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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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So much I feel of anguith, day and night
Tortur’d, benumb’d; in vain the fields to range
Me vernal breezes, and mild funs invite :
In vain the banquet {mokes with kindly change
Of delicacies, while on every plate
Pain lurks in ambutfh, and alluring fate.
Foolwot to know the friendly powers create
Thefe maladies in pity to mankind ;
Thefe abdicated reafon reinftate,
When lawlefs appetite ufurps the mind ;
Heaven’s faithful centries at the door of blifs
Plac’d to deter, or to chaftife excefs.

Weak is the aid of wifdom to reprefs
Paflion perverfe; philofophy how vain!
*Gainft Circe’s cup, enchanting forcerefs ;
Or when the Syren fings her warbling ftrain,
Whate’er or {fages teach, or bards reveal,
Men ftill are men, and learn but when they feel.

As 1n fome free and well-pois’d common-weal
Sedition warns the rulers how to fteer,
As ftorms and thunders rattling with loud peal,
From noxious dregs the dull horizon clear;
So when the mind imbrutes in floth fupine,
Sharp pangs awake her energy divine,

Ceafe,
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Ceafe, then, ah ceafe, fond mortal, to repine
At laws, which nature wifely did ordain ;
Pleafure, what is it? rightly to define,
>T'is but a fhort liv’d interval from pain :
Or rather each alternately renew’d,
Give to our lives a fweet viciflitude,

Horack, Ode 14. Book I. imitated in 1746.

By the Same.
O Ship! fhall new waves again bear thee to fea ?
Where, alas! art thou driving? keep fteady to fhore.

Thy fides are left without an oar,

And thy fhaken maft groans, to rude tempefts a prey.
Thy tackle all torn, can no longer endure

The affaults of the furge that now triumphs and reigns,
None of thy fails entire remains,

Nor a Gobp to protect 1in another {ad hour.
Tho’ thy outfide befpeaks thee of noble defcent,

The foreft’s chief pride, yet thy race and thy name,
What are they but an empty name ?

Wife mariners truft not to gilding and paint.
Beware then left Thou float, uncertain again,

The fport of wild winds; late my forrowful care,
And now my fondeft with, beware

Of the changeable fhoalswhere theR hinemeets theMain.
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