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.Nor chéck the youth that boldly would
afpire

Toraife'the rong of Sympàthy and,
Love;

But, as the fond enthuftiail trikes the
• lyre,
Let ail che trembling ilrings ii concord

niuve,

And lct the blaze of thy celeflial fire
Wake inco lire the fentiment refin'd

For hope deferr'd enervates the defire,
And cafls a fickly languor o'cr the

mind ;

But thou to rapture can'i the (pirit warm,
And Sive to glowing chought th'iinperith-

ablc charm !

Tht PHILOSOPHER and tbe
CM) & B.

COX-

(By Mr. Cawthorn.)

A Coxcomb-once iri Handel's parlourfound
.A Grecian lyre, and try'd *to make it

found ;
O'er the fine folis his aukward fift he

flings,
-And -rudely preffes on th'- elanic_ firings

Awaken'd Difcord fhrieks, and (colds and
raves,

Wild as the diffonane of winds and
waves,

Loud as a Wapping mob at midnight

Har(h as 'ten chariots rolling round St.
Paul's,

'And hoarfer far than all th'. eclatic race
Whofe drunken orgies fiunn'd the wilds

of Thrace.
Friend I quoth the Cage, that fine ma-

chine contains
Exa&er numbers and diviner irains,
Strains fuch as. once could build the The'-

ban wall,
And ftop the mountain torrent in its fall·
But yer; to wake them, rouze them, arîd

Infpire,
Alks a fine finger, and a touch of fire,

,,A feeling foui ýdhofc all expreffiev .pow'rs
Can copy Nature as fhe dinky'or foarb
.And, ju alike topaion, time, and place,

Refept±corrcdnfcs into eate/and grace.
He fald-and, flying o'cr"each. quiv'ring

* wire,
Spread his )ight hand, and fwept it on the

« lyre.
Quickc to his touch th: lyre began to glow,

The found to kindle, and the air to fiov,
Deép as the. murmurs of the falling fioods,
Swect as tht warbcs of the vocal woods -
'rhe lifi'ning pafficns hear, and fink, and

rire,
As the rich harmony or fwrlis, or djes
The pulfe of avarice forgets to move, .
A purer raptute filh th:e brcat of ov'e.
Drvotion liftto hewn a holier eye,
And Ilecding piy heaves a fofter fgh, .

Lifu bas its cafe, arnufement, joy, and
fire',.

Hid in itfeif, as mufic in the lyre ;
And, like the lyr.e, will alil its pow'rs im.

part,,
When touch'd and manag'd by the hand

of art
But htil mankind, like Haindel's fool de-

.froy,
Through rage and igndra.nce, the fIrin of

joy,
Irr-rularly will ti":' paffions roil.
Througi at.ure'fnen in(aumen he

foui :
Whilc mnc of fenfe, with' Hindiel's hap-

pier feill.
-Corred th; -zfle, and' harimonize the

Teacli chcir affeàions like his notes, to
flow,

Not rais'd too high, nor never 4 unki too
low;

Till ev'ry virtue, meafur'd and refin'd,
As fits the concertof the maler-mind,
MeIts in its kindred founds, and pours

alor2g -
Th' according muic of the moráf fong.

VERSES in Honour of THOMSON.

(By Mr. Burnr.)

NXTHILE virgin Spring; by
flood,

Unfolds her tender mantle green,
Or pranks the fod in frolic mood,
Or tunes Eolian firains betwecn :

Eden's

While Sunimer, with a matron grace
Retreats to DryburghWs cooling fhade
Yet oft, delightcd, flops to trace
The progrefs of the fpiky Iladc

While Autumn, benefaator'kind,
Èy Tweed creâs his aged head,
And fees with felf-ipproving mnd
Each creature on his bounty fcd

While maniac Winter rages o'er
The hills whence claffic Yarrovr flow9
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