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Dumb filence grew upon the hour ;
it involv'd the bower :

A browner nig .
he inmoft wood, E

When iffuing from t
+d fair Freedom's GENIUS good.

Appea
O Freedom! fovereign boon of heaven ;

Great Charter, with our being given ;
For which the patriot, and the fage,
Have plan'd, have bled thro’ every age!
High privilege of luman race,

Beyond a mortal monarch’s grace :

Who could not give, nor can reclaim,

What but fiom God immediate came !
£ % * %
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OO ROROR RO RSO |
ZEPHIR: or, the STR ATAGEN/

By THE saME.

fjgregmm wero laudem et fpolia ampla refertis, 4
na dolo Diviim /i Foemina @wi&fa duorum efl. Vire, |

Tfm ARGCY M E N-T:
a vgleczit:{itl: )’om;g ]é.ldy was {urprized, on horfe-back, b/
Whicﬁ d el .wmd and rain from the SouTH-WESTI |
made her c?xfmount_, fomewhat precipitately.

HE God, in'Whofoipaytiaint somta
3% » n-whole gay train a r
S H'ihofe gales that wake the pmplzpy?;;;
oy _%E.tﬁ 1Fup health and bloom and grace
“ NATURE's, and in Mira’s face; 22
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To fpeak more plain, the weftern wind,
Had feen this brighteft of her kind :
Had feen her oft with frefh furprize 1
And ever with defiring eyes |
Much, by her fhape, her look, her air,
Diftinguifh’d from the vulgar fair ;
More, by the meaning foul that fhines
Thro’ all her charms, and all refines,
Born to command, yet turn’d to pleafe,
Her form is dignity, with eafe :
Then—Ifuch a hand, and fuch an arm,
As age or impotence might warm !
Joft fuch a leg too, Zrruir knows,
The Medicéan Venus thows !

So far he fees ; {o far admires.
Each charm is fewel to his fires :
But other charms, and thofe of price,
That form the bounds of Parapise,
Can thofe an equal praife command ;
All turn'd by Nature's fineft hand ?
Is all the confecrated ground
With plumpnefs, firm, with fmoothnefs, round ?
The world, but once, one Zruxis faw,
A faultle(s form who dar’d to draw :
And then, that all might perfe&t be,
All rounded off in due degree,
To furnifh out the matchlefs piece,
FTVere rifled half the toafts of GreEc.

Was Pirt's white neck, ’twas Devia's thigh ;

Was WaLpecrave's fweetly-brilliant eye |
G 3 Twas
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MBROKE’S €afe and grace,
And "rh-‘ ;\-\i‘m‘hlent ht;rnﬂ;f C: :fcgr.ound :
But dares he Ope) ¥ 3 d?
That thefe may all, 1n one, _bL found }
Thefe chiefly that till fhun his eye?
He knows not ; but he means to try.
Aurora rifing, freth and gay,
Gave promife of a golden day,
Up, with her fiter, Mira rofe,
Four hours before our Londen beaus ;
4  For thefe are fill afleep and dead,
Save ArnTHUR'S fons—not yet in bed.
A rofe, impearl’d with orient dew,
Had caught the pafling fair one’s view ;
To pluck the bud he {faw her ftoop,
4 And try'd, behind, to heave her hoop :
Then, while acrofs the daify’d lawn
She turn'd, to feed her milk-white fawn,
: Due wefltward as her fteps fhe bore,
Would {well her petticoat, before ;
Would {ubtley fteal his face between,
To fee—what never yet was feen !
“ And fure, to fan it with his wing,
. N? nine-month {fymptom e'er can bring :
His aim is but the nymph to pleafe,
._ Who daily courts his cooling breeze.”
¢ But liften, fond believing maid :
- Wben Love, foft traitor, would perfuade,
) g;th -'.111 .t}:e moving fkill and grace
_ Pradtic'd paflion in his face,

"T'was gentle F
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Dread his approach, diftruft YOUE POWEK e
For oh ! there is one fhepherd’s houy :
And tho’ he long, his aim to cover,
May, with the friend, difguife the lover,
The fenfe, or nonfenfe, of his wooing
will but adore you into ruin,
But, for thofe butterflies, the beaus,
Who buzz around in tinfel-rows,
Shake, fhake them off, with quick difdain :
Where infe&s fettle, they will ftain.

Thus, ZepuIr oft the nymph affail’d,
As oft his little arts had fail'd :
The folds of filk, the ribs of whale,
Refifted ftill his feeble gale.
With thefe repulfes vex'd at heart,
Poor ZepHir has recourfe to art : )
And his own weaknefs to {upply,
Calls in a brother of the fky,
The rude South-Weft ; whofe mildelt play *
Is war, mere war, the Ruffian way :
A tempeft-maker by his trade,
Who knows to ravifh, not perfuade.

The terms of their aereal league,

How firft to harrafs and fatigue, o

Then, found on fome remoter plain,

To ply her clofe with wind and rain ;
Thefe terms, writ fair and feal’d and fign'd
Should Wes or StukeLy wifh to find,
Wife antiquaries, who explore

All that has ever pafs’d-—»and more ;
G 4 The’

i e e P

o it Son

PR
et e




[ 88 ]

tedious to be told,
{ome clond enroll'd,

Tho' here t0@
Are yondcr in : Ay
Thofe floating regifters 1n air :

1 )rf_\'
So let them mount, and read 'em there

The grand alliance thus agreed,
To inftant a&tion they proceed ;
For 'tis in war a maxim known,
As Paussia’s monarch well has fhown,
To break, at once, upon your foe,
And firike the firft preventive blow.
With Toro’s lungs, in Toro’s form,
Whofe very how-d'ye is a ftorm,
The dread South-Weft his part begun,
Thick clouds, extinguithing the {un,
At his command, from pole to pole
Dark-fpreading, o'er the fair one roll ;
Who, prefling now her favourite fteed,
Adorn’d the pomp fhe deigns to lead.

O Mira ! to the future blind,
Th’ infidious foe is clofe behind -
Guard, guard your treafure, while you can ;
Unlefs this God fhould be the man,
I;or 1(:! the clouds, at his known call,
Wrﬁﬂc;oﬁnghround——-they burft ! they fall |
44 at the charf'ner, .all-aghaﬁ,
s S

cares, in his impetuons mood,

H navies founder on the flood .
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Jf BriTain’s coalt be left as bare *

As he refolves to leave the fair.

Here, Gods refemble human breed ;

The world be damn’d—f{o they fucceed.
Pale, trembling, from her fteed fhe fled,

with filk, lawn, linen, round her head ;

And, to the fawns who fed above,

Unveil’d the laft recels of lave.

Each wondering fawn was feen to bound ,

Each branchy deer o’erleap’d his mound,

At fight of " that fequefter'd glade,

In all its light, in all its thade,

Which rifes there for wifeft ends,

To deck the temple it defends.
Lo ! gentle tenants of the grove,

For what a thoufand heroes ftrove,

When Eurore, Asia, both in arms,

Difputed one fair lady’s charms.

The war pretended HELEN’s eyes 1 ;

But this, believe it, was the prize.

This rous’d AcuiLLzs’ mortal ire,

This ftrung his HowmeRr’s epic lyre ;

Gave to the world La Mancia’s knight,

And ftill makes bulls and heroes fight.
Yet, tho’ the diftant confcious mufe

This airy rape delighted views ;

* The very day on which the fleet under admiral HAWKE was
blown into'TorEAY.
+ Immemor herbarum quos eft mirata Juvenca. Vire,

! Et fuit ante HELENAM, & HOR. il
et
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Yet fhe, for honour guides ?}er lays,

oving it, difdains to praiic,
i’njf?{;?l%hmen always fight with odds,
Are they a pattern for the g(ids ? gz
Can Ru'fiia, can th' Hungarian vampire £
With whom caft. in the SwEDES and empire,
Can four fuch powers, who one aflail,
Deferve our praife, fhould they prevail ?
O mighty triumph ! high renown !
Two gods have brought one mortal down ;
Have club’d their forces in a ftorm,
To ftrip one helplefs female form !
Strip her ftark naked ; yet confefs,
Such charms are Beauty’s faireft drefs !

But, all-infenfible to blame,
The {ky-born ravithers on flame
Enchanted at the profpeét ftood,
And kifs'd with rapture what they view'd,
Sleek S * * r too had done no lefs ?
Would parfons here the truth confefs :
Nay, one brifk PzEr, yet all-alive,
Would do the fame, at eighty-five v

But how, in colours foftly- bright,
- Where ftrength and harmony unite,
To paint the limbs, that fairer fhow
Than Messarina’s borrow’d fnow ;

* A certain mifchievous demon th t deli in human
ML o e i gy
; 1s reading ; ‘for the perion

'_ | z;’;f;:?d and moft concerned affiures, that it fHould be only
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o paint the rofe, that, thro’ its fhade,

wWith theirs, one human eye furvey’d ;

Would gracious Progsus tell me how,

Would he the genuine draught avow,

The mufe, a fecond Tirian then,

To fame might confecrate her pen !
That Tirian, Nature gave of old

The queen of beauty to behold,

Like Mira unadorn'd by drefs,

But all-complete in nakednefs:

Then bade his emulating art

Thofe wonders to the world impart.

Around the ready graces ftand,

His tints to blend, to guide his hand.

'Each heightening ftroke, each happy line,

Awakes to life the form divine ;

Till rais’d and rounded every charm,
And all with youth immortal warm,
He fees, fcarce crediting his eyes,
He fees a brighter Venus rife !

But, to the gentle reader’s coft,

His pencil with his life, was loft :
And Mira muft contented be,

To live by Ramsay, and by Me.
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