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Then would I fing the fons of Fame,
Th’ immortal chiefs of ancient age,
Or tell of love’s celeftial flame,
Or ope fair friendfhip’s facred page,
And leave the fullen thought and ftruggling groan,
"To take their watchful ftands around the gaudy throne.

The PO WER of POETRY.

i
HEN tuneful Orpheus ftrove by moving ftrains
To {ooth the furious hate of rugged {wains :
The lif’ning multitude was pleas’d,
Ev’n Rapine drop’d her ravifh’d prey,
Till by the foft oppreflion {eiz’d,
Each favage heard his rage away ;
And now o’ercome, in kind confent they move,
And all is harmony, and all is love!
II.
Not {o, when Greece’s chief by heav’n infpir’d,
With love of arms each glowing bofom fird:
But now the trembling foldier fled
Regardlefs of the glorious prize;
And his brave thirft of honour dead,
He durft not meet with hoftile eyes;
Whiltt glittering fhields and fwords, war’s bright array,

Were either worn in vain, or bafely thrown away.
It 111, Soon
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Soon as the hero by his martial ftrains,

Had kindled virtue in their frozen veins :

Afrefh the warlike {pirit grows,
Like flame, the brave contagion ran,
See in each fparkling eye it glows,
And catches on from man to man !
Till rage in every breaft to fear fucceed ;
And now they dare, and now they wifh to bleed !
1]\
With different movements fraught, were Maro’s lays,
Taught flowing grief, and kind concern to raife :
He {ung Marcellus’ mournful name !
In beauty’s, and in glory’s bloom,
Torn from himfelf, from friends, from fame,
And rapt into an early tomb !
He {fung, and forrow ftole on all,
And fighs began ta heave, and tears began to fall !
NG
But Rome’s high emprefs felt the greateft fmart,
Touch’d both by nature, and the poet’s art :
For ashe fung the mournful ftrain,
So well the hero’s portraiture he drew,
She faw him ficken, fade again,
And 1in defcription bleed anew.
hen pierc’d, and yielding to the melting lay,
She figh’d, fhe fainted, funk, and died away.

VI, Thus
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Thus numbers once did human breafts controul !
Ah ! where dwells now fuch empire o’er the foul ?
Tranfported by harmonious lays,
The mind is melted down, or burns :
With joy o’er Windfor-foreft ftrays,
Or grieves when Eloifa mourns :
Still the fame ardour kindles every line,
And our own PorE is now, what VIRGIL was, divine.
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To a Young Lady with FonrTeEneLLE’s Plu-
rality of Worlds.

N this fmall work, all nature’s wonders {ee,
The foften’d features of philofophy.
i _In truth by eafy fteps you here advance,

Truth is diverting, asthe beft romance.

Long had thefe arts to fages been confin’d,

| None faw théir beauty, till by poring blind ;

By ftudying {pent, like men that cram too full,
From Wifdom’s feaft they rofe not chear’d, but dull :
The gay and airy fmil’d to {ee ’em grave,

And fled fuch wifdom like Trophonius’ cave.

Juftly they thought they might thofe arts defpife,

Which made men {ullen, ere they could be wfe.
Brought




