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To my Friend Dr. G—-—1h, the Author
of the Difpenfury.
O |Praife your Healing Art would be 1y van,
The Health you give, prevents the Poet's Pess,
Sufficiently confirn?’d is your Renown,
And I but fill the Chorus of the Town.
That let me wave, and only now Adwmire,
The dazling Rays of your Poetick Fire :
Which its diffufrve Virtue does difpenfe,
1n flowing Verfe, and elevated Senfe.

Lhe Town, which long has fwallow'd Joolifh Verfe,
Which Poetafters ev’ry where rebearfe
Will mend their Fudgment now, refine themr Laft,
And gather up th Applanfe they threw in Wafte,
Lt Playhonfe fhan't Enconrage fulfe, Jublime,
Abortive Thoughts, with Decoration-Rhime.
The Satyr of Vile Scribblers Jhall appear
On none, except upor themfelves fevere :
While yours Contemns the Gall of Vidgar Spight s
And when you feem to Swile the »toft, you Bite,

Tho. Clieck,
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