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To a LADYbCfOI‘C Mar RIAGE.
By the late Ingemous Mr. T! CKEL. Not P“bliﬂmd i
in his Works. :
H! form'd by nature, and refin’d by art, |
O With charms to win, and fenfe to fix the hear!
By thoufands fought, Clotilda, can’ft thou free
Thy crowd of captives, and defcend to me?
Content in fhades obfcure to wafte thy life,
A hidden beauty, and a country-wife.
O! liften while thy fummers are my theme,
Ah! footh thy. partner in his waking dream !
In fome {mal] hamlet on &c loncly plain, :
Where Thames, thro’ meadows, rolls his mazy tram,
Or where high Windfor, thick with greens array’d,
Waves his old oaks, and {pmds his ample Ihade,
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat; - |
Already round the vxﬁonauy feat, - vuadny i1 189
Our limes begin to fhoot, our flow’rs to ' fpring, -
~ 'The brooks to. murmar, and the birds to fing. -
, ,Where dOﬁ thﬂ? F,]lﬁp ﬁﬁou gthxnjy-pgqplgd g‘recu.?
Thou namelefs, W%aﬁ village yet unfeen > -
Where fons, contented with their native grouud, *

N:’er tra.vgllad further than tthurl:ongs round ; A {
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And the tann'd peafant, and his ruddy bride;

Were born together, and together died.

wWhere early larks beft tell tho morning-light,

And only Philomel difturbs the night,

»Midit gardens here my humble pile fhall rife,
With {weets furrounded of ten thoufand dies;

All {avage where th’ embroider’d gardens end,
The haynt of echoes fhall my woods afcend ;

And oh ! if hcaV’n th' ambiticus thought_ approve,
A rill fhall warble crofs the gloomy grove,

A litdle rill, o'er pebbly beds convey’d,

Gufh down the fteep, and glitter thro’ the glade.

What cheering {cents thofe bord’ring banks exhale !

How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale!

That thruth, how fhrill! his note fo clear, {o high,

He drowns each feather’d minftrel of the fky.

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled morn,

The deep-mouth’d beagle, and the .._fpr_ig'htly horn;

Or lure the trout with well-diffembled fhes, e

Or fetch the flutt'ring partridge from the dies,

Nor fhall thy hand difdain to crop the vine, = = ...

The downy peach, or flavour'd ne@arine; - = & o

Or rab the bee-hive of its goldea hoard, -~ =«

And bear th’ wnbought luxuriance to thy board, = =

Sometimes my books by day fhall kill the hoursy™

While from thy needle rife the filken flow'rs,

And, thou by turns to eafe my feeble fight, =

Refume the volume, and deceive the night.. ;

Oh! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreft,

Soft whifp'ring, let me warn my love toreft;
Sl Then
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Then watch thee, charnfd, while fleep locks every g,
And to fweet heav'n commend thy innocence,

Thus reign’d our fathers o’er the rural fold,

Wife, hale, and honeft, in the days of old;
Till courts arofe, where fubftance pays for fhow,
And fpecious joys are bought with real wo.

See Flavia's pendants, large, well fpread, and right,
The ear that wears them hears a fool each night:
Mark how th® embroider'd col'nel fheaks away,
To fhun the with'ring dame that made him gay;
That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame ;
That rais’d his credit by a daughter’s fhame ;
This coxcomb’s riband coft him half his land,
And oaks, unnumber’d, bought that fool a wand.
Fond man, as all his forrows were too few,
Acquires firange wants that nature never knew.
By midnight-lamps he emulates the day,
And fleeps perverfe, the chearful funs away;
From goblets, high embofs'd, his wine muft glide,
Round his closd fight the gorgeous curtain flide;
Fruits, ere their time, to grace his pomp moft rife,
And three untafted courfes glut his eyes.

For this are nature’s gentle calls withftood,

The voice of confeience, and the bonds of bloods
Thi vitdom thy reward for eviy. pain,

Fir gy By o Wy mighey gain.

; ms Woddii:: f;m.nv-d from age to ageés

S began to laugh, or priefts to rage.

. yet, jult curfe on man’s I,fp;nggkind, ! 5 1
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Our children’s children fhall our fteps purfue, E:
And the {ame errors be for ever new, .
Mean while, in hope a guiltlefs country {wain,
My reed with warblings chears th’ imagin'd-plain.
Hail humbie fhades, where truth and filence dwell !
Thou noify town, and faithlefs court farewel! }
Farewel ambition, once my darling flame | .
The thirft of lucre, and the charm of fame! pes .
In life’s by-road, that winds thro’ paths unknown, i
My days, tho’ number’d, fhall be all my own. ' |
Here fhall they end, (O might they twice begin), !
And all be white the fates intend to {pin.
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PROLOGUE upon PROLOGUES.

Written by Mr. Garrick.
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N old trite proverb let me quote! =~

As is your cloth; fo cut your coati—" ~ %
To fuit our author and his farce, " b

Short let me bd 1 fol Wit s Teateb oy = Sldsn 1 ars
Nor would I fhew it, thad 'Iluﬁy;.;anatﬂno: Yo saioy 55
The reafons why are ftrong ‘aRdOpanY, Y moske = T -
Should I have wit, the ‘piece have mone,”« V357 o 4
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