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THE WREATH.

m

Myra, my fair aii^l lovely Friend,

To thee, this ht^nuteous* Wrei'lli I sendj

Various the flow'n'ts you will see,

I^looming and fair sweet maid like thee.

Whilst o'er ear h flower, thy fiii;iers ?tray,

l)ethii:k thee Myra what they say.

Can Khnvers talk you'll quick rep'y ?

Yf'S, iny sweet girl, hke you or 1

;

To those who lend a hst'niiigear,

And all their lessons mildly hear:

Thus then to thee, my Myra c;ay,

Tliat Wreath so beauteous seeuis to f.ay :

—

" To'hee, liow kind has nature been,
*' Than ihee a lovlier scarce was seen

;

" And sure you'll say we're lovely too,

" Yes fair and beauteous e'en a* you;
*' Yet pause awhile () lairtst Maid,
" Thy cliarnis lik^ ours ere long will fade:

" Think, think of that and whilst you've power,
** Improve in virtue every hour;
" For she who has no ottier boast,

•* Than her fair fate ; when that is lost,

" Like us neglected, thrown as-ide,

*'bhe then in solitude may hide,

" fler once fiir form; too late she'll find,

"That far 'hove Beauty is the mind."

r.ut cease, O moralist, no need

V/nh such harsh sounds to tune thy reed
j

The lovely Myr.-i knows full well,

The moral truths that thou wonld'sl tell

:

To her sweet maid is kindly iriven.

The best and richest gitts of Jlsaven ;

Yes, to the beauti"* ol her face,

lltr heart and n»ind add tiMifoki Grate.

TO MISS PORTER.

On reading her Novel of Thaddens of IVarsaw.

To paint a youth, as virtuous ashp's brave,

Glowing %vith zeal his native realms to save;

In War, the terror of th' invadinp; foe.

And slill jiuconquer'd in severeal woe :
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