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Before me hand in hand fometimes thcy move,
Emblems of friendfhip, and united love ;
Sometimes behind my leading fteps they trace
Still clofely knit in brotherly embrace ;
Anocn on either fide as guards attend,
At once adorn me, and at once defend.

Still more and more my love they thus enp gage,
Thus fill fhall cherifh my declining age ;
And when th’ appoeinted hour of fate fhall come,
They’ll follow ftill attendant on my tomb.

More lafting far than man’s foon fadingbreath,
Their love extends beyond the vale of death ;
"They’ll hang for ever o’er my much-loved buft
Till they themfelves, like me, are turn’d to duft.
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Quodque caput, wultn mutabilis, albus an ater.

By the Same.

\ORN from the fraitful {pot.on which I orew,

Me innocent unnumber’d pains purfue ;
Pains more afflicting, as from man they flow,
From parent man ! for birth to man I owe.

Sometimes on fpikes nf.ccvl my nerves they rend,

Sometimes afunder {plit from end to end ;
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In boiling cauldrons now immers'd I lie,

Now doom’d the rage of dry fires to try:
There while in double tor
Faft tied 1 writhe the rigid ftake around.

{ e its ntmoft effort tries
With all Barbarian pomp of facrifice.

temples wreathes,

Laft their fierce hat

The purple fillet round my
ery patt the {cented unguent breathes 5

From ev
the facred flower is ﬂzrcnd

O'er my white locks

Whilft on the fatal block is 11:1‘:'0. my head.
Vet with fs0d conftancy I bear my doom 3
And conftancy at laft will overcoirie.

From all my tryals I return at length,

increas’d, my beau

nantyr thus in torment dies,

. tor arifes

o latp are Y M
ited fiatemorc gloriou

now I re-affume my native itate,

My oy beneath their burden-fweat,
gQlaves in their turn O me, and think 1t pl'i[‘.c

1f on their fubjet recks I deign to ride.

Vet fll my filial duty I retain,

’d by honours, 25 unmov’d by pain.
Still to mankind 2 friend, T daily thed

5 on his parent head ;

Unchang

My war aeft bleflir
Around him fill with fond embraces twine,
As round the elm her tendrils curls the vine.
Nor quit him ¢’er till he t© reft repairs,

And every morn ren

ew my conftant cares.

ment fcorch’d and drown’d,

eauty, and my firength.
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Ready alike on rich and poor fo wait 3
I fuit myfelf to every different flate,
With prieft in whitith drefs array’d I fhine,
Emblem of purity and truth divine,

LY

His folemn face the doflor owes to me,

His folemn face, to which he owes his fee.
At bench, or bar, Iadd a dignity

To th’ upright fentence, or rhetorick plea ;
Hence without me no judge explains the laws,
Nor coifed council pleads the puzling caufe :
In fulleft floods my bounty fhowers on them
Profufe, defcending to the garment’s hem.
Gorgeous in fillken garb I grace the'beau ;
And all around ambrofial fraprance throw ;
Nor lefs decorous, tho’ with duft o’erfpread,
When to the camp the valiant warriors lead,
Gorgonian terrors to each mien I add,

And ftill their weakeft part with care I fhade,
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