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Brave, yet refin’d, for arms and arts renown’d, :l
With diff’rent bays by Mars and Pheebus crown’d ;
Dauntlefs oppofers of tyrannick fway,
But pleas’d a mild Auguftus to obey,
If thefe commands {ubmiffive thou receive,

Immortal and unblam’d thy name fhall live ;
Envy to black Cocytus fhall retire,

And howl with Furies in tormenting fire ;
Approving Time fhall confecrate thy lays,
And join the Patriot’s to the Poet’s praife.’
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To my Lorp - ——

In the Year 1730.
From WorcesTERSHIRE. DBy the Same,

Strenua nos exercet Inertia: Nawibus atque

Quadrigis petimus bene Vicvere : quod petis hic ¢ff 3

Ef Ulubris, Animus [fi te non deficit @quus. ‘;
HorACE,

-

AV’R ITE of Venus and the tuneful Nine,
F Pollio, by nature form’d in courts to fhine,
Wilt thou once more a kind attention lend
To thy long abfent and forgotten friend ;

Who after feas and monntains wandei’d o’er,
Return’d at length to his own native fhore, |
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Trom all that’s gay retie’d, and all that’s great,
Beneath the fhades of his paternal feat

Has found that Happinefs he fought in vain

On the fam’d banks of Tiber and of Seine?
>T'is not to view the well-proportion’d pile,
The charms of Titian’s and of Raphael’s ftile;

At foft Italian founds to melt away ;

Or in the fragrant groves of myrtle ftray ;

That lulls the tumults of the foul to reft,

Or makes the fond pofleflor truly blef.

In our own breafts the fource of Pleafure lies
Still open, and ftill fowing to the wife ;

Not forc’d by toilfome art and wild defire
Beyond the bounds of nature to afpire,

But in its proper channels gliding fair ;

A common benefit, which all may fhare,

Yet half mankind this eafy Good difdain,

Nor relith happinefs unbought by pain;

Falfeis their tafte of blifs,and thence their{earchis vain.
So idle, yet fo reftlefs are our minds,

We climb the Alps, and brave the raging winds,
Through various toils to feek Content we roam,
Which but with thinking right were our’s at horg.
For not the ceafelefs change of fhifted place

Can from the heart a fettled grief erafe;

Nor can the purer balm of foreign air

Heal the diﬁémpcr’d mind of aching care.
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The wretch by wild impatience driv’n to rove,
Vex’d with the pangs of ill-requited love,
From pole to pole the fatal arrow bears,
Whofe rooted point his bleeding bofom tears,
With equal pain each diff’rent clime he tries,
And 1s himfelf that torment which he flies.

For how fhou’d ills, that from our paflions flow,

Be chang’d by Afric’s heat, or Ruflia’s {fnow ?
Or how can aught but pow’rful Reafon cure,
What from unthinking Folly we endure ?
Happy 1s He, and ke alone, who knows
His heart’s uneafy difcord to compofe ;

In gen’rous love of others’ good to find
The fweeteft pleafurcs of the focial mind ;

'T'o bound his wifles in their proper {phere ;

'T'o nourith pleafing hope, and conquer anxious fear.

"T'his was the wifdom ancient Sages taught,

T

1'his was the ﬁ:ﬁ'f"l‘f‘ii:n g;ﬂ'ﬁd the}’juﬁl}f i'ought;
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to no place or climate is cenfin’d,
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But the {frce native produce of the mind.
Nor think, my Lord, that Courts to you deny
The ufeful practice of Philofophy :
Horace, the wifeft of the tuneful choir,
Not always chofe from Greatnefs to retire,
But in the palace of Auguftus knew
The fame unnerring maxims to purfue,
'Which in the Sabine or the Velian thade

His ftudy and his happigefs he made,

May
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May you, my friend, by his example taught,

Frr, P

View all the giddy fcene with fober thought;
Undazzled every glittering folly fee,

And in the midft of flavifh forms be free ;

In its own center keep your fteddy mind ;

Let Prudence guide you, but let Honour bind ; |
In fhow, in manners, a&t the Courtier’s part,

But be a Country-gentleman at heart.
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By the' Same, 1731.

r H E counfels of a friend, Belinda, hear,
Too roughly kind to pleafe a Lady’s ear,

Unlike the flatt’ries of a lover’s pen,

Such truths as women feldom learn from men.

Nor think I praife you ill, when thus I thew

What female Vanity might fear to know :

Some merit’s mine, to dare to be fincere,

But greater your’s, fincerity to bear.

Fard is the fortune that your {fex attends ;
Women, like Princes, find few real friends :
All who approach them their own ends purfue :

Lovers and minifters are {eldom true,
Hence




