PR

[ 307 ]
A certain nobleman takes up the child,
The real father lay perdue, and {mil’d.
The public now cnlargc: every grace,
Vhat fhining eyes it has ! ! how fair a face !
Of parts what fymmetry! what ftrength divine !
The noble brat is fure of Pelops’ line.
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HE glow-worm {cribblers of a feeble age,
Pale twinklers of an hour provoke my rage
Ineach dark hedge we ftart an infe& fire,
Which lives by night, and muit at dawn expire;
Yet {uch their number that their {fpecks combine,
And the unthinking vulgar fwear they fhine.

Poets are prodigies fo greatly rare,

‘They feem the tafks of heav’n, and built with care:

Like funs, unquench’d, unrival’d and fublime,
They roll, immortal, o’er the waites of time:
Ages in vain clofe round and {natch in fame j;
High over all ftill fhines the Poet’s name !
Lords of a life that fcorns the bounds of breath,
They ftretch exaftence and defy ftern death.
Glory and fhame are théir 5---they plant renown,
Or fhade the Monarch’s by the Mufe’s crown :
To fay Auguftus reign’d when Virgil {hin’d,
Does honour to the lord of half mankind.
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So when three umuﬂmd years have wan’d away,
And Pork is faid £ have liv’d when GeorcE bore fway,
Millions fhall lend the King the Poet’s fame,
And blefs implicit the futported name.
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To Porry LauvriNce, quitting the Pump.
BAT H, January 1756.
S?ITE of beauty, air, and grace,

With honour haft thou run thy race !

In/un/Zine well thy part thouw’ft play’d
Now, fweet Polly, feek the fade.
The prudent general, tho’ beat,
Reaps hohour from 4 good retreat ;
But nobler thou, thy. thoufands kill’d,
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“filh_ﬁf}'iﬁd* colours leav’ft the field.
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Let not retirement give the fpleen,
to be Jeen :

But teach the vicious and the vain,
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Thy {ex’s longing
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Their pleafure’s but refining pain.
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‘Teach the gay by thy retreat,
Liternal gigole is not wit ;
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And the formal fool advife,

Prudery cannot make her ai/e.
['ake with thee to thy private ftate
Th’ applaufes of the good and great ;
he beft reward below allow’d
Of a-condu@ grear and good.
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