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O BE to the “Hon. Co Y.

By the Same.

HarvrEs, fon of Yorke, who on the mercy-feat
Of juftice ftates the bounds of right and wrong;
Not like the vulgar law-bewilder’d throng,

Who in the maze of error, hope to meet

‘T'ruth, or hope rather to delude with lies

And airy phantoms, under truth’s difguife.

Some wrapt in precedents, or points decreed,
Or lop or ftretch the laws to forms precife :
Some, who the pedantry of rules defpife,

Plain fenfe adopt, from legal fetters freed ;

Senfe without {cience, fleeting, unconfin’d,

Is empty guefs, and fhifts with ev’ry wind.

But he, thy fire, with more difcerning toil,
Rang’d the wide field, fagacious to explore
Where lay -difpers’d or hid the precious ore ;

Then form’d into a whole the gather’d fpoil,

Law, reafon, equity, which now unite,

Refletting each on each a friendly light.
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Bleft in 2 guide, a pattern fo compleat,

F ;-c;,ld,, as thou do’ft his footfteps ; for not rude |
Thy genius, not uncultur’d, unfubdu’d. f
Yet there are intervals and {eafons meet, |
To fmooth the brow of thought; nor thnu difdain |

Fit hour of vacance with the Mufe’s raiil.

Let meaner .pirits, caft in common mould,
Who feed on hufks of learned lore, refufe
'Fo hear the leflons of the warbling Mufe
Nor know that bards, the law-givers of old,
v {oothing fong to moral truth beguil’d

Man, till then ﬁ“ ce, a lawlefs race, and wild.

What means the lyre, by which the fabled fa
Drew hvl ts to liften, and made rocks advance
Around him as he play’d, in myflick dance ¢

¥ hat, but the Mufe ? who foften’d human rages

Parent of Concgrd fhe prepar’d the plan

Of focial Iife, and man attun’d to man,

She taught the {phere to move in fair array,

Each in their orbits heark’ ning to Her ftrain;
ilie would they wander o’er th’ etherial plain

Licentious, but that fthe direts their way :

She aw’d vo temper, by her magick {pell,

‘Fhe warrino dfﬂﬂ”m.j and powers of hell.
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They err, who think the MusEs not ally’d
To TrEMIs ; both are of celeftial birth -
Both give peace; order, harmony to carth ;
Both by one heav’nly fountain are fupply’d
And men and angels hymn, in general quire,
What law ordains, and what the NixE infpire.

From C A2 LIA to CL O L.

By the Same.

I Rural life enjoy, the town’s your tafte,

In this we differ, twins in all the reft.

Yet when the dog-ftar brings difeafes on,

And each fond mother trembles for her {on ;

Now when the Mall’s forlorn, the beaux and belles
All for retirement crowd to Tunbridee-Wells ;
Say, will not Crok for awhile withdraw

From dear Vaux-hall and charming Ranelagh ?
Sure at this homely hutt one may contrive
Awhile not only to exift, but live;

For not dull landfcapes here my thoughts engrofs,

Woods, lawns, and rills, and grottees green with mofs,

You, II. % Ng,




