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We fly for comfort to fome lonely fcene,
Vi&tims henceforth of dirt, and drink, and fpleen.
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But let no obftacles that crofs our views,
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i Pervert our talents from their deftin’d ufe ;
; _ For, as upon life’s hill we upwards prefs,
‘ Our views will be obftruéted lefs and lefs.
Be all falfe delicacy far away,
Left it from nature lead us quite aftray ;
And for th’ imagin’d vice of human race,
Deftroy our virtue, or our parts debafe ;
l Since God with reafon joins to make us own,
That ’tis not good for man to be alone.,
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On the Death of Col. CuarLEs Ross, in the A&ion
at Fontenoy. ‘Weritten May 1745,

By Mr. W. CorLrixs.

I.
HILE, loft to all his former mirth,
Brirannra’s genius bends to earth,
And mourns the fatal day ;
While, ftain’d with blood, he ftrives to tear
i Unfeemly from his {ea-green hair
The wreaths of cheerful May ;
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