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Toone that per[wades me to leavethe Mules.
Orgo the charming Mufes! No, in {pight
Of your ill-natur'd Prophecy I'll write,
And for the future paint my thoughts at large,
I wafte no paper at the H.mden'ir chafge 5
I robno Neighbouring Geefe of Quills, nor {link
For acolle&tion to the Church forink:
Befides my Mnﬁ 1s the moft gcntle thmg
That ever yet made an attempt to f; fing :
I call no Lady Pusk, nor Gallants Fops,
Nor fet the murr.{zd world an e&lgf ﬁ:r Ropes ;
Yet I'm fo fcurvily inclin’d to Rhiming,
That undefign'd my thoughts ?mrj} out :b:mg ;
My aétive Genins will by no means ﬂecp,
And let it then its proper channel keep.
I’ve told you, and you may believe me too,
That I muft this, or greater mifchiefe do ;t
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And let the world think me in/pir'd, or mad,
P’lefurely write whilft paper’s to be had;

Since Heaven to me has a Retreat affignd,

That would infpire a le{s harmonions mind.

All that a Poet loves I have in view, (too,
Delight fome Hills, refrefbing Shades, and pleafant Valleys
Fair {preading Valleys cloath'd with lafting green,
And Sunny Banks with gilded ffreams betiween,

Gay as Elifium,1n.a Lovers Dream,

Or Flora s Manfion, feated by a ftream,

Where free from f{ullen cares I liveat eafe,

Indulge my Mufe, and wifhes, as I pleafe,

Exempt from all that looks like want or firife,
I{moothly glide along the Plains of Life,

Thus Fate confpires,and what can Idoto't ?
Befides, I'm weh'mently in love to boot,

And that theres not a Willow Sprig but knows,

In whofe fad {hade I breathe my direful woes.

But why for thefe dull Reafons do I paufe,

When I'veat hand my genuine oe, becaufe !

Aa 4 And
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Andthat my Mufe may take no counter Spell,
Ifairly bid the Boarding 8chools farewel :
No Joung Impertinent, {hall here intrude,
And vex me from this blistul folitude.
Spite of her heart, 0/d Pa/fs {hall damn nomore
Great Sedley's Plays,and never look 'em o’re ;
Affront my Novels, no,nor in a Rage,
Force Drydens lofty Produtts from the Stage,
Whilft all the reft of the melodions crew,
W ith the whole Syftem of Athenians too, é
For Study’s fake out of the Window flew.
But I’to Church, {hall fill her Train no more,
And walk asif I fojurn'd by thehour.

To Stepwel and his Kit 1 bid adieu,
Fall off, and on, be hang’d and Coopee too
Thy felf for me, my dancing days are o're;
I'le act th’infpired Bachannels no more.

Eight Notes muft foranother Treble look,
In Burle[gue to make Faces by the book,

Japes
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“Yapan,and my efteemed Pencil too,
And pretty Cupid, inthe Glafs adieu,

And fince the deareft friendsthat be muft part,
014 Governe[s farewell with all my heart.

Now welcome all ye peaceful Shades and Springs,
And welcome all the énfpiring tender things ;
That pleafe my genims, fuit my make and years,
Unburdend yet with all but lovers cares.

e ——

P O E M

Occafioned by the report of the Queens Deatbh.

'When fame had blownamong the Weffern fwams
The faddeft newsthat ever reacht their Pla.ms,

Like Thunder in my ears the {found did break ;

The killing accents which 1 dare not {peak.

Lefs was T toucht with that pernicions D;:r:, (Heart,

That peircd through mine to reach my Dap/ zes

Frdfn



