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Is there, enrich’d with Virtue’s honetft ftere,
Deep vers’d in Latian and Athenian lore ?
Is there, who right maintains and truth purfues;
Nor knows a wifh that heaven can refufe ?
Is there, who can on his great felf depend ?
Now let me die, but Harris is this friend.

A very gallant Copy cf VersEes, (but fomewhat
filly) upon the Ladies, and their fine Cloaths
at a Ball.
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APPY the wornis, that fpun their lives away,
T? enrich the fplendour of this glorious day !
Well pleas’d thefe gen’rous foreigners expire,
A facrifice to Beauty’s general fire.
Oh! had they feen, with what fuperior grace
Beauty here triumphs in each lovely face,
Their am’rous flames had their own work betray’d,
And burn’d the web their curious art had made !
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