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ADVERTISEMENT BY THE EDITOR.

E HEN the Author firft thewed the following Ode to his friends,

v even #/cy acdviied him to {ubjcin fome few explanatory notes: bub
he protefted, Iike 2 true Pindaric bard, that he had toe much refpe& for
the underftending of his Readers to take that liberty. The Editor how-
everywhe, asa mere profeman, fees thingswich more coolnefs, has ventured
to take that liberty; and has expleined fome things which might other-
wife have appeared rather ebfcure. The % mazy progrefs” of Pindarifm

15 not eafily traced—Convinced of this, the Britifh Pindar has no lefs truly
than {weetly fung

“ From Helicon’s harmonious {prings
“ A thoufand rills théir mazy progffﬁ takc,"

znd has, wpon fecond thoughts, added fome notes to illucidate that mazy
progrefs. As the Author of the Boftonian Prophet has imitated him ifi

other refpeGs, the Editcr has attempted to follow him in the humbler
walk of annotation. '
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BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

I. 1.
‘ UIN comes, thou lucklels Land!

" Defeat, difgrace thy flag await;

‘ By wou'd-be-conquell’s wing though fann'd,

“ It mocks the air with futile flate.

* Squib, nor candle nought avail; . 3
‘ [a] The pale, dim ftars in Faclion’s turbid tail :

¢ They whizz, they bounce, they twinkle, flink and die;

‘ [0] And fo fhall you, and fo thall I

S;u:::h were the founds that o'er th'c empty pride

Of Britain's Rulers {catter'd wild difmay, 10
[c] As on the filver Thames's filky fide

They plann’d of play-thing Camps the prim array,

Stout Minpexn [tood aghaft in mortal trance,

Cried horfe-guards, foot-guards, march!-—they knew not to advance.

B 1. 2,



6 TUE BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

1. 2,
On a rock, whofe low'ring brow
Frown'd o'er th' Atlantic’s foaming flood,
No {hoe to clothe his frozen toe,
The wan Bostoxiax Proruer flood:
(Unthav’d his beard, his tanzled hair

Stream'd, like a dulky comet, in the air),

And with a war-hoop voice, and Mohawk’s fire,

- Thus execrates his Briufh Sire.

* Hark ! how each rugged oak, and hollow cave

* Groan to th' Atlantic’s awful voice beneath.

* O'er thee, O land! their threat’ning arms they wave,
* Revenge on thee in hoarfer bellowings breathe;

* Vocal no more, fince Tca-aéf's fatal day,

¢ To fmuzgler's jocund pipe, or the {oft bundling lay [d].

1. 3.

¢« Nervelels MoxTcoMERY's arm,

« That mow'd the fteely held;

« Brave Warzex {leeps on Bunker's bloody hull ;
¢ Mzzcer, who ne’er wou'd yield,

* Whom war's loud thunders charm,
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THE BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

-_F

“ Of wounds, and glorious death has got his fill.

‘ On the bleak weltern fhore they lic,
‘“ Bleach'd with froits, and drench’'d with dews:

D
(r

* Them, far aloof, th’ affrighted Yankey [¢] views,

‘ And the gaunt Buckfkin [ f] howls and pafles by.

‘ Dear loft aflociates in rebellion’s art,

‘ [g] Dear, as the ends I gain by holy lies, 40
‘ Dear as the gulps of rum’that warm my heart,

‘ Ye died amidft your weeping country’s crics.

‘ [2] No more I [nivel, they’re not gone to the devil,

‘* On yonder clifls, a griefly band,

‘I {ec them all futter, to keep up the [putter, 4%
‘ The hrebrands of their native land.

* With more than Luciferian grin they {mile,

“ And weave with bloody hands the web of Britain’s Ifle.

2. 1.
“ Weave the warp and weave the woof,
“ The winding-lheet of Albion’s land : 50
« Give big Corruption room cnough
“ To lie, for faith he cannot ftand.
‘“ Place we hery Fadion there,

« With Babel voice, and with Medufa’s hair,

““ That



S THE BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

** That {creams you're loft, while by her you're undone.
* Hark, hark! the glorious work’s begun '—

* Vile cub of Fox, with unrelenting fangs,

 That tear - the bowels of the mangled {tate,

** From IfraZl be born that o'er thee hangs

* The {courge of Heav'n—what terrors round thee wait !
* Firlt carcumcifion comes, with p—x combin’d,

* And bankrupt's faded form, and poverty behind.

« Mighty fpokefman, mighty Lord,

-~ Low in the crave thy Cuarnax lies!

« Forgot, the nadon’s fthield and {word,

- As foon as hus vain obfequtes.

- I5 the Senate’s thunderer fied ?

- Thy PirT 1s gone, and bufy in his {tead
* A brood of infecis fpread the feeble wing,

** Infects that only ftink and iting.

- Fair lauchs kis mern, the wind propiious blows;
“ YWhile, proudly riding on the azure realm,

“ As Britons wont, the oak-1ibb'd pavy goes,

* Valour on deck, and Conduct at the hdlm.

«“ The InfedTs glzony eve to palz dilmay,

 To fhame, difzrace, confulion yields an ealy prey.
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THE BOJSTONIAN PROPHET.

a, 3.
“ Fill high wild Comus’ bowl,

“ The lufcious fealt prepare:
“ Though Twitcuer cannot whore, he yet may eat,
“ May comb a {trumpet’s hair [7], | | 8a

“ As yet a catch may howl,

“ Or bawdy make him wriggle in his feat.

“ T2} R—~E, mean-while, panting, {eems to cry

« TwitcHer! ceafe, the blils control,

« I melt! I die! Ah, catch my parting foul! 85
“ [1] While drunken raptures quench her fparkling eye.—

“ Detelted houles! privies [m] of the ifle!

“ With many a bribe, and midnight job yfed ;

“ Ye hail congemal vice, th’ approving fmile

“ Laurels the kindred letcher’s hoary head. go
t Abo;fe, below, with equal glow,

“ The Patriot and the Placeman fly

* Where Inf'reft hawls, or Pleafure calls;

“ All Hogs of Ericurus’ flye.

“ Now Brothers! bending o'er th’ accurfed loom, 05

** Stamp we our vengeance deep, and fix Britannia’s doom.

(. - 3. L.



10 THE BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

3. 1.
* i Crowding round, {ee barons bold
* Sublime their ftarry boloms rear,
“ And gorgeous dames, both voung and old,
“In feather'd majefty appear.
“ In the midt a form fujine,
“ Wiih large lack-lufire eye attempts to fhine.
“ Look Nzwroy, Crazx, behold his vacant face,

“ It realizes embiy fpace o .

«« See, {ee him, nodding, half-form’d {chemes prepare,

“ Like drunkards morning dreams they melt away.
- Attend not Cuataav to thy Britain's prayer,

 Nor {end thy {oul to animate his clay.

“ Let N—ria 1n Lethargyv's dull bofom lie,

« And ne'er with ftatefmen mix, the cagles of the iky.

3. 2.

«fp] C aL1—D, we conlecrate

“ Thy heart to dulnefs, nonfenfe, {pite;
t: To libels oo againft the ftate

< Pray f{et thy mark [q |—thou canlt not write.
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THE BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

“ Stay, darling Howe! propitious hear!
“ We hope thou halt a vulnerable [r] ear,

“ Still flumber here in peace ;—Ah, from our cyes

“ In mg’/}:himr:a cloud he flies !

“ Alas! Fate's grielly weavers too are fled—

* But {cenes of triumph now their {kirts unrol,
¢ Vifions of glory fill my aching head,

 And unborn ages crowd upon my foul.

‘ No more our long-loft CroaweLL we bewail—

“ I fee the Thirteen Stripes o’er Britain’s Flag prevail.

3. 3.
“ A while dread war fhall reign,

“ A while amidft the grove
‘ (In foreign rage, and whilker'd fury drefl),
* The Hessian {hall rove:

 The breechlels Scot diftain

* His {fword with blood from Freedom’s throbbing brealt.

 But Iift! I hear the cherub choir—
“ See! ’tis heaven's gazette they bear—
' Victorious thoutings leflen on mine ear,

“ That loft in long futurity expire,
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12 THE BOSTONIAN PROPHET.

 Fond Biiton! thmnk'ft thou that yon fanguine flood, 135
* Spilt by thy arm, has quench'd the weltern ray ?

* Our glorious {un, emerging from the cloud,

“ Shall warm the nations with a tenfold day,

* Enough ior me, with joy I fee

° The different doom our fates afflign.

140
“ Yours 1s to-day, that once awzy,

‘ A long and lafting triumph’s mine.’
He {poke, and darting from the mountain’s height,

Snug in the arms of Sousw difported all the night.

R 1%

THE END OF THE TORM,

NOTES.



N O T E S

tn,l HIS line expreflive, picturefque and fublime—fee Pindar and Homer paffim, from
whom the hintis taken.

[ 2] All good poets, both ancient and modern, have condefcended to ftoop from their higheft
flights, and pick up an obvious moral fentence, The Author has well imitated them here; and
feems to have had in view the beautiful implicity of the following lines in the ¢ Ode on the
¢ Spring :”

¢ And they that creep, and they that fly
¢ Shall end where they began.” _

[ ¢] The alliteration here, it muft be confefled, 1s not fo complete_as in the prototype, but
then it is to be confidered that the fame beauty runs through the following line, which is
totally wanting in the criginal,  Sorry am I, however, to fay that Maffer Rombus, in a fort of
mafk prefented before Queen Ehzabeth, and printed ar the end of Sidney’s Arcadia, out-
dozs, beyond all comparifon, both the copy and original,

b Sojourned in the furging fullics of the findiferdus feas®
is a line that will not be cither foon or eafily imitated.

[ d] Itis neceffary to inform the Reuder who is unacquainted with New-England cuftoms,
that when 2 young man goces to vifit a planter in that country, the cuftom is for him to take
the daughter, niece, or coufin to a bad-chamber; where, without ftripping however, they lie
down wupon the bed, and play a game at romps for what time they choofe. This 3s called
Lundlizg, But every thmg pafles with the moft Platontc innocence. Our friends of Neiw-
Enzland, acquainted 25 they are with the Bible, fhould, 1tis true, have learnt to aveid even the
¢ appearance of evil,” Notwithitanding of this I veuture 10 pledge myfelf to prove to the
fatisfaction of the public, in fome future production, that there is no more in dundling than in

the ereifleifsn of the Italians, or the corzgyoifis of the Spanicrds, both of which the geatle and
well inforined Signior Baretii has wathed a5 white as fhow.

' ¢} New-Englander,
(/] Virginian,
" £ ] Our Enemies will fay that the Cofume is admirably obferved in this and the following

Yine.—1I wifh it had been lefs fo; but poets are like madmen, who, in their fury, indiferiminately
firtke Doth friend and foe, C

D [ 5] Here
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[ &1 Here I cannot kelp thinking that the Boflonian Propbet excels the 1Felch Bard. For
If 2 fzgl royme in the middle, anfivering to one at the end of the line, be a beauty, certainly
&rzble thymes 1n the fame fitnation are a Joxdle bezuty.,

[ 7] See Dr. Kesifirokius in Triftram Shandy.

[ £] R—r= 15 very weil known, if what 15 commor czn be fo.

[ /] Thils 1320 Imimnon of cn 1mitation.
¢ Querch’dm dark clouds of flumber lie
“* The ieror of his beak, znd fizhtoings of his Eye.” Progrefs of Pocfs.
The £ditor hopesthe fpinithis not evaporated in being thus poured from gold and filver veflels

teto 51 earthen oza,

[ =] The Author has here offumed the right, claimed in all ages by the Pindaric Mufe, of
clilng things by whz: nume fhe plecfes.  And furely be -has as good 2 nght to call boxfes
(whether &iplber houfes, or Josver boufes, or Eoth) privies, as either Pindar, or Collins after
nim, had to el 2oy past of 2 country ¢ The green navel” of that country.

{ 2] Iz comparing the Bafrziaz Prophet with the Bard, the Reader muft here turn to
3« 2. 0: the Burd, ¢ Girr with many a baror bold.”

[ @] The Rezder may perufe Newton, Clark and Leibaitz on Sface, or he may let it alone.

[ 71 The Rezder 15 now to turn to 3. 1. of the Bard, ¢ Edward, lo} &c.”

[ ¢} Here, o5 1n every parm of this admirable poem, the Soffonian Prophes adheres ftricly
to trcth.  Th2 1777 Prizes hzs proved, both in court and in pnnt, that he cannot awrite.

[ 7] See Sir Willam Howe’s cifpatch, when he fpesks of a ¢ vulnerable part in the ene-
“ mies entrexchments.” Very pretty and metzphorical! and would have done exceedingly
well in a heroic poem, which Britin wifhes iz o'eiz he had furnifthed matter for.
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