Porwms on [feveral Occafions,

And now, Ahnow! inceflant flows

The frothy Tide from Mouth and Nofe :
No more is feen the cover’d Ground,

But a huge River floating round :
Down drops the Youth, his giddy Head
Falls eafy on the liquid Bed :

So fwam Achilles fierce and brave,

- On angry Xanthus's {welling Wave ;

And ’fcap’d with being wet to th’ Skin ;
For Pallas held him up by th’ Chin :
So Bacchus faves, by mighty Charms,
His helplefs Devotee from Harms :
And Soto {leeps till break of Day,

Then fhakes his Ears and walks away.
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756 UNIVERSAL DREAM,

G IVE oer your Whims, fays my confiderate

Friend ;
Retrieve the fleeting Hours you idly {pend :
Blind to Advice, incorrigible, vain,

You follow Fancy and her laughing Train;
N

‘ Your
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¢ Your thoughtlefs Days in fwift Delufion fly : *

~ So let them go, fays unconverted I,

Look round the Globe, my Friend, and then you’ll fee
The drow{y World is flumb’ring juft like me.

See on foft Beds the Hero fleéps fecure; <

Till War comes thund'ring at his trembling Door ;
In wifer Dreams the Politician prys

Through diftant Kingdoms with his half-fhut Eyes :
The lull’d Proje@or builds acrial Towers,

And rolls fmooth Rivers through enchanted Bowers. '

The Chymiit flumbers o’er imagin’d Gold,
So Delia’s Conquefts in her Dreams are told.
What monftrous Phantoms in that Trance are born,

Through which Amyntor fees his {prouting Horn ?

When purblind Mortals found the Depths of Fate,
Or fome lean Poet aims at an Eftate; |
Or when the good believing Man depends
On the flight Promife of his courtly Friends ; *

Shou'd thofe awake they to their Coft wou’d find,
Thefe are but Shadows of a fleeping Mind.

Few
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Few rcal Pleafures are on Earth pofieft,
And Mortals only in their Dreams are bleft ;
Then dream no longer, my well-meaning Friend,
That Mira’s Follies with her Mufe fhall end :
Some younger Vanity fucceeds the firft,
And the laft Folly often proves the worft :

No : While the reft in fruitlefs Cares are hurl’d,
Let me enjoy my vifionary World :

To this glad Bofom hug the dear Miftake,

If Dreams are Bleflings, who won’d with to wake 2
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The Sow and the PE A c 0O ck

A FABLE

N Days of Yore, as Authors tell,
When Beafts and Birds cou’d read and fpell,
(No matter where, in Town or City,)
There liv'id a Swine exceeding witty,
And for the Beauties of her Mind,
Excclhng all her briftl’d Kind :
‘ N 2 But
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