
P O.E T R Y.

'Twas patience !- heav n.defccdcd maid,
Implor'ci, fiew fwiftly to my aid,

And lent her fo<Vring breaf ;
Watch'd my Cad hours with parcnt carc,
Repell'd the approaches of defpair,

And fuoth'd my foui io reft.

Say, when diffever'd from his ide,
My friend, protèëlor, and my guide,

When my prophetic foui,
Anticipating ail the ilorm,
Saw danger in its direil form,

What could my' fecars controul?

Oh, patience, gentle goddefi, hear,
Be ever.to thy fuppliant near,

Nor let one murmur rit: ;
Since (1111 tome rnighty joys are given,
Dear to her foui, the gifts of heaven,

The fweet dometlic tics.

B A L L A D.

T HE fun was hot ; the hay grew dry;AIl gaily frnil'd the work
The ruddy damfel ply'd the rake,

The aturdy hind the fork.

When underneath a fpreading oak
Colin and Sylvia fat,

Vicw'd in repofe the rural toil,
And join'd in àm'rous chat.

Oft had the youth his fuit preferr'd,
The rnaid as oft denied :

A virgin'5 withes'ru'd her heart,
Her tongue a virgin's pride.

Colin obferved le- eyes, and then
Still unremitting itrove;

'Twas there lie aw, or elrehe thought
He faw forne figns of love.

How <weetly, foftly ring, be cries,
The birds on ev'ry. trec

Al nature frown s, if I neet-n.pt
Returns of love fror thee.

M1 off'ring is a faithful.heart
-A richer can I male ? '
If love can afk, can with for more,

That rcher off'ring take.

Thefe milk-whitc focks, thefe lowng
herds

AU, ail, I have is thine
Much more than tlhcre fhould I poffefs*

if I couid caul thea mine.

Ceafe to b'cruel, flubborn maid
Hear and reward my truth. ,

Ceare thus to tcaze me the reply'd;
Ceae foolifhfooliih youth.

If nought but there complaining talcs
We virgins hear from men;.

'Tis better c'en to wed at once,
Than hear thcm o'cr again.

To ALL LADIES ePritssEzD wHl
Ris-IsTIBLE GENIUS. i

F ORBEAR ye iudious nymphs, for.bear
To let improverpent be your care,

At leani improvement of the.mind;
To read and write, and taile acquire,
Perhaps to feel the mufes fire,

Is not for female fouis defign'd.

Haplefs the maid, whofe genius flrong,
Breaks thro' reftraint and glows in fong,

As fone ill-faied fair ones do,
Who blu.fh to.own the atrocious crime,
Yet can't forbear to write in rhyme,

And lcarning's lofty tiight purfue.

To fuch I (ing, and earneft pray,
That fuch will liflen to my lay ; .

No Ccltfh interent prompts my verfe,
I feek not praife, nor envy fear,
But love my fex with zeal fincere,

And only fatal truth rehearfé.

That tho' they chufe their fubjeas-weil,
Tho' nervous fenfetheir numbers fweil,

And modeily attends their pen,
Yet will the world no cenfures. fpare,
For witty ladies -who cári bear ?

Genius and vit belongs to men.

Tho' fince poetic fire divine
h vefled in the immortal nine,

Nine modeft virgins'iearn'd and chane,
They'll often chufe their fex Co teaçh
Parnaffus fleep afcent to reach ;

The fp-ing of Helicon to tafle.

Alas, they wift not they're unkind,
w'vhen they enrich tlic female mind,

With gifts men oft defire invain
'hen be advis'd ye fair and young,

A nd never learn the rmufes fong,
But fliun their dear delufnve train.

)h dread the fkill.ofwriting'well,
or fear you (hould tlie men excel,
Who will fuch excell:nce dcfpife

Who
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