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On the Fifth of December, being the Birth-day
of a beautiful young Lady.
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AIL, eldeft of the monthly train,
Sire of the winter drear,

December, in whofe iron reign .

Expires the chequer'd Year,
Hufth all the bluft’ring blafts that blow,
And proudly plum’d in filver fnow,

Smile gladly on this bleft of Days.
The livery'd clouds fhall on thee wait,
And Phebus fhine in all his ftate

With more than fummer rays.
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Tho’ jocund June may juftly boaft

Long days and happy hours,
Tho' Auguft be Pomona’s hoft,

And May be crown'd with flowrs;
Tell June, his fire and crimfon dies,
By Harriot’s bluth and Harriot’s eyes,

Eclips'd and vanquifh'd, fade away:
Tell Auguft, thou canft let him fee
A richer, riper fruit than he,

A fweeter flow’r than May.
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