Preface

The transcription of this anonymous poem is based on the
copy in the British Library, 164.1.47. it was printed in London
in 1722 and sold at a price of ‘Four-Pence’.

In The Life and Works of Fohn Weaver Richard Ralph suggests
that Geary, Graham, Tyrril, Weaver and Carey were five of
the seven dancing masters being satirised. Does any reader
have a solution to offer for S----rs and L---1?

The Poem

Of all the Plagues with which poor England’s curst,
Or ever was, the Dancing Tribe’s the worst.

The Lice and Frogs that punish’d Egypt’s Pride,
Devouring Locusts, and the Bloody Tide;

The dreadful Pestilence that Athens swept,

And of her glorious Sons that City stript;

E’en barb’rous Nero ne’er inflicted more,

Or martyr’d Saints worse Punishments deplore;
Not Fesuits Malice join’d with Priestly Zeal,

Was e’er so dang’rous to a Commonweal;

Not France has suffer’d, from infectious Steams,
Or Britain more from vile pernicious Schemes,
Than we of this unhappy Iron Age,

From the low Runnings of th’ Ungodly Stage.
From thence are whipt the Manners-making Crew,
To lead the Town a Dance entirely new.

Strange as it is, their Crime was Impudence,

For want of Shame declares a want of Sense;
Their Education’s vile, and so’s their Birth,

And they the Dregs and Scum of all the Earth.

In a dark Cellar first the Brat is born,
Of Father, Mother, and of Help forlorn;
"Tis spew’d into the World, the Parish Nurse
Fosters it up, and makes it ten times worse:
Small Beer and Cabbage is the Infant’s Food,
And Nurses Milk by Royal Bob made good;
The Rickets past, and Galligaskins on,
Strait is the little Urchin’s Course begun.
His pretty Parts he shews ten thousand Ways,
That tell the Fortune of his future Days.
Quickly he knows the Arts to rise and thrive,
To file and sink, and through your Pockets dive.
Tir'd of the Beadle’s Lash and beating Hemp,
Puts off the Filcher, and assumes the Pimp.
OId fribbling Letchers past their youthful Lust,
Their Vigour lost, still leaves a tasteless Gust;
Old Bawds of standing Gravity and Fame,
Staunch in their Trade, and Lovers of the Game;
Rakes of all sorts, and Whores of every Size
He serves by Turns with each their Merchandize.
And now he learns to Bully, Dance and Fence,
Thus he acquires a stock of Impudence.
Next on the Stage his active Parts he shews,
And Vice in all its horrid Shapes pursues.
The Piece thus finish’d, furnishes the Town
A Dancing-Master of no small Renown.
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The Dancing-Master, A Satyr

Others from Boggs, and Fenns, and High-lands come,
And on their Heels and Impudence presume.
Ign’rant of Nature, they would give her Law,

And Lines and Marks, to circumscribe her, draw.
Large is their Boast, and mighty their Pretence,

To mend your Manners, and direct your Sense. }
To know the World they’ll teach your hopeful Son,
But thro’ a Course of Lewdness Lead him on,

Til by the P--x, and Whores and Bites he is undone.
Your Daughters, taught by Virtue’s strictest Rules,
Curse the Remembrance of their Dancing-Schools.
Lost to their Friends, they mourn the Loss of Fame,
The Loss of Honour, Innocence and Shame.
Abandon’d to the World, they range for Bread,
Turn Prostitutes, are p--x’d, and quickly dead.

From France arrive, with fluttering Airs and Hopes,
Others, who’ll teach you how to dance on Ropes,
Fly in the Air, or stand upon your Head;
And can you, Ladies, e’er be better bred?

Satyr be bold, and lash this cursed Herd,
Recount their Worthies, and their Acts record.
Strip off their Peacock Finery, deface
Their borrow’d Grandeur and affected Grace,
Draw them at length, and in their proper Shapes,
Monkeys, Baboons, and horrid grinning Apes.
Strong be thy Colours, lasting by thy Paint,

Fade not the one, nor be the other faint;
The Picture finish’d, ugly will appear,
As thy sweet self, and ten times uglier.

From Irish Bog, see Master G y trot,
His Art and Movement he from thence has got.
So prim, so nice, so featly gay, is seen
The moving Statue, and the bright Machine.
The Leg, so strait, most regularly plac’d,
With Head reclin’d, sets off the taper Waist.
Quaint is his Language, and his speech precise,
In courteous Phrase it falls not over-wise.
Affected Humour solid Dulness veils,
And wisely thus inward Man conceals.
Observe him dancing to a various Tune,
The light Pretender you’ll discover soon.
In vain the sounding Violin directs
A Measure nimble, easy, unperplex’d:
Measure nor Time the blund’ring Blockhead keeps,
Yet through the Dance with wondrous Ease he trips.
Thus Salmor’s Drummer briskly beats his Tune }

So long as working Wheels within can run,
Ceas’d be the Wheels, and soon the Hero’s done.

But see the next, a Fop in Scarlet Hue,
Struts forth in Velvet, for your nearer view:
The dangling Fringe bedecks the Waistecoat fine,
And spangling Gemms the pretty Fingers bind.
And thus equipt, moves thro’ his jabb’ring Flock
Like Puppet Hero, or a Dunghill Cock.
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