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ApVICE tO the Marquis of Rock 1 Ncua M,
upon a late Occafion.

Wiritten in 1765, by an Otp Covrtrek: |

E L L may they, Wentworth, call thee young,
What hear and feel! fift right from wrong,
And to a wretch be kind !
Old ftatefmen would reverfe your plan,
gink, in the minifter, the man,
And be both deaf and blind !

If thus, my lord, your heart o’erflows,

Know you, how many mighty foes . .
Such weaknefs waill qtgg_t_c{ ?.gujg.,é ol L et 2903 93304

Regard not what Fltsziei';béjﬂﬁyh 115 %0 svol ek

For tho’ you gain each good man's praife,

We older folks ‘fhall hate you, =

You fhould have fent; the other day,
Gk, the player, with frowns away,

Your fmiles but made __ﬁm’;bplder; Fida
Why would you hear his ftrange appeal, .
Which dar'd to make a ftatefman feel ? S o d ’é
I would that you were older ! X
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You fhould be proud, and feem difpleas’d,
Or your for ever. will be teaz’d, :
Your houfe with beggars haunted :
What, ev'ry fuitor kindly us’d ?
1 wrong,: their folly:is excusd,
If right, their fuit is granted,

From prefling crowds of great and fmall,
To free yourfelf, give hopes to all,
And fail nineteen in twenty :
What, wound my honour, break my word !
You're young again.—You may, my lord,
Have precedents in plenty !

Indeed, young ftatefman, "twill not do,—
Some other ways and means purfue,
More fitted to yoar ftation !
What from your boyith freeks can fpring ?
Mere toys |—The favour of your king,
Aud love of all the nation,

LIBERTY. LA LIBERTA

Newly tranﬂa'ted ‘from MEgTASTASION

HANK 8, Nict, to thy treacherous art,
_ Atlength T breathe again ; - |
The pitying gods have ta’en my part,
And eas'd a wretch's pain :



