8‘ Porwms on feveral OccAsIoNs,

But, had he heard thy Lute, He {oon had found

His Rage eluded, and his Crime atton’d:

Thine, like Ampuions Hand, had wak'd the Stone,
And from Deftruétion call'd the rifing Town:

Malice to Mufick had been forc’d to yield;

Not could he Burn {o faft, as Thou cou’dft Build.

By JorR DA IN.

At the Right Honourable the EARL of EXETER'S at
Burleigh-Houfe.

\V HILE cruel Neroonly drains
The moral Sean1aRD’s ebbing Veins,
By Study worn, and flack with Age,
How dull, how thoughtlefs is his Rage!
Heighten'd Revenge He fhould have took ;
He fhould have burnt his Tutor’s Book ;
And long have reign'd fupream in Vice:
One nobler Wretch can only rife ;
*Tis he whofe Fury fhall deface
e Stoics I;mge in th1s Piece.

PicTURE of SENEC A dying in a Bath.




