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"T'hat, thither, lures the sanguine schoolboy’s feet,
In vain, to reach the fast receding cheat?

Why doth the sun a silvery shield appear,

Or seems his pathway to the earth so near,
That the erude urchin marks the brilliant prize,
And barbs his shaft, to pluck it from the skies;
Or smiling infant, in its first essay,

Will reach its hand to grasp that god of day!—
Why from the bark, appears to back the shore,
And why recedes the moon, when clouds race o’er,
Or why reflected in the glassy seas,

She seems beneath, a luscious Cheshire cheese!
In short, say why the world is all a quiz,

And nothing looks, precisely as it is!

"T'is plain design, to gull the human sense,
Disguise the truth, and mock us with pretense!

And will not man from Nature’s volume learn,
Her hints improve, and humbug in his turn!
The wisest sage, from thence will largely draw
To rear some system, or confirm a law; .
Thus, on her page, did Hogarth first observe
How grace and beauty revel’d in the curve;
"T'was there he read, and caught the magic art,
Which, from his canvass, made the life to start;
Spell-bound, he pour’d and linger’d o’er each line
Till art was nature—nature was divine!—

In Nature’s realms, the “noble bard” did roam
And there, alone, he found his genial home;
He fled from man, and art’s tyrannic rule,
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The wilds and wastes and mountains were his school,
T'o beds of down, preferr’d the craggy lair

To flatt’rer’s breath the purer Alpine air;

Commune he held, with earth and sky and seas,

Till Nature, wooed, resign’d him all her keys!

In fine, dame Nature is the surest guide,

Where doubts exist, she ever will decide;

Thus, loafing, once, with mad, fanatic zeal,

Was deemed a nuisance to the public weal,

And must be done away, was loudly cried,

Till Nature rushed, the query to decide,

Who shaking high, fat sprigs of parasite,

Spoke through the symbols, “loafing must be right!”’

In learning’s halls, *twas long a grave dispute,

What food did, best, the human fabric suit;

“T'was flesh alone” some ranters loudly swore,

And spouted forth their whole scholastic lore,

While others raved, in no less sanguine mood,

That “herbs and fruits composed man’s proper food”
And some again—’tis not uncommon since,—

Took neither side, but clung upon the fence.

Thus, pro and con, the tough discussion went,

Till Sophistry, her magazines had spent—

Nature was ask’d, and through her teeth, she spake,(1)
“That man was formed, of every food to take”—
So, Nature, kindly, did the germ impart,

Which we have ripen’d to the gulling art.—
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Dull Truth begone! and all thy retinue,

Of fact and reason, bid the world adieu!

This modern race has grown too great and wise,
Their wits have learned, far better things, to prize;
The day has passed, when thou couldst raise thy voice,
And at the sound, all human hearts rejoice—
Thanks to the age! thy tyranny is o’er,

And vassal-man shall bow to thee no more!
Henceforth, he stands, unfetter’d by thy chain,
Forever freed, and made himself again;
Redeem’d and loose, defying thy command,

He stalks, at large, and humbugs all the land!

Thou! guardian genius of the world below,

O! grand Improvement! ’tis to thee we owe,

The mighty throes, that gave Humbugg’ry birth,
And frighten’d Truth and Reason from the earth!
Humbugg’ry hail! a welcome warm we greet,
While nations rush, the echoes to repeat!

Ascend thy throne, and seize the purple robe,
Thou sovereign empress of the modern globe;
Abroad, thy sceptre wave, from sea to sea,

A loyal world shall bow the homag’d knee!—

My restless muse proceed! no longer pause,
But sing the rules and elemental laws!

How man, in every grade, and every sphere,—
The fool or sage, the peasant or the peer,

The sniveling sot or dotard, ’tis the same,

Though fame, or wealth, or honor be his aim,—
2
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A way-worn wanderer through the dismal waste
Of scorching sands, where no oasis green,

Nor shrub, nor slope, relieves the sterile scene!
While, thus, he drags with slow and heavy pace,
And drawls his drowsy monotone of bass,

Dull Somnus flaps his dusky pinions *round,
And students stretch, and snore, in sleep profound!
So, on some couch of hops, at noon reclined,
When sultry heats oppress the sluggish mind,
And lettuced meals stuff up the lazy vein

With thicken’d blood, and stupefy the brain—
The sense obeys the poppy-scented breeze,

Or hollow hummings of the humble bees!

But here’s the rub! where will you store the game,
Which Fell shall bring with true unerring aim?
"T'will never do—thy city wont contain,

A space sufficient for the heaps of slain;

Besides, in fact, ’twould carry on its face,

The dreaded idea of a “sickly place!”

Should which bug-bear get out—farewell thy town!
Like frost-built work, *twill soon be melted down
The “potters-field,” then, on your map omit,

"Tis policy—Dbesides no room for it.

But to thy town—be sure you dont forget,
To call it for the people’s present pet;
Great Jackson he, or Texas’ swearing Sam,
That’s full of fame—and also full of dram!’

Or he, by death, so lately stricken low,
3
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Proclaim abroad, thy “cheap town lots for sale!”
Buyers shall rush from mountain, hill, and vale;
Thy sale commenced—all burn with rival fire,
Fool vies with fool, and every bid climbs high’r!
The drama ends—each dunce’s cash receive,
Say “thank ye sirs!” and giggle in your sleeve!—

If towns cannot thy sordid thirst assuage,

Then, “mineral springs” may help to cool its rage;
Hast thou some fount, that’s fed by sluggish bogs,
Its waters dyed with putrid leaves or logs;

Whose taste and smell, the squeamish sense offend,
While erags and cliffs around, their wildness lend ?
How all the facts, conspiringly, invite!

For “watering place” what grand attractive site!
Paste up thy cards—but puft’ it to the sky,

And fools shall flock, to drink and certify;

Thus, soon, *twill spread, and surely be believed,
What wondrous cures, the waters have achieved—
An impulse gained—to hush each doubting dunce,
Your springs should, now, be “analyzed” at once,—
“But, then, again the test it will not bear!”—
What! not the liquid, you yourself prepare!
Compound it by receipt—a hint’s enough—

And send to Troost, the new factitious stuff;
Honest himself! your trick he’ll ne’er suspect,

But straight, proceed, each mineral to detect—

Lo! in his faithful flasks, what facts are told,

A “Bath” or “Spa,” his chemicals unfold'—

Its fame confirmed—“improvements™ now, erect,
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And name each part, in Fashion’s dialect;

Call every hut a “cottage™ alamode,

And dub, with “promenade,” each path or road—
Let mock “verandahs” and “saloons’ abound,
While “parks” and “lawns” must thicken o’er the ground!
For titles large are siren-strains to all,

Alike attractive of the great and small.—

But wouldst thou rest on footing still more sure,
And, far and wide, a patronage secure,

Be sure you have, though rich, yet wholesome fare,
All lie in that, new scenes, and mountain air—
Prepared for guests, and “watering season’ here,
Beheald the host of patrons, that appear!

All characters—a mixed up, motley mass,

Of every sex and station, kind and class;

The fashion-leading dame, the damsel coy,

The gaitred gambler, and the ruffled boy,

The bishop’d mil’ner, and the bodiced maid,

The dandy dickey’d, and—his debts unpaid!

The whisker’d rake, the shy, fastidious prude,

The fop exquisite, and the hoosier crude!— -
There witlings flirt, with opera-glass and cane,
Soap-lock’d, and flavor’d and—devoid of brain,
While fancy-dressing wags, with crooked phiz,
Deal—borrowed puns, or some unmeaning quiz:
The heiress-seeker sighs, with face of brass,

And smirks and smiles the husband-hunting lass;
While belles coquette, and schemes of conquest shove,
And bosom-smiting striplings dream and love;

The she-match-maker lays her shallow plot,
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And weds her pet to some rich—fool or sot!

The spinster plump with—cork, and flashed with—paint,
Though scolds a shrew, at home, there smiles a saint,
While, with voluptuous wriggling, widows move,
And sterile spouses, fruitful Sarahs prove!—

There, spectre-like, the pale dyspeptic wight,

Owns vast improvement in his—appetite,

And gouty gourmands drink thy mineral w—ine

To brace their stomachs—for thy dinners fine,

While every cheek, in fine, turns rosy-hued,

From exercise, fresh air, and healthful food ;

Yet, shall the waters, all the credit claim,

And every drinker circulate their fame—

But mind, since now, expenses must enlarge,

Thy classic motto be—*“charge, Chester, charge!”—
Or better plan, improve the moment nice,

And sell thy “springs” for some enormous price!

Do “mineral springs” unsated, leave thy mind,
The grandest, surest scheme is yet behind—

But lift thy lids—see paper-banks abound,

More precious, far, than all thy banks of ground!
From Mexico to Maine, look where you may,
They crowd the vision, with their thick array,
And stad the land, of every sort and rank,
From Biddle’s Bubble, to the Brandon Bank!

Come bankrupt thou! who’ve seen a better day,
Who, every body, owes, yet, ne’er can pay;
That gives thy note, as free as solvent men,
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Your banking house, its lofty head, should rear,
With spacious vaults, to hold the precious—air!—
What fool is he! what stranger to “finance”!
Perhaps, he’s planet-struck, or in some trance,
Who lingers in the long exploded whim,

That banks must have foundations very slim,
Where gold or silver doth not form the base,

Or nought, equivalent supplies their place!—

And is there one, so far behind the day,

Whose eye ne’er drank Improvement’s piercing ray;
Who does not know, that credit is enough,

To bank upon, without your precious stuff’!

Or bonds of real estate, which means the same,—
With this addition—’tis a deeper game!—

Of all the humbugs, yet, on humbug-earth,
To which the brain of man hath given birth,
Since Babel did, in bold blasphemy, rise,
Whose impious walls would fain have reach’d the skies,
To cloud-king Espy, who, the rains, provoke,
Like hares from hollow trees, with fire and smoke!

Ye banks of real estate must wear indeed,

The glorious palm, and take the foremost lead!—
Thus, wert thou, Clinton, doom’d to early wane, (4)
Once fairest spot on Mississippi’s plain!

'T'was this humbug, whose foul, though flaver’d breath,
Alas! seduced thee, with its song of death;

Stained all thy wreathes, with blight and vile mildew,
And turned thy day, to twilight’s dusky hue—

With thy bright past, the muse would here commune,
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And bask, again, in thy effulgent noon:

How all thy splendors swell upon the view,

And scenes and faces freshen up anew!'—

There, fairy forms and peerless sons did vie

While fires of genius glowed in every eye;

Virtue and wit—each gem of heart or mind,

With grace, and youth, and beauty, was combined—
Love warmed each gen’rous soul—each bosom thrill’d,
While every vein, with gallant blood, was fill’d;
Peace held her olive, Friendship oped her hand,
And Plenty’s horn pour’d fatness on the land—
Yea lovelier thou! when Fortune beamed her ray,
Than Auburn, hallow’d by the muse’s lay!

But Fate was stern—the vile Sirocco blew,
Surcharg’d with death, and aim’d its blasts too true;
Yet, round thee still, my fondest memories haunt,
Thy ruins, even, and thy wrecks enchant!

Y our music-rattling bills, so new and nice;

With emblems margin’d, or some bold device—
(Say locomotive grand, with length’ning train,

Or spacious steam-ship, stalking o’er the main;

Or staple plants, in soft perspective, smile,

Those gulliig-traps, the yeomen to beguile—)

With pomp and form, now go off by the load,

T'o all the land, a “currency” afford—

Does some poor coward lose his rest and sleep,

At shadows scared—your notes afraid to keep,

And comes he in, with specie-craving craw,

With full intent, to make a heavy “draw”?
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And every bone, that bleaches on the ground,
With «India ivory™ largely doth abound,

While “flints” and “tortoise” Pallas-like, are born,
In ripe perfection, from each bullock’s horn!
There panaceal plants, amidst thy rocks,

Drive back diseases to Pandorah’s box,

While every tree, with wooden clocks, is quick,
And nothing’s heard, but one eternal click!—

See “last not least” arrive the begging fry,
That locust host, that fills and floods the eye!—
First, exiled Pole—some Gullioski great,

Poor patriot soul! that lost a count’s estate;
How plausibly he talks!—’tis strange to tell,

“I guess” slips out, o brogueless and so well'—
'T'is strange to all—I mean, save Doctor Scull,
Who sees jut forth, his “language very full!”
And looks around, with such triumphant smile,
The sceptic swears, he will; no more, revile!—

The organ-grinding beggar, next appears,

And harshly grates his music on thy ears;

You pay him well, in purest self-defence,

And fondly dream, ’twill sooner drive him hence;
Besides, he claims it, on the “quid pro quo”
That pithy phrase, which lawyers hackney so—
See harpers too, and all the minstrel-train,

Swell the tight chords, to music’s softest strain—
Italian lays, attuned to love’s own lyre,

Germania’s hymn, that burns with holy fire:
5
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- And shoe-black, too, one safely might divine,
If spots or smut establish any sign!

No chance to put him off—still less to fly,

The serawl you read, “with sad civility”—
Some rude earthquake hath sunk his natal isle,
And blown his parents up, at least, a mile!
Perhaps not quite so high—they fell again,
Upon some wreck, that floated in the main;
Thus tossed and driven on a savage shore,

As serfs they toil, or heave the galley-oar—
Himself was saved, by sheer capricious fate,
Thrown on the world—a wanderer desolate!
To pay their ransom-price, some large amount,
He asks a little aid, on their account—
Perhaps it was some furious flood or fire,

Or famine drear, that done the mischief dire;
A thousand woful tales, that move thy grief,
And prompt thy purse, for his or their relief—
No matter, true or false, who will discuss,
When rags and tatters flaunt before him thus!
Look at the worst—a grand impostor he,

A mite wont help him much, nor injure thee;
But then suppose, he, really is distressed,
Resistless thought, it moves the sternest breast—
Thy mercy yields, no longer at a stand,

And drops the penny from a willing hand'
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His pauent-victim by, supinely laid,

Watch Caustic, now, and view his cold parade!
There, tarnished blades, in formal order, lie,

While saws, and probes,and needles pain the eye,—
Blood-thirsty sponges, styptic Kreosot,

Lint, rollers, threads, and tourniquets—what not'—
What purpose firm is graven on his mien,

While cruel pomp preludes the cutting scene!
Some paces off, now, Caustic takes his stand,

His sleeves rolls up, and lubricates his hand;

His watch first set, to time the—patient’s life,

With flourish grand, he brandishes his knife;

A moment more, with impulse-giving gait,

The surgeon forward tilts, to—mutilate!

Behold him, now, sublimely undismayed,

How hacks and hews he, with his bloody blade;
Though dull his instruments, or gapp’d with flaws,
It matters not, he tears, and pulls, and saws;

The quivering flesh he chops, with—butcher mien,
While fools applaud, though sicken at the scene!
The cutter now concludes—his task 1s o’er,
Which “just a minute took or less”—or more;

His matchless skill, soon all the country fills,
While all cry out, “with what despatch!”—he kills!
Does some insist, all surgeons are not rough,

Nor formed, like Caustic, of such savage stuff,
And Physick, Pott, and Abernethy cite,
[llustrious names, to prove their dogmas right?
We say to this, these men have had their day,
Their frost-like fame is fading fast away:
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Nor quite “alone”—for lo! a second look,

And here comes Goodlett, with his pondrous book!
The blended mass of Buckhan, and of Gunn,
Like froth meets froth, and mingles into one,

But hold my stooping muse!'—“I’m too discreet,
T'o run a muck, and tilt at all T meet!”’

On wealth’s by-paths, wouldst thou still yet repine,
And gain the goal, by shortest, straightest line,—
See nostrum-mongers, and pill-makers rise,

Whose self-rung praises roll along the skies;

First, in the long array, illustrious Swaim,
Whose“sweeten’d juice” hath swelled hispurse and fame;
His bottle by, that keeps the world in health,

He rolls and revels, in his “baths” and wealth,
While all mankind employ the hand and brain,

To forge, or counterfeit—but ah! in vain, =

T'ry when you please, here comes the both’ring bawk,
He writes his name right o’er the labell’d cork!! (7)
His “fluted bottle” too, what idea grand!

'T'o make the scoundrels, at a distance stand'—
See second saviour—mighty Sappington,

Whom agueish Jews might deem the promis’d one,
Whose coming ere, how saucy were the chills,

But now they quake beneath his sapping pills!—
Behold! the swelling host that strain the eyes,

Still swelling yet, like “Alps on Alps arise!”

Here, “head-ache drops” an everlasting cure,
“Elixirs” there, will let you cough no more!

See “tonic mixtures” too, “which if’ you take
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While time endures, you’ll never after shake,”
While “liniments” for any hurt or bruise,

Or gnawing corn—the child of modern shoes
And “Panaceas,” “Balsams” and so forth,
Proclaim their virtues, and their priceless worth!
Which Congressmen and Clergymen have tried,
And more, to “wondrous cures!” have certified!
Like Indian spy, in Plymouth’s crowded town,
Who mark’d awhile, then threw his notch-stick down, (8)
The muse must pause—take pattern and desist,
Nor strive, in vain, to struggle through the list!’—

Thou potent gas! whose puffing fills the air,

* That drives the blustering barge, or whizzing car!
Whose fumes, with elemental life replete,

Drive out the “cold,” and reinstate the “heat”—
And have I swell’d, in raptures on each theme,
And slighted thee, thou wonder-working Steam!
What! float along some petty river’s tide,

When ocean’s bosom spreads so far and wide!—
Invoke the shrub, to mock me with its shade,
When yonder oak lifis up its hoary head!

Or gaze enchanted, on the mole-hill nigh,

When Andes’ summits “mingle with the sky”!—
See Doctor Cauldron, then, in might, appear
Lobelia-arm’d, with “Number 6™ his spear,
Hyena-like, how slyly does he sneak,

With bended frame, and countenance oblique ;
While “mineral Doctors™ rail and persecute,

He stops all pain with steam, or mild—poke root!—
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In short, has all the world—a mile around,
Proclaimed thee wit, and made thy name resound!
Most surely, then, thou art a genius rare,

And formed to shine, and figure at the bar'—

Since all thy throbbings, to the law aspire,

Come heed the muse, if fame you would acquire ;—
Wouldst thou, at college, not be deemed a fool,

But rather form the prodigy of school?

Be mindful, then, you lead the foremost rank,

Of pilfering gangs, and every wanton prank ;

For who but knows, the boy that stole a deer,

Was but the germ, that shooted forth Shakspear!
And where’s the prudish dunce, of brainless pate,
The world’s great genius will not imitate!—

Do horrid revels rend the midnight air,

Be sure ’tis not concealed, that you were there;
Who has not learned, thatall great men before,
Have either drank at school, or when ’twas o’er;
See Burns or Byron, for a specimen,

Who would not drink, and emulate such men'—
Does some reply—“’twas not the sparkling bowl,
That gave them genius, and inspired their soul,”
And cases cite, in every clime and age,

Of sober wits, that live on history’s page—

"T'is true, perhaps, that men of talents rare,
Have sometimes lived,and breathed a sober air;
"T'is, yet, more true, with drink they would have shone
Still brighter gems, in Fame's mosaic stone!'—
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How oft some sober lad, to manhood lives,

Nor one index to glowing genius gives—

Accounted dull, in every crowd and place,

A clumsy gawk, with neither sense nor grace;

Until he takes to drink, when lo! burst forth,

His mighty merits, and his wondrous worth!
Through punch-bowl fumes, the giant genius gleams,
Like gems, that glisten in pellucid streams—
Foreseeing friends, now, view with prescient eyes,
Already plotting to reclaim the prize.

“What pity tis,” they say, “he will drink so,

He is himself, alone, his greatest foe,

To wanton thus, away such talents great,

That fit him shine, in any sphere or state!”

In concert, now, they drag him from the mire,

His rags tear off, and robe in good attire—

What next you see—“Old Blackstone” in his hand,
A second Wirt—soon spreads wide o’er the land!—

When the poor tradesman rises with the morn,
And sees his sign, grotesquely changed or gone,
Or in its stead, some barber’s pole striped round,
Reclining soft, and angling with the ground!

Be sure thy name shall haunt his bother’d brain,
And end the problem, by solution plain—

Do eggs or rocks force through the window-sash,
And rudely strike, some man of prayer, slap-dash!
The very walls must echo forth thy name,

And watch, no rival shall usurp the fame!—

Is thy preceptor some dull, formal fool,
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No cramping kerchiefs, must thy throttle deck,
But uncravatted be thy Byron neck;

Shave high thy forehead, to increase its size,

And learn the mode of looking very wise;

Read books, of course, it matters not what kind,
So every learned word be borne in mind,

Have them well conn’d, and kept in ready store,
How long or large, they’ll serve you but the more,
For words, indeed, are valued by their length,

And size is but another name for strength!

"Tis time misspent, to read through any book,

"Tis but required to take a glancing look ;

Run first thy eye, athwart the title page,

Learn where the author lived, and in what age— '
The “Preface” scann’d, and “Contents” hurried o’er,
You get the plot—what genius would want more!'—
Or better plan, snatch up some short review,

And catch the outline, while you gallop through:
Thus panoplied with every pompous phrase,

In conversation, now, a star you’ll blaze—

Thy fame is stamp’d—"twill circulate around

A man of reading, and of lore profound!!

Now is the time, to wipe out from thy brain,

The nursery-notions which have lefi their stain—

Hast thou, oft, bowed before the family-shrine,

Or lisp’d thanks-givings, to the throne divine;

Rise up and shake the shackles from the mind.

Nor vile religion leave a trace behind— ;
Thy genius prove, and spurn the sacred page,
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"I'hat monstrous ofi>spring of a savage age—
"Tis all a fable, or an Eastern tale,

Where absurd wonders ever did prevail'

Thus Babel-building, Moses’ magic rods,
Simbad’s escapes, or Homer’s warring Gods,
Sound just alike, the sacred and profane,

And both the fruits of some prolific brain—
Ransack Tom Paine, for all his common-place,
And Gibbon’s sneers will also help thy case;
Volney and Hume, be sure you learn by heart,
These men were wits—’'twill also prove you smart—
Just let it fly, on Rumor’s wings, abroad,

You disbelieve in demon, saint, or lord ;

A few old hoary heads, perhaps, may shake,

To think their cherish’d fancies all at stake,—

But far, the greater part—rely on it—

Will own thy merits, and pronounce thee wit!

"T'1s not the ton, thy name, in full to put;

See Shocco Jones, or Mississippi Foote,(11)
Whose middle names, like sickly pets, are nursed,
While thin initials dangle round the first;

For who should cherish vulgar Christian name,
When fancy ones alone secure him fame—

How prettier too, it looks!—<J. Humbug Gull,”
Than horrid “Joseph” written out in full!—
Besides, in Holy Writ, ’tis always true,

That names, when changed, denote the favor’d few ;
Thus Abram lengthen’d into Abraham,

To mark the spreading of his race and name;
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With eye astute, and law-bespeaking tace,

First, mark him busy with some office-case;
Profusely piled around, his ponderous books,
How self-possessed, and amiably he looks!

With head thrown forward to his drawn-up knees,
His posture flex’d, blends dignity and ease;
The “best authorities” he glances through,

Then tells his client, what “’tis best to do!”—

See Capias at his proper place, the bar,

His breathing element is truly there!

Does his bold rival, versed in legal lore,

Stand forth, and seem to bear down all before,
And boding whispers, through the court-room run,
That Capias, now, will find himself out done?
What foolish fears! when Capias, all the while,
Disproves the whole, with self-sufficient smile;
Around his mouth, the placid grins do play,

Yea, laughter loud will force, anon, its way—

New hope, his friends receive—their dread is o’er,
And crowds collect, when Capias gets the floor;
All things he moves aside, that clog the place,
And gives him, right and left, an ample space;

In formal pomp, to mark his entrie grand,

With lips compress’d, he moves his waving hand ;
Slow turns his head, as all great speakers do,
With scanning eye, to take in all the view,—

With hems exordial, first, each guttural note,

Drawls slow and solemn, from his swelling throat;
8
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His feelings roused, he scorns the low and grave,
And hoarsely squeals, upon the shrill octave—
So strong his accents strike the bricks and stones,
Old Echo, once, is surfeited with tones;

No narrow limits can his voice contain,

It flies through fissured wall, or shatter’d pane,
And gathering volume, in the open air,

Still swelling, rolls along each street and square,
While every ear is deafen’d with the sound,

And all cry out—*“what legal lore profound!”
Meantime, the jury, forward, lean to hear,

And spread their mouth, to help the neighbor-ear,
While foaming Capias, faster moves his jaw,
And rants and raves, about the “common law”’;
Now, runs he back, on history’s ample page,

To “magna charta” or the “feudal age”

And tells how rights, by this, were not secure,

Or how, by that were rendered safe and sure—
“What says old Coke, or Blackstone, in this case?”
And this, he asks, with such familiar grace,

And quotes them too, so fast and fluently,

By phrase or page, just as the case may be,

The client smiles, with soft assenting mood,

To see his case so clearly understood!

His voice, now failing, every breath falls lower;,
His speech is through—the giant effort’s o’er'—
He sits him down, sublimely, to repose,

Like weary Hercules, from toil and woes—

To fever'd frames, not half so sweet and cool,
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The gushing fountain, or the gelid pool,

Or icy beverage of the piled-up bowl,

As this delivery calms his raging soul;

Of pride disarmed, he bows his noddle low,
Alike to gratulating friend or foe;

Good natured grown, such sofiness puts he on,
The haughty Capias, for the time, is gone—
Volcano like, that kept all earth awalke,

Its crater cool’d; becomes a lulling “shake ;"
Or fierce tornado, tearing up the trees,

Its ragings spent, is but a gentle breeze!

Thus ’tis with Capias, now so soft and mild,
You can approach him as the artless child,
Who ere his speech had struggled into birth,
Held high his head, and scorned the very earth!

The calm now passed—the elements of storm,
Again collect, and reinflate his form;

The hoisted head the self-same strut and cane,
Proclaim that Capias “is himself’ agan™!—

Has Capias, long, reigned victor at the bar,

And left no laurels green, ungather’d there,

With frosted locks, and furrows on his brow,

A member of the bench, behold him now!'—
Mark with what air of gravity and grace,

He struts athwart the street, from place to place;
With head thrown back, and in his streaming gown,
He walks the wonder of the gazing town—
“Aside” all ery, “here comes Judge Capi-ass!
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Stand out the way, and let his honor pass!”
Do what he will, it savours of the bench,
Alike his nodding head, or greeting wrench:
Judicial sounds his every noise or note,

To hems and hawks, that quiver in his throat;
His very sitting down, and rising up,

Or matchless mode, he holds the social cup;
His pinching snuff, to greet his bump of cent,
Or soft respondings to some compliment;
Nay taking up, and turning o’er a book,

No matter what, all wear a legal look!

The very pen, that sticks behind his ears,

In proper keeping with his cloth appears!—

With all a Persian monarch’s pomp and pride,
See Capias, now, officially preside;

Fresh dignity and grace, around him, thrown,
And if *twere possible, more gravely grown!
While poised, sublimely, on his sapient nose,
The costly glasses, glittering, repose!

“Dispatch” his motto for the court, he makes,
All but himself—his proper time he takes;

So central hubs roll, leisurely, around,

While tires and felloes speed along the ground!—

Does any lawyer, speaking at the bar,

To Capias seem digressing rather far;—
Say, that he deals in some slight metaphor,
Or anecdote, to make more plain the law—
He breaks, abruptly, on his calm career,
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And bluntly bids him, “to the law adhere!”—
Does Capias, now, with hot impatience, burn,
And anxious grows, to have his talk, in turn,

And some one rises, begging to be heard—

On point important, but to speak a word?

Nine times in ten he’ll erabbedly refuse,

With this plain hint—“we’ve got no time to lose!”
He’s right—who likes to hear a case discussed,
On which one’s mind is settled from the first;
The fact may be, ’tis near the dining hour,

Who blames him, then to use his veto-pow’r!
"Tis likewise true, the less the lawyers prate,
The bench, more largely, can expatiate!—

If Capias yields, ’tis with reluctant air,

But holds himself, of course, not bound to hear—
“Not bound to hear! when wealth or fame, or life,
May rest upon the issue of the strife!”—

"T'is even so—to listen would betray,

That Capias owned himself less learned than they—
“Most surely, then, he must be bored the while,
What can he do, the tedium to beguile ?”—

Why! write a letter, read the recent news,

Nay, any thing, that will himself amuse,

"T'were better far, to twirl his thumbs around,
Than writhe beneath the sore inflicting sound.

Hear Capias give the jurymen his “charge;”
He slowly talks, and amplifies at large'—
The history of the world, he gives, at first.
It’s every era, learnedly discussed!
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Each science, art, and yea, religion too,

And every thing, he passes in review!

What truly constitutes the law, he tells,

On what ’tis not, more lengthily he dwells,

Now, spouts the technicals in sluicy strain,

Then stops, anon, their meaning to explain;

And now, he gives in patriarchal mode,

Some gratis hints, for each man’s moral code;
While people cry aloud, “most righteous judge!”
And Echo whispers back—-+“outrageous! fudge!”
While Cﬁpias talks, no one must say a word,

"T'is so important, that he’s fully heard;

So silent does he keep the court or crowd,

Ev’n sleeping jurors dare not snore too loud!

Wo to your case! if chance you disobey,

“Clerk fine that man!” or “Sheriff take him way!”
"Tis just,—silence should reign, beyond a doubt,
Not only there, but every place without—

The very rills should hush their lulling strain,
Nor zephyrs “whisper through the broken pane,”
The forest minstrels cease their warbling song,
Ev’n saucy Echo hold her mocking tongue;

The flocks should cease to bleat, the herds to low,
Streams stand stock still, and oceans ebb nor flow!
The clocks themselves, should neither tick nor run,
Nor bare-faced planets roll around the sun;

In fine, the universe itself should pause,

While awful Capias doth expound the laws!!
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The poppy’s plant, that taints the zephyr’s breath,
Or vile nightshade, whose Juice is fill’d with death,
The briar sweet, surcharged with rich perfume,

Or rose that blushes, with perpetual bloom—

The flexile reed, or proud and stalwart oak,

That lifis its head, and braves the lightning’s stroke!
So ’tis with Politics, her nursery bed,

Rears evergreens, to wreathe each votary’s head!—

Hail Politics! thou Circean isle to man,

Thy charms resist, what stern Ulysses can'

The fiat goes, who ever gains thy shore,

Shall squeal as swine, and wallow ever more:

On filth shall feed, in dirty sties shall dwell,

Nor magic plant, to counterwork the spell!—

As smaller streamlets, to the river roll,

So run to thee, each human heart and soul ;
Indeed, how like yon patriarchal tide,

Where streams, their tributes, pour in every side:
Though, but at first, a purling, gentle rill, 2
From lakelet filter’d, or some petty hill,

Sull, ever and anon, it gains new strength,

And waxes larger, as it grows in length;

Missouri, there, the Rocky Mountain’s child,
Heaves its huge torrent, hoarse with echoes wild—
"Tis thus her Benton, on the field or floor,

Whose stalk colossal, bears down all before,
Whose eagle eye, of fierce, sun-gazing pow’r,
Makes cowards tremble, and the brave man cow’r—

Ohio, here, as smooth as shaven mead,
9
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Bears the proud bark, and would not wreck a reed—
So like the sage, who sleeps upon her shore,
Whose requiem breathes in every passing oar!
Here, Yazoo empties in its bog-born stream,
Where pistols crack, and Bowies flash their gleam,
That types, too true, some southern swarthy wight,
Whose best stomachic is a dram or fight;
Lifo-loathing man, that shoots for fun or fame,
While human hearts form targets for his aim!—
There, Roxo, too, rolls in its ruddy flood,(12)
Whose hue symbolic, hints of human blood ;

In fine, due homage paid from every side,

Majestic moves the Mississippi wide,

Tumultuous mass of mingled mud and slime,

And trophied wrecks from half Columbia’s clime!—

Since Politics has charms for every mind,
Come then, ye all, nor one remain behind,
Her hosts behold, that swell upon the view,
Of every sort and kind, a motley crew.

First Stultus hail! thou heavy-headed ass,

Who fain, would for a giant-genius pass;

Whose soul ambitious, thirsts for civic fame,
Heed but the muse, to reach thy glorious aim!—
Keep close thy lips, and bend thy awful brows,
Thy noddle shake, or make assenting bows,
Look wise, and seem to grasp the whole idea,
While all thy smiles, significant, appear;

Thy patience keep, nor let ambition cool,
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"T'will soon leak out—<that fellow is no fool!”
They’ll prize thy worth, like music of the spheres,
Which, though ne’er reaching sublunary ears,
Still, must be sweet, as bardlings all declare,

The moon-inspired, at least, who visit there—

Or if thy lips, unused to durance vile,

Can not keep shut, or silent all the while,

Then, blab you forth, no matter what comes first,
"T'were better thus, by far, than you should burst;
"T'will still be right, provided what you say,

Is but redeemed by some eccentric way ;

For instance, dress as oddly as you can,

Nor talk nor act, like any other man;

It soon shall sound, that though you are so queer,
And mind so crooked, yet your thoughts are clear,
Like rays, they’ll say, refracted from their course,
Will concentrate in all their focal force!—

Hast thou, too, laved thy sacrificing soul, -

With sweet libations from the sparkling bowl,
And swell’d thyself, to McNutt’s shapeless size,
Far-famed, like him, for scents and humorous—eyes;
In fine, does every circumstance conspire,

To form thee for a sleck and pussy squire,

"The general standard of thy neighbourhood,

To value “strays,” and arbitrate each feud,

Then, say no more, for all the facts denote

Thy claims are large, and worthy of support,
Thy f(r)ame shall spread, increasing through the land,
A man of weight, who takes firm-footed stand,
And walks upright, nor stoops to lowly things!
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!

With cruel thrust, his own dear mother'—tongue,
(Assassin vile! the fellow should be swung!)

Now, gains the stump, with voice as shrill and clear,
And self-possess’d, as flopping chanticleer,
And, boldly, tells the “gemman’ or the “gents,”
“Them’s my idees, and them’s my sintiments!”—

If thou hast ears, that thus can be regaled,

Hear Fungus’ history, by himself detailed ;

"T'is so momentous, that he takes you through,

Each fact and incident, in full review;

Minutize ev’n, with interest so replete,

He'll not withhold, if thou wilt hold thy seat;

Poor boy, he was, whom Fortune would not bless,
Left friendless on the world, and fatherless!

With frowns and adverse fate, who had to fight,
And grope his way, from darkness, into light—
Inured to labor, from his very birth,

To drive some trade, or delve the mother earth!

He tells, perhaps, unheeding smile or scoff,

How, he so poor, was cradled in a trough!

How oft with hatless head, and shoeless feet,

He trudged through winter’s cold, or summer’s heat,

How oft he went to mill, or milk’d a cow!

(It means—“see what 1 was!—what am I now!!”)
Hist! hist! all ery, he’ll, surely, next rehearse,
Like Romulus, some wolf was his wet-nurse!—
Beneath chill Poverty’s relentless rule,

So bowed, at first, he never saw a school;

Or if he did, so short a time indeed,

sSome wecek, or less, he merely learned to read,
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Or mental travail ne’er would bring it forth!

Still all is right, his fame flies through the land,
And patrons rush, to take him by the hand;

All tongues are smear’d with ad captandum stuff,
His claims to varnish, and his praises puff—
Thus, anecdotes, of every self-made man,

Raked up and treasured, since the world began,
On tongues of Rumor, every where are rife,

As happening first, in his eventful life;

"T'is sure to run the rounds, how some pert wit,
At Fungus’ breeding, thrust a cruel hit;

And how, he parried back, with keen retort,

And “at his knees, chopp’d off the fellow short”—
Does it so chance, that Fungus first was bred,
The toughest plant, in Vulcan’s nursery bed,

But pull’d from thence, has grown, with pains and toil,
A fat exotic, in some foreign soil—

Some parvenu devoid of decent sense,

Poor fool that’s giddy with his eminence,

With sneering smile, has dared to ask him where,
His iron hammers, or his anvil were!

‘When Fungus thus, as quick as Vulcan’s stroke,
“Made, sir, in manacles for your kinsfolk!"—

All anecdotes, like this, are cull’d with care,
While Fungus fathers all, like some sleek’d steer,
That looks around, with patriarchal phiz,

And fondly dreams, that every calf is his!

See Fungus, now, the canvass full begun,
Like jockey steed, he shows no signs to run;
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While Proteus does, the range entire, extend,
And these and all, in his great being, blend!

Art thou some stripling pert, with teens scarce out,
Whose well-till’d beard has just began to sprout,
Whose pate is teeming with thy party slang,

And voice has caught the shrill polemic twang,
“Thou art the man!” as Nathan told the king,

To mount the stump, and make the welkin ring.—
Some vile upstart may call thee beardless boy,
And would thy fortunes, in the bud destroy,

But thou must rise, in majesty, like Pitt,

Ward off' the blow, and prove thy tact and wit;

In mock solemnity, lament the truth,

That thou art guilty of the crime of “youth”;
Though worse than common place,and worn thread bare,
As keen retort, *twill spread thy fame afar;
Indulge no fears, nine-tenths of every crowd,
Will deem them new, and huzza long and loud!
But wouldst thy bark, with safety, brave the tide,
Let Proteus be thy chart, and polar guide.—

Or art thou legal limb—lopp’d off its tree,

From law retired, or rather law from thee,

The rostrum mount, cravatted to thy ears,

Harangue the mob, and start the “stamps” and “cheers;”
Do not permit, thy failure at the bar,

To damp thy hopes, or drive thee to despair;

The fact but proves to demonstration clear,

Thou wert intended for a nobler sphere—
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Say, if perchance, thou hast a lawyer’s name,
Wouldst thou rest quiet, with such flimsy fame!
Napoleon first, with aspirations small,

Was quite content, as “petite corporal,”

But roused by rays that glitter’d from a throne,
His steps soon, clamber’d Fame’s steep slippery cone—
Ev’n Satan, too, 'tis sung in Milton’s page,
Himself, rebell’d from heav’ns sweet vassalage,
And gained a higher, though less blissful cell,

'The prince of darkness, and the king of h—II!
Turn great examples, then, to wise account,

Fresh courage take, and Fame’s tall ladder mount,
With Proteus for thy lamp, thy feet to light,

To strike each round, and scale its lofty height!

Ye pill-box knights! Quixotic guards of life,

Whose shivering lances end the doubtful strife,

That gallant band desert, though lean thy purse,
Though sextons starve, or creaks the corpseless hearse!
Great Bolus thou! most famous of the crew,

A loud and special call, we make on you;

Although your fame outsweeps the—tempest’s bsom,
And hoarsely echoed, from each—vault and tomb;
Although, Sangrado’s self, were he alive,

With thee, great Bolus, would not dare to strive;

Still come from thence, thy fame is brimming up,

To treasure more, would overflow thy cup—

Thou art a wit, let who will call thee fool,

As bright as—lead, to shine in Proteus’ school'

L1
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Ye parsons, too, with Kendrick(14) fly the church,
Where flesh, so oft, doth leave one in the lurch;
At least, a while, your holy tasks resign,

Since earth’s concerns outweigh the things divine;
Your sandals shake, and yield the sacred charge,
And as for souls—why! let them stray, at large,
"T'is not thy province, ever to ding-dong,

Their worn-out ears with one eternal song;

Dull stupid set! in thunder though you warn,

Still sinners sleep, and saints themselves will yawn;

Then, cease at once, thy soporific strain,

The pulpit leave, nor waste thy wind in vain,

But seek the stump, where greenest laurels grow,

Already pluck’d, to twine around thy brow!

It needs but Proteus, for thy beacon-light,

To shun the sands, and steer thy ship aright;

And then, thy fame, in speed, shall far surpass,

The fleetest blazes, in the realms of grass'—

Nay, merchants, bankers, and ye gentry host,

Who, mind, or rank, or wealth, or leisure boast;

Come all, in fine, who with ambition burn,

And glory’s path, from mighty Proteus learn.—
«

Then Proteus see, at first, when none can know,
What high aspirings, in that bosom, glow!

His half-shut lids observe—thou mayst descry,
There quivering plays ambition’s restless eye:—
Now jut his orbs, and seem to penetrate,

Dame Nature’s womb, or fathom future fate,
While lips compress’d, would choke the nascent

arin,
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That index true, to pleasing thoughts within;
With no far-distant day, communes he now,
When civic wreaths shall twine around his brow!
Though bright the prospects, in the vista, seen,
The path is still unpaved, that lies between.

View Proteus well,—his eye on future fame,

So sly he works, no one suspects his aim;

Each movement mark, his every progress heed,
Like noiseless rill meandering through the mead ;
In adulation’s oil, his tongue he dips,

'T'o shape each word, and smooth it for his lips;
How soft he steps, while every man he meets,

His best friend is, whom cordially he greets;

Yea snatches off his gloves, and bone to bone,
Accosts him thus, in fond familiar tone,

“How hast thou done, old horse, this good long day,
Thy wife, and cherubs too, pray! how are they 2”’—
Though, in a palace, Proteus may reside,

On sofas sit, or in his carriage ride:

Though revels he, in luxury and ease,

While every thing conspires to charm and please:
How liberal still! he swears from—hollow throat,
“Poor men have souls, and ’tis their right to vote!!”
Nay, ev’n avows that horrid heresy,

«T'wixt rich and poor, no difference there should be!”
As proof, how honest this concession grand,

He scruples not, to shake the poor man’s hand ;
Yea, Foster-like, will drag him home to dine,

T'o crack some jokes, and drink a glass of wine!—
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Does Proteus chance to stumble on a erowd,
Where fierce discussions wax too warm and loud ;
For instance say, on church or government—

He sits as mute as ungraved monument!—

No part he takes, but keeps aloof and clear,

Nor deems it quite polite to interfere:

So non-committal, nay, his very phiz,

Gives not an item, on which side he is—

Does some officious one insist to hear,

What Proteus’ views upon these subjects are;—
Ah! now you smile, to think he’s check’d at once,
But sir, too soon! each smile but proves you dunce,
He clears his throat, with one long ling’ring hem!
Then comes out bold and fearless as a—lamb!
What generous soul, his unsealed lips declare!

He thinks—+in every church, good saints there are,
And pairiots, too, of every politics,

From modern whigs, to those of seventy-six!”—
To prove that Proteus is a candid man,

In church nor state, no clannish partisan;

Alike, he listens to each sect and side,

But which is right, he cannot yet decide!—

Does every member of the crowd agree,
Proteus, of course, sides with his company,

Like weather-cock, he varies with each change,
And sweeps the circle, in his ample range;

Thus, will he rant, a methodist, one hour,

A baptist, next, or “presbyterian sour”—

To day, a whig, he pufls like pent up storm,

Crying aloud #retrenchment and reform”—-
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T'o morrow, meets ex-office-holders fat,

And swaggers tall, a clamorous democrat;

Nay, any thing he’ll be, it matters not,

From “neutral arm’d” to nullifier hot!—

Does any brain-bewilder’d, prudish wight,

But dare maintain, that Proteus acts not right!
Aside his conscience, which removes each doubt,
A host of modern maxims bears him out,—

For “courtesy it is, to those that’s near,

To think with them, or so at least appear!”—
Chameleons, thus, by nature so polite,

All colours change, from black to snowy white;
Now, blending with the blade, as green as grass,
So much alike, they may as unit pass;

Presto, they blacken to the schoolboy’s slate,
Or bleach, as quickly, to his flaxen pate;

Now, on his cheek, they blush carnation’s hue,
And, then, th:ay deepen to his jacket blue;
What’s still more strange! to stretch the parallel,
They, chiefly, on the fence, like Proteus, dwell!
And if they have a natural hue at all,

"Tis thence deriv'd, since there they mostly crawl'—

Some clannish men there are, contracted set!
Who cannot deal, but with some favourite pet;
Thus, trade they solely, at one shop or store,
Illiberal that! nor will encourage more!

One Doctor, only will they patronize,

While one attorney amply doth suffice;

But Proteus heed! how different is his plan,
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He will deal some, with each and every man—
Does Proteus’ pride or vanity aspire,

To clothe his carcass, in a new attire?

From this, he buys the coat—the pants, from that;
A third the vest—a fourth the boots or hat;

This tailor makes a part—and that, the rest;
Perhaps, a third is hush’d up with the vest'—

Is Proteus sick himself—but still about,

He slyly steps each grave physician out;

The first he tells, how all his limbs do ache,
But thinks, as yet, he should not physic take;
The next upbraids—+“why dont you doctors cure2”
And begs the third, his case to ponder o’er;
The fourth prescribes, with doctor-looking phiz,
And never dreams, but that the case is his,
While all the time his mouth is sore from pills
Some fifth one gives him for still sorer ills!

Does Proteus’ presence grace the festive hall,
Some private party, say, or public ball!

Seest yonder youth to “ladie love” too true,

Or this one ogling with his “select few”—

Not Proteus so—but busy all the while,

Bestows on each, his blandest bow and smile—
Here, with Miss Prude, he scarcely moves his lips,
With Miss Flirt, there, he gaily jumps and skips,
Now wildly revels, in the gallopade,

With “Madame Tournourne,” or some miln’ry maid;
Then, runs the reel, and largely drinks of sport,
With Mistress May Pole, or Miss Suky Short;
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Fully resolved, with them, he will agree,

No matter what, their politics may be!—
Observe him, first, how sneaking, soft, and sly,
With steps as stealthy, as some secret spy,

Or Paul Pry-like, that prowls the land about,
The public mind to watch and ferret out—
Some grave physicians, at the dead of night,
Or if ’tis day, debar each noise, and light,—.
From whispering crevice, to the creaking door,
‘Then, creep athwart the carpet-cover’d floor
With noiseless tread, nay in their shoeless feet,
To test the pulse’s least-excited beat!

So, Proteus, at the people’s wrist doth find,
Each thrill or throbbing of the public mind—
Do all pulsations, plainly indicate,

That no one party doth preponderate;

“Poor Proteus! now—what will he do!” one eries,
“What can he do?” another loud replies—
“What do?” you ask! nought’s easier to decide,
No party man, he runs on neither side;

Like neutral Rives, he acts the man of sense,
And mounts the stump—ah no! I mean the fence’
There, closely clings with eyes diverging wide,
One watching this, and one the other side;
Still, strangely, keeps his station on the fence,
By special instinct, or some extra-sense!

Is Proteus worried now, by every bore,
Who questions put, and tease him ever more?
Yea, forced to quit his hold, in self-defence,
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I ne’er have sought to leave my private life,
Nor push myself in seenes of civie strife!
But since you urge me so, to take the field,
I’ve no discretion, to refuse or yield;
It is the people’s, to command or say,
And mine, their slave, to bow and to obey;
Permit me, then, my warmest thanks renew,
And thus assure, each one and all of you,
That though the public, in their might, decide,
In private life, that I shall still reside,
This incense, on my soul, your kind hearts show’r,
Shall be a solace, in my latest hour!”

See Proteus, then, in formal mode brought out,
The “people’s candidate” beyond a doubt;

As every templar, ere he seeks the field,

Will wisely buckle on his sword and shield,

So Proteus proves his shrewd, sagacious sense,
And arms himself, with notes and documents;
His pocket teems, and groans beneath the growth,
Of papers, pamphlets, journals and so forth!

Or garbled extracts, stitches with his notes,
From which, in proper time, he largely quotes.
He gains the stump—but hear his bold harangue,
A mix’d-up mess of common-place and slang,
No dodging now, he speaks forth full and flat,
And boasts himself, a right-stripe democrat—
“Taught to revere,” he says, “from earliest age,
The precepts wise of Monticello’s sage,

My politics and views, dyed in the wool,
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When mighty whiggery, now close at hand,

Its swift contagion spreads throughout the land—
“Ah! Proteus, now! caught nodding, sir, at last!
Give up the ship—thy palmy days are past!”
What misspent sympathy! when all the while,

A whig he is, all but the name or style—

“What! Proteus is a whig! it cannot be,

When, yesterday, a democrat was he!

And so abruptly change! of course, it must,

Make every party mark him with distrust!”

The change, indeed, comes o’er him like a spell.
But quick conversions will not do to tell;

He makes it seem, therefore, by slow degrees,
Like gradual thawing does the limb unfreeze,

He first comes out like Mussulman divine,

And swears, he cannot stomach all the “swine,”
The hoofs and hair, for instance, nauseate,

Fven ears and tail sit not so well of late;

In other words, some trifling party acts,

He pounces on and furiously attacks—

“How liberal he!” sagacious whigs declare,
While democrats will shake their heads or swear,
Anon, his maw becomes so squeamish grown,
Whate’er he swallows, back again ’tis thrown;
Thus, measures grand, he once so wholesome thought,
He now, finds out, with death and danger fraught,
Both parties, now, with emulation burn,

And ply their skill, the doubtful case to turn;
While this one feeds and fosters the disease,

That gladly would restore him wonted ease—
12
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Now, a’ la’ Foster, apes the ranting stage,

And calm appears, though in a furious rage;

Like orbs, whose swifiness beats the cannon’s ball,
Yet seem to us, they do not move at all!

Now strikes, like Jarnagin, some humurous vein,
And must indulge in fond facetious strain,

Some anecdote or tale, though stale and old,

So good and apropos, he cant withhold ;

He tells it slow, determined to be heard,

While forward leans the erowd, to catch each word,
The joke is reached, when laughter loud and clear,
Splits every side, and deafens every ear!

But Protens mark! how silent all the while!

No feature stirs, nor cracks a single smile:

Thus, mules or asses, on a tread-wheel mill,

Move vast machinery, yet themselves are still'—

Immortal Coon! whose claims have slept so long,
Nor known to fame, except in ribald song!

The time has come, a merit-loving age,

Awards thy proper place, on History’s page!—
And thou! hard Cider, too, illustrious thou!

A chaplet green shall ever deck thy brow;

The sage and muse shall celebrate, henceforth,
Thy grand achievemenis, and thy valorous worth!

Though Proteus has an easy race to run,
The goal so near, the prize so easy won,
[t matters not, he toils and strives the more,
As prospects brighten, and success insure;






























