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To ‘Mr. :P O Y N .T Z,

Ambaffador at the Congrefs of S0ISSONS,
in the Year 1728,

\Written at Paris. By the Same.

O Thou whofe friendfhip is my joy and pride,
W hofe virtues warmme,and whofe precepts guide;
Thou, to whom greatnefs rightly underftood,
Is but a larger power of being good ;
Say, Poyntz, amidft the toils of -anxious ftate,
Does not thy fecret foul defire retreat ?
Doft thou not wifh (the tafk of glory done)
Thy bufy life at-length might be thy own;
That to thy lov’d Philofophy refign’d,
No care might rufile thy unbended mind ?
Jutt is the wifh. . For fure the happy meed,
To favour’d man by fmiling heav’n decreed,
Is to refle& at eale on glorious pains,
And calmly to enjoy what Virtue gains.
Not him I praife, who from the world retir’d,
By no enliv’ning gen’rous paffion fir'd,
©On flow’ry couches {lumbers life away,
And gently bids his a&ive pow’rs decay 3
2 Who
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Who fears bright Glory’s awful face to {eg,
And fhuns Renown as much as Infamy.

But bleft 1s he, who exercis’d in cares,
To private Leifure publick Virtue bears ;
Who tranquil ends the race he nobly run,
And decks Repofe with trophies Labour won.
Him Honour follows to the fecret fhade,
And crowns propitious his declining head :
In his retreats their harps the Mufes ftring,
For him 1in lays unbought {pontaneous fing ;
Friendfhip and Truth on all his moments wait,
Pleas’d with Retirement better than with State ;
And round the bow’r where humbly great he lieg,
Fair olives bloom, or verdant laurels rife.

So when thy Country fhall no more demand
The needful aid of thy {uftaining hand ;
When Peace reftor’d fhall on her downy wing
Secure Repofe and carelefs Leifure bring ;
Then to the thades of learned eafe retir’d,
‘The world forgetting, by the world admir’d,
Among thy books and friends, thou fhalt poflefs
Contemplative and quiet happinefs ;
Pleas’d to review a life in honour fpent,
And painful merit paid with {weet content.
Yet though thy hours uncloge’d with forrow roll,
Tho’ wifdom calm, and fcience feed thy foul ;
One dearer blifs remains to be poffefs’d,
That only can improve and crown the reft—

Permit
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Permit thy friend this {ecret to reveal,
Which thy own heart perhaps would better tell §
The point to which our fweeteft paflions move,
Is to be truly lov’d, and fondly love.
This is the charm that {fooths the troubled breaft,

Friend to our health, and author of our reft,

1  ~ Bids every gloomy vexing paflion fly,
And tunes each jarring ftring to harmony.
Ev’n while I write, the name of Love infpires
More pleafing thoughts, and mere enliv’ning fires ;
Beneath his pow’r my raptur’d fancy glows,
And ev’ry tender verfe more {weetly flows.
Dull is the privilege of living free ;
Our hearts were never form’d for Liberty :
Some beauteous image well imprinted there,
Can beft defend them from confuming care.
In vain to groves and gardens we retire,
And nature in her rural works admire ;
Tho’ grateful thefe, yet thefe but faintly charm,
They may Delight us, but can never Warm.
May fome fair eyes, my friend, thy bofom fire
With pleafing pangs of ever gay defire;
And teach thee that {oft {cience, which alone
Still to thy fearching mind refts flightly known.
Thy foul, though great, is tender and refin’d,
'To friendfhip fenfible, to love inclin’d ;
And therefore long thou canft not arm thy breaft
Againft the entrance of fo fweet a gueft,

Yor, Il o Hear
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Hear what th' infpiring Mufes bid me tell,
For Heav’n fhall ratify what they reveal.

A chofen bride fhall in thy arms be plac’d,
With all attra&ive charms of beauty grac’d ;
Whofe wit and virtue fhall thy own exprefs,
Diftinguifh’d only by their fofter drefs :

Thy greatnefs fhe, or thy retreat fhall fhare,
Sweeten tranquillity, or foften care :

Her fmiles the tafte of ev’ry joy fhall raife,

And add new pleafure to renown and praife ;

T'ill charm’d you own the trath my verfe would prove,
That Happinefs 1s near allied to Love.

VERSES to be written under a Picture

of Mr. POY N TZ.
By the Same.

~ U C H is thy form, O Poyntz ! but who fhall find!
A hand, or colours, to exprefls thy mind 2
A mind unmov’d by ev’ry vulgar fear,
In a falfc world that dares to be fincere ; y
Wife without art ; without ambition great ;
Tho’ firm, yet pliant; active, tho’ fedate;
With all the richeft ftores of ILearning {raught,
et better ftill by native Prudence taught ;
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