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There let them reft unknown,

The types of many a pleafing {cene ;
But to preferve them bright or clean,

Is thine, fair Queen! alone.
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Fitting up her LierARry, 1738.
y the Same.

AH ' what 15 Science, what 1s Art,
Or what the }':irniipur't‘ thefe impart ?

Ye trn.';p?‘:i-ﬁ which

the Learn’d purfue
Through endlefs fruitlefs toils, adieu!
What can the tedious tomes beftow,
To {foothe the miferies they thow ?
What, like the blifs for Azm decreed,

. e 1
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed *

Say, wretched Fancy! thus refin’d
From all that glads the fimpleft hind,
How rare that objeét, which {upplies
A charm for too difcerning eyes !
The
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The polifh’d bard, of genius vain,
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain:
As each invading blait devours

The richeft fruits, the faireft low’rs.

Sages, with irkfome wafte of time,
The fteep afcent of Knowledge climb :
Then, from the tow’ring heights they {cale,

Behold Contentment range-—the vale.

Yet why, Afiteria, tell us why
"We {corn the crowd, when you are 11"1:;}1:
Why then does reafon fcem fo fair,

Why learning then, deferve our care?

Who can unpleas’d your {helves behold,
While you fo fair a proof unfold
What force the brighteft genius draws
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From }‘J-;'.-Elaiﬁi Wiidom’s written laws ?

Where are our humbler tenets flown ?
What ftrange perfection bids us own
That Rlifs with toilfome Science dwells,

And hapopielt he, wha moft excels ?
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