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DISTRESS

[Faas M 1 D ST the great Concerns, which fill thy Mind,
| Permit the Mufe’s Caufe Accefs to find:
ey On Thee the has beftow’d a lib’ral Vein,

Nor {corn’ft Thou to appear amongft her Traiz:

In Thee confiding fhe expeéts Redrefs,

Thy Succour the demands in her Diftrefs.

Rife then, O YONGE, exert thy wifh’d for Pow’,

Thy great Example ne’er was wanted more.

Scarcely more Gothick was the Age, when rofe

LEO, the mighty Scoxrge of Learning’s Foes:

Yet even ther in Silence 11iv'd a Few

Widely remote from all the vulgar Crew ;
With
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With ftubborn Dulnefs and Barbarian Rage
Without Support ##able to engage,
Until their bright DELIVERER calld forth
Their hidden Wonders and their native Worth ;
Shew’d 1n full Luftre their zaforming Laght,

And fav’d the World from Ignorance and Night.

In future Ages let 1t not be faid,
‘““ That Nxow the MUSES were from Britain fled,

¢ The drooping Head of ScieENcE {carce appear’d,

¢¢ Scarce could thé languid Voice of SENSE be heard:
““ And vet #0 gen’rous Soul rofe up to {ave

¢ "Their faint Remains from Darknefs and the Grave ;
¢ No Sonof Phebus ftruggled to reftore

¢ The Tuweful Siffers to the Britifh Shore

As from the fullen Flint, th’ obedient Spark,

Struck by compuliive Steel, burfts from the Dark ;

So Merit (which unheeded might remain,

[ts Infiu'nce latent, 1ts Example vain)

If but aflifted by a pow’rful Hand,

Darts forth its Rays t’adorn and blefs a Land.

Thine be that Hand, O YONGE ; ti important Truft
To Thee the Mufe commits, and be Thou juft;

Be Thou of genuine /777 and fterling Sexfe,

In{pight of Kuaves and Fools the fure Defence;
Ingenu-
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Ingenuous Modefty with blufhing Grace,

To her Retreat, with joyful Ardour trace :

Zhy Smiles as Love or Mufick’s Charms infpire,

Who, bleft with them, can want Poetick Fire?

Ev’n I, the weakeft of the Mufes Train,

Glow with a Warmth my Soul can {carce contain ;
And, fraught with Hopes of Countenance from Thee,

Launch into Depths as dang’rous as the Sea.

When Parihians {ubtle, and fberians proud,
Their vaffal Necks to Roman Eagles bow’d ; !
When Fawnus’ bolted Doors proclaim’d to Rowme
The Days by Szby/s long foretold were come,
¢ Wherein the Hind, unmindful of his Toil,
“ From Foes fecure, thou’d till the yielding Soil s
“ Labour the Day and Fop fhou’d crown the Night,
“ Auguflus giving Peace and Phebus Light :
The 77fors knew their Conquefts incompleat,
Their dear-bought Glories of a fhort-liv’d Date ;
D:d not fome fkilful Bard tranfmit to Fame
Their Actions with his own immortal Name.
The God-like: Emperor forefaw, how vain,
How ficeting were the Triumphs of his Reign ;

Did not the 2ufe in deathlefs #Z2r/e record

The wide Command of his aufpicious W ord.

B For
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For Her no Cares, no Gifts for Her he {par’d,
And ev'ry Genius met with his Reward :
The N1NE repaying ftruck the {founding Liyre,
And CAZSAR’s Praifes ﬁll;d the facred Quire s
The Bays and Olrve amicably ify’d
The Jzy’s Honours and the Lawre/’s Pride:
Hence fhall MEC AN AS, hence thall POLLIO live;
Hence 7 /RGIL, HORACE Fame immortal give.

Shall Britaiz’s better C_ &S 4R then remain

Unfung in any, but his Laxreat’s, Strain?

Mutft all Ass Labours for Aer Peace be curft

\With a Barbyllus duller than the firft?

Vhilft firm for Europe’s Laberty he {tands,

Her Ba//ance holding 1 his fteady Hands ;

And whilft he guards his Subjects from their Foes,
Hinfelf retuling for their fake Repofe ;

/175y {leeps the Brutifh Mufe with unftrung Lyre?
Can great and virtuous Acts no more infpire?
N_4585.4U"s Exploits with double Luftre {hone;
Forbid to dye by GART H, by ADDISON.
shall A E, whofe ev’ry Purpofe, ev’ry Aim,

p!

i
]

\Whofe Vigilance, with NASSAU’s are the fame,
| |

x
H
1
+
]
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1o Dutch Gazettes and Journals leave his Fame?

J

Where
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* IWhere is the Poet, whofe afpiring Strains, - -
Anticipating the Hiflorian’s Pams,
To Ages yet to come thall nobly dare
AUGUSTUS’s heroick Worth -declare ?
Tunes he his Voice near Isis’ filver Streams,
Neglecting Courts and Courtiers golden Dreams,
Blefs’d with a true .Se_i'enity-of Mind,
A Friend inftructive; and a Maftrefs kind ?
Or where CaM’s not inglorious Current flows,
The Bays forgot, feeks he the: Hallow'd Rofe 5 -
Forc’d on fome High-Church Bigot to depend,
Spoiling his Genius, Nonfenfe to defend ?
Perhaps near THAME’s more oozy Flood he pines,
And, Glowworm-like, in Darkyuefs oply. fhines ;
Of Joy and Laberty bereft, - he raves ,,
At pamper’d Sycophants -and tigfgl’d Slaves ;
Himfelt quite deftitute of ajl Support,
Bankrupt at C/ch;'zge,‘ and without Friends at Court :
Whilltt Amburft, Truth and Reafon’s Foe profels’d,
Swims in Delights by Fadion’s Sons carefsd :
T’ augment his Joys fee Contraditiions bend,
Poultney is generous, Bolingbroke a Friend:

* Quis fibi res geltas Augufli {cribere fumit 3
Bella quis & Paces longun diffundic in gvum ? - Hoi..

NG
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Hence (to our Shame) Sedstion makes her Way,
And the mifguided Crowd her Voice obey.

No longer CAVENDISH and SACKVILLE give;
SOMERS and HALIFAX no longer hive:
Ye [ufés at their Urns your Homage pay,
And to their Mem’ry confecrate a Lay;

Your Intreft and zherr own they view'd as one,
With Zhem your Glories and Rewards are gone;
Uulefs fome Heav’n-born Genzs {foon awake,
Who to his Care your dying Caule fhall take,
Add youthful Vigour to your flageing Wings,
And bid you celebrate the BEsT of Kings.

WWILMINGTON lives; and can He live in vain?
In {pite of AHim, how long {hall Du/nefs reign?
Let Him vouchfafe his Patronage to fhew,
“T'will ammate and ftrengthen like the Dew,
Which to the d/ufbing Rofe new Odours gives,
With Gratitude the d/ufbing Rofe receves.

While diftant Nations ZARRINGTON adore,
With Him their own, and blefs his friendly Pow’r;
Can we believe Him to the Mufe unkind
Or think Him to diftreffed Merit blind?
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He, who our once-declining Trdde fecir’d,
And, negligent of Life, our Pedce procur’d;
Has fuch a Title to the Mufe’s Praifé,
So ftrong a Claimm to her fublimeft Lays,
He can’t regardlefs of her Int’reft prove,
She fhares his Admiration and his Love :
But fince the Fate of Realms employs his Mind
(So HEav’~ and GEORGE’s Wifdom have defign’d)
In Duty He the Statefinan’s weightier Cares
To the Purfuits of th’ in/pir'd Tribe prefers.
The Futher Thus, when threat’ning Flames dfcend;
Which thro’ his vaulted Roofs with Ruin tend,
Heedlefs of precious Cafbets, thes to fave

His tender Offsprzzg from the yawning Grave.

In RICHMOND’s Smiles a thoufand Graces play,
But to thofc Smiles how difficult the Way!
Teach me, O HILL, like Thee, to write and pleafe,
With Fire judicious, accurate with Eafé;
Then might I reach thy RICH MON D’s curious Ear ;
Do Thou approve, He'll condefcend to hear.
Supported by FOZ E’s facred Oak, like Thee,
The Nightingal inchants his hft’ning She ;
In Songs ke thine Apo/l’s Chorr rejoice,

When by his Dictates they unite their Voice.
C Let
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Let Gracchus ever ftrike one jarring Note,
Bolting his Eyes, and rathng in his Throat ;
His pompous Leflon ev’ry Day the fame,
Extolling Richlieu~W ALPOLE to detame;
Vain of his litle, let him fhll pretend
To chenth Learning—~He'll indeed comimend
Yet, were the Prince of Poets at his Door,
Chanting his Rhapfodies as heretofore,
He’d not relieve, tho’ much lament his Cafe ; |
Perhaps might promife him, mn Time, a Place.
Be Thou, O DORSET, his corret Reverfe s
Thy foul be fteady, open be thy Purfe ;
True to thy Lineage reign in Britifh Hearts,
Affert thy Right, by cherithing the Arss;
With grateful Exlogies they ever keep,
Their Patrons Virtues from Oblivion’s Sleep:
The Planets {o therr borrow’d Light repay,
Confefling its firft Source the God of Day -
So t0 a neighB'ring People Thou mak’ft known,
The delegated Splendor of the Throre.
Blefs’d Ifle! where thy diffufive Goodnefs ftreams,

Which from Oppreffio’s Amm thy Sway redecms.

RUTLAND, whofe Soul in Harmony delights,

Apolle’s favnite Art thy Care invites ;
Conftant
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Conﬁallt {0 bfhé, as 1§ the He/}btropes
Or to the youthful Lover {oothing Hape ;
With bounteous Marks of Grace the B(zm’ purﬁle',:-
Whofe well-wrought Numbers pleafe the tuneful Few:

Nor THou, Propitidu‘s PrINCE, difdain the AZuf,
That to her Guardians for Prote¢tion fues ;
Deign, ROYAL FREDERICK, her Voice to hear,
Pronounce her Glory thy peculiar Care ;
On her Endeavours gracioufly difpence
Thy genial Favour’s quick’ning Influence ;
In Strains, becomng thy ILLUsTRIOUS LINE,
Thy noble Worth to Fame She will confign.
She can fecure from Emg/js baletul Breath,
And turn afide the keeneft Shafts of Death ;
Whilft Monuments nor Coins can guard therr Truft,
But with their Heroes moulder into Duft.
* Behold! Th Egyptidn Wonder’s ftately Frame
Has not been able to prelerve a Nawme;
Whillt throughout Ages will thof¢ Laurels bloom,
Which crown the PATRIOTS ot Greece and Rowe.
For fich the Foes of Fieedom oft have fought,

Oft, what their Arms cou’d not dcquire, have bought.

* It temains unknown which of thé Eggpridn Moiichs raigd the largelt of the Pramids;

To
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o Glory thus the Grand Monarque attain’d;

“nd more than Armies loft, a Boiear gan’d.

P

il
ol

{
i

Cn PARRICIDES, unworthy fuch to tafte:

e -

¢ rot fuch Honours be 1n Britain plac’d

1nofc who puriue them in Zméition’s Dreams,
By Arts pernicious, and undoing Schemes ;
Svho fondly think the Bleflings to enjoy

Of People, which they labour to deftroy :
“am Creatures, cringing to the Vulgar Herd,
By them only, becaufe unknown, reverd.
Call Paresprick from 1ts proper Source,

And give 1ts tainted Streams a purer Courle;
Teach 1t t’ adorn, where it receives Support,

And find the true MECANASES at Court.

*he Twatt'nhain ’SSQUIRE, grown petulant and bold,

i oroets the Notes with which he charm’d of old ;

e

—

o Spleen he proftitutes his noble Art,
Alife a Bigot i his Ferfe and Heart -

vith Him the Beft of Patriots are but Tools,
47", but hus Party, if not wor'e, are Fools.

N7, Folbnz with Him ne’er knew the Guilt of Treafon,
He is the Flow of Soul the Feaft of Reafon :

* /70 A Dizlogue between ALEXANDER POPE of Jwittenham Esquire,
and his learned Councll in_thf: Law. |
_7ﬂdges
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Fudges are Hangmen, /A--—cannot -write,

And who but A/--—--, now. alive, can fight?

Would He with Harmony awake the iz,

And fiweetly flow thro’ all the Royal : Line ;

Still virtuous might we think his Satire’s Ends,

Still might we Ithink Mankind ‘and ‘He were Friends.

This envious Bard when furious Scriblers ape,
Nor Chancellors nor Prelates can efcape

In vain at Council awtul Senfe prevails,
In vain experienc’d Wifdom holds the Seals ;

Nor Seals, nor Stars, nor Dignities withftand

Th’ envenom’d Qui// once rais’d in * ##h---s Hand.
But take in Time, fierce Libeller, Advicé,

The Paths thou treadeft are as falfe as Jze ;

Thy Poifon’s like the Vapours that arife

From ftinking Fens to taint the wholefome Skies,
Which, menacing the Suz, at laft recoil,

And only préve the Rancour of the Soil =

Thou hatt no Quincunx, Thou.no Fixes to prune,
May’ft fleep in Peace from Fanu'ry till- Fune ;
Thy Reft no Great Owes with their Vifits break,
None who will rifque, a Shilling for.thy fake :

* Fide A moft-wretched Libel on moft of the Lay-Liords and the whole Bench of Bifhops,
written by one #h-«-d, and called the State- Dunges, infcribd to Mr. POPE,

D Ceale
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Ceafe then to murder with thy. Rbyming Saw,
And dread th’ avenging Myrmidons of Law.

In Waller's Verfe when Sachariffa’s Name
Sull lives, as if fucceeding Worlds to {hame,
How juftly may the Jwing Fair complain
Of Standals long uninterrupted Reign ;
ertain, if ever they’re confign’d to Priut,
Of courfe to find fome dull Invettive in’t?
Still Myra Fate furvives in Granville’s Lines;
Still Hyde with Prior’s Wreaths unfading fhines ;
The Ranelaghs and Churchills of the Skies
In Garth’s Deferiptions fparkle and furprize:
Yet now the pureft Soul, the fareft Face,
But fcarce defend their Owners from Difgrace;
The Noble and the Bafe, promilcuous, All
The Prey of unrelenting Harpies fall,
Who fweep like Death, not fparing Rovar Broob,
Alike the Victims of the fable Fleod -

In zasn the fnowy Breaft, the blooming Cheek,
Their due Applaufes from the Gazers feek ;

The Old the Young, th’ Imprudent and Dicreet,
Sappho and Defia in one Libel meet. -

At fuch Abufe fwells not each -manly Heart?
Here jult Revenge becomes the Hero’s Part.

From
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From Injuries like thefe-the Fair to guard,
Such Ills from helple(s Junocence to ward, -~
Be PEMBROKE’S}Care; under his awful Shield

Beanty muft force her favage Foes to yield.

O YONGE ! Behold unvell’d the Mufe’s Grief!
Thox beft can poimnt out, to her Woes, Relief:
Let thy Example to her Aid excite
Gay DODDINGTON and HEDGES the Polite.
Sounds ghde {o fweetly from thy warbling Tongue,
Thy Eloquence excells the Syren’s Song :
As in the Senate, when all Ears it charms, -
And P--y of his foaming Rage difarms, ;' o
Difplay 1ts Force, and W ALPOILE’s Pow’r engage
To free from blind Stupidity the Age ‘
Who knows what Race Encouragement may breed?
Who knows what golden Days will thefe fucceed?
Let his Rewards be link’d with his Applaufe,
As 1s his Int’reft with this Virtuous Caulfe:
Whate’er he atts Pofterity will fee;
Not as the fickle Multstude decreg, -
But, as the faithtul M?Jﬁ’ his ‘Greatnefs ings
When fhe exalts him on her founding Wings :
Then fhall his Wifdom, then his upright Mind,

Stand gratefully confefs’d by all Mankind;
When
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When Fog and D’ Arvers are together hurld
To feck Preferment in a Zory World :
And THou, his Friend, watch o'er the Letter'd State,
Bid Britifb Senfe refume its ancient Seat |
The clam’rous Di# of faétious. Crowds defpife,
Favour the Humble, and protect the #ife
Let not Defert in Arts negletted lye
In the deep Bofom of O4fcursty ;
Each Gleam of #7t, each Dawn of Zaffe regard,
Nor think thy confcious Worth its fole Reward ;
Like a kind Miftrefs, when her Lover’s true,
The Mufe thy Labours {hall with Smiles purfue;
And to thy Name a fplendid Trophy raife,
Worthy thy Merit, lafting as thy Praife.

a -
- - L .
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