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But hark ! ——the feas begin to roar,

The whiftling winds affault my ear,

The lou’ring ftorms around appear ——
Fancy, bear me to the fhore.

There in thy realms, bright goddefs, deign

Secure to fix thy votary’s feet :

O give to follow oft thy train :

Still with accuftom’d lay thy power to greet;

To dwell with Peace, and fport with thee,

Fancy, ever fair and free.
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An Addrefs to his Elbow-chair, new cloath’d.
By the late Wy. SomerVILE, Efq; Author of the Chace.*

MY dear companion, and my faithful friend!

If Orpheus taught the liftening oaks to bend ;
If ftones and rubbifh, at Amphion’s call,

Danc’d into form, and built the Theban wall;
Why fhould’ft not zbox attend my humble lays,

And hear my grateful harp refound thy praife?

* Written towards the clofe of Mr. Somervile’s Zfz.
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