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They err, who think the MusEs not ally’d
To TrEMIs ; both are of celeftial birth -
Both give peace; order, harmony to carth ;
Both by one heav’nly fountain are fupply’d
And men and angels hymn, in general quire,
What law ordains, and what the NixE infpire.

From C A2 LIA to CL O L.

By the Same.

I Rural life enjoy, the town’s your tafte,

In this we differ, twins in all the reft.

Yet when the dog-ftar brings difeafes on,

And each fond mother trembles for her {on ;

Now when the Mall’s forlorn, the beaux and belles
All for retirement crowd to Tunbridee-Wells ;
Say, will not Crok for awhile withdraw

From dear Vaux-hall and charming Ranelagh ?
Sure at this homely hutt one may contrive
Awhile not only to exift, but live;

For not dull landfcapes here my thoughts engrofs,

Woods, lawns, and rills, and grottees green with mofs,

You, II. % Ng,
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Na, the fame appetite that courts infufe,
Haunts in retreat, and to the fhade purfues.,
Here all my care are to receive and pay
Vifits, my ftudies a romance or play.
And then to pafs the live-long Sunday off,
Walks or a ride, nay church ferves well enough,
At church, one has a chance to fee cockades,
Lur’d thither in purfuit of country-maids :
Or tall Hibernian fmit with fond defire
'T'o wed the only daughter of a fquire.
Cards have their turn, to kill a tedious houy,
{f baulk’d of whift, piquette is in my pow’r;
For oft the captain, frefh from town, beftows
A friendly week upon his friend my {poufe.
Then gaily glide the days on downy feet,
For {ure the captain has prodigious wit ;
O I could hear his {fweet difcourfe for ever,
Of all that’s done, and who and who’s together,
Oft far and wide for new delights I range,
True {fex, and conftant to the love of change,
Is there within ten miles a troop review’d,
An aultion of old goods, an interlude
By ftrolling players, an horfe-race, or a ball !
'There to be {feen I have an urgent call.
"T'he labours of the plough are then forgot,
And THoMas mounts the box in [iv’ry coat.
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Scenes odd as thefe, if CrLor can endure,
(And yet thefe fcenes are town in miniature)
Come, and reflect on Ranelagh with {corn,

Content ev’n here, at leaft till routs return,
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By the Same,

Herefore was man thus form’d with eye {ubline,
With active joints, to traverfe hill or plain,
But to cantcmpla e nature 1n her prrr.me_,
Lord of this ample world, his fair domain
Why on this various earth fuch beau uty pour’d,
But for thy pleafure, man, her fovereign lord ?
Why does the mantling vine her juice afford
Nectareous, but to cheer with cordial tafte ?
Why are the earth and air and ocean ftor’d
With beaft, fith, fowl; if not for man’s repaft !
Yet what avails to me, or tafte, or fight,
Exil’d from every obje@ of delight ?
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