Porwms on feveral Occafions. 2%3

They tell you, thofe foft Lips may vie
‘With Pinks at op’ning Day ;

And yet you flew a fimple Fly,
For proving what they fay.

Believe me, not a Bud like thee
In this fair Garden blows ;

Then blame no more the érring Bee,
Who took you for the Rofe.
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The CRUEL PARENT.
ADRE A M.

2 W AS when the Sun had his fwift Progrefs
made,
And left his Empire to the Queen of Shade ;
Bright Cynthia too, with her refulgent Train,
Shot their pale Luftre o’er the dewy Plain :
Sat lonely Mira with her Head reclin’d,
And mourn’d the Sorrows of her helplefs Kind:
; 5 Then
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Then to her Fancy Ce/ia’s Woes appear,

The Nymph, whofe Tale deferves a pitying Tear ;
Whofe early Beauties met a {wift Decay ;

A Rofe that faded at the rifing Day,

While Grief and Shame opprefs’d her tender Age,
Purfu’d by Famine and a Father’s Rage ;

Till too much Thought the aking Heart opprefs'd,
And Mira’s Eye-lids clos’d in filent Reft:

Then active Fancy, with her airy Train,
Compos’d the Subftance of the enfuing Dream.

In a black Shade my wand’ring Self I found,
A Wood encircl’d by a thorny Bound ; |
Where Oaks up-rais’d their kingly Headson high,
And the pleas’d Linnets thro’ the Branches fly :

There lofty Elms the wond’ring Skies invade,
And the dark Cyprefs caft a browner Shade :

Grave Laurels there the humbler Shrubs o’erlook
There the pale Afh, and there the Poplar fhook ;
Here pliant Elder whom her Fruits adorn,

And the brown Hafcl wove with thagged Thorn :
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Rude Briers there their clafping Tendrels twine, -
Whofe rugged Arms with ufelefs Rofes {fhine.

Beyond the Confines of the dusky Brake,
A Plain was bounded with a putrid Lake,
Where Planks of Timber ftretch’d on mould’ring
Beams, ’
Form’d a weak Paffage o’er the ftanding Streams,
Whofe flimy Waters to its Arches clung,
Where wrap’d in Weeds the clodded Vermin hung,

On this brown Plain furrounded by the Wood,
And the green Lake — an aged Caftle ftood ;
Whofe iron Gates were ftrictly fthut to all,

And frowning Roofs hung o’er the crumbling Wall

Here perch’d Revenge and ever-wafting Care,

And Melancholy with difhivel’d Hair.
Before the Portals wait a grifly Band,

Fraud with a Pencil in her fhaking Hand:
Long Scrolls gf Parchment at her Feet were laid,
Behind her Shoulder ftood her ghaftly Maid :

T 2 Oppreflion
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Oppreflion nam’d —and firetch’d her filthy Claw,
And next pale Av’rice with infatiate Maw ;

Two cumbrous Bags his twining Arms infold,

Of canker’d Silver and of ufelefs Gold ¢

Grimly he ftands, and by his Side appears

Fierce Cruelty, all drench’d in Orphans Tears 3
Within (attended by relentlefs Hate)

Sufpicion {quinted through the barbarous Grate :
To thefe rude Doors approach’d with bafhful Mien,
Soft Celia once the brighteft of the Plain, .
But now the Rofes from her Cheeks were flown,
Nor cou’d the Fair One by her Charms be known ;
Thofe Charms are now in fable Weeds array’d,
Her Arm fupported by a mournful Maid :

From her wan Eyes the Tears inceflant flow,

And all her Form was Penitence and Woe,
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But fee Lyfegus, her relentlefs Sire,
Whofe Eye-balls fparkl’d with difdainful Ire;
His potent Hand the founding Locks obey,
With grating Noife the horrid Gates gave way : E
Then proftrate at his Feet the Damf{el lay. i
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Three times to fpeak the loyely Mourner try'd ;
Thrice on her Lips the fainting Murmurs dy’d ;
Sigh follows Sigh, and Tear fucceeds to Tear :
At length {he cry’d == Ah! may Lyfegus hear ;
If Nature or if Penitence may {ue,

Ah'! let my Sorrows find Relief from you;
The nightly Stars my conftant Wailings know,
The rifing Sun is Witnefs to my Woe :

But who fhall paint what wretched Celia fecls,

While Shame and Famine hunt her flying Hecls :

The Fools deride me, and the virtuous fhun,
Then to the Fields and lonely Shades I run;
Yet find no Comfort from the lonely Shade,
At my Approach the Bloffoms feem to fade:
I fly to Wilds unknown to human Kind,

But cannot leave my hated Self behind ;

And am ~— Oh am I— by my Parent curs’d ;
Of all my Woes the deepeft and the worft :
She faid —— Lyfegus anfwer’d in a Rage,
Hence vile Difturber of my lucklefs Age :
Think not by Tears this ftubborn Heart to win,
Nor jar my Senfes with thy hateful Din:

Go
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Go learn of Vagrants (fit Companions) go,
Their Arts of Stealing and their Whine of Woe.
Yet when before the Gate of Pride you ftand,
And crave your Morfel at the Porter’s Hand ;

May fome ftern Slave prevent the coming Prize,
Thrown to the Dogs before thy longing Eyes:
He ceas’d -=-- but Ceka views no more the Sun,

For now her Sorrow with her Life was done :
Her Eyes no more afford their lucid Streams,

Nor the Pulfe ftruggles in her quiet Veins.

The Tyrant view’d her with a ghaftly Look,
His Heart beat heavy, and his Sinews fhook ;
When lo a Spectre horrible to view, )
Rofe quick as Vapours of a Morning Dew ; .
Whofe Prefence caft unpleafing Darknefs round,

A Cyprefs Wreath his faded Temples crown’d :

Strange Forms were painted on his fable Robe,
One Hand extended bore a cryftal Globe ;

Where the pale Sinner might his Pi¢ture find,
Yet not his Features, but his darker Mind : i
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~ In vain to thun the faithful Glafs he tries,

It plays unask’d before his aking Eyes :

His quick left Hand with this perform’d its Part,
His Right was dreadful with a poifon’d Dart :
Then with a loud and horrid Voice he cry’d,
Lyfegus, mourn thy Cruelty and Pride :

From the fair Court of Equity I came,

Call'd by thy Sins, and Confcience is my Name
This venom’d Dart fhall now thy Entrails tear,
And teach thy Eyes to know the melting Tear -
Prepare thy Spirits for their Weight of Woe,
With Cel/ia’s Name I arm the dreadful Blow :
He faid and ftruck ---- the vifionary Dart
Sought the dark Bottom of Lyfegus’ Heart :

He fell ---- and falling rais’d a fearful Cry ;
Then Mira *woke, and found the Morning Sky.




