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By age your beanty will decay,

Your mind improves with years ;
As when the blofloms fade away,

‘The rip’ning fruit appears :

May heav’n and Sylvia grant my fuit,
And blefs the future hour,

That Damon, who can tafte the fruit
May gather ev’ry flow’r!
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To the Author of the Farmer’s Letters, which
were written in IRELAND in the Year of the
Rebellion, by Henry BrookE, Efq; 1745.

By the Same.

0 H thou, whoie artlefs, free-born genius charms,
Whofe ruftick zeal each patriot bofom warms ;
Purfue the glorious tafk, the pleafing toil,

Forfake the fields and #//a nobler foil ;

Extend the Farmer’s care to human kind,

Manure the heart, and cu/tivate the mind ;

There plant religion, reafon, freedom, truths

And fow the feeds of virtue in our youth ;

Let
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Let no rank aeeds corrupt, or brambles choak
And fhake the wermin from the Britith oak ;
From #orthern blaffs prote&t the vernal bloom,
And guard our paftures from the wolves of Rome.
On Britain’s liberty 7zgraft thy name,
 And reap the harveft of immortal fame !
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VERSES written in a Book called,
Fables for the Female Sex.

By the Same,

HILE here the poet points the charms
Which blefs the perfet dame,
I[How unaffeted beauty warms,
And wit preferves the flame ;

How prudence, virtue, fenfe agree,
To form the happy wife :
In Lucy, and her book, I fee,

The Pifture, and the Life.

VERSES




