0! let thy friend (and may he boaft the name)

Vet know, the time arrives, the dangerous time,

If cold Self-intereft, with her chilling gale,

ELEGY TO A YOUNG NOBLEMAN *
LEAVING THE UNIVERSITY.
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BY THE SAME

E’E'R yet, ingenuous youth, thy fteps retire

i From Cam’s fmooth margin, and the peaceful vale,

‘Where Science -cal’d thee to her ftudious quire,
And met thee mufing in her cloyfters pale;

Breathe from his artlefs reed one parting lay ;
A lay like this thy early Virtues claim,
And this let voluntary Friendfhip pay.

When all thofe Virtues, opening now fo fair,
Tranfplanted to the world’s tempeftuous clime,

Muft learn each paffion’s boifterous breath to bear.
There, if Ambition peftilent and pale,

Or Luxury fhould taint their vernal glow;

Should blaft th’ unfqlding_ l;_ulqﬁ'oms e'er t]\ex blowsz
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If mimic hues, by Art, or Fafhion fpread,
Their genuine, fimple colouring fhould fupply,

O! with them may thefe laureate honours fade;
And with them (if it can) my ﬁle_ndﬂ'np d1e
Then do not blame, if, tho’ thyfelf. infpire,
Cautious I ftrike the _panegyric ftring ;
The mufe full oft purfues a meteor fire,
And, vainly ventrous, foats on waxen wing,
Too.a&ively awake at Friendfhip’s voice, :.
The poet’s bofom pours the fervent ftrain, f
Till fad Refle&tion blames the hafty choice,
And oft invokes Oblivion’s aid in vajn. .
Call we the fhade of Pope, from that bleft bower
Where thron’d he fits with many a tuneful Sage;
Afk, if he ne’er bemoans that haplefs hour . s '
When St John’s name © illumin’d Glory’s pageP :
Afk, if the wretch, who dar’d his memory ftain,
Afk, if his country’s, his religion’s foe,
Deferv’d the meed that Marlbro’ fail’d to gain,
The deathlefs meed, he only could beftow?
The bard will tell thee, the mifguided praife
Clouds the celeftial funfhine of his brea:ﬂE -
Ev’n now, repentant of his ernng lays, R 1“ :
He heaves a figh amld the r;alm,s of tefty . .. ..x
& Alluding to this coup.ct of Mr Pope s, . e & ¥

To Cato, Virgil paid one boneft line, Lhundis
- O let my country’s friends illumine mine, . :

¥
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1f Pope thro' friendfhip fail'd, indignant view,
Yet pity Dryden; hark, whene’er he fings,
How Adulation drops her courtly dew
On titled Rhymers, and inglorious Kings.
Sce, from the depths of his exhauftlels mine,
His glittering ftores the tuneful fpendthrift throws ;
\Where Fear, or Intereft bids, behold they fhine;
Now grace-4 Cromwell’s, now a Charles’s brows.
Born with too generous, or tco mean a heart,
Dryden! in vain to thee thofe ftores were lent:
Thy fweeteft numbers but a trifling art;
Thy ftrongeft dition idly eloquent.
The fimpleft Lyre, if Truth digects its lays,
Warbles a melody ne’er heard from thines
Not to difguft with falfe, or venal praife,
Was Parnell’s modefl fame, and may be mine.
Go then, my friend, nor let thy candid breaft
Condemn me, if I check the plaufive ftring ;
Go to the wayward world; complete the reft;
Be, what the pureft mufe would wifh to fing.
Be fill thyfelf; that open path of truth,
Which led thee here, let Manhood firm purfues
Retain the fiveet fimplicity of Youth,  * ot
And all thy virtue dictates, dare to do. -~ ‘
Still {fcorn, with confcious pride, the mafk of Art;
On Vice’s front let fearful Ca,\itiiaﬁ- 1__our," ; .
And teach the diffident, difcteeter part A
Qf knaves that plot, and fools that.'favvn "for power.
1. o‘} ~-*
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So, round thy brow when age’s honours {pread,
When Death’s cold hand unftrings thy Mafon’s lyre,
&= When the green turf lies lightly on his head,

Thy worth fhall fome fuperior bard infpire: |

o He, to the ampleft bounds of time’s domain, ‘%

g e On rapture’s plume fhall give thy name to fly ; ‘}
i i
{

For truft, with reverence truft this Sabine ftrain!
- ¢« The mufe forbids the virtuous man to die.”
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BY THE SAME.
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AR from her hallow’d grot, where mildly bright,
Th_e p?inted cryftals fhot their trembling light,
From dripping mofs, where {parkling dew-drops fell,
Where coral glow'd, where twin’d the wreathed fhell,
Pale Ifis lay; 2 willow’s lowly fhade
Spread its thin foliage per the fleeping maid;
;‘,‘loa’d was her eye, and from her heaviﬁg breaft
In carelefs folds loofe flow’d her zonelefs veft;
While down her neck her mgrant treﬂ”és ﬂow*
In all the awfy) negligence of woe; ’
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