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In )"oulh, a father's tender llovc,
And well experienc'd eye,

Roftrain her mind, too apt to rove,
Enamour'd with a toy.

Suppofe her with a brother bleft—"
A brother, fure; is kind :.

But in the hufband fands confeft,
The father, brother, friend,

*Tis.man’s to labour, toil, and fweat,
And all his care cmiploy,

Honour, pow'r, or wealth, to get;
*Tis woman’s to enjoy,

But leok we on thofe halcyon days, -

When woman reigns fupreme,
V7kLile topple man his homage pays,
" Full proud of her efleem—

How dutcous is poor.Strephon’s love ! .
How anxious is his care, -
Lett e'en the zephyr breathe too reugh,
-~ And difcompote the fair !

Then fay not, any pow'rs ordain,
- ‘That man (hould bear the fway :
When reafon bids, let woman reign,
When reafon bids, cbey. .
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"' A PICTURE OF HUMAN LIFE.

;R YEHOLD that fcene, yon trembling
- main, ’
On whofe {mooth brow foft breezes
v fleep ! i
Mo breath difturbs the azure plain,
-Or moves the furface of the deep,
Fond- o’cr the tide the velfels run,
Nor fear the rocks, nor dread the wind;
" Unfold their canvafs 1o the, [vn, .
Regardlels of the florms behind.
But, haik ! {rom yonder burfting clouds,
The tempeft breaks, loud thunders roar,

Which (plic the mafts, tear off che thiouds,—

. And dath them headlong on the fhore..
By fatt’ring gales, too foon betray'd’

‘T'o leave their port and tempt the wave,
.- Thofe billows where they lately play’d,
.. Become, alas! too fuon their grave.
_-In this fad (cene thyfclf behold,

Nor does thy blifs the image wrong ;
The rocks that dath our hopes, as bold,

.The florms thatvex our life, as firong. - -

" Op’ning by fortune's finiles to-day,

_.. Qur fame looks fair, our honours bloom:
- To.motfow, with'ring, 2!l decay,
" - Shadow’d by envy ora tomb., .
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BELINDA's CANARY-BIRD.

ELIGHTFUL, airy, fkipping thing,
-‘To charm by nature taught,
How canft thou, thus imprifon'd, fing,
And fwell thy downy throat ?

Divine would be the poet's lays,
Breath’d with that melting air,
With which thy warbling vaice repays
‘Thy beautcous f{eeder's care, ~
L3
Perhaps the favours of her hand
- ‘Thefe happy ftrains infufe;
And I might notes as fweet command,
Warm'd by (o fair a mufe,

The influence of her radiant eye,
And her reviving fmifes,

The abfence of that fun fupply;
Which chears 1thy native ifles.

Ble@ ifles | where with fuch kindly rays
~ On birds and trees he thines,
We thence enjoy. feraphic lays,

And thence celeflial wines !

See the enliven'd liquar rife,
As danciny to her fong !

Jts virtue with the myufic vies,
As fweet, as clear, as fireng,

.Had but thofe forefts,- Orpheus drew, ' ,_

Clos'd in their hades abird
Of equal harmony with you, !
No tree of tafte had irr'd.

The groves had liften™d to the tohgue
Of their own feather'd choir,

Nor on the vocal firings had hung,
But on theirboughs the lyre.

ON A BEE STIFLED IN HONEY. .
4 ROM flow'r t'olﬁow'r, with cagér

pains, .
See the biell, bufy lab'rer fly;

“When all that frons her toil fhe gains,

ls, in the fweets the hoards, to die.

*Fis thus, woald man the truth belicve,
With Jife's foft fweets, ecach fav'rite
S ey 0

1f we tafle wifely, they relicve, -
Butif we plunge o deep, deltroy.
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