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To Mr. FOX, written at FLoRENCE.
In Imitation of Horace, Ode 4. Book z.

By the late Lord H Y.

Septimi, Gades aditure mecum.

H O U deareft youth, who taught me firft to know
What pleafures from areal friendthip flow,
Where neither intereft nor defign have part,
But all the warmth is native of the heart
Thou know’# to comfort, {fodth, or entertain,
Joy of my health, and cordial of my pain.
When life feem’d failing on her lateft ftage,
And fell difeafe anticipated age,
When wafting ficknefs and aflicted pain,
By Efculapius’ fons oppos’d in vain ;
Forc’d me reluctant, defperate, to explore
A warmer {fun, and feek a milder fhore ;
Thy fteady love with unexampled truth,
Forfook each gay companion of thy youth,
W hate’er the profp’rous or the great employs,
Bus’nefs and int’reft, and love’s {ofter joys,
The
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The weary fteps of mis’ry to attend,

I'o fhare diftrefs, and make a wretch thy friend,
If o’er the mountain’s fnowy height we ftray,
Where Carthage firft explor’d the vent’rous way ;
i Or thro’ the tainted air of Rome’s parch’d plains,
| Where Want refides, and Superftition reigns ;
Chearful and unrepining, ftill you bear

Each dangerous rigour of the various year ;

And kindly anxious for thy friend alone,

Lament his {uff’rings and forget thy own,

Permit me Ickworth, reft, and health at laft,
In that lov’d fhade, my youth’s delightful feat,
My early pleafure, and my late retreat,
Where lavifh Nature’s favourite bleflings flow,
And all the feafons all their fweets beltow ;
There might I trifle carelefly away

| The milder evening of life’s clouded day,
From bus’nefs and the world’s intrufion free,
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| No farther want, no wifh yet unpoffefs’d

& Could e’er difturb this unambitious breatft.

' Let thofe who Fortune’s fhining gifts implore,

Who fue for glory, {plendor, wealth, or power,
F View this unaétive ftate, with fcornful eyes,

| And pleafures they can never tafte, defpife;

j Let them {till court that goddefs’ falfer joys,

|

|

|

Oh! would kind Heav’n, thefe tedious {uff’rings paft,

With books, with love, with beauty, and with thee ;

J Who, while fhe grants their pray’r, their peace deftroys.

I envy
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I envy not the foremoft of the great,
Not Walpole's felf, direting Furope’s fate;
Still let him load Ambition’s thorny fhrine,
Fame be his portion, and contentment mine.
But if the gods, finifter ftill, deny
To live in Ickworth, let me there but die;
Thy hand to clofe my eyes in death’s long night,
Thy image to attract their lateft fight:
Then to the grave attend thy poet’s herfe,
And love his mem’ry as you lov’d his verfe.
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To the Same. From Hampton-Court, 1731.

By the Same.

Bono loco humanee funt, quod nemo, nifi witio fuo, mifer off.
SENECA In EP1sT.

HILS'T in the fortunes of the gay and great,
The glare of courts, and luxury of ftate ;
All that the meaner covet and deplore,
The pomp of wealth, and infolence of power:
Whilft in thefe various fcenes of gilded life,
Of fraud, ambition, policy, and flrife;
Where every word is dictated by art,

And ev’ry face the mafk of ev’ry heart; |
Whilft




