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1’ And fhow’d fallacious art difplay

O’er titled drofs a golden ray,

Still bafer thro’ detefting years,

The fpeckled counterfeit appears.

i But when from proof, far iffuing forth,
'i The ore aflerts its native worth ;

Then, {ov’reign bard, ’tis jui’d}r thine
To ftamp the well-attefted coin ;

And confecrated with thy name,

To treafure in the ftores of Fame,
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EPISTLE to POL LTO, from the

Hills of HowTa in IRELAND.
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By the Same.
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OLLIO! would’ft thou condefcend
Here to fee thy humble friend,
Far from do&ors, potions, pills,
Drinking health on native hills ;
Thou the precious draught may’ft fhare,
Lucy fhall the bowl prepare.
[j From the broufing goat it lows,

From each balmy fhrub that grows;
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Hence the kidling’s wanton fire,

Hence the nerves that brace his fire.

Vigorous, buxom, young and gay,

Thou like them fhalt love and play.
What, tho’ far from filver Thames,

Stately piles, and courtly dames ?

Here we boaft a purer flood,

Joys that ftream from {prightly blood ;

Here 1s fimple beauty feen,

Fair, and cloath’d like beauty’s queen :

Nature’s hands the garbs compofe,
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From the lilly and the rofe.
Or, if charm’d with richer dies,

. & —
e i P

Fancy every robe fupplies.

Shou’d perchance fome high-born fair,
Abfent, claim thy tender care ;

Here, enraptur’d fhalt thou trace,

S ’s fhape, and R ’s face;
Wkile the waking dream fhall pay,

Mﬁﬂ}’ a “riﬂ]ing thEICfS dﬂ}f

Domes with gold and toil unbought,

Rife by magick pow’r of thought,
Where by artift’s hand undrawn,
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Slopes the vale, and fpreads the lawn :
As if {portive nature meant,
Here to mock the works of Kent.
Come, and with thee bring along
Jocund tale and witty fong, _
4 Senfe
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Senfe to teach, and words to move,
Arts that pleafe, adorn, improve ;
And, to gild the glorious {cene,
Confcience {potlefs and ferene.

Poor with all a H ——t’s ftore,
Lives the man who pines for more.
Wretched he who doom’d to roam,
Never can be bleft at home ;
Nor retire within his mind,
From th’ ungrateful and unkind.
Happy they whom crowds befriend,
Curs’d who on the crowd depend ;
On the great one’s peevifh fit,
On the coxcomb’s fpurious wit ;
Ever fentenc’d to bemoan
Others failings in their own.

If, like them, rejefing eafe,
Hills and health no longer pleafe ;

Quick ‘defcend ! .—Thou may’ft refort

To the viceroy’s fplendid court.
There, indignant, fhalt thou fee

Cringing flaves, who might be free,

Brib’d, with titles, hope, or gain,
T'ye their country’s thameful chain ;

Or, infpir’d by heav’n’s good cauft,

Walite the land with holy laws :
While the gleanings of their power,

Lawyers, lordlings, priefts devour.
Wor: 1L, O

Now,
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Now, methinks, I hear thee fay, :
¢¢ Drink alone thy mountain-whey !
¢« Wherefore tempt the Irifh fhoals ?
¢« Sights like thefe are nearer Paul’s.

An ODE to Wirriam Purtyey, Elg;

By the Same.

3
EMOTE from liberty and truth,
R By fortune’s crime, my early youth
Drank error’s poifon’d {prings.
Taught by dark creeds and myftick law,
Wrapt up in reverential awe,
I bow’d to priefts and kings.
11.
Soon reafon dawn’d, with troubled fight
I caught the glimpfe of painful light,
Afili&ed and afraid.
Too weak it fhone to mark my way,
Enough to tempt my fteps to ftray
Along the dubious fhade.
III. Reft-
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