To Mys. W AR D.

APPHIRA’s Lines with Wit and Humour
Pure as her Morals, {prightly as her Thﬂlﬁfzﬁg’
Fill'd with Compaflion for the poor diftrefs'd,
And flowing from a grateful gen’rous Breaft,
My Mufe wou'd fing.——But SwiFT approves her
APoLLO’s SWIFT anticipates my Praife. o
Will DeL1A pardon, if I dare rehearfe
Her STREPHON’s Praife in my unpolifh’d Verfe ?
Whofe Souls replete with Learning, Senfe, and
Himf{elf alone unknowing of his Worth : s
Graceful amidft SappHIRA’s Works he ftands
Pre-eminent, and ev’ry Eye commands ;
Who fings with Genius, Elegance, and Att,
To warm the Paflions, and enlarge the Heart,
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Sublime in Sentiment, in Diion pure,

His fhall the Critic’s keeneft Pen endure ;

And ftand the Rage of conqu’ring Time fecure.

A Fop let others chufe, or Wretch they hate ;
To ev’ry Joy prefer a large Eftate ;

With Toys and Equipage, while Truth and Mind
Is DELL&’S Taﬁo:, and fhews her Soul refin’d.

The Wife muft DEL1A and her Choice approve,
Who wou'd grtat Merit recompenfe with Love;
Good Senfe muft Honour, Friendfhip, Faith fecure,
While the rich Fool grows fickle, falfe, impure.
With fuch a Friend what Woman wou'd not dare
To ftake fome Fortune, and the reft to fhare ?
To hear Truth flow melodious from his Tongue,
And have her Name immortaliz’d in Song.

Such Force of Merit muft fuccefsful prove,

Bays crown his Head, while Beauty crowns his -
[ Love.
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