Verses on the Death of Dr. Swift, Occasioned by Reading a Maxim in Rochefoucauld (1793)

Dans l'adversité de nos meilleurs amis nous trouvons quelque chose, qui ne nous deplaît pas.

[…]

  Behold the fatal day arrive!

“How is the Dean?” - ”He’s just alive.”
Now the departing prayer is read;

“He hardly breathes.” - ”The Dean is dead.”
[…]

 From Dublin soon to London spread,

’Tis told at court, “the Dean is dead.”
Kind Lady Suffolk, in the spleen,

Runs laughing up to tell the queen.

The queen, so gracious, mild, and good,

Cries, “Is he gone! ’tis time he shou’d.

He’s dead, you say; why, let him rot:

I’m glad the medals were forgot.

I promised him, I own; but when?

I only was a princess then;

But now, as consort of a king,

You know, ‘tis quite a different thing.”
  […]

  My female friends, whose tender hearts

Have better learn’d to act their parts,

Receive the news in doleful dumps:

“The Dean is dead: (and what is trumps?)

Then, Lord have mercy on his soul!

(Ladies, I’ll venture for the vole.) 

Six deans, they say, must bear the pall:

(I wish I knew what king to call.)

Madam, your husband will attend

The funeral of so good a friend.

No, madam, ’tis a shocking sight:

And he’s engaged to-morrow night:

My Lady Club wou’d take it ill,

If he shou’d fail her at quadrille.

He loved the Dean - (I lead a heart,)

But dearest friends, they say, must part.

His time was come: he ran his race;

We hope he’s in a better place.”
[…]

  With princes kept a due decorum,

But never stood in awe before ’em.

[…]

Fair LIBERTY was all his cry,

For her he stood prepared to die;

For her he boldly stood alone;

For her he oft exposed his own.

Two kingdoms, just as faction led,

Had set a price upon his head;

But not a traitor could be found,

To sell him for six hundred pound.

[…]

  Perhaps I may allow the Dean,

Had too much satire in his vein;

And seem’d determined not to starve it,

Because no age could more deserve it.

Yet malice never was his aim;

He lash’d the vice, but spared the name;

No individual could resent,

Where thousands equally were meant;

His satire points at no defect,

But what all mortals may correct;

For he abhorr’d that senseless tribe

Who call it humour when they gibe:

He spared a hump, or crooked nose,

Whose owners set not up for beaux.

True genuine dulness moved his pity,

Unless it offer’d to be witty.

Those who their ignorance confest,

He ne’er offended with a jest;

But laugh’d to hear an idiot quote

A verse from Horace learn’d by rote.

  Vice, if it e’er can be abash’d,

Must be or ridiculed or lash’d.

If you resent it, who’s to blame?

He neither knew you nor your name.

Should vice expect to ‘scape rebuke,

Because its owner is a duke?

  He knew an hundred pleasant stories,

With all the turns of Whigs and Tories:

Was cheerful to his dying day;

And friends would let him have his way.

  He gave the little wealth he had

To build a house for fools and mad;

And show’d by one satiric touch,

No nation wanted it so much.

That kingdom he hath left his debtor,

I wish it soon may have a better.”
And, since you dread no farther lashes

Methinks you may forgive his ashes. 
 [END]
