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To Mr. FOX, written at FLoRENCE.
In Imitation of Horace, Ode 4. Book z.

By the late Lord H Y.

Septimi, Gades aditure mecum.

H O U deareft youth, who taught me firft to know
What pleafures from areal friendthip flow,
Where neither intereft nor defign have part,
But all the warmth is native of the heart
Thou know’# to comfort, {fodth, or entertain,
Joy of my health, and cordial of my pain.
When life feem’d failing on her lateft ftage,
And fell difeafe anticipated age,
When wafting ficknefs and aflicted pain,
By Efculapius’ fons oppos’d in vain ;
Forc’d me reluctant, defperate, to explore
A warmer {fun, and feek a milder fhore ;
Thy fteady love with unexampled truth,
Forfook each gay companion of thy youth,
W hate’er the profp’rous or the great employs,
Bus’nefs and int’reft, and love’s {ofter joys,
The







