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Captan C U P I D,

By the Same.
RST, in Cythera’s facred fhade,
! When Venus clafp’d the god of war,
The laughing loves around them play’d,
One bore the fhield, and one the {pear.

The little warriots Cupid led,

The fhining baldric grac’d his breaft,
The mighty helmet o’er his head
Nodded its formidable creft. 1-'

Hence oft’, to win fome ftubborn maid,
Still does the wanton God affume

The martial air, the gay cockade,

The {word, the fhoulder-knot and plume.

Phyllis had long his power defy’d,
Refolv’d her conqueils to maintain ;
His fruitlefs art each poet try’d :
Each thepherd tun’d his pipe in vain.

"T'1ll Cupid came, a captain bold :
Cf trenches and of palifadoes
He talk’d ; and many a tals Le to'd

Of battles, and of ambufcadoes.
How
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How oft’ his godfhip had been drunk;
What melting maids he had undone ;
How oft’ by night had ftorm’d a punk,
Or bravely beat a faucy dun.

|
He fwore, drank, whor’d, fung, danc’d with fpirit, i
And o’er each pleafing topic ran; |
>Till Phyllis fich’d, and own’d his mer1t,

The Captain’s- fure a charming man. 1

Ye bards, on verfe let Pheebus doat, l
Ye fhepherds, leave your pipes to Pan,
Nor verfe nor pipe will Phyllis note.

The Captain is the charming man.

O DE on Ambition.

By the Same.

¥ "HE mariner, when firflt he fails,
While his bold oars the {parkiing {urface {weep,

With new delight, tran{ported hails
The blue expanded fkies, and level deep.

Such young Ambition’s fearlefs aim,

» Pleas’d with the gorgeous fcene of wealth and power,

T e —_ p———

In the gay morn of early fame,

Nor thinks of evening ftorm, and gloomy hour.




