2c2  PoEwms on feveral Occafions.

Sue bit her Lips, and Barbaretta frown’d ;
And Phillis look’d as tho’ the wou’d have {woon’d.

Thus fung the Maids till Colinet came by,
And Rodrigo from weeding of the Rye; ‘
Each took his Lafs, and {ped ’em to the Town,
To drink cool Cider at the Hare and Hound :
The Damfels fimper like the {parkling Beer,
And Colin fhines till Anthony is near,

On the Death of a juftly admird AuT HOR,

HEN pale-ey’d Winter rules the mourning
Fields,
And fhiv’ring Nature to his Sceptre yields,
Dejected Earth 1s ftrip’d of all her Pride,
And fculking Flowers in her Bofom hide ;
Through naked Groves afflicted Warblers fly,
And Storms of Hail come rattling through the Sky :
But when foft Apr:/ lifts her downy Wing,

And calls the blufhing Infants of the Spring,
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The verdant Groves their wonted Charms regain,
And laughing Nature paints the gaudy Plain;
Sweet-{fcented Vi'lets take their ufual Blue,

And the fair Primrofe drinks the Morning Dew;
Agﬁin revive their Beauty and their Smell,

But Man once blafted takes a long Farewel.

Ah filly Mufe ! thy fond Complaints give o’er,
Departed Sy/vsus {hall return no more :

No Charms of Verfe can win the heav’nly Mind,
Back to the flighted Cafe fhe left behind ;

Not tho’ each Line thou’d make our Bofoms glow,
Like his grand Numbers, and as {weetly flow.

His Name fhall laft to warm a diftant Age,
Nor want th’ Affiftance of a Title-page ;
For his bright Lines are by their Luftre known,
Ev’'n Hemer {hines with Beautiés not his own :
Unpolith’d Souls, like Codrus or like mine,

Fill’d with Ideas that but dimly fhine,
Read o’er the Charms of his inftrutive Pen,

And tafte of Raptures never known till then,

Ill-
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il-nature liften’d, and appmv’d the Song ;
And bluthing Envy check’d her burning Tongue ¢
Happy are thofe, tho’ Grief their Hours attend,
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Whom once he honour’d with the Name of Friend 4
Whofe pleafing Thoughts at leaft may ponder o’er

‘The fmiling Days, that {hall return no more :

Ev'n we condemn’d at diftance to admire, (
Bewail the Hopes that with our Guide expire ¢

Ah! who fhall now our raftick Thougﬁts refine, \
And to grave Senfe and folid Learning join

! Wit ever fparkling, and the Sweets of Rhyme? \

Farewel, ye Themes, which none but he can fing,
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And fylvan Scenes that wear eternal Spring ;
Fair Nymphs, that in his fairer Paintings glow,
And ye fmooth Lines that Syfvius taught to flow : |
But huth, fad Mufe, thy dull Complaint give o'er:

Hence figh in fecret, and his Lofs deplore, %
Who ne’er, O ne’er, fhall grace our Regious more. «
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