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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 ;

T}latg

1’;33




-

; i WS

[ 35 1]
That, fond the griefs of the diftrefs’d to heal,
Can pity frailties it could never feel ;

That, when Misfortune fu’d, ne’er fought to know
What fe&, what party, whether friend or foe ;
That, fix’d on equal Virtue’s temp’rate laws,
Defpifes calumny, and fhuns applaufe ;

That, to its own petfe&ions fingly blind,

Would for another think this praife defign’d.

An Epiftle to Mr. POPE.

From RoMmE, 1730. By the Same.

g Mmortal bard ! for whom each Mufe has wove
"The faireft garlands of th’> Aonian grove ;
Preferv’d, our drooping genius to reftore,
When Addifon and Congreve are no more.
After fo many ftars extinét in night
The darken’d ages laft remaining light !
‘To thee from Latian realms this verfe is writ,
In{pir’d by memory of ancient wit ;
For now no more thefe climes their influence boaft,
Fall’n is their glory, and their virtue loft ;
From Tyrants and from Priefts the Mufes fly,
Daughters of Reafon and of Liberty :
Oa Nor




