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CHARLES, in abfence hear a friend complain,
Who knows thoulov’ft him wherefo’er he goes,
- Yet feels uncafy fiarts of 1dle pain,
And often would be told the thing he knows.
Why then, thou loiterer, fleets the filent year,

How dar’ft thou give a friend unneceflary fear ?

We are not now befide that ofier’d flream,
Where erft we wander’d, thoughtlefs of the way :
We do ot now of diftant ages dream,
And cheat in converfe half the ling’ring day ;

~ No fancied heroes rife at our command,

And no TimoLEON weeps, and bleeds no THEB AN band.

Thou ftill in GranTa’s fhades enjoy’{t at eafe
T he books we reverenc’d,and the friendswe thar’d;
Nor {fee’ft without fuch aids the day decline,
Nor think’ft how much theirlofs hasadded weight to thine.
Truth’s
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Truth’s genuine voice, the freely-opening mind,
Are thine, are friendfhip’s, and retirement’s los

To converfation is the world confin’d,

5

Friends of an hour, who pleafe and are forgot 3
And int’reft ftains, and vanity controuls

The pure unfullied thoughts, and fallies of our fouls.

O I remember, and with pride repeat
‘T'he rapid progrefs which our friendfh; p knew!
Even at the firft with willing minds we met,
And ere the root was fix’d the branches grew,
In vain had fortune plac’d her weak barrier,

Clear was thy breaft from pride, and mine from fervile fear.

I faw thee gen’rous, and with joy can fay,
My education rofe above my birth,
“T'hanks to thofe parent fhades, on whofe cold clay
Fall faft my tears, and lightly lie the earth !
To them I owe whate’er I dare pretend,

Thou faw’ft with partial eyes, and bade me call thee friend.

Let others meanly heap the treafur’d flore,
And aukward fondnefs cares on cares employ
To leave a race more exquifitely poor,
Poflefs’d of riches which they ne’er enjoy :
He’s only kind who takes the noble way

T’unbind the {prings oftho ught andgivethempﬂw’rmphy.
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Mis heirsfhall blefs him, and look down with {corn
On vulgar pride from vaunted heroes {prung ;

Lords of themfelves,thankheaven that theywere born
Above the fordid mifer’s glitt’ring dung,

_Above the fervile grandeur of a throne,

For they are Nature’s heirs, and all her wor rks their own.
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To Mr. GARRICK.

By the Same.

N old Parnassus, t’ other day,
The Mufes met to fing and play ;

Apart from all the reft were feen
The tragick and the comick queen,
Engag’d, perhaps, in deep debate,
On Ricwu’s, or on FLEETWOOD’s fate,
When, on a fudden, news was brought
That Garrick had the patent got,
And both their ladyfhips again
Might now return to Drury-lane,
They bow’d, they fimper’d, and agreed
They with’d the pmjé& might {ucceed,
*T'was very poflible, the cafe
Was likely too, and had a face—
A face ! Thalia titt’ring cry'd,
And cow’d her joy ng longer hide;
¢ Why,
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