
P O E T R 'Y
sy, from vhat fimple tprings hegan
'Tle vaa ambitious tlhoughts of man,

That range bryind controul
Whiih ftek eternity to trace,
Dive through th' infinity cf (pace,

And firain to grafp the whole ?

Tien range through bcing's wide extent,
Let the fair fc-.le w ithjuil aCcent

And equal flep be trod :
Till from the dead corporeal i.afs,
Throurh eich progreélive rank you pafs

To Iniiina, Reafon, Cod.

Tiere, Science, vefl thy daring eye,
Nor dive too deep, nor f<ar too high

1n the riivine ahyfs
To! Fth, content thy beans to lend,
Her hopes t' afTu-e, ier fleps bcfrieînd,

And lighit thy way to b!if,,

Tiien downward take tiy flight again,
Mix with the policies of nen,

And focial Nature's tijs ;
The plan, the genius of each ftr.te,
Its int'refts an: its powers relate,

Its fortunes and its rife.

Throdigh private life purue thy courfe,
Trace every acion to its fouïce,

And means and motives weigh ;J
Put tempers, pafflons in the fealo,
Mark what degrees in each prevail,

And fix the doubtful fway.

The laft bell effort of thy 1kill,
To fori the heart and rule the will,

Propitious Power, impart :
Teach me to cool my. paillons fires,
Make me the judge of moy defites,

The mafier of my heart.

Raife me above the vulgar breath,
Purfuit of fortune, fear of death,

And al) in life that's mean
Stijl truc to Reafon be my plan,
And let ny a&ions (peak the man

Through every varying fcene.

fail ! queen of manners, light of truth,
hail I charm of age, and guide of youth,

Sweet refuge of difirefs i
t'en bufinefs thou canft make polite,
Thou giv'ft retirement its delight,

: Profperityits grace.

Of pow'r, wealth, freedom, you the caute,
Foundrefs oi order, cities, laws,

Qarts inventrefs you ;
Without you what were homan kindiÎ,
kliow ya4ý their wants, their thoughts how

Tlir joys how mean and fcw t

Sun of the foui, thy beams tnveil:
Let others fix the daring lail

On Fortune's fickle fcea
Whifm undiuded happicr 1
From the vain tumult timely fly,

And lit in peace with thee.

SONNET on DIVINE PROVIDENCE.

J\S forne fend mothier views her infañt

W ith tenderref> c'erflowing while fhe
f.es

She ki rs oe, one chifps in her embrace,
1-er fl2et fuppurting oie, .and onc hir

knees ;
Tien, as the winning geAure fpeaking

f 'ce,
Or pi sinrve cry explain iheir different

plea;,
A look, a wgrd,. fhe dei with various

grace.
And minl-s, or frowns, as love alono

decee.

O'er frail mmkind, Co Providence divinc
Stijl Vatcles hars, fulains, and td.

cours ail,
With equal eye, beholding each that live.

If Heaven denies, oh ! let not men re-
pi-ne

Ieav'n but denies to quicken d'uys cl1'
Or feigning to deny, more largey give5..

AN ADDRESS TO TEE :k4 Ü4ES

HY thus, ye fair,-your min4àq
piex

Why thus afraid of Satire's dart
None ever can detirone the fex,

Whofe empire is the human heart

Authority beneath your hand3
No more affumes a tyrant's flate;,

G enius attends on your coinmmands,
And lays his honours at yaur fcet c

Gfferings ta you the Mutes bring,
'lo you 'their fwecreet incenta bur.

The bards that beft your praires fing,
With highea hon.ours they adorn.

In vain the pious bena.is
In grottos far from you toldWel

Your Io elyin age with hnies
Andeinto bh loncl ce1L.a


