By ANTHONY

E&F‘;OT VE m , Strephon, whatis this,
I think you cannot guefs amifs
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*T'1s the reverfe of what you love,
And all the men of fenfe approve.
None of the Nine e’er gave 1t birth
The Of}lpri.r.é; firft of foolifh mirth,
The nurs’ry’s ftudy, children’s play,
]nf-t:’rim‘ far to Nam ,3),-’5 I:L:,’.

What vacant Folly firft admir'd,
And then with emulation fir'd,
Gravely to imitate, afpir’d.

*T'1s oppofite to all good writing,
In each defeé of this d lighting.
Obfcurity its charms difplays,
And inconfiftency, its praife.

No gleam of fenfe to wake the {oul,

While clouds of nonfenfe round it roll.

No fmooth defcription to delight;
No fire the paffions to excite ;

Not joke enough to ﬂmkc the pit :
A jeft obfcene wou’d here be wit.

What train of thf}ught,
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tho’ e’er {o mean,
Of black-fhoe-boy or cynder-quean,
But far out-fhines Sir Fopling’s mind
While bent this fecret charm to find !
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The greateft charm as yet remains,
Beft fuited to the fearcher’s brains,
That when he feems on it to fall,
He finds there is no charm at all.
Th’ appearance, firft, of Nothing’s fine,
To find it Nothing is divine !
But Bathe is the flow’r, to fink
Below what mortal man can think
Vell, now whatis’t ?=—whatis’t—a fiddle |—

Yes, do be angry——"tis a Riddle.

SE O N Gr By the Same.

LET wifdom boaft her mighty pow’r,

With paflion fill at ftrife,

Yet love is fure the fov’reign flow’r,
The {weet perfume of life,

The happy brecze that fwells the fail,
When quite becalm’d we lie ;

The drop, that will the heart regale,
And fparkle in thr eye.

The fun that wakes us to delight,
And drives the fhades away ;

The dream that chears ourdreary night,
And makes a brighter day.

But if, alas! it wrongly feize,
The cafeis twice as bad ;

This flow’r, fun, drop, or dream, Or brzeee,
Will drive a blockhead mad.
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