Cataplafins,

Baths, Poultifles and ufelefs Fomentations,

 More numerous, 1if more can be, than are

- Thefeveral Bealtsthat make tl1eCompoft10ns
- Some drink a Dyet-drink of four Ingredients ;
-~ Another choofes cight, another feven

Take crysthe fifteen hundred thoufandch Fool,
Gum Galbanum diflolv’d 1n Spirit of Wine,
And Tacamahac in Spirit of Turpeotine,
And Plaifter Oxycroce, mix all togethm
And fpread ’em tono purpofe upon Leather.
some to the Wellsare fent to pifs me out,
Others with Charms aflail poor Goddefs Goat
At laft the Gersnan Doétor comes, and he
Has forty thoufand ways to ruin me.

But I have all along defy’d’em all
Nay, tho’a Goddefs, [ am ftill incx-
orable to the Lady’s of my Secx, (Clofets
Wno will be vexing me with thelr Qneen's
And think to fcare me with their Pepper-

(Peflets.
All pound,and toaltand roaft, and boil and fr Ys
But ftill I ftand my Ground, Immoxtal l
By Tranfmigration to Ltermty
To thofe who thus offend memore fevere .
But asfor thofe thatlet me take my fwinge
They find me mild and gentle as a Lamb :
ror He that fhares our facred Myfteries
O 3 Muft

197
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Muﬂ: firft of all be tavght to rule hls Tongue,
Pleafant to all, and full of merry Jokes;,
Him all behold with Lavghter and Applaul'e
So going to the Bath, he’s well receiv'd,
Becaufe he makes good {fport with his Di-
(ftemper
And I, by nature penfive and morofe,
Not lovmg Mirth, fo much the fooner leave
(him,
‘To fay the Truth, ’tis fruitlefs to contend.
€o rather than to Mutiny and Sufter,
>Y'is better for a Man to laugh and merd.
For I am fhe that FHomer MISCHIEF calis:
I trample on the Heads of Men, and feize
Their tender Feet, and therefore call’d Poda-
Oy Mafcvline Diana of the Toes, (gra,
True Huntrefs I, my {elf nct being flect,
T hat to {ecure my Game, bind faft the Feet.
iNow then my Priefts your well tun'd Voices
(raife,
Tocelebrate your Conqu’ring Lady’s praiw

Goddefs, with Adamauiize Heart,
How Potent and Renown'd thou art !
Hear tho’ the pitiful Complaints
Of thy affiicted Suppliants.

Great is thy Power “bleft Deity,

And therefore, like true Courtiers, we
Muft take care to flatter thee.
Olympick Fove, with oll his Thunder,
Thy Sinew-piercing Fury dreads ;

Nor is it to be thought a wonder,
Confidering the lewd Life he leads.
Piluto, the Tyrant, of the damn’d,

£ rf'mbles to hear thy Torments nam’d - T

v
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The Ocean, and his roiftring Waves
Themielves acknowledge thy poor Slaves.
To thee are all thefe Honours due,

Thou Clout-admiring, Bed-defiring,
Race-impeding,” Ankle-burning
Mecl-tormenting, Touch-ground-{corning,
Bones-affrightning; Knece-pan-ftiffning,
Eyes-near- fhutting, Finger-knotting,
Great Ham-crickling, powerful Goddefs,
Soverelrgn over all our Bodies.

deflenger, Goddefs, Dolfors and Tornicntors.
Meffenger. Great Queen, moff lucky I to
(meet you here

Then liften, for my Tidings are notidle:
By your Command with {low.and crawling-
(pace
[ view’d the Cities, Eves-dropt all the Houfcs,
Liftning to hear who durftthy Pow’r contemn.

And when all others quietly obey’d,

Vanquilly’d, great Queen, by thy f{ubduing

(Hand,
Thefe two Tusms Thumbs, with an anducious
(Boldnefs,

Harangu’d the People upon Stages-recar'd
Inlarge Piazza’sof the Towns adjacent,
And there with hufling, {fwaggering Oaths
(maintain’d,
That only Foolsadmir’d thy wondrous Mights
Deriding it asa meer idle Scare-crow
WNot worth the Venerationof the Rabble,
But rather by Mankind to bcexploded.
And therefore having tightly fwath'd my Feet,
After a Marchof five. whole Days together,
Inall which time I travell’d two whole Fur-
| (longs,
Q 4 Hither
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Hither in bafte I came, your faithful Spy.

Goddefs.

Swifteft of Meflengers, thou baft out—ﬂown
The flight of Pigeons, or of Partridge wild.
But from what diftant Regions of the Earth
Art thou arriv’d ? Diltintly let me know,
That [ may judge the better of thy fpeed.

Me([enger.
In the firft placel left a pair of Stairs
Of five fhort eafic fteps, that as I trod,
Trembled as if the Joices had been loofe
Then on the quaking Floor I fet my Feet
Scarce able to refift the ftamps I gave ir.
Having with much ado perform’d thisJourney,
I came into a way all ftrew’d with Stones,
That loofe and rugged plagu’d my tender
(Toes.
Thence lighting on a Pavement broad and
({mooth
I readily advanc’d, and made fome Progrefs:
But entring by and by a {torvy Lane
Inch thick with Dirt, it tir’d my very Heart,
To difingage my feeble fticking Heels,
And made me {weat hoge drops as big -as
(Beans,
Almoft diffolv’d with Breathlefs laflitude.
T hus fpent, a broad,but lefs fafe way,receiv’d
(ine,
For there, the Carmen rumbling to and fro,
Forc’d me to hobble at a fwifter rate,
To gain fome Alley till the Carts were paft
(me.
For being one of your Movitiates, Madam,

It was not in my power you know to run.
Godde/s.
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Goddefs.

Moft faithful Meflenger, remain afluc’d
This A& of thine is not perform’d In vain :
Thy readinefs to fervethy Sovereign Quzen
Merits a Guerdon equal to thy Love.
Therefore be free for three whole Years to-

(gether,

Only a few {light twitches now and then.
But you, curft Rakefhames, odious to the
(Gods,
What are ye? Whence d’ye come? By whom
(begot ?
Who thus prefume to dare my gouty Might ?
More than Saturman Fove durilt €’er pre-

(tend.

Speak, worft of Slaves For I, as well ’tis
(known,

Have tam’d and vanquifh’d Hero’s where I
( came,

Swift-footed Priamus 1lam’d at length:
Achilles, Peleus Son, 1 fhot 1’th’ Beel;
Belleropbon fome years I kept in Chains

Nor did I fpare old Thebain Ocdipus.

Among the Sons of Pcleus, Pliftencs

For mszny years lay wrapt in Poultifles.

But dy’d a young Man, for totell ye Truth,
1 feiz’d him for debauching in his Youth.
And Philolfetes, Polas Son, tho’ brave

And valiant too, was forc’d to be my Slave
And as the Trojan Hiftory well knows,

I iv’d at rack and manger on his Toes.
The King of Ithaca, Lacrtes Son,

I mean Tiyffes, ’twas my {elf that kill’d,
And not Telemachus with Scate-fifh Bone.
Live then, tormented Caitiffs, as ye are,

And

301
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And fuffer the jult Punithments
That my Revenge is going to prepare.

Vol. IIT,

Dolfors.

We are two Syrian Dotors, both of us,
By pinching Want, and urgmg Hunger forc'd
To Vagabond it up anddown the World,
Only by Vertueof this Oyntment here,

-Of which our Parents the Receipt bequeath”d

(us,
We makc a fhift to live, and calc the Pains
Of all Difedfes that afHI& Mankind,

Goddefs.
What Oyntment, Rafcals, what’s the Com-
(pofition ?

Doltors.
Madam, you muft excufe us, for we lic
Under a certain Oath of Secrefie.
‘We dare not difobey the laft Behefts
Of our expiring Parent, ftri¢tly charging us
Not to difclofe the fecret of his Medlcme
"FThat has the power to tame thy raging fur y.

Goddefs.
How, Canting Rafcals ' born to die in
(Ditches,
Isthere on Earth a Medicine fo effe¢tual
‘That can by {mearing vanquifh my ftrong
(Pains ¢
Comic on then—and be {fure your Qe ackf}zlp's
uiC
Your utmoft skill ; for ’'m refolv’d to try,
Which of the two fhall cet the Victory,
Your Kitchin-ftuff, or my devouring Flaniee,

Helak
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Holah there —— 1 my Hangmen_vifag:d

(Slaves,
That fly about the World at my command,

Aiﬁﬁ:ants of my furious Bacbanals,
Approach—and {cize thofe Rebels *gainit

(my vower.

You---burn the Toes and Joints of both their
(Feet ;

You----prey upon their Ankles; from their
(Hips

MArrton b~ 1o - 7'----

Down to their Kices, do you, be fure, diffule

The deep-corroding Juice 5 and you---as foon

Their Finger-knuckles, and their Wrifts in-
(vade.

Tormentors,

Madam, your fierce Commands are all obey’d ;

“Jark how the bold, unpity’d Scoundrels roar

Crafp’dinthe tor tures of your direc Embraces.

Goddefs.
What, Mr. Doétors, will your Ointment do ¢
For if your Docltor ﬁups have got the knack
To conquer Imy as yet unconguer 'd Empire,
'Tis time 1’faith, for me to run my Country,
And leaving this bright World to fneak away
Unfeen, and my ftern Majefty conceal
In the profoundeit depths of darkeft Hell,

. Dolfors.
Oh---we have c¢aub’d and fmeard and chaf’d
(it I
Betore a Charccal Fire, but all in vain.
Oh Heav’ns ! undone---undone; fce how we

(perifh:
} am all Gelly, th’undifcover’d Mifchief

Like Asug-fortes preys upon my Limbs.
Foue



204

Lucian’s Tragopodagra. Vol. III,

Fove brandifhes no fuch deftructive Thunder ;
Th’unbridl’d rage of the tempeftuous Sea,
And Whirlwinds tearing up whole Woods
_ (before *em,

Fall valtly fhort of this impetuous Fire,
Conld I feel more, tho’ torn by Cerberus Stags,
Tho’ [ had drank the Vipers poifon down,
Or fous’d in fulfome Centaurs Blood 2 +

O Mercy, Mercy----Mercy, dreaded Queen
Alas-.-our Oyatment that we {fo much brag'd

rd

(ot

)

Is only fit to’noint the Common-fhore ;
Able no more to ftop thy fell Career,

Than fafting Spittle, or fome {light Pomatun -

And therefore we, with all the Race of Man

.Acknowledge thee the Sov'reign Queen of

(Pain,

Goddefs.
Torments forbear, and cruel Pains furceafe,
Siice they repent thetr fawey Arvogance.
But take it for a warning, Friends, and know
That I the only Goddefs am, who dumb
To Tears and Supplications,Sighsand Shrogs,
And quite inexorable then become,
W hen once affail’d by ’Pothecaries Drugs.

Chorus 112 different Meafures.

The-proud Safmomeus would be thund'ring
(toe,

In Imitation of Fove'sFlames, but Fowe

With Nitrous Bolt of Thunder from above,

To Plutos Regians his mad Rival threw.

The Satyr Adafyas, as Vain-glorioufly,

With Phaebss would contend the Prize to
(win,

Fot

?
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“For which the ViGtor Deity

Triuvmphing flay’d his Skin.
Fair IVjobe that bore
A numerous Iffue did Latona fcorn
Who now congeal’d into a Stone,
Her fatal Pride does moura,
That prompted her deferved Fate
To feel the dire effeftsof Female hate,
Arachne too, that Cambrlck-fplnﬂer
Wonld needs provoke Mmerva’ s wral:h a<
v i _
\5::111111. l!CI
But prick’d to Death with her own Pins,
She loft her torm, tho’ {till fhe Cobwebs fpms,
Affuming Mortals vainly do pretend
With heavenly Deitics to contend
Such as Latona, Pallas, Fheebus, Fove,
The chiefeft thefe of all the Gods above.
But thou, the univerfal plague of Men,
W henever thus provok’d again,
Be not fo rigorou{ly ftrict 5
Thoun art not yct {o great 1n Heaven,
Tho’ here the Balance on thy fide be too un-
(evn,
And therefore fome more gentle pains infli¢t ;,
Slight, eafie, kind, and void of Torture,
Soonex aton’d and fomew hat (horter,
Content to pumfh not to Martyr
That will not teaze Men {o fcverely
For drinking Sack or Claret fairly ;
Some Shooe- admlttme tender Ioad
Will foffer Men to walk abroad.
For many are the Shapes, Heav’n knows,
Of thy Toec-penetrating Wees,
But ufe us to it by degrees,
For Ufe and Cuftom oft: relcafe

The Rigour of a fharp Difeafe,
Wheres

£04
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Wherefore, moft dear Companions, fet
Your Hearts at reft, and Pains forget.
Or if the Goddefs ficrce difdain ~
To ccale the fury of our Pain,
'The Gods,; more merciful than (he,
Will find 2 way to fet us free.
In the mean time let us that fhare
Of Miferies the moft {evere,
With Patience onr Aflictions bear.
Let the Rabble laugh on, and fawcily prate,

‘lfﬁ —- ey li L - I-' L\ rl- ": el Rl
VY Wwil l.l»ll.;'l)j Uj I‘LLLUF‘H ,l.l.lb Ll.n\.- U'i' ‘Ul. il U.l. (TR VY]
(Fatc,

s for Ocypus, being a Picce altogether -
tilated aind rmpcr_,r,c‘? nd 1 pon which Erafone
bas pafi his Fudgment, that ne micam guden
Luciani {atis hab...l, ['did st think fit to meddly
with it asnot dc[cwvm:' to be plac’d among ihe
celebrated Lucian’s }5 orrs:  And the Ep{:grmm
that go wvnder bis Name do yet deferve a
rreaner Charatker,

THE



