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         AN EPISTLE To the Right Honourable Sir ROBERT WALPOLE.
         

         
            THO' Strength of Genius, by Experience taught,

            Gives Thee to found the Depths of human Thought,

            To trace the various Workings of the Mind,

            And rule the secret Springs, that rule Mankind;

            (Rare Gifts!) yet, WALPOLE, wilt thou condescend

            To listen, if thy unexperienc'd Friend

            Can ought of Use impart, tho' void of Skill,

            And win Attention by sincere good Will;

            For Friendship, sometimes, Want of Parts supplies,

            The Heart may furnish what the Head denies.

         

         
            
            As when the rapid Rhone, o'er swelling Tides,

            To grace old Ocean's Court, in Triumph rides;

            Tho' rich his Source, he drains a thousand Springs,

            Nor scorns the Tribute each small Riv'let brings.

         

         
            So thou shalt hence absorb each feeble Ray,

            Each Dawn of Meaning, in thy brighter Day;

            Shalt like; or where thou can'st not like, excuse,

            Since no mean Interest shall prophane the Muse:

            No Malice wrapp'd in Truth's Disguise, offend,

            Nor Flattery taint the Freedom of the Friend.

         

         
            When first a generous Mind surveys the Great,

            And views the Crowds that on their Fortune wait;

            Pleas'd with the Show (tho' little understood)

            He only seeks the Power, to do the Good;

            Thinks, 'till he tries, 'tis Godlike to dispose,

            And Gratitude still springs, where Bounty flows;

            That every Grant sincere Affection wins,

            And where our Wants have End, our Love begins:

            But those who long the Paths of State have trod,

            Learn from the Clamours of the murmuring Crowd;

            
               
Which cramm'd, yet craving still, their Gates besiege,

            'Tis easier far to give, than to oblige.

         

         
            This of Thy Conduct seems the nicest Part,

            The chief Perfection of the Statesman's Art,

            To give to fair Assent a fairer Face,

            And soften a Refusal into Grace.

            But few there are that can be truly kind,

            Or know to fix their Favours on the Mind:

            Hence some, whene'er they would oblige, offend;

            And while they make the Fortune, lose the Friend:

            Still give unthank'd, still squander, not bestow;

            For great Men want not, what to give, but how.

         

         
            The Race of Men that follow Courts, 'tis true,

            Think all they get, and more than all their Due:

            Still ask, but ne'er consult their own Deserts;

            And measure by their Interest, not their Parts.

            From this Mistake, so many Men we see,

            But ill become the Thing they wish'd to be;

            Hence Discontent, and fresh Demands arise,

            More Power, more Favour in the Great Man's Eyes:

            
               
All feel a Want, tho' none the Cause suspects,

            And hate their Patron, for their own Defects;

            Such none can please, but who reforms their Hearts,

            And, when he gives them Places, gives them Parts.

         

         
            As these o'erprize their Worth, so sure the Great

            May sell their Favour at too dear a Rate;

            When Merit pines, while Clamour is preferr'd,

            And long Attachment waits among the Herd;

            When no Distinction, where Distinction's due,

            Marks from the many, the Superior few;

            When strong Cabal constrains them to be just,

            And makes them give at last—because they must

            What Hopes that Men of real Worth should prize,

            What neither Friendship gives, nor Merit buys!

         

         
            The Man who justly o'er the Whole presides,

            His well weigh'd Choice, with wise Affections, guides;

            Knows when to stop with Grace, and when advance,

            Nor gives from Importunity, or Chance;

            But thinks how little Gratitude is ow'd,

            When Favours are extorted, not bestow'd.

         

         
            
            When safe on Shore ourselves, we see the Crowd

            Surround the Great, importunate and loud;

            Thro' such a Tumult, 'tis no easy Task

            To drive the Man of real Worth to ask:

            Surrounded thus, and giddy with the Show,

            'Tis hard for great Men, rightly to bestow;

            From hence so few are skill'd, in either Case,

            To ask with Dignity, or give with Grace.

            Sometimes the Great, seduc'd by Love of Parts,

            Consult our Genius, but neglect our Hearts;

            Pleas'd with the glitt'ring Sparks, that Genius flings,

            They lift us cow'ring on their Eagles Wings,

            Mark out the Flights, by which themselves begun,

            And teach our dazzled Eyes to bear the Sun;

            Till we forget the Hand that made us great,

            And grow to envy, not to emulate.

            To emulate, a general Warmth implies,

            To reach the Virtues, that make great Men rise;

            But Envy wears a mean malignant Face,

            And aims not at their Virtues, but their Place.

         

         
            Such to oblige, how vain is the Pretence?

            When every Favour is a fresh Offence,

            
               
By which superior Power is still imply'd,

            And, while it helps their Fortune, hurts their Pride.

            Slight is the Hate, Neglect or Hardships breed;

            But those, who hate from Envy, hate indeed.

         

         
            Since so perplex'd the Choice; whom shall we trust,

            Methinks I hear thee cry, the Brave and Just.

            The Man by no mean Fears, or Hopes controul'd,

            Who serves thee from Affection, not for Gold.

            Who love the Honest, and esteem the Brave,

            Despise the Coxcomb, but detest the Knave,

            No Shew of Parts the truly wise seduce,

            To think that Knaves can be of real Use.

         

         
            The Man, who contradicts the publick Voice,

            And strives to dignify a worthless Choice,

            Attempts a Task, that on that Choice reflects,

            And lends us Light to point out new Defects.

            One worthless Man, that gains what he pretends,

            Disgusts a thousand unpretending Friends:

            And since no Art can make a Counter pass,

            Or add the Weight of Gold to mimick Brass;

            
               
When Princes to bad Oar their Image join,

            They more debase the Stamp, than raise the Coin.

         

         
            Be thine the Care, true Merit to reward,

            And gain the Good,—nor will that Task be hard;

            Souls form'd alike, so quick, by Nature blend;

            An honest Man is more than half thy Friend.

         

         
            Him no mean Views, or Haste to rise, shall sway,

            Thy Choice to sully, or thy Trust betray:

            Ambition here shall at due Distance stand;

            Nor is Wit dangerous in an honest Hand:

            Besides, if Failings at the Bottom lie,

            We view those Failings with a Lover's Eye.

            Tho' small his Genius, let him do his best;

            Our Wishes and Relief supply the rest.

         

         
            Let others barter servile Faith for Gold,

            His Friendship is not to be bought, or sold:

            Fierce Opposition he, unmov'd, shall face;

            Modest in Favour, daring in Disgrace;

            To share thy adverse Fate, alone pretend;

            In Power, a Servant; out of Power, a Friend.

            
               
Here pour thy Favours in an ample Flood,

            Indulge thy boundless Thirst of doing Good:

            Nor think that Good to him alone confin'd;

            Such to oblige, is to oblige Mankind.

         

         
            If thus thy mighty Master's Steps thou trace,

            The Brave to cherish, and the Good to grace;

            Long shalt thou stand from Rage and Faction free,

            And teach us long to love the King, thro' Thee.

            Or, fall a Victim dangerous to the Foe,

            And make him tremble, when he strikes the Blow;

            While Honour, Gratitude, Affection join

            To deck thy Close, and brighten thy Decline;

            (Illustrious Doom!) the Great when thus displac'd,

            With Friendship guarded, and with Virtue grac'd,

            In awful Ruin like Rome's Senate fall,

            The Prey, and Worship of the wondering Gaul.
            

         

         
            No doubt, to Genius some Reward is due,

            (Excluding that were satyrizing You;)

            But yet, believe thy undesigning Friend,

            When Truth and Genius for thy Choice contend,

            Tho' both have Weight, when in the Balance cast,

            Let Probity be first, and Parts the last.

         

         
            
            On these Foundations if thou durst be great,

            And check the Growth of Folly, and Deceit;

            When Party Rage shall droop thro' Length of Days,

            And Calumny be ripened into Praise;

            Then future Times shall to thy Worth allow,

            That Fame which Envy would call Flattery now.

         

         
            Thus far my Zeal, tho' for the Task unfit,

            Has pointed out the Rocks where others split;

            By that inspir'd, tho' Stranger to the Nine,

            And negligent of any Fame—but Thine,

            I take the friendly, but superfluous Part;

            You act from Nature, what I teach from Art.

         

      
         
         
      
            
               
AN EPISTLE TO The RIGHT HONOURABLE Sir ROBERT WALPOLE.
            

            
               —Quae censet Amiculus, ut si

               Caecus Iter monstrare velit—

               Hor.

            

            
               LONDON: Printed for J. WALTHOE, over-against the Royal-Exchange in Cornhill 1726. [Price 6 d.
            

         

ERRATUM.

            
            Pag. 7. lin. 17. for general r. generous.
            

            FINIS.

         

Lately Published,

            
            
            EPISTLES, ODES, &c. written on several Subjects; with a Translation of Longinus's Treatise on the Sublime. By Mr. WELSTED. To which is prefix'd, a Dissertation concerning the Perfection of the English Language, the State of Poetry, &c. Price 4s.
            

            NB. The Poems and Dissertation are printed in a small Volume. Price 2 s.
            

            II. Oikographia. A Poem to his Grace the Duke of DORSET. By Mr. WELSTED. Price 1 s.
            

            III. Mr. PHILIPS'S TRAGEDIES; viz. The Distrest Mother; The Briton; Humfrey, Duke of Gloucester. Price 3 s.
            

            IV.—FREE-THINKER. In three Volumes, Royal Paper. Price 2 l. 5 s.
            

            V. The Hive. A Collection of the most celebrated SONGS. To which is prefix'd, A Criticism on Song-Writing, by Mr. PHILIPS. In three Volumes. Price of each 2 s. 6. d.
            

            VI. T. Lucretius Carus of the Nature of Things. Translated into English Verse by Mr. CREECH. The Sixth Edition illustrated with Notes. Two Volumes 8vo. Price 10 s.
            

            VII. CATO'S LETTERS. To which is prefix'd, a large Preface, containing an Answer to the most popular Objections to these Letters; and a Character of the late JOHN TRENCHARD, Esq 4 Volumes. Price 10 s.
            

            VIII. Secreta Monita Societatis Jesu: The Secret Instructions of the Jesuits. I• 
               Latin and English. Price 2 s.
            

            IX. The late Archbishop of Cambray's Dialogues concerning ELOQUENCE: 〈◊〉 his Letter to the French Academy, concerning Rhetorick, Poetry, History, and a Co•••••ion betwixt the Antients and Moderns. Translated from the French, and Illustrated with 〈◊〉 and Quotations by W. STEVENSON, M. A. Price 4 s.6 d.
            

            X. The Adventures of Telemachus, written by the late Archbishop of 
                  ••mbray: Done into English by Mr. LITTLEBURY, &c. The Eleventh Edition, adorn'd •ith Cuts; and to which is now added an Alphabetical Index to each Volume. Price 6 s.
            

            XI. Mr. Secretary BURCHETT's Naval History, from the earliest Account of Time to the Conclusion of the last War with France. Adorn'd with Sea-Charts adapted to the History. Publish'd with his Majesty's Royal Licence. Price 1 l. 10 s.
            

            XII. A Survey of TRADE: Together with Considerations on our Money and Bullion. By W. WOOD, Esq Price 5 s.
            

            All Printed for J. WALTHOE.

         

Information about this book

         Title statement

            An epistle to the Right Honourable Sir Robert Walpole

            Dodington, George Bubb, Baron of Melcombe Regis, 1691-1762.

         
         Publication

            	Distributor
	
               University of Oxford Text Archive

               
                  Oxford University Computing Services

                  13 Banbury Road

                  Oxford

                  OX2 6NN

               
               ota@oucs.ox.ac.uk
            

            	ID [ota]
	http://ota.ox.ac.uk/id/5169

            	ID [isbn10]
	1106021681

            	ID [isbn13]
	9781106021687

            	ID [TCP]
	K105365.000

            	ID [BIBNO]
	CW3322414536

            	ID [ECRP]
	1001101200

            	Availability
	
               
	  Distributed by the University of Oxford under a Creative Commons
	  Attribution-ShareAlike 3.0 Unported License
	

            

         

         Source

             — 
               
                  An epistle to the Right Honourable Sir Robert Walpole, 
                  Dodington, George Bubb, Baron of Melcombe Regis, 1691-1762.. 
               
               11,[1]p. ; 2⁰.
               
                  London :: 
                  printed for J. Walthoe,. 
                  1726 [1725]. 
               
               
                   [Anonymous. By George Bubb Dodington.]
                   [Date from Foxon.]
                   [Verse.]
                   [Reproduction of original from the British Library.]
                   [Foxon, D371]
                   [English Short Title Catalog, ESTCT132889.]
                   [Electronic data. Farmington Hills, Mich. : Thomson Gale, 2003. Page image (PNG). Digitized image of the microfilm version produced in Woodbridge, CT by Research Publications, 1982-2002 (later known as Primary Source Microfilm, an imprint of the Gale Group).]
               
            

         
      
         Creation

            Created by converting TCP files to TEI P5 using tcp2p5.xsl,
      TEI @ Oxford.
      

         
         Editorial practices

            This electronic text file was keyed from page images and partially proofread for accuracy. Character capture and encoding have been done following the guidelines of the ECCO Text Creation Partnership, which correspond roughly to the recommendations found in Level 4 of the TEI in Libraries Guidelines. Digital page images are linked to the text file.

         
      
OEBPS/cover.jpg
An epistile to
the Right
Honourable

Sir Robert
Walpole

George Bubb
Dodington

ECCO-TCP

Eighteenth Century Collections Online

Text Creation Partnership





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
                           



