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Thy joys no glittering female meets,
No hive haft thou of hoarded {weets,
No painted plumage to difplay:
On hafty wings thy youth 1s flown ;

Thy f{un is {fet, thy {pring is gone
We frolick, while ’tis May.

Sestabe S S sl B Si M SeSUK L Bl B L Bes

O D E on the Death of a Favourite C a T,

Drowned in 2 Tub of Gold Fifhes.

By the Same.
118
3 W AS on a lofty V{ﬁ::’s fide,
Where China’s gayeft art had dy’d
The azure flowers, that blow j
Demureft of the Tabby kind,
The penfive Selima reclin’d,
Gaz’d on the lake below.
I1.
Her confcious tail her joy declar’d ;
The fair round face, the fnowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,
The coat that with the tortoife vies,
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,
She faw ; and purr’d applaufe.
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IEE:
5till had fhe gaz’d : but *midft the tide
Two beauteous forms were feen to olide,
The Genii of the ftream ;
Their fealy armoéur’s T'yrian hué
T'hro’ richeft purple to the view
Betray’d a golden gleam.
IV,
The haplefs nymph with wonder f{aw -
A whitker firft and then a claw
With many an ardent with,
She ftretch’d in vain to reach the prize.
What female heart can gold defpife ¥
Vhat cat’s averfe to fifh'?
Ve
Prefumptiious maid ! with looks intert
Again fhe ftretch’d, again fhe bent,
Nor knew the gulph between ;
(Malignant Fate {at by and fmil’d)
‘the flipp’ry verge her feet beguil’d,
She tumbled headlong in.
VI.
Eight times emerging from the flood
She mew’d to ev’ry wat’ry god,
Some fpeedy aid to fend.
No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr’d -
Nor cruel Tom, nor Sufan heard.
A fav’rite has no friend !
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From hence, ye beauties undeceiv’d,

Know, one falfe ftep is ne’er retriev’d,
And be with caution bold.

Not all that tempts your wand’ring eyes

And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize ;
Nor all, that glifters, gold.

A Mo Qe N Ot i)

On the Deartnu of
Queen CAROLINE.

By Ricaarp WEsST, Efq; Son to the Chancellor of
Ireland, and Grandfon to Bifhop BurRNET.

K
SING we no more of HyMENEAL lays,
Nor f{trew the land with myrtles and with bays:
The voice of joy is fled the BriTisu fhore,
For CAROLINE’S N0 mMore::
And now our forrows afk a fadder ftring ;
Come, plaintive goddefs of the Cyrrhan fpring,
Pour thy deep note, and fhed thy tuneful tear,
And, while we lofe the memory of pain

In thy oblivious ftrain,

——Ah! drop thy cyprefs on yon mournful bier :
Begin :
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