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WHAT Charms You. have, from what high Race
You:{prung;

Have been the pleafing Subjeéts of my Song:

Unskill'd and young; yet {fomething {till I writ,

Of C &’ npismBeality join'd 4o Cecir’s Wit

But when You pleafe to thow the lab’ring Mufe,

W hat greateri Theam your Mufick can produce;

My babling Praifes I repeat no more,

But hear, rejoice, dkand: filent, and adore.

The Pers1ans thus, firlft gazing on the Sun,
Admir'd how high 'twas: plac'd, how bright it thoue ;
But, as his Pow’r was known, theit Thoughts were rais'd ;
Arl&ffoon.the'y Wor{_h_iapfd, what at firft they prais'd.

EL1z A5, Glory hves in SPENCER’s Song ;
And Cowrey’s Verfe keeps Fair Or1npa young
That as in Birth, in Beauty You excell,
~ The Mufe might di¢tate; and the Poet te]] :
Att no other Art can {peak; and You,
how well you play, muft play anew:

l’s Pow'r your Mufick muft difclofe ;
is, 'tis only Ligh that (hoys.
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8‘ Porwms on feveral OccAsIoNs,

But, had he heard thy Lute, He {oon had found

His Rage eluded, and his Crime atton’d:

Thine, like Ampuions Hand, had wak'd the Stone,
And from Deftruétion call'd the rifing Town:

Malice to Mufick had been forc’d to yield;

Not could he Burn {o faft, as Thou cou’dft Build.

By JorR DA IN.

At the Right Honourable the EARL of EXETER'S at
Burleigh-Houfe.

\V HILE cruel Neroonly drains
The moral Sean1aRD’s ebbing Veins,
By Study worn, and flack with Age,
How dull, how thoughtlefs is his Rage!
Heighten'd Revenge He fhould have took ;
He fhould have burnt his Tutor’s Book ;
And long have reign'd fupream in Vice:
One nobler Wretch can only rife ;
*Tis he whofe Fury fhall deface
e Stoics I;mge in th1s Piece.

PicTURE of SENEC A dying in a Bath.




