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Come, confcious Virtue, fill my breaft,

And bring Content, thy daughter, drefs’d
In ever-fmiling charms :

Let facred Friendfhip too attend ;

A friendfhip worthy of my friend,

Such as my L&L1ius warms.

With thefe Il in my bofom make
A bulwark Fortune cannot fhake,
Tho’ all her ftorms arife ;
Look down and pity gilded flaves,
Defpife Ambition’s giddy knaves,
And wifh the Fools were wife.
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" By Mr. BEDINGFIELD.

Il
H me! isall our pleafure mix’d with woe !
Is there on earth no happinefs fincere ?
Muft e’en this bitter ftream of {forrow flow
From joy’s domeftick {pring, our children dear ?
How oft did Thetis drop the filver tear,
When with fond eyes fhe view’d her darling boy !
How oft her breaft heav’d with prefaging fear,
1 Left vice’s fecret canker fhould annoy
' Fair virtue’s op’ning bud, and all her bopes deftroy !
II. At
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1I.

At length, fo Nereus had her rightly taught,
That doubtful cares might eat her heart no more,
Her imp 1n prattling infancy fhe brought
T'o the fam’d Centaur, on mount Pelion hoar,
Hight Chiron, whom to Saturn Phyl’ra bore ;

Chiron, whofe wifdom flourifh’d *bove his peers,

In ev’ry goodly thew, and virtuous lore,_
To principle his yet untainted years ;
‘The feed that’s early fown, the faireft harveft bears.

I1I.

Far in the covert of a bufhy wood,

Where aged trees their ftar-proof branches {pread,

A grott, with grey mofs ever dropping ftood ;
Ne coftly gems the fparkling roof difplay’d,
Ne cryftal {quares the pavement rich inlaid,
But o’er the pebbles, clear with glafly fhine,
A limpid ftream in {foothing murmurs ftray’d,
And all around the flow’ring eglantine
Its balmy tendrils {fpread in many a wanton twine.

IV.

A lowly habitation, well I ween,
Yet {acred made by men of mickle fame,
Who there in precepts wife had leffon’d been 3
Chafte Peleus, confort of the fea-born dame,

Sage
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Sage Afculape, who cou’d the vital flame
(Bleft leach!) relumine by his healing fkill
And Jafon, who, his father’s crown to claim,
Defcended dreadful from the craggy hill,
And with his portence ftern did falfe ufurper thrill,

V.

Faft by the cave a damfel was ypight,
Afraid from earth her blufhing looks to rear,
Left aught indecent fhou’d offend her fight,
Left aught indecent thou’d oftend her ear;
Yet wou’d fhe fometime deign at fober chear
Softly to fmile, but ever held it fhame
The mirth of foul-mouth’d ribaldry to bear,
A cautious nymph, and MopesTy her name.
Ah! who but churlifh carle would hurt fo pure a dame ?

WA
With her fate TEMPERANCE, COMpanion meet,
Plucking from tree-en bough her fimple food,
And pointing to an urn befide her feet,
Fill’d with the cryftal of the wholefome flood :
With her was feen, of grave and aweful mood,
Hoary FipEL1TY, 2 matron ftaid ;
And fweet BExEVOLENCE, who {miling fteod,
Whilft at her breaft two fondling infants play’d,
And turtles, billing foft, c00’d thro’ the echoing glade.

VYII. On
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VII.

On t'other fide, of bold and open air,
Was a fair perfonage hight ExErcisE 3
Reclin’d he feem’d upon his rough boar-fpear,
As late furceas’d from hardy enterprize ;
(For Sloth ingloricus did he aye defpife)
Frefh glow’d his cheek with health’s vermilion dye,
On his fleek brow the fielling fweat-drops rife,
And oft around he darts his glowing eye
To view his well-breath’d hounds, full jolly company.

VIII.

Not far away was fage ExpEr1ENCE plac’d,
With care-knit brow, fix’d looks, and fober plight,
Who weighing well the prefent with the patt,
Ofevery accident cou’d read aright.
With him was rev’rend ConTEMPLATION pight,
Bow-bent with eld, his beard of fuowy hue,

Yet age’s hand mote not empare the fight, !
Still with fharp ken the eagle he’d purfue, Il
As thro’ the buxom air to heav’n’s bright bow’rs the flew. 4

IX.

Here the fond parent left her darling care,
Yet {oftly breath’d a figh as fhe withdrew ;
Here the young hero, ev’n from tender year,

Eftfoons imbib’d Inftru@ion’s hony’d dew,
(For

.

= Er




| [ 125 ]
(For well to file his tongue, fage Chiron knew)
And learnt to difcipline his life aright ;
To pay to pow’rs {upreme a reverence due,
Chief to Saturnian Jove, whofe dreaded might
Wings thro’ difparted clouds the bik’ring light’ning’s flight.

X.

Aye was the ftripling wont, ere morning fair

Had rear’d o’er eaftern waves her rofy tede,
To grafp with tender hand the pointed fpear,

And beat the thicket where the boar’s fell breed
Enfhrouded lay, or lion’s tawny feed.

Oft wou’d great Dian, with her woody train,
Stop inmid chace to wonder at his {peed,

Whilft up the hill’s rough fide fhe faw him ftrain,

Or fweep with winged feet along the level plain.

XI.

And when dun fhades had blent the day’s bright eye,
Upon his fhoulders, with flow ftagg’ring pace,
He brought the prey his hand had done to die,
Whilft blood with duft befprent did foul difgrace
The goodly features of his glowing face.
When as the fage beheld on grafly foil
Each panting corfe, whilft life did well apace,
‘The panther of his fpotted pride he’d {poil,
To deck his fofter fon : fit need of daring toil.

a
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XII.,

And ever and anon the godlike fire,
To temper ftern behefts with pleafaunce gay,
Would touch (for well he cou’d) the filver lyre;
So fweetly ravifh’d each enchanting lay,
That Pan, in fcornful wife, wou’d fling away
His ruftick pipe, and e’en the {acred train
Wou’d leave their lov'd Parnafs’ in trim array,
And thought their own Apollo once again
Charm’d his attentive flock, a fimple fhepherd fwain.

XIII.

And ever and anon of worthies old,
Whofe praife Fame’s trump thro’ earth’s wide bounds
had {pread,
To fire his mind to brave exploits, he told ;
Pirithous, known for proweft hardy-head ;
Thefeus, whofe wrath the dire Procruftes fled ;
And Hercules, whom trembling Lerna fear’d,
When Hydra fell, in loathfome marfhes bred,
In vain againft the fon of Jove uprear’d
Iead fprouting under head, by thrillant faulchion fhear’d.

X1V.

The ftern-brow’d boy in mute attention ftood,
'T'o hear the fage relate each great emprife ;
Then ftrode along the cave in haughtier mood,

Whilft varying paflions in his bolom rife,

And
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And lightning-beams flath from his glowing eyes.
Ev’n now he {corns the prey the defarts yield,
Ev’n now (as hope the future {cene fupplies)
He fhakes the terror of his heav’n-form’d fhield,

| | And braves th’ indignant flood, and thunders o’er the field.
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An B RPIS T Eeftopy S B{qy 1in<the

Country, to the Right Hon. the Lord
LovELacE 1n Town.

Written in the Year 1733.

N days, my Lord, when mother Time,
Tho’ now grown old, was in her prime,

When Saturnw firft began to rule,

And Jove was hardly come from {chool,

How happy was a country life !

How free from wickednefs and ftrife !

"Then each man liv’d upon his farm,

And thought and did no mortal harm ;

On mofly banks fair virgins {lept,

As harmlefs as the flocks they kept ;

Then love was all they had to do,

And nymphs were chaite, and {wains were true.
But now, whatever poets write,

T'1s {ure the cafe is alter’d quite,



