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You fhould be proud, and feem difpleas’d,
Or your for ever. will be teaz’d, :
Your houfe with beggars haunted :
What, ev'ry fuitor kindly us’d ?
1 wrong,: their folly:is excusd,
If right, their fuit is granted,

From prefling crowds of great and fmall,
To free yourfelf, give hopes to all,
And fail nineteen in twenty :
What, wound my honour, break my word !
You're young again.—You may, my lord,
Have precedents in plenty !

Indeed, young ftatefman, "twill not do,—
Some other ways and means purfue,
More fitted to yoar ftation !
What from your boyith freeks can fpring ?
Mere toys |—The favour of your king,
Aud love of all the nation,

LIBERTY. LA LIBERTA

Newly tranﬂa'ted ‘from MEgTASTASION

HANK 8, Nict, to thy treacherous art,
_ Atlength T breathe again ; - |
The pitying gods have ta’en my part,
And eas'd a wretch's pain :
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i feel, I feel, that from its chain
My refcued foul is free,

Nor is it now I idly dream |
Of fancied liberty. : :

Extingui{h’d is my ancient flame,
All calm my thoughts remain ; )

And artful love in vain fhall ftrive
To lurk beneath difdain,

No longer, when thy name I hear,
My confcious colour flies ;

No longer, when thy face I fee,

My heart’s emotions rife.

I fleep, yet not in every dream
Thy image pictur'd fee ;
I wake, nor does my alter’d mind
Fix its firft thought on thee :
From thee far diftant when I roam,
No fond concern I know;: .
With thee I ftay, nor yet from thence
Does pain or pleafure flow.

Oft of my Nice’s charms I fpeak,
Nor thrills my ftedfaft heart;

Oft I review the wrongs I bore,
Vet feel no inward fmart.

No quick alarms confound my. {enfe,
When Nicé near I fee ;

Even with my rivall can fmile,

And calmly talk of thee, i :
Speak
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Speak to me with a placid mien,
Or treat me with difdain ;

Vain is to me the look fevere,
The gentle {mile as vain.

Loft is the empire o’er my foul,
Which once thofe hps ?offeﬁ .

Thofe eyes no longer can divine
Each fecret of my breaft.

What pleafes now, ‘or grieves my mind,
What makes me fad, ‘or gay,

It is not in thy power to give,
Nor canft thou take away ¢

Each pleafant {pot without thee charms,
The wood, the mead, the hll] '

And f{cenes of dullnefs, eve,n wu;h thee,
Are {cenes of dulln,efs jhll

Judge, if T fpeak ‘with foﬁgﬂ‘é' ﬁxcwe §hd
Thou ftill art wond'rous fair; =~ =

Great are the beauties of thy fcrm,
But not beyond compare:

And, let not truth offend thine ear,
My eyes at length incline ' '

To fpy fome faults i in f;hilt lo{v’J &c
Which once appear d dmvmg, o
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When from n;'fwgww yoicafy i heR, 477
~ Itore the painful darty- | - 7 o % 2
(My hameful weaknefs. “Iconfefd
. It Tcemd to fplic my-heart;
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But, to relieve 2 torturd mind,
To triumph o’er difdain,

To gain my captive felf once more,
I'd fuffer every pain.

Caught by the blrdhmes’ereaehcrous ttvngs, A
To which he ¢hanc’d to firay,
The bird his faften’d feathers leaves,
Then gladly flies away :
His fhorten’d wings he fao,n mngws,
Of fnares no more afraid; . -
Then grows by paft expenience. mfg, .,
Nor is again betray’d..

I know thy pride can ne'er belicve
My paflion’s fully o'er,

Becaufe I oft repeat the tale,
And ftill add fomething more:—

And makes the ftory latt, .

As all mankindare fond tobeat , . 7 7
Of dangers they have paﬁ

The warrior thus, the combat o er,

R‘thﬁhtﬂﬂs {Hhodf wa.rs, & laot B L .
Tells - ‘the hardfhips whihh«%a‘boi‘e’. g

And ﬂzewls his .ancient. (car,s. s dyisn S f‘F‘!
Thus the glad flave, . b,y Merons fm, %! : ‘1
SHe Freed from the fervile chain, oA

Ws to each friend th . '*-Weim
Which once he dragg’d with pain,
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I fpeak, yet {peaking, all my aim
Is but to eafe my mmd
I fpeak, yet care not if my woxds
With thee can credit find ;
I {peak, nor alk if my difcourfe
Is e'er approv’d by thee, 1 . . .
Or whether thou with equal ;afe. A doidve e
Doft talk again of me. | e

I leave a light inconftant maid,
Thou’ft loft a heart fincere ;—

I know not which wants comfort ‘moft,
Or which has moft to fear ¥

I'm fure, a {wain fo fond and true;, '
Nicé can never find; -

A nymph like her is qﬁiékly.fdu'nd,
Falfe, faithlefs, and anmd,
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