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Let no rank aeeds corrupt, or brambles choak
And fhake the wermin from the Britith oak ;
From #orthern blaffs prote&t the vernal bloom,
And guard our paftures from the wolves of Rome.
On Britain’s liberty 7zgraft thy name,
 And reap the harveft of immortal fame !
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VERSES written in a Book called,
Fables for the Female Sex.

By the Same,

HILE here the poet points the charms
Which blefs the perfet dame,
I[How unaffeted beauty warms,
And wit preferves the flame ;

How prudence, virtue, fenfe agree,
To form the happy wife :
In Lucy, and her book, I fee,

The Pifture, and the Life.
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