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To a LADY, fent with a Prefent of Shells and
Stones defign’d for a GrRoTTO.

T S

By the Same.

: [th gifts like thefe, the fpoils of neighb’ring fhores,
V The Indian {wain his {fableslove adores,
Off ’rings well fuited to the dufky fhiine
Of his rude goddefs, but unworthy mine :
And yet they feem not {fuch a worthlefs prize,
If nicely view’d by philofophick eyes:
And fuch are yours, thatnature’s works admire
With warmth like that, which they themfelves infpire,
'T'o fuch how fair appears each grain of fand,
Or humbleft weed, as wrought by nature’s hand !
How far {fuperior to all human pow’r
Springs the green blade, or buds the painted flow’r ! |
In all her births, tho’ of the meaneft kinds, |
A juft obferver entertainment finds,
With fond delight her low produéions fces,
And how fhe gently rifes by degrees ;
A fhell, or ftone he can with pleafure view,
Hence trace her nobleft works, the heav’ns—and you.
2 Be-
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Behold how bright thefe gaudy trifles fhine,
The lovely {portings of 2 hand divine !

- See with what art each curious fthell 1s made,
4  Here carv’d in fret-work, there with pearl inlaid!
What vivid ftreaks th’ enamel’d ftones adorn,
Fair as the paintings of the purple morn!
| Yet fill not half their charms can reach our eyes,
While thus confus’d the {parkling Chaos lies ;
Doubly they’ll pleafe, when in your Grotto plac’d, -
They plainly fpeak the fair difpofer’s tafte;
Then glories yet unfeen fhall o’er them rife,

New order from your hand, new luftre from your eyes,

How fweet, how charming will appear this Grot,

When by your art to full perfetion brought'!

Here verdant plants, and blooming flow’rs will grow,
There bubbling currents through the thell-work flow :

Here coral mix’d with fhells of various dies,

There polifh’d ftone will charm our wond’ring eyes;

L
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Delightful bow’r of blifs! {ecure retreat!

(5 Iy

i Fit for the Mufes, and StaTira’s {eat.

Jut ftill how good muft be that fair-one’s mind,
¢ Who thus in folitude can pleafure find!

; The Mufe her company, good-fenfe her guide,
Refiftlefs charms her pow’r, but not her pride ;
Who thus forfakes the town, the park, and play;

In filent fhades to pafs her hours away ;
Who better likes to breathe frefh courtry air,

Than ride imprifon’d in a velvet chair,
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And makes the warbling nightingale her choice,
Before the thrills of FARINELL1’s voice ;
Prefers her books, and confcience void of ill,
To conforts, balls, aflemblies, and quadrille:
Sweet bow’rs more pleas’d, than gilded chariots feesy
For groves the play-houfe quits, and beaus for trees.

Bleft 1s the man, whom heav’n fhall grant one hour
With fuch a lovely nymph, in fuch a lovely bow’r

WY
S

)
F’E?‘dt@ u’*.%rg

£ g2, A2, Q2 QA2 A2, A2
b Eb BB R pIRR

LADY, 1n anfwer to a LeTTER wWrote
in a very fine Hand.

By the Same.

‘;ﬁf Hilft well-wrote lines our wond’ring eyes command,
The beauteous work of CuHrokr’s artful hand,
Throughout the finifh’d piece we {ee difplay’d
Th’ exaéteft image of the lovely maid ;
Such is her wit, and fuch her form divine,
'This pure, as flows the ftyle thro* ev’ry line,
That, like each letter, exquifitely fine.
See with what art the fable currents ftain
In wand’ring mazes all the milk-white plain !
Thus o’er the meadows wrap’d in filver {fnow
Uufrozen brooks in dark meanders flow ;




