8 -
. . i
- n i - 2 B
J:"'-:g.-""- foa'ry A o ey . oy R
=

-
- - Eh S T i ] 5 -
P — _— b e oy
il T o A P gt et

170 Porewms on feveral Occafions.

And you perhaps difdain my wholfom Rules ;

So faucy Pupils count their Mafters Fools :

But fhou’d your Pride the common Track refufe,
You’ll find fmall Penfions for your haughty Mufe :
Still you may. {cribble on; and in the End

Be juft as rich as — Sir, your humble Friend.

O DISCONTENT.

™H ST EL LA

A'Y, dearcft Stellz, why this penfive Air ?
Tell me, O tell thy Sorrows and thy Care;
Why thy Lips tremble, and thy Cheeks are pale?
Why heaves thy Bofom with a mournful Gale ?
Let not thy Eyes for diftant Evils flow,
Wor rack thy Bofom with prophetick Woe :
Imagin’d Ills deceive our aking Eyes,
As lengthen’d Shades appear of monftrous Size,
When fetting Phabus gilds the Ev’ning Skics.

Tho'
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Tho’ pi¢ur'd Joy dcludes our panting Souls,
When round the Heart its {fmiling Phantom rolls ;
The gay Impoftor mocks our reaching Arms;
Yet while it lafts, the pleafing Vifion charms:
Not fo Diftruft, her gloomy Forehead rears ;

She brings cold Anguifhl and a crowd of Fears:
Ah lovely Stella! as you prize your Reft,
Expel this Fury from your guiltlefs Breatt.

The wife and mighty Guardian of Mankind,
To each Dividual has their Draught affign’d ;
~ And tho’ no Pearls thou’d in our Potion fall,
Let us be chearful while he fpares the Gall :
Unmeaning Tranfports for a Moment pleafc,
Yet Peace alone can blefs your equal Days.

But coldly view’d or quickly thrown afide,
See cringing Merit at the Gates of Pride ;
See Wit and Wifdom (that our Fathers priz'd)
In Youth neglected asin Age defpis'd :
Behold (the Scorn, as late the Dread of all)
" The Politician from his Glory fall ¢
He
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He whofe {ly Genius cou’d a Kingdom rule,
Shall have his Exz¢ hifs’d by ev’ry Fool :

With aking Bofom and a ftreaming Eye
The hoary Soldier fees his Honour fly ;
Who in his Age muft to Oppreffion bow,

And yield his Laurels to a younger Brow :
"Thofe Laurels fhall the proud Succeflor wear
A while ; then ftrip and leave ’em to his Heir,

If thefe are wretched let not us repine,

Whofe meaner Talents ne’er were made to fhine :

Our Good and Ill, our Vice and Virtue falls
Within the compafs of domeftick Walls :

'To thofe fmall Limits be thy Views confin’d,
And blefs thy Cottage with an humble Mind.

Look not at Joys that dazzle from afar,
Nor envy Glaro on his gilded Car ;
For all Degrees their Days of Anguifh know,
And the moft happy have a tafte of Woe:

Then calmly take what Providence ordains,

Ie fwells the Load who murmurs and complains ¢




Porwms on feveral Occafons. 173

* For all things vary: And who fits to day
Half-drown’d in Tears; to-morrow may be gay.
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I'TH aking Fingers, twinging Nofe,
And vex'd, dear Madam, we’ll fuppofe -

(To leave yourfelf and Parlour-fire)

Trudg’d Mira to her own good Sire ;

Beneath a cold and gloomy Sky

Walk’d cheek by jole the Mufe and I:

The lift’ning Goflip, tho’ unfeen,

Had watch’d the Talk that pafs’d between

Myfelf and you : And much offended

(It feems) at what was there intended.

¢ So cries the peevith Maid, (and fquinting)

¢ Methinks I heard you talk of Printing -

" Have I beftow’d a world of Pains, -

To {pirit up your blockifh Brains,

4

To get from thence an idle Rhyme,

That made me bluth to call it mine ?
‘ And
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