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The GENTLEM A N’s AnswER.

‘ HILST pretty fellows think 2 woman’s fame
In every {tate and every age the fame;

With their own folly pleas’d the fair they toaft,

And where they leaft are happy, {wear they’re moft ;

Nb difference making ‘twixt coquet and prude;

And her that {eems, Hyet is not really lewd ;

While thus they think, and thus they vainly live,

And tafte no joys but what their fancy give :

Let this great maxim be my aftion’s guide,

May I ne’er hope, tho’ I am ne’er deny’d j %

Nor think a woman won, that’s willing to be fry’d. ,
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An BRI S T R e ord D ——
By the Same.

T ¥ OW happy you! who varied joys purfue ;
And every hour prefents you fomething new #

Plans, {chemes, and models, all Palladio’s art,

For fix long months have gain’d wpon your heart ;
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Of colonades, of corridores you talk,

The winding'ftair-cafe and the cover’d walk ;
You blend the orders with Vitruvian toil,

And raife with wond’rous joy the fancy’d pile 3
But the dull workman’s flow performing hand
But coldly executes his lord’s command.

With dirt and mortar {foon you grow difpleas’d,
Planting fucceeds, and avenues are rais’d,
Canals are cut, and mountains level made ;
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of fhade 3

The fhaven turf prefents a lively green ;

The bordering fow’rs in myftick knots are feen =
With ftudied art on nature you refine—

‘The {pring beheld you warm in this defign,

But fcarce the cold attacks your fav’rite trees,
Your inclination fails, and withes freeze.

You quit the grove, fo lately you admir’d ;

With other views your eager hopes are fir’d,

Poft to the city you dire& your way ;

- Not blooming paradife eould bribe your ftay :

Ambition fhiews your power’s brighteft fide ;
’T'is meanly poor in folitude to hide.

Tho’ certain pains attend the cares of {tate,
A good man owes his country to be great;
Should aét abroad the high diftinguifh’d part,
Or fhew at leaft the purpofe of his heart.

With thoughts like thefe the ﬂlining courts you fee

Full of new projets for almoft a week ;
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You then defpife the tinfel glittering fnare
Think vile mankind below a ferious care.
Life is too fhort for any diftant aim ;

And cold the dull reward of future fame -
Be happy then while yet you have to live ;
And love is all the blefling heav’n can give.

Fir'd by new paflion you addrefs the fair;
Survey the opera as a gay parterre :

Young Cloe’s bloom had made you certain prize,
But for a fide-long glance from Celia’s eyes :
Your beating heart acknowledges her pOwWer ;
Your eager eyes her lovely form devour ;

You feel the poifon fwelling in your breaft,

And all your foul by fond defire poffefs’d.

In dying fighs a long three hours are paft ;

To fome affembly with impatient hafte,

‘1th trembling hope, and doubtful fear you move,
Refolv’d to tempt your fate, and own your love :
But there Belinda meets you on the ftairs,

Eafy her thape, attraing all her airs ;

A {mile fhe gives, and with a fimile can wound :
Her melting voice has mufick in the found ;
Her every motion wears refiftlefs grace ;

Wit in her mien, and pleafure in her face -
Here while you vow eternity of love,
Cloe and Celia unregarded move,
Thus on the fands of Afric’s burning plains,
However deeply made, no long imprefs remains ; |
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The lighteft leaf can leave its figure there:
The ftronge(t form is fcattered by the air.
So yielding the warm temper of your mind,
So touch’d by ev’ry eye, fo tofs’d by wind ; %
Oh ! how unlike the heav’n my foul defign’d !
Unfeen, unheard, the throng around me move :
Not withing praife, infenfible of love -
No whifpers foften, nor no beauties fire 3
Carelefs I fee the dance, and coldly hear the lyre,

So num’rous herds are driven o’er the rock ;
No print is left of all the pafling flock ;
So fings the wind around the folid flone -
So vainly beat the waves with fruitlefs moan.
Tedious the toil, and great the workman’s care,
Who dare attempt to fix impreflions there
But thould fome fwain more fkilful than the reft,
Engrave his name upon this marble breatt,
Not rolling ages cou’d deface that name ;
Thro’ all the ftorms of life ’tis fill the fame -

Tho’ length of years with mofs may fhade the ground,

Deep, tho’ unfeen, remains the fecret wound,
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