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20 ET jarring Realms, and Europes. doubt 1l State,
Y OFf Politicians be. the dull Debate; . .
Stocks, languz[b’d Trade, let {uch, their Subject make
And plead, and bellow for their Comﬁ‘rys Sake ;

A more important Theme demands the Mufe,

A Theme, She neither can, nor dares 1_'efufe:,
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A Theme, from whence her faireft Lawrels {pring,

Which firft infpir'd; and tavght her firft to fing ;-
"T1s Beauty calls her; and in Beauty’s Caule,
Her Lays are ready, and her Pen fhe draws:
Yet think Clarzffa! what her E’an'gs muft be,

To fing in Sorrow, when the fings of Thee.

In matchlefs Luftre lately did’ft thou thine,
Nor knew the Court a brighter Name than Thine?
Ot Wit and Beauty had’ft thou ev'ry Grace ¢
(Thy Mind the only Rival of thy Face;)

O'er thy own Sex triumphant did’ft thou reign,
And bid them put forth all their Charms in vain?
Was this thy Empire, till Lorenzo’s Ire,

Mean and inglorious, did thy Fall con{pire?

To his dread Lzege thy keen Rebukes convey’d,
And gave thy weak defpairing Sex his Aid?

If {o he thinks, His Triumph let 1t be,

- And ft1ll new Caufe of juft Contempt from Thee ;
Thy Wrongs, bright Exile! like thy {elf endure,
And let the Mufe thy injur'd Beauty cure; |
The Muie with faithful Service fhall attend,
And be, at all Events, Clav:f|a’s Friend,

With joytul Pains Thy every Merit trace,

And fhew Thee even bright'ned by Difgvace.

Nor
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Nor think thy Beauty claims her Lays alone,
She has a Debt of Gratitude to own,
Since in her Caufe, vou wagd a generous War,
And urg’d your Stout Antagonift {o far,
That, thy {fuperior Arguments to clofe,
He vengeful, made the Court and Beauty, Focs.

The Task be thine, at large, much envied G—y?
Thy own, and every Mufe's Debt to pay,
Nor let the Fazr, who rofe in the Defence
Of Wit, juft Satyr, Truth, and comimon Senfe,
Tn Thefe her Moments of Dzffionour, find,
Thy pointed Numbers, like the C - unkind.

From bold MACHE ATH awhile thy. Rage withdraw,
And lct him, fill uncenfur'd, brave the Law,

Attack, Defpoil, with a rapacious Hand,
And deal to Tools the Plunder of a Land,
Give him, kind Bavd! the Grace of #hy Reprieve,
And to his own dark Breaft the Robber leave ;
He'll find, when tremblin p late with Guilt and Fear,
NoiSz‘Erzgs, no Sative are excluded There. |
Torenzo be thy Satire’s prefent View ;
"T1s 51 Refentment to C'Zczréﬁ}z due :

B

Ask
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Ask him, what Warmth could 'm‘ge him to defpife
The brighteft Fudgment, and the brighteft Eyes .
Could it arraign his Prudence, to {ubmit,
When Beauty {oft'ned the Attacks of ¢ ?
Or could 1t taint his Honour, to be meek, -

And, unrelenting, hear a Lady {peak

When Greece and Troy, as {ay Great Homer’s Strains,

With fierce embatt’led Numbers throng’d the Plains,
And when their clathing Arms, and Martial Rage
Did 1n their Contefts all the Gods engage ,
Unaw’'d, 1n Slaughter did Tydides move,

And wound with daring Arm the Queen of Love?
Rough was He form’d, unfafhion’d for a Court,
War was his Feaft, and Cprueli'y his Spori

From Him, Loremnzo, would'{t Thou Pattern take?

In Courage, firft, Thyfelf an equal make:

But ‘twas Thy Merit to be train’d Polite,
And rather taught the Art to Wooe, than Fighs.
At Beauty’s Altar daily did’ft thou vow :

Then, whence a Carriage quite {fo diff "rent, zow ?

Could'{t Thou not ufe, for once, the Courtzer’s Guile,

Carels thy Foe, and tho’ offended, Smile?

Rallied
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"Rallied by Woman, think it no Difgrace?
And let her Tongue be pardon’d, for her Face?
Such 1s the Conduct {hould Lorenzo boaft .
Were not Lorenzo in the Statefman lott.
Repent of lovely Woman thy Dildatn,

And to thy former Self return again :
Make Thy Submiflion to the Bawzfb’d Far,

Contefs her Beauty, and her Wrongs repair.

No, no, Lorenzo 1s too proud to yield,
And when he once has gain’d, to quit the Field ;
The San&iom_of his Dzgnuiry and Pofl,
With Infolence unparallell’d, He'll boafi,
Faéts charg’d upon him, nor deny, nor own, -

But poorly fly for Shelter to the——

What! by Lorenzo 1s Ih:atww—-:—-agus’d,
At which, his ROT AL MASTER ftood accus’d ?
Frefth Charges does he {till prefume to bring,
And in the wjur'd PRINCE, to court the KING 7
Whilft frantick Homours in his Brain prevail,
Trots He induftrious on each Goffip’s Taler
Does He at Empire, and at Beauty ftrike ?
And wound his SOVEREIGHN, and the Fa:r alike?

Once,

o o
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Once more, difdain, Clar:ffa! to repine,
And let the Mule aflure the Conqueft Thine ;
The Luftre of the Court impair’d we fee,
(Impaird indeed,——Dbecauie depriv’d of Thee ;)
In thy Difgrace the Fzrfl does more than Share;
The Ban:[hment is Fhine ; The Lofs is There.
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