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To the Right Hon. the Lady MarcAreT
CavenpisH HarrLEy, prefented with a Col-
lection of PoEwms.

By the Same.

I E tuneful throng was ever beauty’s care,
And verfe a tribute {acred to the fair,
Hence in each age the lovelieft nymph has been,
By undifputed right, the Mufes’ queen ?
Her {fmiles have all poetick bofoms fir’d,
And patroniz’d the verfe themfelves infpir’d :
Lesera prefided thus in Roman times,
Thus Sacuarissa reign’d o’er Britifh rhymes,
And prefent bards to MArRGARETTA bow,
For, what they were of old, is HARLEY now.
From OxrorDd’s houfe, in thefe dull bufy days,

Alone we hope for patronage, or praife ;
He to our flighted labours ftill 1s kind,

Beneath his roof w’ are ever fure to find
{Reward fufficient for the world’s neglect)
Charms to in{pire, and goodnefs to protect ; !
Your eyes with rapture animate our lays,

Your fire’s Kind hand uprears our drooping bays,
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Form'd for our glory and fupport, ye feem,

Our conftant patron he, and you our theme.

Where fhou’d poetick homage then be pay’d ¢

Where ev’ry verfe, but at your feet be lay’d :

A double right you to this empire bear,

As firft in beauty, and as Oxrorp’s heir.,
Iluftrious maid! in whofe fole perfon join’d

Ev’ry perfetion of the fair we find,

Charms that might warrant all her fex’s pride,

Without one foible of her fex to hide ;

Good-nature, artlefs as the bloom that dies

Her cheeks, and wit as piercing as her eyes.

Oh Harrey! cou’d but you thefe lines approve,

Thefe children fprung from idlenefs, and love,

Cou’d they (but ah how vain is the defign !)

Hope to amufe your hours, as once they’ve mine,

Th’ ill-judging world’s applaufe, and critick’s blame
Alike I’d {corn ; your approbation’s fame.
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