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wake with verfe the hardy deed,
Or in the generous ftrife like 4+ Sipney bleed,

g e R R o R K o R
To WILLIAM SHENSTONE, Efg;

The ProbpucTion of Half an Hour’s Leifure.
Auguft 30, 1761,

EALTH tothe bard, in Leafowes’ happy groves,
Health and {weet converfe with the mufe he loves!
The lowlieft vot’ry of the tuneful Nine,
With trembling hand, attempts her artlefs line,
In nombers fuch as untaught nature brings,
As flow {pontaneous, like the native {prings.
But ah ! what airy forms around me rife,
The ruffet mountain glows with richer dyes !
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear,
And hark! an infant voice {alutes my ear.
¢« Mortal, thy aim we'know, thy tatk approve,
His merit honour, and his genius love';
For us what verdant carpets has he fpread,
Where nightly we our myftic mazes tread !
For us each fhady grove and rural {eat,
His falling ftreams, and flowing numbers fweet.
Didft thou not mark amid the: winding dell,
What tuneful verfe adorns the root-wove cell 2

_ T Sir Philip Sidney, mortally wounded in an ation near Zutphen,
n Guelderland,
I 2 That
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; ightly train
That every Fairy of ourofglzﬁgt ):md Selngley
Reforts, to blefs the wo : -
There, as We move, unb1ddep fplendors glow,
The gréen turf brightens, zfnd the flowrets ﬂow:,
There oft with thought {ublime :ve b=l¢.:fs the fwain,
Nor we infpire, nor he 'attends. in vain.

Go, fimple rhymer, bear this meffage true,
"Fhe truths that Fairies diétate none fhall rue,.

Say to the bard, in Leafowes’ happy grove,
Whom Dryads honour, and whom Fairies love—
Content thyfelf no longer that thy lays
By others fofter'd, lend to others praife;

No longer to the fav’ring world refufe

The welcome treafures of thy polith’d mufe;

Colle& the flowers that own thy valu’d name,

Unite the {poil, and give the wreath to Fame.

Ne'er can thy motals, tafte, or verfe engage

More folid fame, than in this happier age ;

When fenfe, when virtue's cherifh’d by the throne,
And each illuftrious privilege their own,

Tho’ modeft be thy gentle mufe, T ween, %

O, lead her, blufhing, from the daify’d green,
A fit attendant on Britannia’s queen!”

Ye fportive Elves, as faithfu] I relate,
Th' entrufted mandates of your fairy ftate,
Vifit thefe wilds again with nightly care,
So fhall my kine, of all the herd, repair,
In I}?ﬁkh}' plight, to fil] the copious pail ;

¥ theep be penn'd with fafety in the dale;
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My poultry fear no robber in the rooft; -

My linen more than common whitenefs boaft;

Let order, peace, and houfewif’ry be mine:

Shenftone ! be tafte, and fame, and fortune thine!
CorswouLpia.

B P D P e

WriTTEN TO A LaDY.

HEN the nymphs were contending for beauty
and fame,
Fair Sylvia ftood foremoft in right of her claim,
When to crown the high tranfports dear conqueft excites,
At court the was envy’d and toafted at White’s,
3
Buthow fhall I whifper this fair one’s {ad cafe ?
A cruel] difeafe has fpoil’d her fweet face;
Her vermillion is chang’d to a dull fettled red, s
Andall the gay graces of beaaty are fled, =
: I1I. :
Yet take heed, all ye fair, how you triumph in vain,
For Sylvia, tho’ alterd from pretty to plain, by
® MW more engaging fince reafon took place,
Than when fhe pofle(s’d the perfetions of face.
: S Iv. ‘ ,
Convine'd fhie no more can coquet it and teaze,
ead of tormenting——fhe ftudies to pleafe :
::‘e’ t‘:‘“h' and difcretion the guide of her life, .
9 tho’ fpoil'd for 2 toaft, the's well form'd for a wife.
: f BT Te



