72  PoewMms on feveral Occafions.

Or teach my Age thy faving Truth,
O hear me when I call,

Thou mighty Lord of all above
And all beneath the Sun,

Thy Servant’s humble Suit approve;
~ Ifnot, thy Will be done.
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D avip’s Complamt, iiSamuel, chap. 1.

T OURN, Fudab, mourn beneath the filent
M Sky, ]
And pierce the Deferts with thy midnight Cry.

See Zion, conicious of her failing Powers,

Heaves from her Bafe and thakes the nodding Bowers.
For their loft Sires orphan’d Babes complain,

And Matrons ftrike their widow’d Breafts in vain ;
From Street to Street the howling Mourners fly,

Fear op their Brows and Horror in their Eye.

Tor why, her Peers are wafh’d with purple Gore :

I1er Princes and her Monarch 1s no more :

Whom
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" Whom not the facred Diadem cou’d fhield,

But ferv'd to fwell the Horrors of the Field.

But why, amongft the Heathen doom’d to fall ?

Is this, alas, the End of mighty Sau/?

Mourn, mourn, in Silence left Philiftia hear,

Nor let our Foes behold the ftreaming Tear.

But O my Friend— (Ah there my Sorrows fwell)
Deny’d the Bleffing of a fad Farewel ?

Whofe ruddy Cheeks confefs'd their early Prime,
Nor his fmooth Brows had felt the Stroke of Time,

He was my Soul’s beft Pleafure while alive,
And is he blafted ? — then do I {urvive?

Ah no, ’tis Death and aggravated Woe.

O fay, my Heart, canft thou fuftain the Blow?
Ye Natior;s, ni_ourn
Till Nature too fhow’d learn to orieve, like me:

if fuch a thing cou’d be,

Ye {miling Dames, your gaudy Robes refign,

And fuit your Garments and your Griefs to mine.

Go, hide your {lichted Beauties from the Sun,

While down your Cheeks the .Pcrea_rning Sorrows run.
Still let your Eye-balls wafte their humid Store,

And ftill repeat — Your Monarch is no more !
Be
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Be thou, Gilbed, wrap’d in endlefs Night,

Nor let thy Hills behold the Beams of Light.

Let the gay Sun to thee his Rays deny,

While rattling Tempefts o’er thy Borders fly.
There Fudab’s Chief lay proftrate on the Ground,
And there my Friend receiv’d the mortal Wound.
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ESSAY o7 FR‘IENDSHIP.

O Artemifia.~ "Tis to her we {ing,

For her once more wetouch the founding String.

*Tis not to Cjtbem’s Reign nor Cupid’s Fires,
But facred Friendthip that our Mufe infpires.
A Theme that fuits Amilia’s pleafing Tongue :
So to the Fair Ones I devote my Song.

The Wife will feldom credit all they hear,
Tho’ faucy Wits fhou’d tell them with a Sneer,
That Womens Friendfhips, like a certain Fly, *
Are hatch’d i’th Morning and at Ev’ning die.
*T'is true, our Sex has been from early Time

A conftant Topick for Satirick Rhyme :
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