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T HE

PUBLISHER

" TO THE

READER

Friend of mine having

fent me fome Obfer-

vations on the Latin
MoTTos at the Head of thefe
very ingenious IMITATIONS, I
thought it would not be unac-
.ceptable to the Englifb Readers
to have them inferted by way
of Notes. |






A

PIPE of TOBACCO.

IMITATION L

* Laudes egregti Cafaris ~——

Culpa deterere ingeni Hor.

A NEW-YEAR’s ODE.

ReciTaTIvo.
Battle-array big with Horror isfled,
id Olive-rob’d Peace again lifts up
her Head :
Sing, yeMafes, T'oB Acco, the Blefling of Peace;
Was ever a Nation fo blefled as this !
AIR.

* This is a Snear on one who thought it his peculiar,
diftinguith’d Province, to celebrate the great Praifes of 2
very extraordinary and moft illuftrious Monarch: Yet
fhamefully fneaks and debafes them, by a moft deplorable
Defe& df Wit and Dulnefs of Genius,



(6)
AIR. |
| When Summer Suns grow red Wlth Heat .
T oBAcco tempers Phabus Ire;
When Wintry Storms around us beat,
Tosacco chears with gentle Fire,
Yellow Autumn, youthful Spring,
In thy Praifes jointly fing.

ReciTaTIvoO,

Like Neptune, Cajar guards Virginian Fleets,
Fraught with ToBAcco’s balmy Sweets ;
Old Ocean trembles at-Britannia’s Pow’r,

- And Boreas is afraid to roar.
AIR.
Happy Mortal | he who knows’
Pleafure which a P1pE beftows;

Curling Eddies climb the Room,
Wafting round a mild Perfume.

- REecI-
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REeciTATIVO.

Let foreign Climes the Vine and Orange boaft,
‘While Waftes of War deform the teeming Coaft ;
Britannia, diftant from each hoftile Sound,
Enjoysa P1pE, with Eafe and Freedom crown’d :
E’en reftlefs Faction finds itfelf moft free,

Or if a Slave, a Slave to Liberty.

AIR.

Smiling Ygrs"that gayly run N
Round the Zodiac with the Sun,
Teﬁ, if ever you have feen

Realms fo quiet and ferene.

Britifb Sons no longer now

Hurl the Bar, or twang the Bow ;
Nor of Crimfon Combat think,

But fecurely {moke and drink.

CHO-
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CHORD

Smxlmg Ycars that gayly I'Uﬁ -
Round the Zodiac with the Sun; e
Tell, lfeveryou have feen °

Realms fo quict and ferene. <

IMITA- .




IMITATION IL

%*

Tenues fugit cen Fumus in auras.
Vira,

TusE of mighty Pow’r,
armer of an idle Hour,
vujé& of my warm Defire,
Lip of Wax, and Eye of Fire :
And thy fnowy taper Waift,
With my Finger gently brac’d ;
And thy fwelling athey Creft,

~ With my little Stopper preft ;
A And

* This is fpoken by Vfrgil, of the fudden vanithing of
Anchifes’s Form, which had appear’d to &neas. The
Imitation feems, by this Motto, to fatirife that low, tri-

fling way of Writing, which, having no Solidity in it,

vanifhes, and is gone as foon as Smoak that mixcs icfelf
and is loft in the great thin Air,
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And the fweeteft Blifs of Bliffes,
Breathing from thy balmy Kiffes.
Happy thrice, and thrice agen,
Happieft he of happy Men ;
Who when agen the Night returns,
When agen the Taper burns ;
When agen the Cricket’s gay,
(Little Cricket, full of Play)
Can afford his Tube to feed
With the fragrant Indian Weed :
Pleafure for a Nofe divine,
Incenfe of the God of Wine.
Happy thrice, and thrice agen,
Happieft he of happy Men.

IMIT A-




IMITATION IIL

§ ————prorumpit ad Aithera nubem,
Turbine fumantem piceo ————

Vira.

pid Truth,

That looks thevery Soul; whence pouring Thought
Swarms all the Mind ; abforpt is yellow Care,
+F And at each Puft Imagination burns.

Flath on thy Bard, and with exalting Fires
"Touch the myfterious Lip that chaunts thy Praifc;

In Strains to mortal Sons of Earth unknown.
B2 ~ Behold

§ This is fpoken of Mount Ztna fending up black,
fmoaking, pitchy Clouds into the Skies; and is here ape
ply’d to the turgid obfcure Writer,

* Poem on Liberty, Ver, 12, +1Ibid. Ver, 16.
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Behold an Engine, wrought from tauny Mincs,'
Of ducile Clay, with * plaftic Virtue form’d,
And glaz’d magnific o’er, I grafp, I fill.
From || Petotheke WEth pungent Pow’rs per-
fum’d,
o Itfelf one Tortoife all, where fhines imbib'd
Each Parent Ray; then rudely ram’d illume,
With the red Touch of Zeal-enkindling Sheet,
T Markd with Gibfonian Lore ; forth iffue
Clouds, ‘
Thought - thrilling, Thiri’c-—incfting Clouds
around,
And many-mining Fires : I all the While,
Lolling at Eafe, §7nbale the breezy Balm.
*But.chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join,
I In genial Strifé and Orthodoxal Ale,
| Stream Life and Foy into the Mufes Bowl.
- : Oh

¥ Poem on Liberty, Ver. 104.

I A Poctical Word for a Tobacco-box.

+1Ibid. Ver. 243, 245. 1 Ibid.  Ver. 247.

§ Poem on Liberty, Ver, 2c9. [ Ibid. Veri171,
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Oh be Thou ftill my great Infpirer, Thou
My Mufe; Oh fan me with thy Zephyrs Boon,
While I, in clouded Tabernacle thrin’d,
Burft.forth all Oracle and myftic S§ng.

IMITA-



IMITATION 1IV.

*  ——— bullatis mibi nugis
Pagina turgefcat, dare pondus idonea Fumo.
PERs,
ZRITICS avaunt! ToBAcco is my
" Theme;
Tremble like Hornets at the blafting

Steam.

And you, Court-infets, flutter not too near
Its Light,. nar buzz within the {corching Sphere.
Pollio, with Flame like thine my Verfe infpire,
So fhall the Mufe from Smoke elicit Fire.

Cox-

* Perfeus fays,
Non equidem Studio bullatis, &ec.

. It is not my Intention, or Defire, to write in fuch
fwelling ridiculous Manner, as is fit for nothing elfe but
to add Heavinefs to Smoke and Darknefs. The Author
of thefe Imitations applies his Motto fo as to reverfe the
I\iemmg of Per/}us, and makes the Writer, he is here
imitating, exprefs a Fondnefs for that Sort of Style which
Perfeus protefts againft,
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Coxcombs 'prefer the tickling Stink of Snuff,
Yet all their Claim to Wifdom is — a Puff:
Lord Foplm finokes not — for his Teeth afraid,
Sir Tawdry finokes not — for he wears Brocade :
Ladies, when Pipes are brought affec to fwoon ;
"They love no Smoke, except the Smoke of Town :
But Courtiers hate the puffingTribe,--no matter,
Strange if they love the Breath that cannot
Satter!
Its Foes but thew their Ignorance, can He
Who fcorns the Leaf of Knowledge, love the
Tree?
The tainted Templar (more pfodigious yet)
Rails at ToBacco, tho’ it makes him — fpz7.
Citronia vows it has an odious Stink ;
She will not fmoke (ye Gods!) but fhe will
drink:
And chafte Prudella (blame her if you can)
Says, Pipes are us’d by that vile Creature Man :
\ . Yet
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Yet CrQst remain, who ftill its Worth pro-
claim, | _

While fome for Pleafure fmoke,. and fome for
Fame : |

Fame, of our Aions univerfal Spring,

For which we drink, eat, fleep, fmoke, ——
waM@

IMIT A-




IMITATION V.

* Vanefcit Solis ad ortus
 Fumus, ,
‘ ' ‘ Lucan.

LEST Leaf! whofe aromatic Gales
difpenfe
To Templers Modefty, “to Parfons
. Senfe :
So raptur’d Priefts, at fam’d Dodpza’s Shrine
Drank Infpiration from the Steam divine,
Poifon that cures, a Vapour that affords
Content, more folid than the Smile of Lords : .
C Reft

* This is intended as a great Compliment to the Poet
imitated, who is here .reprefented as the Sun, at whofe
Rifing the Smoke, or Fog, is immediately difpers’d ; his
Wrriting being fo fine and pure, that it fuffers no Oblcu-
rity to attend it, -
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.Reft to the Weary, ‘to the Hungﬁy Foo&t,
The laft kind :Reﬁlée of the Wise 4ifd ‘Goon s -
Infpir’d by Thee, dull Cits adjdﬁ;t;ﬁé Scale
of E»zrojze s Peace, when other Statefmen fail.
By Thee prote&ed and t‘hy Sifter Beer,

Poets rejoice, nor think the Bailiff néar.

Nor lefs, the Critic owns thy genial Aid,

While fupperle(s he plies the piddling Trade.
What tho’ to Love and fbft Delights a Foe,

By Ladics hated, hated by the Beau ;

Yet focial Freedom, long to Courts unknown,
Fair Health, fair Truth, and Virtue are thy own.
Come to\th'y' Poct, ‘come with heafing Wings,
And let me tafke Thee unexcis'd by Kitigs.

IMI-



IMITATION VL

.

*

Ex Fumo dare lucem :

S " Hor.
OY! briiig -an Ovhce of Weekley’s

beft, g o

And bid-the Vicar’ be iy -Gueft :

Let all be plac'd'in Matiner due, o

A Pot, wherein to fpit, -br {pue,

And London “fodrnal, and Free'Briton,

Of Ufe to light a Pipe, or * *

LI R IR T T T T

BETEE N T I T TR I *"us

Ciz © . 'This
* "This reprefents a Writer who does not throw Ob-

fcurity on fhining and great Subjedts, but ftrikes Light
out of the dulleft and the moft trifling.
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This Village, unmolefted yet
By Troopers, fhall be my Retreat :
Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray; = -
Who cannot ertC or vote for *EE,
Far from:’ the Vermin of the T own;
Here let me rather live, my own ;
Doze o’er a Plpe, Whofe Vapour bland
In fweet Oblivion lulls the Land ; 5
Of all, which at Frenna paffes,:
As ignorant as ¥*¥ Brafs is:
And foorning Rafcils to carefs; "~
Extol the Days of good Queen Befs;.:-
When firft Tosacco bleft our Hle,

Come jovial Pipe; and bring dlong
Midnight Revelry and Song 5
The merry Catch, the Madrigal,
That ecchoes fweet in City Hall ;

o

Then think of other Queens and fmile. . .~
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The Parfor’s Pun, the fnutty Tale
Of Country Fuftice, o’er bis Ale.
I afk not what the French are doing,
Or Spain o compafs Britain’s Ruin :
Britons, if undone, can go,

Where ToBacco Joves to grow.

The E N D.








