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To my Friend the Author, defiring my
Opinion of his Pocm

%é-SK me not, Friend,what I Approve or Blame,
.é 2. Perbaps I know not why I Like,or Damn
I can be Pleas’d s and I dare own I anz.

I read Thee over with a Lover's Eye,

Thon haft no Faults, or I no Faults can fpy 5
Thon art all Beanty, or alt Blindnefs I.

Who néer bad Fire, or elfe whofe Fire is paft,

Muft judge by Rules what they want Force to Tafte.
I woi'd a Poet, like a Miftrefs, try,
Not by ker Hair, her Hand, ber Nofé, ber Eye s

But by forne Namelefs Pow'r, to give me Joy-

[ Charms,y
The Nymph has Grafton’s, Cecil’s, Church:l:l

If with refiftle(s Fires my Soul fhe warnts r

Criticks, and aged Beanx of Fancy chaft, g

& With Baln upon her Lips, and Raptures in her Arms.)

Such




Such is thy Genins, and fuch Art is thine,

Sonte fecret Magick works in ev'ry Lines
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We judge not, but we feel the Pow'r Divine.
Where all is Juf?, is Beanteons, and is Faip,
Diftinitions vanifb of peculiar Air.

Loft in onr Pleafure, we Enjoy in you
Lucretius, Horace, Sheffeild, Mountague.
And yet’tis thought, [ome Criticks in this Town,
By Rules to all, but to themfeluves, unknown

Will Dawn thy Verfe, and j‘:.ﬁzﬁ their owsn. ) o
Why, ket them Danen : Were it not wondyous bard '

Facetions Mirmil, and the City-Bard,

So near ally'd in Learning, Wit, and Skill, MR
Show'd not bave leave to Fudge, as well @5 Kill 2 T

Nay, let them writes Let them their Forces join, kit
And hope the Motly Piece may Rival thine. | Tty
Szzﬁ*(y defpife their Malice, and their Toil, |
Which Vlgar Ears alone will veach, and will defile.

Be

»



Be 3t thy Gen'rous Pride to pleafe the Beft,

Whofe Fudgment, and whofe Friendflip is a Left.
With Learned Hannes thy healing Cares be joird,
Search thoughtful Rotcliffe to his inmoft Mind :
Onite, reftore your Arts, and fave Mankind.
Whilft all the bufie Mirmils of #he Town

Envy our Health, and pine away their owr.

When €er thow wor'dft a Tempting Mufe engage,
Fudicions Wallh can beft diret her Rage.

To Sommers, and to Dorfet too fubmit,

And let their Stamp Immorialize thy Wit.
Confenting Phoebus bows, if they Approve,

And Ranks thee with the forenoft Bards above :
Whilft thefe of Right the Deathle(s Laurel fend,
Be it my Humble Bus'nefs to Commend

The faithful honeft Man, and the well-natur’d Friend.

Chr. Codrington.
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