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On the First of Qctober next will be pubhsimfa ; \
PricE . 6d. ; :
WITH A LARGE CARICATURE :

. BY A CELEBRATED ARTIST) e
No. L

I‘. f or oy

'A NEW MAGAZINE,

ENTITLED

THE SATIRIST

}

.M ONT HIHY .METEOR

« Omne in pracipiti i«pium stetit: utere velis,
« Totos p.mde sinus,” b Juv, Sat by, H_)

Follies and vices | onlrou{ d/ prevail:
To sea, bold SaTirisT Vspread wide )our sail,

Tus pudanlr_\ and dullness of umde;n Pcnodlcyl Eubh- 4
cations have been very justly co: idemned, and a Miscel- 3

- lany of more general interest and amusement seems to be a
+ grand desideratum in the world of f:ilemlure.-

The Proprielors of the $nxmsr, a socmly of pravalc
gentlemen, whose latcmry connections are peculiarly ex- ;
tesive, appeal therefore with oonﬁden,w tog “libetal and |
diseerning, Public, and will lmcﬂy state’ npon what
grounds they venture to solicit patronage. ™
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T. GiLLeT, Printer, Wildeconst,



Hours:of Jdlenass. | AT
will have at 1eas§ a faithful tral;llator ); Famrd thou littlp— '

book of fu"y 1
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Hours of Idlcnesv ; a_ Series ofﬁPnem!, ohg‘ma! and

translated, ) George' Gordon"Lord’ Byron, o' Minor,
"“U Bs. Rldg’E, N(,W’xl‘k ' ey 09 1o dided ' edi ng

ey {
VA ‘ll by :‘al ilJ"

~ 'Fhere ccllmqu must be i woqdc;f“l chfmn in lj\x :
of author, and a prodlg:o.us désire jn, men, *o seg gir

own works in p;.mt, or what could havg: ' gl“ Qeorge

Gordon Lard Joyron, ¢ mgwr,vluimvc f'tyuu;q e world
with ihis collection of poems. No persqn is; e;pmj to
sidicule till be has deseryed:1t 3 ang if- ,qnc pob}e.‘ughiad
n)t published his ¢ Hodys of Ldigress,” no- W
would h.uc «rucased the, quwlx{x,qﬂ,tlmﬂ hc- haq

doing uollzmg d Hoing b aossol :mfﬂ

~ As to have. twosu‘,lngsf{o.opp .bp,glm qqcpgnmgm
so some men clioose to have lwo npttos.to. theiy hooks;
but. here we have a. coup. de, main: to outda l,hgm,all,

n.uncl_y, threes, and) qnly ob,sp;ve thcm,,hqﬁ short; apd

Low-artless !

4| '.‘} 1.1 i.g, 1 LT "fi 38 1

Mnrnpmm avte p.frn ftmma.-—'HOMtn mﬁ&. e ”“"‘
3505 B

\ m}unbus putanue canto. —ll ORACE. i)

Y a fi

i1 | plhe whmhd as he went for want of thought --»Dlwmn. 1

Hnmcr, Homce, agu‘l Dryden, all in three lmcs. mfa %
a classical lurd? and 0 appllcablc a!{ of them ! ou!y ‘ve
~wish to obscrve on the Jatmonp, that if lhc no_lgle lord

mcpccls to amuse boys and girls by his, poctry, théy\_m}gt
-be very little boys and girls- indecd; .

His prcfnce, like his book, is s(upld but lt l& u#stn-

pudity ; thorvfore, as we pmposc unl} fo crmcv-c ,Lm" -

,...




8 . Hours of Idlenese.

wble ‘absardities, we shall turn to bil"pdcti‘cal performe
ances.

The first piece is a_sort of leHer to Newvtedd Abbey,
and it begins so familiarly and so affectionately, that we
‘suspect it is cnly an answer to some kind epistle that the -
abbey had before sent to the lord, or that they have been
in the habit of corresponding for some length of time s
the rhymes thistle and whisile are correct, but not elegant,
and Cressy, and redress you, are rather too facetious for a
serious poem, else indecd they are very ingenious ; for

- had they not been tagged to the ends of two parallel lines,

we should never even have surmised that they were in- -
tended to jingle.

His next bit of idleness is ‘written to Harrow on the
Hill, which is much in the same style as the last. He tells
us be fancied, when he was at school, that he spoke better

“ than Mossop) and acted betfer than Garrick ; either his

lordship is confoundedly mistaken, or he is a young man' "

, of very singular opinionus.

Next comes the Tear, which being meant to be pathe-
‘tic,’%o written to a jig tune mensure, in short lines, and
'seems ilitended to be sung afier dinner in convivial com-
panies, by sentimental young gentlemen who are troubted

with voices.

It is, nevertheless, a pretty bit of versification, and the
subject is so novel too. The noble lord determined in this
poem to shew the world what a vast number of rhymes
there existed to"the word ¢ Tear,” and, consenquently‘w"L
he has exhibited them all, and breaks off his subject, not-
hcame he has come to a climax, but because his stock of
poetry would hold out no longer.

Mr. Anacreon Moore, a gentleman of great mind and
small dlmelmons, has certainly a peculiar knack of writ-
ing httle lonnets and epistles, that is lo say, though his

}‘.
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Ilour; o_f Idknq:, L

compasilions are all gross nonaenae, yet they are T’kanlt .

in their way ; and if a man likes to be tickled with ste
he may find some amusément in reading them bdt‘herc
George Gordon Lord Byron, a minor, presents us with a

frightful ghost, an apparition of ‘Moore, all his k soul-‘

breathing glagces,” ¢ blest inspirations, and “ dearest
rcmembmnccs,” are breathed out o[‘ an manimate, spiﬂi-

not able to enliven, nor all tlie ﬁm‘d labour of theblhé‘l"l
adlcncss capable of making- comnion sensc :

The epistle te M. S. G' ls beaullfuT the ﬁrlt Iine of '

_ the second stanza, =
« Then Morpheus env clope my factlties fast,”

is the qmntessence of poetry ; only. th noble lord, llu clﬂlel'
mistaken the word envelope, which signifies to cover ogu,

and faticied it meant io hold, in Wht,_clh he js wrong, ot he

intends Marpheus to' seal up his faculties fast, in a two-
penny post letter, and thus, i in an meloPc, send lum i
pleasant dream for bis next night's, pmmment

Love’s last Adieu is, sweet ; there he gives us a uew of :

old Mr. Time cutting a bundle of roses, with a lar e, lm&
adieu ; and if the last adien he had.didn’t pomss more
point and sharppess than the one bere, Mr. Tune mlut
have had a very troublesome job of it. :
Yet, though we are sevete in censuring where tbﬂe is
any thing to censure, we are not blind to. the purposcs of
this useful work ; and we must highly praise the.anxiety
every where so laudpably betrayed by George Gordon,

Lord Byron, a wigar, to improve the knowledge of his

fellow-cm;tnren. He tels us in a note, ¢ that b_y law

-every person is an infant who has not attained the, age of

21!1!  Now for that information. the world mtllly in-
dcbted ; nobody could g gue» that, till the uapuum

* ‘,1{'
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80 Hours of Idleness.

George Gordon Lard Byron, aminor, came from Hatrow

school to declare it to the world, « | '
His line in Marion, ‘ f

“ From all the flow of flattery free,”

i
§

- . ré . li- l
1s more like the farce 6f Foole, or the doggrel of ledlﬂ;

than a peer’s p_crfqimancc. These, however, are spcci; '
mens of his artless songs, which, with regard to the art of
poetry, are artless enough, heaven knows. il ;-
Oscar of Alva is by far the best; some of the stanzas
Fise almost to mediocrity. His imitations and translatjons,
as school exercises, are not fair subjects for criticism ; for
unless his master corrected them, they are, no_doubt, be-
neath our notice ; and if he did correct them, they are not
George Gordon Lord Byron, a minor's. '

| Granta is meant to be satirical, but is not’; and a some-
thing, called Romance, is meant to be sublime, but owing

’ lo some mistake ih the writing, this is as far from subli-
mity as the other is from satire ; yetit is very instructive,

|

- for it informs us that Damon and Pythias were very great
friends, and that Orestes and Pylades were equilly ‘ami
cable to each other. , ' - I '

. »His € hildish, Reco’ffc'cligné are very childish” recoffec>

wer -lions indeed.  His praie of the late master of Harrow is
' Just; but his censure of {he present, mean aild' iMiberal. .
*We f'.'oﬁy:'iio('hing of '(:ﬁtthic‘r of these gcnt'e&neﬁ“'liil? by re-
l‘i:?t_}\m‘:zl:"“'é are apt 10 belicVe’ that the atfétﬁ‘:t_éﬂfﬁbuse
of the| ead of {hat seminary’is ‘more the effect of*an ‘dns:
_g;r’y school-hoy’s spite, than the result 6f the iﬁasiaqirjgs"bf
a sound mind ; and we are'sorry to see'n youngz nobleman,
who, lufm’;:ur deficient"{u “the thyming* arf;’ POesses a
lnghcliltlspéfcr for honour and good ‘s(‘l.isé',"__(!!:g‘rdflﬁng ~
bimself by’ the abuse of a’ Man to whom general report
- ¥ields So much praise, ahd whose private wortl, e unders
7 stand, is only equalled by his public talent. :

.




. Refutation of the Calumies, de. 'u i

The different gentlemen, Messrs.” Davus, Lycas, and
Co., are, no doubt, fellow mischief: makers, and are Jierp-
fore praised by the lord ; “the rest of the verses are of the
same stamp as the earlier ones, and completely prove, that
although George Gordon Lord Byron, a minor, may be
a geatleman, an orator, or a statesman, unless he improyves
wonderfully, he never canbe a poet. '

A Refutation of the Calymnies of John Horne Tooke, ine
cluding a complete Exposure of the recent Oéc;trrctffcq
between Sir F. Burdett and My. Payll, in a  Letter ig
the Electors of Westminster, By James Paull, Esq.
C. Chapple, 66, Pall Mall, 3s. 64. pp. 219.

The above pamplilet has recentl y come under our nos
tice, and we have perused it, not only with a considerable
degree of attention, but, we are free to confess, with mugh
interest ; and are, upon the whole, inclined to think, that
it satisfactorily exculpates Mr. Paull from the foul
charges adduced against him by Joha Uorne Tooke.
Though we never esteemed either the former - gentleman, .
or sir Ffran.cis Burdett, a proper or desirable representative
for the city of Westminsfer ; and felt, for xeasons which
neither time nor ‘inclination at present prompts us to lay
before our readers, sensations of pain, m-oriiﬁcnﬁon,‘ and
regret, when informed on whom the electors, alike indife
ferent L to their immunities, dignity, and ‘iptetmis, had
fixed their choice ; yet, since the ill usage Mr. Paull sus-
tained at his memorable dinner, held at the Crown and
Anchor, on the Ist of May last, we have Ngarded.hiq: as
an oppressed, inshlted, and much-injured individual, Tm-

. mersed in a dangerous and.all-demuring \'vh;ﬂpnol, at
once the victim of efror, and of confidence unworthily re-
posed, he is left to lament that fatal day on which he
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