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[0 Lady FANE on her Grotto at Bafilden.
Mr. GrAVES.

GI DE {fmoc :";T:_; on, thou filver Thames,
Fane has fix’d her calm retreat s

Go pour 1}1 y tl'ihut;a!'j; {treams,
T'o lave imperial Thetis’ feet.
There when in flow’ry pride you come
Amid the courtiers of the main,
And join within the mofly dome
Old Tiber,
When each ambitious it
The glories of its flatter’c
What pomp adorns
What Rome,
Then fhalt
Muft che
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Thro? which thy h::prw}er currents gli'jc.

But when thy fond defcription tells
The beauties of this grott divine ¢
What miracles are wrought by fhells,
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Where niceft. tafte and fancy join:

Thy ftory fhall the goddefs move,
To quit her empire of the main,
Her throne of pearls, lier coral grove,
And live retir’d with Thee and Fanz.
The N N I SobdBody B By the
\/’gM HA'T mortal burns not with the love of fame?

dames
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ome write, fome fight, fome eat themf{elves a names

For fome beau Frightful haunts each public place

And grows confpicious for —— his ugly face,




