T

— —

[ 265
Firm Faith attends with ftedfaft eye,
Intent on things above the fky,
To mortal ken unknown ; and She,
Meek and feemly, kind and free,
Ever hoping, ftill believing,
Still forbearing, {till forgiving,
Greateft of the heavenly Three.
Ailr.
Britons, join the godlike train,
Learn, thatall but Truth is vain,
And to her lyre attune your joy :
No gifts fo pureas thofe fhe brings,
No notes fo fweet as thofe the fings,
To praife the heav’nly-favour’d Boy.
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The Marriage -of the MyrTLE and the YEw.

Ao Bk AsiniBis altic B

To DELTIA, about to marry beneath herfelf. 1744

By the Same.

Myrtle flourifh’d ’mongft the flowers,
And happy pafs’d her maiden hours :
The lovely Rofe, the garden’s queen,

Companion of this fhrub was {een ;
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The Lilly fair, the Violet blue,
The Eglantine befide her grew :
'The Woodbine’s arms did round her twine,
With the pale genteel Jeffamine ;
With her’s the Tuberofe mix’d her {weet ;
‘The flow’rs were gracious, fhe difcreet,

The envious fhrub with fome regret,
oaw all her friends in wedlock met ;
Up the tall Elm the Woodbine fwarms,
And twines hey marriageable arms ;
A gorgeous bower the Jef’mine chofe,
"The glory of fome ancient houfe ;
With joy fhe views the fhort-liv’d maid,
The Violet, drooping in the fhade ;
And fees (which pleas’d her to the quick)
The Lilly hug a faplefs ftick.
“ And muft Myrtilla #till be feen
““ Pining in ficknefs ever-green ?
¢ ‘Shall the’? —eu

With that fhe arm’d her brow,

Which once had conquefts gain’d, but nOW s,
Too old to choofe, too proud to {ue,
Strikes flag to her good coufin Yew.

This Yew was fair, and large, and good,
Efteem’d a pretty ftick of wood ;
But never in the garden plac’d,
Or to be borne by nymphs of tafte, ;
Butin a wildernefs, or wafte :

And
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And cut and clip, whate’er you do,
This pretty ftick was ftill but Yew.
The pois’nous drops, the baleful fhade
Struck each genteeler flower dead ;
But Myrtle, being ever-green,
Thought Nature taught to wed her kin,
And carelefs of th’ event, withdrew
From her old friends, and fought her Yew.

Behold the am’rous fhrub tranfplanted,
And her laft prayer in vengeance granted.
The bride and bridegroom cling together,
Enjoy the fair, and fcorn foul weather.
Vifits are pay’d : around are feen
The fcrubbed race of ever-green,
Th’ ill-natur'd Holly, ragged Box,
And Yew’s own family in flocks :
But not a flow’r of {cent or flavour
Would do the bride fo great a favour,
But in contempt drew in their leaves,
And fhrunk away, as Senfitives.
The blufhing * Queen, with decent pride,
Turn’d as fhe pafs’d, her head afide;
The Lilly nice, was like to fpue
To fee MyrTirra Mrs. YEW :
The Eglantine, a prude by nature,
Wou’d never go a-near the Creacher ;
And the gay Woodbine gave a flaunt.
Nor anfwer’d her but with a taunt.

* The Rofe.
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r Poor MyrTLE, ftrangely mortify’d,
Too late refumes her proper pride ;
Which, heighten’d now by pique and {pleen,
Paints her condition doubly ‘mean, :
She four’d her mind, grew broken-hearted,
And foon this {piteful world departed;
And now lies decently interr’d,
Near the ol {
|
|

rch-yard,
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On 2 BAY. I EAF pluck’d from Vireir’s
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Lomb near Nap
By the fame, ‘l
JOLD was the irreligious hand,

That could all reverence withftand,
And facrilegioufly prefume

.r‘

To rob the poet’s facred tomb
Of {o much honourable fhade,
As this, fo{mall a trophy, made ;
Could dare to pluck from Virc11’s brow
The honours Nature did beltow,

Sweetly the gentle goddefs fmil’d,
And liften’d to her favourite child s

Whether in fhepherd’s cleanly weed

Ie deftly tun’d his oaten reed,
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