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L.
FSPRING of folly and of pride,
To all that’s odious, 3ll that’s bafe allied;
Nurs'd up by vice, by pravity mifled,
By pedant affectation taught and bred:
Away, thou hldeaus hell born fprlght, gy

Go, with thy lmLa of, .dark defign,
Sullen, four; and: faturmne
Fly to fome gloomy fhade, nor blot thc goodly light.
Thy planet was remote, when I was born;
Twas Mercury that rul’d my natal morn,
What time the fun exerts his genial ray,
And ripens for enjoyment every growing day ;
When to exift is but to love and fing,
And {prightly Aries {fmiles upon the {pring.
IL
There in yon lonefome heath,
Which Flora, or Sylvanus never knew,
- Where never vegetable drank the dew,
Or beaft, or fowl attempts t6 breathe ; ;
Where Nature’s pencil has no colours laid;
But all is blank, and univerfal fhade ;
Contraft to figure, motion, life and light,
There may’ft thou vent thy {pight,
For ever curfing, and for ever curs'd,

Of all th’ infernal crew the worlt;
The
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The worft in genius, meafure and degree;
For envy, hatred, malice, are but parts of thee.

I1I.

Or woud’ft thou change the {cene, and quit thy den,
Behold the heav'n-deferted fen,

Where {pleen, by vapours denfe begot and bred,
Hardnefs of heart, and heavinefs of head,

Have rais’d their darkfome walls, and plac’d their thorny

bed ;

There may’ft thou all thy bitternefs unload,

There may’ft thou croak, in concert with the toad,
With thee the hollow howling ‘winds fhall join,

Nor fhall the bittern her bafe throat deny,
The querulous frogs fhall mix their dirge with thine,

Th’ ear-piercing hern, and plover {creaming high,
While million humming gnats fit eeftrum fhall {fupply.

IV.
Away---away---behold an hideous band
An herd of all thy minions are at hand,

Sufpicion firft with jealous caution ftalks,
And ever looks around her as the walks,

With bibulous ear imperfe& founds to catch,’
And prompt to liften at her neighbours latch.

Next Scandal’s meagre fhade,
Foe to the virgins, and the poet’s fame,

A wither’d, time-deflow’red old maid,
That ne’er enjoy’d love’s ever facred flame.

Hypo-
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Hypocrify {fucceeds with faint-like look,

And elevates her hands and plods upon her book.

Next comes illiberal fcrambling Avarice,
Then Vanity and Affe@ation nice---
See, fhe falutes her {hadow with a bow
As in fhort Gallic trips fhe minces by,
Starting antipathy is in her eye,
And {queamifhly {he knits her {cornful brow.
To thee, Ill-Nature, all the numerous group
With lowly reverence ftoop---
They wait thy call, and mourn thy long delay,
Away-—thou art infectious---hafte away.

ODE



