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W A Y; let nought to love difpleafing,
My Winifreda, move your care ;
Let nought delay the heavenly blefling,
Nor fqueamith pride, nor gloomy fear.

What tho” no grants of royal donors
With pompous titles grace our blood ?

We'll fhine in more fubftantial honors,
And to be noble we'll be good,

Our name, while virtue thus we tender,
Will fweetly found where.e'er ’tis {poke 3

And all the great ones, they fhall wonder
How they refpe@ fuch little folk,

What though from fortune’s lavifh bounty
No mighty treafures we pofiefs,

We'll find within our pittance plenty,
And be content without excefs,

) thall each returning feafon
Orslliﬁcicnt for our withes give ;
We will live a life of reafon,
Ang th%};‘g the enly life to live, :
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' i llin
h youth and age in love excelling,
Th:;?ll h);nd in hand together tread ;
Sweet fmiling peace fhall crown our dwelling"
And babes, fweet-{miling babes, our bed,

How fhould I love the pretty creatures,

While round my knees they fondly clung;
To fee them look their mothers features,
 To hear them lifp their mothers tongue,

And when with envy time tranfported,
Shall think to rob us of our joys,

You'll in your girls again be courted,
And Pll go a wooing in my boys.
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ADMIRAL HOSIER’s GHOST.

By Mr. Grover, Author of LeonipEs:

S near Porto-Bello lying
On the gently {welling flood,
At midnight with ftreamers flying
Our triumphant navy rode ;
There while Vernon fate all-glorious
From the Spaniards’ Jate defeat :
And his crews, with fhouts_viétorious, o
Drank fuccefs to Englands oot &3
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