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¢ But you who feek to give and merit Fame,

¢ And juftly bear a Critic’s noble name—

¢ Be niggards of advice on no pretence,

¢¢ For the worft avarice is that of Senfe.

# With mean complacence ne’er betray your truft,

¢ Nor be fo civil as to prove unjuit.

¢ Fear not the anger of the Wile to raile;

¢ Thole beft can bear reproof, who merit praife.” Pore.
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MonTaty CataLocuE, Poetry, &c, 03

Art. 48.  Poems; confifting of Odes, Songs, Paftorals, Satyrs®,
&c. and a Defcriptive Poem, in four Books, called Profpefts.
By the Rev. George Sackville Cotter, A.M. of Trinity College,
Cambridge. In 2 Vols. each Vol. pp. 224, -Small 8vo. 7s.
bound. Printed at Cork ; and fold in London by Wallis.

" The reader may reafonably expe&, among fuch a variety as

thefe volumes contain, to find fomething foited to his tafle; por

will we prefume to fay that this may not be the cafe with fome,
whofe mental appetites are not fo nice, nor fo often cloyed, as
thofe of The Reviewers,—who cannot digeit profaic verfe, nor even
fwallow doggrel rhimes. We have tafted all that is now fet before
us, odes, {ongs, paftorals, fatires, &c. but we have not been able
to diftinguifh that Havour, or that feafoning, fo neceffary to make

ﬁoetry palatable and relithing. ‘The Aonian maids are here, as we

- have frequently found them, extremely tenacious of their treafures.

Mr. Cotter calls loudly on them to exalt his ftrains, but like the

apparitions in Macbeth, ¢ They awill not be ivtreated.”

We thould be happy to pav every compliment to the poets of our
fiter ifl=: but we fhould forfeit our reputation, and leflen the
value of our praile, were we to aliow to fuch poetry as the fol-
lowing, the [anélion of our applaufe:

¢ 50MG.
I.
¢ Thro’ my heart,
Pleafures fteal,
Love, thy gladne(s
Copious deal,
1.
¢ Give me blifs
Happieft known,
With my true love
Kinder grown.’
¢ Together bear the weight of worldly hour

Crown’d with foch joys, as ne’er to wilh for more.” S
Vol. L. p. 105,
¢* Form’d for content, or love, or prattling talk,
At th’ end of yonder gravelly fhining walk." p. 107.
¢ But not that manfion folely fing the verles,
For thoufards fimilar one Song rehearfes.
Well then—let’s haften—O ’t1s tedious, tiring,
This reg’lar hedge-row for an hour admiring !
Boots, do your office—office foul, ’tis true! _
Save me from djrt, my ltrength (hall fruggle through.’
P 134
Aye, do, ftruggle alorg,—{plath away, Mr. Cotter: bot you will
excufe us if we decline the trouble of following ycu any farther

through the mire.

I_Mr_ C. docs not mean the dancing gentry with cloven feet,
but Satires.
= Axt.




