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Whom your high merit, and their own, prefers |
To all the worthieft beds of Exngland’s peers.

Thus the great eagle, when heav’n’s wars are o’er,
And the loud thunder has fergot to roar,
Fove's fires laid by, with thofe of Zenus burns,
T'o his forfaken mate and fhades returns ;
On fome proud tree, more {acred than the reft,
With curious art he builds his fpacious neft ; !
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In the warm fun lies bafking all the day, :
While round their fire the gen’rous eaglets play ;
Their fire, well-pleas’d to fee the noble brood

Fill all the loftieft cedars of the wood. ’
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An ODE on Mifs Harrier HANBURY
at Six Years old. 1

By Sir CaarLEs HanBury WiLLiams.

I ’
HY fhou’d I thus employ my time, i
To paint thofe cheeks of rofy hue ?
Why fhou’d I fearch my brains for rhime,
To fing thofe eyes-of glofly blue ?
I;

The pow’r as yet is all in vain,

Thy num’rous charms, and various graces:
They only ferve to banifh pain, |
1'! !- . e -

And light up joy in parents’ faces.

4 III. But
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I11.
But foon thofe eyes their ftrength fhall feel;
Thofe charms their pow’rful {way fhall find
Youth fhall in crowds before you kneel,
And own your empire o’er mankind.

IV.
Then when on Beauty’s throne you fit,
And thoufands court your wifh’d-for arms ;
My Mufe fhall ftretch her utmoft wit,
To {fing the victories of your charms.

A4
‘Charms that in time fhall ne’er be loft,
At leaft while verfe like mine endures :
And future HanBURvs thall boaft,
Of verfe like mine, of charms like yours,

VI.

A little vain we both may be,
Since {carce another houfe can fhew,
A poet, that can fing like me ;
A beauty, that can charm like you.
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