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You fhould be proud, and feem difpleas’d,
Or your for ever. will be teaz’d, :
Your houfe with beggars haunted :
What, ev'ry fuitor kindly us’d ?
1 wrong,: their folly:is excusd,
If right, their fuit is granted,

From prefling crowds of great and fmall,
To free yourfelf, give hopes to all,
And fail nineteen in twenty :
What, wound my honour, break my word !
You're young again.—You may, my lord,
Have precedents in plenty !

Indeed, young ftatefman, "twill not do,—
Some other ways and means purfue,
More fitted to yoar ftation !
What from your boyith freeks can fpring ?
Mere toys |—The favour of your king,
Aud love of all the nation,
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HANK 8, Nict, to thy treacherous art,
_ Atlength T breathe again ; - |
The pitying gods have ta’en my part,
And eas'd a wretch's pain :
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i feel, I feel, that from its chain
My refcued foul is free,

Nor is it now I idly dream |
Of fancied liberty. : :

Extingui{h’d is my ancient flame,
All calm my thoughts remain ; )

And artful love in vain fhall ftrive
To lurk beneath difdain,

No longer, when thy name I hear,
My confcious colour flies ;

No longer, when thy face I fee,

My heart’s emotions rife.

I fleep, yet not in every dream
Thy image pictur'd fee ;
I wake, nor does my alter’d mind
Fix its firft thought on thee :
From thee far diftant when I roam,
No fond concern I know;: .
With thee I ftay, nor yet from thence
Does pain or pleafure flow.

Oft of my Nice’s charms I fpeak,
Nor thrills my ftedfaft heart;

Oft I review the wrongs I bore,
Vet feel no inward fmart.

No quick alarms confound my. {enfe,
When Nicé near I fee ;

Even with my rivall can fmile,

And calmly talk of thee, i :
Speak
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