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Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew,

To the ftring he apply’d it, and twang went the yew;
The arrow was gone ; in my bofom it center’d :
No fting of a hornet more fharp ever enter’d.

Away fkipp’d the urchin, as brifk as a bee,

And laughing, ¢ I wifh you much joy friend, quoth he:
¢« My bow is undamag’d, for true went the dart;

«« But you will have trouble enough with your heart.”

An Imitation of Horace, Ode II. Book III.
Anguftam ainice, &c.
By Mr. TiTLEY, to Dr. BEnrrey.

E that would great in {cience grow,
H By whom bright Virtue 1s ador’d,
At firft muft be content to know

An humble roof, an homely board.

With want, and rigid college laws
Let him inur’d betimes, comply 3
Firm to religion’s {facred caufe,
The learned combat let him try;
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Let him her envied praifes tell,

And all his eloquence difclofe
The fierce endeavours to repel,
And ftill the tumult of her foes.

Him early form’d, and feafon’d young
Subtle oppofers foon will fear,

And tremble at his artful tongue,
Like Parthians at the Roman {pear.

Grim death, th’ inevitable lot
Which fools and cowards ftrive to fly,
Is with a noble pleafure fought
By him who dares for truth to die.
Vith pureft luftre of her own
Exalted Virtue ever fhines,
Nor as the vulgar fmile or frown
Advances now and now declines.

A glorious and immortal prize,
She on her hardy fon beftows,
She_fhiews him heaven, and bids him rife,
Tho’ pain, and toil, and death oppofe:
With lab’ring flight he wings th’ obftructed way, |

Leaving both common fouls and common clay.
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