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And all I've yet beheld or known ’

Serve only to endear my own.

The matters I fhall next difclofe,
*Tis likely may be wrapp’d in profe;
But verfe methought would fuit thefe better,
Befides, it lengthens out my letter.
Read then, dear girls, with kind regard,
‘What comes {o far, what comes fo hard 3
And to our mother too make known,
How travelling has improv’d her {on.

Let not malicions critics join
Pope’s homefpun rhimes in rank with mine,
Fo n that very fpot of earth,
Where Homer’s felf receiv’d his birth ;

Add, asT faid, t enhance their worth,
The pains they coft in bringing forth;

While his, as all mankind agrees,

Tho’ wrote with care, are wrote with eafe.

Part of a LeTTEr to my Sifters at Crux
Easton, wrote from Carro'in Ecvrr,
AUGUST 173

By the Same.

X /‘i 7 HILE you, my dear girls, in your paradife firafs
¥ Diverting with innocent freedom the day,

I wander alone in a barbarous land,

Half bak’d by the fun, half biind by the fand,

Then
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Then your wood too and grotto {o fwim in my fight,
They give me no refpite by day nor by night;

No fooner afleep but I'm dreaming of you ;

Iam juft wak’d from one,—wou’d to God it were true.

Vi,

And had got, Lord knows how, an eftate of my own ;

Methought I was now a fine gentleman gro
Good-bye to plain Tom, I was rais’d a peg higher; -.3
Some call’d me his worfhip, and others the {quire.

I 1
ton,

"Twas a place, 1 remember, exaétly like Eaf
A fcene for an emperor’s fancy to feaft on.
There I built a fine houfe with great coft and great care,
(Your la’fhips have form’d many fuch in the air)

Not of ftucco, nor brick, but as good Portland ftone,

As Kent wou’d defire to be working upon.

The apartments not {fmall, nor monfiroufly preat,

But chiefly for ufe, and a little for fate;

So begilt, and becarv’d, and with ornaments grac'd,
That ev’ry one faid, I’d an excellent tafte.

Here I'liv’'d like a king, never hoarded my pelf,
Kept a coach for my fifters, a nag for myfelf, [come,
With fomething that’s good when our Highclear friends
And, fpite of fquire Herbert, a fire in each room.

A canal made for profit as well as for pleafure,

That’s about, let me fes, two acres in meafure ;

Both the eye to delight, and the table to crown,

With a jack, ora perch, when my uncles come down.

An exceeding great wood, ‘that’s been fet a great while,
Inlength near a league, and in breadih near a mile.

I
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