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Happy for me, on life’s ferener flood
Who fail, by talents as by choice reftrain’d,
Elfe had I only fhar’d the general good,
And loft the friend the Univerfe had gain’d.
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The Lyric Muvse to Mr. M A S O N.

On the Recovery of the Right Honourable the Earl
of HoLDERNESSE from a dangerous Illnefs.

By the Same.

A ASON, fnatch the votive Lyre,
B.. D’Arcy lives, and I infpire.
?T1is the Mufe that deigns to afk,

Car thy hand forget its tafk ?
Or can the Lyre its firains refufe
‘T'o the Patron of the Mufe ?

Harl:, what notes of artlefs love
The feather’d poets of the grove,
Grateful for the bowers they fill,
Warble wild on Sion hill;

In tuneful tribute ducly paid
To the Matfter of the fhade ¥

F And fhall the Bard fit fancy-proof

Beneath the hofpitable roof,
Wi
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Where every menial face affords
Raptur’d thoughts that want but words ?
And the Patron’s dearer part,

The gentle fharer of his heart,
Wears her wonted charms again,
'Time, that felt Afli&ion’s chain,
Learns on lighter wings to move ;
And the tender pledge of love,
Sweet Amelia, now 1s preft

With double tranfport to her breaft,
Sweet Amelia, thoughtlefs why,
Imitates the general joy ;

Innocent of care or guile

See the lovely Mimic fmile,

And, as the heart-felt raptures rife,
QCatch them from her Mother’s eyes.

Does the noify town deny
Soothing airs, and extacy ?
Sion’s fhades afford retreat,
Thither bend thy pilgrim feet,
There bid th’ imaginary train,
Coinage of the Poet’s brain,
Not only in effeéts appear,
But forms, and limbs, and features wear,
Let feftive Mirth, with flow’rets crown’d,
Lightly tread the meafur’d round ;

And
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From the LaTin of Isaac Hawkins BRown, Efq;

No vain refearches e’er difturb their reft,
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And Peace, that feldom knows to fthare

The Statefman’s friendly bowl, be there ;
While rofy Health, fuperior gueft,

.

Loofe to the Zephyrs bares her breaft ; |
And, toadd a fweeter grace,

Give her {foft Amelia’s face,.

Tafon, why this dull delay 2
Fafte, to Sion hafte away.
There the Mufc again fhall afk,
Nor thy hand forget its tatk ;
Nor the 1 yre its ftrains refufe

T'o the Patron of the Mufe,
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the ImMmMmorTALITY oOf the Sovut.

TRANSLATED

By SOAME JENNYNS, Efqg;

B OsOMK L

O all inferior animals *tis giv’n
T” enjoy the ftate allotted them by Heaven ; |

No fears of dark futurity moleft.




