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To my ingenious and worthy friend

WILLIAMLOWNPDS , Eſqʒ

Author of that celebrated Treatiſe in Folio called the
Land tax Bill.

V HEN poets print tlieir works , the ſeribbling
crew

Stick the bard o' er with bays, like Chriſtmas pew' :Can meagre poetry ſuch fame deferve ?
Can poetry , that only writes to ſtarve ?
And ſhall no laurel deck that fathous head ,
In unich the ſenate ' s annual law is bred 2
That hoary head, which greater glory fires ,
By nobler ways and eans true fame acquires .
O had I Virgil ' s force to ſing the man,
Whoſe learned lines can millions raiſe per ann.
Great Lowuds his praiſe ſhould ſwell the trump ot

fame,
And rapes and Wapentakes reſound his name .

If the blind poet gain ' d a long renown
By ſinging ev' ry Grecian chief and tov/n;
Sure Lownds his proſe much Sreater fame requires ,
Which ſweetly counts five tliouſand Knights and

ſquires ,
Their ſeats , their cities , pariſhes and ſuires ,
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MISCELLANIES .

Thy copious preamble ſo ſmoothly runs ;
axes no more appear like legal duns ,

Lords , knights , and ſquires , th' aſſeſſor ' s power obey,
We read with pleaſure , though with pain we pay.

Ah xhy did C — thy works detame !
That author ' s long harangue betrays his name ;
After his ſpeeches can k

Though forc ' d to hear , we' re not ohlig ' d to read .
Under vhat ſcience ſhall thy works be read :

All know thou wert not poet born and bred ;

T

n1 pen ſucceed ?

Or doſt thou boaſt th' hiſtorian ' s laſting pen,
Whoſe annalsare the acts of worthy men ?
No. Satire is thy talent ; and each laſh
Makes the rich miſer tremble o' er his caſh;
What on the drunkard can be more ſcvere ,
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer ?

par ' d to thee,
Who ne' er were known or prais ' d but oꝰerkis tea,
While Thou thro ' Britain ' s diſtant iſle ſhall ſpread ,
In ev' ry Hundred and Diviſion read .
Critics in claſſics oft' interpolate ,
But ev' ry word of thine is fix d as Fate .
Some works oome forth at morn , but die at night
In blazing fringes round a tallow light ;
Some may perhaps to a whole week extend ,
Like 8 —( when unaſſiſted by a friend ) ,
But thou ſhalt live a year in ſpite of fate :
And where' s your author boaſts a longer date ?
Poets of old had ſuch a wondrous power ,
That with their verſes they eould raiſe a tower
But in thy proſe a greater force is found ;
What poet ever rais ' d ten thouſand pound ?

Ev' n Button ' s wits are nought co

........·



MISCELLANIES .

Cadmus , by ſowing dragon ' s teeth , we read ,
Rais ' d a vaſt army from the pois ' nous ſeed.

Thy labours , Lownds , can greater wonders do,
Thou raiſeſt armies , and canſt pay them too.
Truce with thy dreaded pen ; thy annals ceaſe ;
Why need weéarmies when the land ' s in peace ?
Soldiers are perfect devils in their way;
When onee they ' re rais ' d, they ' re curſod hard to lay.



felt Love' s ſecret ſmart ,
3And hope and fear nate rul ' d her heart ;

Conſenting glances had her fiame confeſs ' d,
( In woman' s eyes her very ſou 649sexpreſs ' d) .

ur' d Alexis ſaw bluſ
He ſaw, he ſwore , he conqi

8
43

from her arms ,
betray ' d.

Another love now calls
His fickle heart ar
Thoſe oaths oft' wi

dauty warms ;
ſper ' d in Panthea ' s ears,

He now again to
Beneathia beech tl

atea ſwcars .
lon ' d virgin laid ,

In grateful ſolitude enjoys the ſhade ;
There with faint voice ſhe breath ' d theſe moving

ſtrains ,

abar

While ſighing Zephyrs ſhar ' d her am' rous pains .
Pale ſettled ſorrow hangs upon my brow,

Dead are my charms ; Alexis breaks his vom!
Think , chink , dear ſnepherd , on the days you knew,
When Iwas happy , when my ſwain was true ;
Think bow thy looks and tongue are form ' d to move,
And think yet morethat all my fault was love.
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Ah, could you view me in this wretched ſtate

Vou might not love me, but you could not hate .

Could you behold me in this conſcious ſnade ,
Where firſt thy vows, Where firſt my love was paid .

Worn out with watching , ſullen with deſpair ,

And ſee each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear ?

Could you behold me on this moſſy bed,
From my pale cheek the lively crimſon fled,

Which in my ſofter hours you oft have ſworn ,

With roſy beauty far out· bluſd the morn:

Could you untouch ' d this wretched object bear ,

And would not loſt Panthea claim a tear ?

Vou could not , ſure tears from your eyes would ſteal ,
And unawares thy tender ſoul reveal .

Ab, no l - =thy ſoul with eruelty is fraught ,
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought ;
Sooner ſhall tigers ſpare the trembling lambs ,

Aud wolves with pity hear their bleeting dams :
Sooner ſnall vultures from their quarry fly,
Then falſe Alexis for Panthea ſigh .

Thy boſom neꝰer a tender thought confeſsd ,
Sure ſtubborn flint has arm ' d thy cruel breaſtʒ

But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains ,
And the ſoft drops diſſolve their ſolid veins

While thy relentleſs heart more hard appears ,
And is not ſoften ' d by a flood of tears .

Ah, what is love ! Panthea ' s joys are gone ,
Fer liberty , her peace , her reaſon flown !

And when Lview me in the wat' ry glaſs ,

1 find Panthea now not what ſhe was.

As northern winds the new- blown roſes blaſt ,

And on the ground their fading ruins caſt ;
4 4



9 MISCELLANIES .

As ſudden blights corrupt the ripen ' d grain ,
And of its verdure ſpoil the mournful plain ;
So hapleſs love on blooming features Preys ,
So hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days.

Come, gentle Sleep, relieve theſe weary ' d eyes,
All ſorrow in thy ſoft embraces dies :
There , ſpite of all thy perjur ' d vows, I find
Faithleſs Alexis Ianguiſhingly kind ;
Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ſtream ,
And pleaſingly deludes me in my dream 5
Sometimes he guides me to the ſecret grove,
Where all our looks , and all our talk is love.
Oh could Ithus conſumè each tedious day,
And in ſweet ſlumbers dream my life away ;
But ſleep, which now no more relieves theſe cyes ,To my ſad ſoul the dear deceit denies .

Why does the ſun dart forth its chearful rays ?
Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays ?
Why does the roſe her grateful fragrance vield ,
And yellow cowſlips paint the ſmiling field ?
Why do the ſtreams with murm' ring muſie flow,
And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow ?
Let ſable elouds the chearful ſun deface ;
Let mournful ſilenoe ſeiae the feather ' d race
No more , ye roſes , grateful fragrance yield ,
Droop , droop , ye couſlips , in the blaſted field ;
No more, ye ſtreams , with murm' ring muſic flow,
And let not groves a friendly ſnade beſtow :
With ſympathiſing grief let nature mourn ,
And never know the youthful ſpring ' s return :
And ſhall I never more Alexis ſee ?
Then whatis ſpring , or groye , or ſiream to me ?

W



MISCELLAANIEsS .

Why ſport the ſkipping lambs on yonder plain ?
Why do the birds their tuneful voices ſtrain ?

Why friſk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ?
Their happier life is ignorant of love.

Oh lead me to ſome melancholy cave,
To lull my ſorrows in a living grave ;
From the dark rock where daſhing waters fall ,
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall ;
Where Jmay waſte in tears my hours away,
And never know the ſeaſons or the day.
Die, die, Panthea - fly this hateful grove ,
For what is life without the ſwain I love ?



nen
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OW Phocbus roſe, and with his early beams
Wak' d flumb ' ring Delia from her pleaſing

dreams ;
Her wiſhes by her fancy were ſupply ' d,
And in her ſleep the nuptial Knot was ty' d.
With ſecret joy ſne ſaw the morning ray
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play ;
The happy morn that ſhall her bliſs compleat ,
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat .
In haſte ſhe roſe, forgetful of her pray' rs ,
Flew to the glaſs , and practis ' d o' er her airs :
Her newyſet jewels round her robe are plac ' d,
Some inabrilliant buckle bind her waiſt ,
Some round her neck a circling lisht diſplay ,
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray ;
The ſilver Knot o' erlooks the Mechlen lace,
Aad adds becoming beauties to her face :
Brocaded flow' rs o' er the gay mantua ſhine ,
And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine ;
Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride ,
And ſporting loves ſurround th' expecting bride ,
For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing maid ,
Before the prieſt the ſolemn vows are paid ;
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This day, which ends at once all Delia ' s cares ,
Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with ſecret tears .
Ceaſe, Araminta ,' tis in vain to aüdeeCanſt tiion from Hymen' s bondsthe youth retrieve ?
Diſdain his perj ' ries , and no longer mourn :
Recall my

Piove , and find aſure return .
But Killetthe wretehed maid no comfort knous ,

And with reſentment 3 hes her woes ;
Alone ſ
Of Daphn and her ownͤfate complains .

Was it for this Lſparkled at the
Pler.And loiter ' d in che eing Whole hours away ?

When if thychariot in the cirele
Our mutual paſſion by ou

theſe mourſiful ſtrains ,

looks was knoom :

5h the gay crowd my watehful glances flew,
Where ' er I paſs 5 grateful eyes 10e.

2
Kor eyes the langunge aff the ſoul explauin.

Think , Daphnis , think that ſearce five days are

Aede dbes auell hout/

lſe tongue I ) thoſe treach ' rous things you¹8

How a1id you praiſe my ſhape and
And woman thinks all compliméhts HnNHte
Didſt thon not then in raf ture ſpeak thy flame,
And in ſoft ſighs breathe Araminta ' s name ?
Didſt thou not then with oaths tb /ᷣ paſſion prove ,
And with an awful trembling , ſay, . I loveC

A0 faithleſs gouh¹ , thο ell Jonl ſaur, iny Paln ,
For eyes the langudge of 1le ſoul eAPlain.

How could' ſt thou thus , ung rateful youth , deceive ?
How could I thus , unguarded mai⸗d, be



1⁴ MISCELLANIESũ .
Sure thou canſt well recall ehat fatal night ,
When ſubtile love firſt enter ' d at my ſight :
When in the dance Iwas thy partner choſe ,
Gods ! what a rapture in my boſom roſe !
My trembling hand my ſudden joy confeſs ' d,
My slowing cheeks a wounded heart expreſs ' d;
My looks ſpoke love ; while you with anſw' ring eyes,
In killing glances made as kind replies .
Think , Daphnis , think , what tender things vou ſaid,
Think what confuſion all my ſoul betray ' d;
Lou call ' d my graceful preſence Cynthia ' s air ,
And when I ſung , the Syrens charm ' d your ear ;
My flame blown up by flatt ' ry ſtronger grew,
A galẽ of love in ev' ry whiſper flew.

Ah. Faithleſs youil ] fo0 zell hou ſuu my pain ;
For eyes ibe langudge F ihe ſoul explain .

Whene' er I dreſs ' d, my maid , who knew my flame,
Cheriſn ' d my paſſion with thy lovely name ;
Thy picture in her talk fh lively grew,
That thy dear image roſe before my view ;
Sbe dwelt whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien ,
And wounded Delia ' s fame to ſdoth my ſpleen :
When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale,
Straisht to thy charms fhe chang ' d her artful tale ;
And uhen thy matchleſs charms were quite run oꝰer,
Ibid her tell the pleaſing tale once more.
Oh, Daphnis ! from thy Araminta fled !
oOh, to my love for ever, ever dead!
Liks death , his nuptials all my hope remova ,
And ever part me from the man I love.

Ab. faithleſs goulh I v00weélljou ſa my pain ;
Fer ges the language o ibe ſcul explain .
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O might Iby my cruel fate be thrown ,
In ſome retreat far from this hateful town !

Vain drefs and glaring equipage , adieu !
Let happier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue ;
Me, let ſome melancholy ſhade ſurround ,
Where not the print of human ſteæp is found .
In the gay dance my feet no more ſhall move,
But bear me faintly throngh the lonely grove ;
No more theſe hands ſhall o' er the ſpinnet bound ,
And from the ſleeping ſtrings call forth the ſound :
Muſic adieu, farewell Italian airs !
The croaking raven now ſhall ſooth my cares :
On ſome old ruin loſt in thought Ireſt -
And think how Araminta once was bleſt ;
There o' er and o' er thy letters Iperuſe ,
And all my grief in one kind ſentence loſe :
Some tender line hy chance my woe beguiles ,
And on my cheeł a ſhort - livd pleaſure ſmiles .

Why is this daun of joy ? flow tears again ;
Vain are theſe oaths , and all theſe vows are vain ;
Daphnis , alas ! the Gordian knot has ty' d,
Nor force nor cunning can the band divide .

Ah faitbleſs 3oulb ! ſince eyes theſoul enplain ,
Izy knem I not that artful tongue could feign
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ate Imourn ; poor Shock is now no more,
es mourn , ye chamber aids deplore .

Unhappy Sbock ! yet more unhappy Fair ,
om' d to ſurvive thy joy and only care !

Thy wretched fingers now no more ſhall deck ,
And tye the fav' rite ribband round his neck ;
No more thy hand ſhall ſmooth his gloſſy hair ,
And comb the wavings of his pendent ear.
Tet ceaſe thy flowing grief , forſaken maid 8
All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade :
Our ſureſt bope is in an hour deſtroy ' d,
And love, beit gift of heav' n, not long enjoy ' d.

Methinks I ſee her frantick with deſpair ,
Her ſtreaming cyes, wrung hands , and flowing hair ;
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floorbeſtrow ,
And her torn fan gives real ſigns of woe.
Hence Superſtition , that tormenting gueſt ,
That haunts with fancy ' d fears the coward breaſt 5
No dread events upon his fateattend ,
Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend ,Tho ' ce in omeus oft forewarn a ſtate ,And dying lions how the monarch ' s fate:

Aud
f0
0I



MISCELLANIEßS .

Why ſhould ſuch fears bid Celia ' s ſorrow riſe ?

For when a lap - dog falls no lover dies.

Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe ; reſtrain thy flo wing tears ,
Some warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares .

In man you' Il find a more ſubſtantial bliſs ,
More grateful toying , and a ſweeter kiſe .

He' s dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground !
And may his tomb be by this verſe renovn ' d.
cHere Shock , the pride of all his kind , is laid ;
eWho fawn ' d like man, but ne' er like man betray ' d.
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WIT HSOME LAMPREYS .

VITIA lovers ' twas of old the faſhion
By preſents to convey their pafſion ;

No matter what the gift they ſent ,
Tbe lady ſaw that love was meant .
Fair Atalanta , as a favour ,
Took the boar' s head her hero gave her ; A
Nor could the briſtly thing affront her , 46
Tuas a fit preſent from a hunter .
Wben ſquires ſend woodcocks to the dame, I55
It ſerves to ſhow their abſent flame : 850
Some by a ſnip of woven bair , 006
In poſied lockets bribe the fair ;
How many m nary matches n
Have ſprung from di ' mond rings and watches
But hold a ring , a watch , a loc e
Would drain at once a poct' s pocket ; h
He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought , L
Nor even be prodigal of tliought .prodis
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Why then ſend lampreys ? fye for ſhame !
Twill ſet a virgin ' s blood on flame .
This to fifteen a proper gift !
It might lend ſixty - five a lift .

know your maiden aunt willſcold ,
And think my preſent ſomewhat bold.
I ſee her lift her hands and eyes :

Wbat eat it , niece ; eat Spaniſn fliesl
Lamprey ' s a moſt immodeſt diet:
Lou ' ll neither wake nor ſleep in quiet .

Should Ito - night eatſago - cream,
Twould make me bluſh to tell my dream ʒ
If Leat lobſter , ' tis ſo warming ,
That ev' ry man I ſee looks charming ;
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow
Laid Rocheſter upon your pillow ?
Lvow and ſucar , Ithink the preſent
Had been as modeſt and as decent .
Who has her virtue in her pow' r ?

Each day has its unguarded hour 5
Always in danger of undoing ,

A praun , a ſlirimp may prove our ruin !
The ſnepherdeſs , who lives on fallad ,

To cool her youth , controuls her palate ;
Should Dian ' s maids turn liqu' riſh livers ,
And of huge lampreys rob the rivers ,
Then all beſide each glade and viſto ,
Lou' d ſee nymphs lying like Caliſto .
The man who meant to heat your blood ,

Need not himſelf ſuch vicious food .
In this , Lown , your aunt is elear,

Iſept you what Iwell might ſpare :
Vo L. II. E

*



18 MISCELLANIES .

For when I ſee yon ( without joking )
Vour eyes, lips , breaſts are ſo provoking ,
They ſet my heart more cock- a- hoop,
Than could whole ſeas of craw - fiſn ſoup .



O N H E R

Paſſion for OED CHINA .

HA exſtaſies her boſom fire ]
How her eyes languiſh with deſire !

How bleſt , how happy ſhould I be,
Were that fond glance heſtowd on mel
New doubts and fears within me war ;
What rival ' s near ? a China jar .

China' s the paſſion of her ſoul3
A cup, aplate , a diſh , a bowl
Can kindle wiſhes in her breaſt ,
Inflame with joy , or break her reſt .

Some gems collect , ſome medals prize ,
And view the ruſt with lover ' seyes ;
Some count the ſtars at midnight hours ;
ome doat on nature ' s charins in flowefs !
But cv' ry beauty Ican trace
In Laura ' s mind , in Laura ' s face ;
My ſtars are in this brighter ſphereʒ
My lilly and my roſe is here.

B 2



Philoſophers , more grave than wiſe,
Uunt ſcience down in butterflies :

Or fondly poring ona ſpider ,
Stretch human contemplation wider ;

ive joy to Galen' s ſoul ,
for knowledge , like a mole ;

In ſnells ſo learn ' d, that all agree
No fiſn that ſwims knows more than he!
In ſuch purſuits if wiſdom lies,
Who, Laura , ſhall thy taſte deſpiſe ?

When I ſome antique jar behold ,
Or white , or blue, or ſpeck ' d with gold ,
Veſſels ſo pure, and ſo refin ' d,
Appear the types of womankind :
Are they not valu ' d for their beauty ,
Joo fair, too fine for houſehold - duty ?
With flowers, and gold, and azure dy' d,
Of ev' ry houſe the grace and pride ?
How white , how poliſh ' d is their ſkin ,
And valu ' d moſt when only ſeen !
She who before was higheſt priz ' d,
Is for a crack or flaw deſpis ' d;
Igrant they ' re frail , yet they ' re ſo rare ,
The treaſure cannot coſt too dear
But man is made of coarſer ſtuff ,
And ſerves convenience well enough ;
He' s a ſtrong earthen veſſel made,
For drudging , labour , toil , and trade ;
And when wives loſe their other ſelf ,
With eaſe they bear the loſs of delf.

Huſbands , more covetous than ſage,
Condemn this China - buying rage ;

MiISCELLANII S «

U
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They count that woman' s prudence little ,
Who ſets her heart on things ſo brittle .
But are thoſe wiſe men' s inclinations
Fix ' d on more ſtrong , more ſure foundations ?
If all that ' s frail we muſt deſpiſe ,
No human view or ſcheme is wiſe.
Are not ambition ' s hopes as weak ?
They ſwell like bubbles , ſhine and break .
A courtier ' s promiſe is ſo flight ,
Tis made at noon , and broke at night .
What pleaſure ' s ſure ? The miſs you keep
Breaks hoth your fortune and your lleep.
The man who loves a country - life ,
Breaks all the comforts of his wife ;
And if he quit his farm and plow,
His wife in town may break her vow.
Love , Laura , love, while yonuthis warm,
For each new winter breaks a charm ;
And woman' s not like China ſold,
But cheaper grows in growing old ;
Then quickly chuſe the prudent part ,
Or elſe you break a faithful heart .
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Deſigned for the Paſtoral Tragedy of Dioxx .
8

EHE RE vas a time ( O were thoſe days renew' dl )
JI Ere tyrant laws had woman' s will ſubdu ' d;

Then nature rul ' d, and love, devoid of art ,
Spoke the conſenting language of the heart .
Love uncontroul ' d! inſipid , poor delight !
Tis the reſtraint that uhets our appetite .
Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free ;
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree ;
In their amours ſee nature ' s pow' r appear !

nd do they love ? Nes —one month in the year-
Were theſe the pleaſures of the golden reign ?
And did free nature thus inſtruct the ſwain ?

Lenvy not, ye nymphs , your am' rous bowers :
Such harmleſs ſwains l ' m ev' n content with ours,
But yet tliere ' s ſomething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes
That tells our fancy what the lover means ;
Name but the moſſy bank, and moon- light grove ,
Is there a heart that does not beat with love ?

To night we treat you with ſuch country - fare ,
Then for your lover' s ſake our author ſpare .
He draws no Hemfkirk - boors , or home- bred clowns ,
But the ſoft ſhepherds of Arcadia ' s downs .

When Paris on the three his judgment paſs ' d;
1 hope you' l ovn the ſhepherd ſnhow' d his taſte :



MISCELLANIIES .

And Jove, all know , was a good judge of beauty ,
Who made the nymph Caliſta break her duty ;
Then was the countryrnymph no aukward thing .
See what ſtrange revolutions time can bringl

Let ſtill methinks our author ' s fate Idread ,
Were it not ſafer beaten paths to tread
Of tragedy ; than oer wide heaths to ſtray ,
And , ſeeking ſtrange adventures , loſe his way ?
No trumpet ' s clangor makes his heroine ſtart ,
And tears the ſoldier from her bleeding heart ;
He, fooliſn bard ! nor pomp nor ſhow regards .
Without the witneſs of a hundred guards ,
His lovers ſigh their Vos . —If ſleep ſhould take ye,
He has no battle , no loud drum to wake ye.
What , no ſuch ſhifts ? there ' s danger in' t , ' tis true ;
Tet ſpare him , as he gives you ſomething new.



Sweet WiIIITAM ' s Farewell to Black⸗

eyed Susax .

R

J.

AL L. in the Downs the fleet was moord ,
25 The ſtreamers waving in the wind,

When black· ey' d ᷣuſan came aboard :
hIUwWhere ſnall Imy true love find

Tell me, ꝙe jovial ſailors , tell me true ,
If my ſw cet William ſails among the crew-

II .
gzhupon the yard ,

Rock ' d with the billow to and fro,

William , Who

Soon as her well - Known voice he heard ,
Heſigh ' d and caſt his ees b OW:

The cord tly thro h his glowing hands
as lightning ) on the deck he ſtands .80

III .

t lark , high - poĩs' d ĩn air ,
ſe his pinions to his breaſt ,

If, chance, his mate' s ſhrill call he hear )5 „
I7.t

And (qr

And drops at oncè into her ne
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fle

William ' s l ps thoſe
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IV .
O Suſan , Suſan , lovely dear ,

My vow' s ſhall ever true remain ;
Let me kiſs off that falling tear ;

We only part to meet again .
Change , as ye liſt , ye winds ; my heart ſhall be
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee.

V.
Believe not what the landmen ſay,

Who tempt with doubts thy con ſtant mind: ⸗
They' Il tell thee, ſailors , when away,

In ev' ry port a miſtreſs find .
Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo,
Tor thou art preſent Whereſoe' er I go.

VI .
If to fair India ' s coaſt we ſail ,

Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright .
Thy breath is Afric ' s ſpicy gale,

Thuy ſkin is ivory , ſo white .
Thus ev' ry beauteous object that I view,
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue-

VII .

Though battle call me from thy arms ,
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ;

Though canons roar , yet ſafe from harms ,
William ſhall to his dear return .

Love turus aſide the balls that round me fly,
Leſt precious tears ſnould drop from Suſan ' s eyc.
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VIII .

The boatſwain gave the dreadful word,
The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ,

No longer muſt ſlie ſtay aboard :

They kiſs ' d, ſhe ſigh ' d, he hung his head ;
Her leſs ' ning boat unwilling rows to land :

Aditu ! ſhe cries ; and wav' d her lilly hand .



LAD T ' s LAMENTATION ,
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I. 6
HVLLIDa , that lov ' d to dream

In the grove , or by the ſtream ; .

Sigh ' d on velvet pillow -
What , alas ! ſhould fill her head
But a fountain or a mead,

Water and a willow ?

II .

Love in eities never dwells ,
He delights in rural cells

Which ſweet woodbine covers .
What are your aſſemblies then ?

There , ' tis true , we ſee more men ;
But much fewer lovers .

III .

Oh, how chang ' d the proſpect grows !
Flocks and herds to fops and beaux ,

Coxcombs without number

Moon and ſtars that ſnhone ſo bright ,
To the torch and waxen light ,

And whole nights at ombre ,



IV .
Pleaſant as it is to hear
Scandal tickling in our ear ,

Ev' n of our own mothers ;
In the chit -chat of the day,
To us is paid , when we' re away,

What we lent to others .

V. .

Though the fav' rite toaſt Jreign ,
Wine , they ſay, that prompts the veis ,

Heightens defamation .
Muſt Llive ' twixt ſpite and fear,
Ev' ry day grow handſomer ,

And loſe my reputation ?

VI .
Thus far the fair to ſighs gave way,
Her empty purſe beſide her lay.

Nymph , ah, ceaſe thy ſorrow .
hough curs ' d fortune froun to - night1

This odious town can give delight ,
If you vin to - morrow.

MISCELLANIES .
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A 8 ᷓ 6 .

I.

1 ſun was now withdrawn ,
The ſhepherds home were ſped ;

The moon wide o' er the lawn
Her ſilver mantle ſpread ;

When Damon ſtaid behind ,
And ſaunter ' d in the grove .

Will ne' er a nymph be kind ,
And give me love for love ?

II .
Oh! thoſe were golden hours ,

When Love , devoid of cares ,
In all Arcadia ' s bow' rs

Lodg ' d ſwains and nymphs by pairs :
But now from wood and plain

Flies every ſprightly laſs ,
No joys for me remain ,

In ſhades or on the graſs .
III .

The winged boy draws near ,
And thus the ſwain reproves:

While beauty revell ' d here ,
My game lay in the groves ;
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At court I never fail
To ſcatter round my arrows , D.

Men fall as thick as hail ;
And maidens love like ſparrows .

IV.
Then , ſwain , if me yocu need,

Straight lay your ſheep - hook down ;
Throw by your oaten reed ,

And haſte away to town .
S0 well l ' m known at court , UNone aſks where Cupid dwells
But readily reſort Nalke

To B —n ' s or LIIll ' s . 4



DAPHNIS AND CHLOE .

4ͤ N .

R

D APHNIs ſtood penſive in the ſhade ,
With arms acroſs and head reclin ' d;

Pale looks accus ' d the eruel maid,
And ſighs reliev ' d his love- ſick mind :

His tuneful pipe all broken lay,
Looks , ſighs , and actions ſeem ' d to ſay,

My Chloe is unkind .

II .

Why ring the woods with warbling throats ?
LJe larks , ye linnets , ceaſe your ſtrains ;

I faintly hear in your ſweet notes ,
My Cbloe' s voice that wakes my pains :

Let why ſhould you your ſong forbear ?
Vour mates delight your ſong to hear ,

But Chloe mine diſdains .

III .

As thus he melancholy ſtood ,
Dejected as the lonely dove,

Sweet ſounds broke gently through the wood -
Jfeel the ſound ; myheart - ſtrings move.

Twas not the nightingale that ſung ;
No. Tis my Chloe' s ſweeter tongue .

Hark, hark , what ſays my love !
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IV .

How fooliſh is the nymph ( ſhe eries )
Who trifles with her lover' s pain !

Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman' s eyes,
Our artful lips were made to feign.

0 Daphnis , Daphnis , twas my pride ,
Twas not my heart thy love deny' d,

Come back , dear youth , again .

V.

As t ' other day my hand he ſeiz ' d,

My blood with thrilling motion flewy;

gudden 1put on looks diſpleas ' d,
And haſty from his hold withdrew .

»Twas fear alone , thoũ ſimple ſwain ,
Then hadſt thou preſt my hand again ,

My heart had yielded too !

VI .

Tis true , thy tuneful reed I blamꝰd,
That ſwell ' d thy lip and roſy check ;

Think not thy ſkill in ſong defam' d,
That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek :

Much , much thy muſic l approve ;

Vet break thy pipe , for more I love,
Much more , to hear thee ſpeak .

VII .

My heart forebodes that l ' m betray ' d,

Daphnis I fear is ever gone ;
Laſt night with Delia ' s dog he play' d,

Love by ſuch trifles firſt oomes on.
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Now, now, dear ſnepherd , come away ,
My tongue would now my heart obey.

Ah Chloe , thou art won !

VIII .
The youth ſtep ' d forth with haſty paee,

And found where wilhing Chloe lay ;
Shame ſudden lighten ' d in her face,

Confusd , ſne knew not what to ſay -
At laſt in broken words , ſne eryd ;
To - morrow you in vain had try ' d,

But I am loſt to - day!



cloſe of the d

Breath ' d odours invery wind :

each action Was Kind.

11.
lly, wanton and free.

Slance and

„and ſat on each knee,
Fond eeſtaſy ſwam in her eyes.

See, thy mother is near ,
1 calls thee to hear

a8e and esperience adviſe ,
A383

Haſt thou ſeen the hlithe dove
Stretch ber neck to her love,

All gloſſy with purple and gold ?
If a kiſs he obtain ,
Sle returus jit again :

Whbat follows , you need not be told
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IV.
Look ye, mother , ſhe ery ' d,

Lou inſtruct me in pride ,
And men by good manners are won ;

She who trifles with all
Is leſs likely to fall

Than ſhe who but trifles with one.

Prithee , Molly , be wiſe,
Leſt by ſudden ſurpriſe

Love ſhould tingle in ev' ry vein :
Take a ſhepherd for life ,
And when once you' re a wife,

Lon ſafely may triſle again .

Molly , ſmiling , reply ' d,

V.

VI.

Then JIl ſoon be à bride ;
Old Roger has gold in his cheſt :

But Ithought all you wives
Choſe a man for your lives ,

And trifled no more with the reſt .



COCNTEMPLATION

H

amid the gloom of night I ſtray ,
Or my glad cyes enjoy revolving day ,

Still Nature ' s various face inform my ſenſe ,
Of an all -wiſe, all - powerful Providence .

When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhade of night ,

And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with lisht ,
Colour returns , the plains their liv ' ry wear,
And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year ;
The blooming flow' rs with op' ning beauties glow,

And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow,
The barren cliffs with ebalky fronts ariſe ,
And a pure azure arches o' er the ſkies .

But when the gloomy reign of night returns ,

Stript of her fading pride all Nature mourns :

The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt ,

But weep in dewy tears their beauty lolt ;
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No diſtant landſcapes draw our curious eyes,
Vrapt in Night' s robe the whole ereation lieWrapt in Night' s robethe whole creation

Let ſtill , even now, while darknef
We view the traces of th Al
Millions of ſtars in heav' n' s wide vault appear *

ty hand ;

And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere :
The ſilver moon her weſtern couch forſakes ,
And o' er the ſkies her nightly circle makes ,
Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays,
And to the world her borrow ' d light repays .

Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend ,
Are ſuns , and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend ,
Man may conjecture , and new ſchemes declare ,
Vet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are ;
But this we Know, that Heaven ' s eternal King,
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring ,
Can at his word bid num' rous worlds appear ,
And riſing worlds th ' all- pow' rful word ſhall hear,

When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends ,
To other lands a riſing day he lends ,
The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies ,
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe 3
Refreſn ' d, the peaſant ſeeks his carly toil ,
And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil .
While we in ſleep ' s embraces waſte the night ,
The climes oppos ' d enjoy meridian light :
And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes ,
With us again the roſy morning wakes ;
In lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away ,
And neither clime laments his abſent ray.

When the pure ſoul is from the body flowu ,
No more ſhall night ' s alternate reign be known ;

0 3
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The ſun no more ſhall rolling licht beſtow- ,
But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow.

Oh, may ſome nobler thougbt my ſoul employ⸗
Than empty , tranſient , ſublunary joy !
The ſtars ſhall drop , the ſun ſhall loſe his flame,
But etlhou, O God: for ever ſnine the ſame⸗



I

RE the foundations of tlie world were laid ,
Ere kindling light th' Almighty word obey' d, K

Thou wert ; and when the ſubterraneous flame
Shall burſt its priſon , and devour this frame ,
From angry Heaven when the keenli ghtning flies,
When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies ,
Thou ſtill ſnhalt be; ſtill as thou wert before ,
And know no change , when time ſhall be no more- .
O endleſs thought ! divine eternity !
Th' immortal ſoul ſhares but a part of thee ;
For thou wert preſent when our life began ,
When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man.
Ah ! wbat is life ? with ills encompaſs ' d round ,
Amidſt our hopes Fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound :
To- day the ſtateſman of new honour dreams ,
To - morrow Death deſtroys his airy ſchemes ;
Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin ' d?
Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind ;

Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon ' d herſe ,
And all thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe .

C 4
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Should certain fate th' impending blow delay ,

Thy mirth will ſicken and thy bloom decay ;
Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm ,
No more thy blood its narrom channels warm.

Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan ,
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man ?

The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim,
And life regards but as - 5 dream :
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free,
To launch from earth into eternity .
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought ,
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought .

Mr ‚Ne

LIEE is a jeſt , and all things ſhow it :

Ithought ſo once, but now I know it.
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