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Seize, feize the hint---each hour improve
(This is morality in love)

Lend, lend thine hand---O let me view
Thy parting breafts, {weet avenue !
Then---then thy lips, the coral cell
Where all th’ ambrofial kifles dwell !
Thus we'll each fultry noon employ

In day-dreams of exftatic joy.
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MODERN PHILOSOPHY.
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Dicetur meritd nox quoque ncenid. Hor.

) W AS when bright Cynthia with her filver car,
Soft ftealing from Endymion’s bed,
Had call’d forth evry glittring ftar,
And up th’ afcent ‘of heav'n her brilliant hoft had led.

Night, with all her negro train,
Took pofieflion of the plain ;
In
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In an hearfe fhe rode reclin’d,
Drawn by fcreech-owls {low and blind :
Clofe to her, with printlefs feet,

- Crept Stillnefs, ina winding theet.

Next to her deaf Silence was feen,
Treading on tip-toes over the green ;
Softly, lightly, gently fhe trips,

Still holding her fingers feal'd to her lips.

You could not fee a fight,
You could not hear a found,
But what confefs'd the night,
And horror deepen’d round.

Beneath a myrtle's melancholy fhade,

Sophron the wife was laid :
And to the anfw’ring wood thefe founds convey’d :

While others toil within the town,
And to Fortune fmile or frown,
Fond of trifles, fond of toys,

And married to that woman, Noife ;

Sacred Wifldom be my care,
And faireft Virtue, Wifdom’s heir.

His {peculations thus the fage begun,
When, lo! the neighbouring bell
In folemn found ftruck one:---

He ftarts---and recolleés---he was engag’'d to Nell.
Then
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Then up he {prang nimble and light,
And rapp’d at fair Ele’'nor’s door ;
He laid afide virtue that night,
And next morn por'd in Plato for more.
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On the fudden Death of a CLERGYMAN.
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F, like th’ Orphean lyre, my fong could charm,
I And light to life the afhes in the urn,
Fate of his iron dart I would difarm,
Sudden as thy deceafe {hould’ft thou return,
Recall'd with mandates of defpotic {founds,
And arbitrary grief, that will not hear of bounds.
But, ah! fuch wifthgs, artlefs mufe, forbear ;
"Tis impotence of frantic love,
Th’ enthufiaftic flight of wild defpair,
To hope the Thracian’s magic power to prove.
Alas! thy flender vein, |
Nor mighty is to move, nor forgetive to feign,
Impatient of a rein,
- Thou canft not in due bounds the ftruggling meafures kcep,
----But thou, alas! canf{t weep---
Thou canft---and o’cr the melancholy bier
Canft lend the fad folemnity a teur.
Hail ! to that wretched corfe, untenanted and cold,
And hail the peaceful thade loos’d from its irkfome hold.
Now



