Poems on feveral Occafions. 15

A Pindarick, to the Athenian Society.

I.
I‘V E toucht each ftring, eachmufeI have invok’t,
Yet ftill the mighty theam,
Copes my unequal praife ;
Perhaps, the Godof Numbers is provok’t.
I grafp a Subjett fit for none but him,
Or Drydens {weeter lays ;
Dryden! A name I ne’re could yet rehearfe,
But ftraight my thoughts were all tyansformed to verfe,
I1. .
And now methinks I rife ;
But ftill the /ofty Subject baulks my flight,

And ftill my mafe defpairsto do great Athens right
Yet takes the Zealous Tribute which I bring,
The early produéts of a Female mufe ;

Untill the God, into my breaft fhall mightier thoughts

infuf.
When
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When 1 with more Command, and prouder woice
fhall fing ; |
But how fhall I defcribe the matchlefs men ?
'm loft in the bright labirinth agen.
IIIL.
When the lewd age, as ignorant as accurft,
Arriv’d in viceand error to the worft,
And like Affres banifht fromthe ftage,
virtue and Truth were ready frescht for flight ;
Their numerous foes,
Scarce one of eithers Champions ventur’d to oppofe;
Scarce one brave mind, durft openly engage,
To do them right.
Till prompted with a generous rage;
You cop’t withall th’abufes of theage ;
Uumasket and challeng’d its abhorred crimes,
Nor fear’d to /4/b the darling vices of the times.
IV.
- Succe[sfully go on,
T’ inform and blefs mankind as you’vebegun,
Till
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Till like your felves they {ee ;
The frantick world’s imagin’d Joys to be,
Onmanly, [enfual and effeminate,
Till they with fuch exalted thoughts poffeft ;
As yowve infpir’d into my willing Breaf?,
Are charm’d, like me, from the impending fate.
_ V. -
Forah! Forgive me Heaven, 1 blufh to fay’t,
I with the vulgar world thought Irreligion great,
Tho fine my breeding, and my Notions high ;
Tho train’d in the bright traéts of ftricteft piety,
D like my fplendid tempters foon grew vain,
And laid my flighted innocence aﬁde;
Yet oft my nobler thoughts I havebely’d,
And to be ill was evenre ued to feign.
VI |
/ Untill by you,
With more Heroick fentiments infpir’d,

.. Jturn’d and flood the vigorous torrent too,

Bb | And
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And at my former weak retreat admir’d ;
So much was 1 by your example fird, .
So much the besvenly form did win:
Which to my eyes yow'd painted virtuein.
VII.
Oh, could my verfe;
With equal flights, to after times rehearfe,
Your fame : It fhould “as bright and Deathlefs be;
As that immortal flame yow've rais’d in me. .
A flamewhich time :

And Death it {elf, wants poﬁcr to controul,
Not more fublime, |

Is the divine compofure of my Som! ;
A friendfhip {o exalted and immenfe,

A fima'e breaft did ne’rebefore commence.



