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To Venus fhould the prize be giv’n,
Superior beauty’s juft reward,

And ’gainft the next great rout in heaven
Be fent her for a meflage card.

Or hold—by Jove, a lucky hit!
Your goddefles are arrant farces ;

Go, carry it to Mrs.
And bid her fill 1t full of verfes.
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The e ne fecai Quoi. A SONG.

By the Same.

L.
ES, I’m in love, I feel it now,
And Cz&r1a has undone me;
And yet I’ll fwear I can’t tell how
The pleafing plague ftole on me.
‘ IT.
’T1is not her face which love creates,
For there no graces revel ;
T'is not; her fhape, for there the fates
Have rather been uncivil.
III.
>Tis not her air, for fure in that
There’s nothing more than common j
And all her fenfe is only chat,
Like any other woman.
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IV. |
Her voice, her touch might give th’ alarm—
*T'was both perhaps, or neither ;

In fhort, ’twas that provoking charm
Of Cx:ria altogether.
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An QD B

On a diftant Profpeét of
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By Mr. Grav.

E diftant fpires, ye antique towers,

That crown the wat’ry glade, !=
Where grateful {cience ftill adores
Her HEnrY’s holy fhade;

And ye that from the ftately brow |
Of Winbsor’s heights th’ expanfe below
Of grove, of lawn, of mead {urvey,
Whofe turf, whofe thade, whofe fowers among
Wanders the hoary Thames along
His filver-winding way.
Ah happy hills, ah pleafing fhade,
Ah fields belov’d in vain,
Where once my carelefs childhood ftray’d,
A ftranger yet to pain !
I feel the gales, that from ye blow,
A momentary blifs beftow,

As




