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8 Poxwms on feveral Occafions.

The Breait of Candour, the relenting Ear,
The Hand of Bounty, and the Heart fincere :
May thefe the Twilight of my Days attend,
And may that Ev’ning never want a Friend
To {mooth my Paflage to the filent Gloom,
And give a Tear to grace the mournful Tomb.
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MIRA's #ZITL L.

MP RIMIS--- My departed Shade I truft
To Heav'n--- My Body to the filent Duft ;
My Name to publick Cenfure I fubmit,
To be dispos’d of as the World thinks fit ;

My Vice and Folly let Oblivion clofe,
The World already is o’erftock’d with thofe ;

My Wit I give, as Mifers give their Store,

To thofe who think they had enough before.
Beftow my Patience to compofe the Lives
Of {lighted Virgins and negle¢ted Wives ;
T'o modifh Lovers I refign my Truth,

My cool Reflexion to unthinking Youth ;

And
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And fome Good-nature give (’tis my Defire)
To furly Husbands, as their Needs require ;
And firft difcharge my Funeral---and then
To the fmall Poets I bequeath my Pen.

Let a fmall Sprig (true Emblem of my Rhyme)
Of blafted Laurel on my Hearfe recline ;

Let fome grave Wight, that ftruggles for Renown,
By chanting Dirges through a Market-Town,

With gentle Step precede the folemn T'rain ;
A broken Flute upon his Arm fhall lean.
Six comick Poets may the Corfe {urround,

And All Free-holders, if they can be found :
Then follow next the melancholy Throng,

As fthrewd Inftruors, who themfelves are wrong.
The Virtuofo, rich in Sun-dry’d Weeds,
The Politician, whom no Mortal heeds,

The filent Lawyer, chamber’d all the Day,
And the ftern Soldier that receives no Pay.

But ftay---- the Mourners fhou’d be firft our Care,
Let the freed Prentice lead the Mifer’s Heir ;

Let
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il Let the young Relict wipe her mournful Eye,
And widow’d Husbands o’er their Garlick cry.

All this let my Executors fulfil,
And reft affur’d that this is Mzra’s Will,
Who was, when fhe thefe Legacies defign’d,
In Body healthy, and compos’d in Mind.

The F R1END in D%gfrace.,

Ad IDDi1AL S8R E

LLycANDER.
A MO N, why {o cold and ferious ?
Wherefore that relu¢tant Bow?
Why fo haughty and imperious ?
Say, have you forgot me now ?

Tho array’d in coarfe Attire,
You may read Lycander's Facé;
For ’tis Him ( my gentle Squite)
Juftled in a homely Cafe.

True,
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