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Firm Faith attends with ftedfaft eye,
Intent on things above the fky,
To mortal ken unknown; and She,
fTeek and feemly, kind and free,
Ever hoping, "\L believing,
Still forbearing, fhill fnrfrumg,
Greateft of the heavenly Three.
Air.
Britons, join the godlike train,
Learn, thatall but Truth is vain,
And to her lyre attune your joy
No gifts {o pure as thofe fhe fings,
To praife the heav *nly-favour’d Bo.
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The Marriage of the MYRTLE and the YEW.
A F A BLE
To DELIA, about to marry beneath herfelf. 1744-
By the Same.

Myrtle fourifh’d ‘mongft the flowers,
And happy pafs’d her maiden hours :
The lovely Rofe, the garden’s queen,
Companion of this fhrub was feen ;
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The Lilly fair, the Violet blue,

‘The Eglantine befide her grew :

WWoodbine’s arms did round her twine,

the pale genteel Jeflamine :

her’s the T'uberofe mix’d her fweet ;

The flow’rs were gracious, the difcreet,
"T'he envious thrub-with fome regret,

Saw all her friends in wedlock met

Up the tall Elm the Woodbine fwarms,

And twines her marriages

ole arms ;

A gorgeous bower the Jefmine chofe,

The glory of fome ancient houfe ;
With joy {he views the fhort-liv’d maid,
The Violet drooping in the fhade ;
And fees (which pleas’d her to the quick,)
The Lilly hug a faplefs ftick,
“ And muft Myztilla fill be feen
“¢ Pining in ficknefs ever-green ?
¢ Shall fhe.”——
With that fhe arm’d her brow,

Which once had conquefts gain’d, but now——
Too old to chufe, o proud to fue,
Strikes flag to her good coufin Yew.,

This Yew was fair, and large, and good,

Efteem’d a pretty ftick of wood ;

But never in the garden plac’d,
Or to be borne by nymphs of tafte
But in a wildernefs, or wafte ;
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And cut and clip, what’er you de,

This pretty ftick was ftill but Yew =
The pois’nous drops, the baleful fhade

genteeler flower dead ;

Struck ¢
But My
Thought Nature ta ight €

And carelefs of th’ events withdrew
and fought her Yew.

being ever-green,

o wed her kin,

From her old frien
rous ..11”.11} tra!1!'pdn'uc,a,

Behold the a
And her laft prayer in vengeance granted.
The bride and bridegroom cling together,
and fcorn foul weather.

Enjoy the fair,
Vifits are pay’d : around are feen
The ferubbed race of ever-green,
Th’ ill-natur’d Holly, ra goed Box,
in flocks :

And Yew’s own fan
But not a flow’s of {cent or favour

Vould do the bride fo greata favour,
But in contempt drew in their leaves,
And fhrunk away, as Senfitives.

The blufhing 2 Queen, with decent pride,
Turn'd, as fhe pa afs’d, her head afide ;
The LlN}' fice, was like to fpue

To {ee MyrTiLLa Mrs, YEW

The Eglantine, a prude by nature,
Wou'd never ga a-near the Creacher;
And the gay Woodbine gave a flaunt,

Nor anfwerd her but with a taung

The Rofe.
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