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DENNIS to Mr. THOMSON,

Who had procured him a Benefit Night.

) Efle&ting on thy worth, methinks T find

. ®. Thy various Seafons in their author’s mind.,

Spring opes her bloffoms, various as thy Mufe,
And, like thy foft compaflion, fheds her dews.
Summer’s hot drouglitin thy expreflion glows,
And o’er each page a tawny ripenefs throws.
Autumn’s rich fruits th* inftru&ed reader oains,
Who taftes the meaning purpofe of thy ftrains.
Winter ——but that no femblance takes from thee 3
That hoary feafon yiclds a type of me.

Shatter’d by time’s bleak ftorms I withering lay,
Leaflefs, and whitening in a cold decay !

Yet thall my proplefs'ivy, pale and bent,

Blefs the fhort funfhine which thy pity lent.
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