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Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd,
Their pleafing leffon firft I caught ;
Her fenfe, her friendfhip next confin'd
The willing pupil fhe had taught,
Should fortune, ftooping from her fky,
Conduét me tq her bright alcove;
Yet, like the turtle, I fhould die,
Denied the kifs of her love.
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! O lift the low, the proud deprefs,
| And fuccour weaknefs in diftrefs ;

A foe forgive, and yet contend
~ With generous ardoar for a friends .~ s
4  Arevirtues, tho’ but thinly fown, -~ =
- Not circumferib'd to you alone; - oo
~ Since hourly obfervation finds . . - -
 They fpring in fome inferior minds ;
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Wwhich, tho’ we jaftly pafs our praife on,
pre not the found effeéts of reafon ;
often flow from whim or fafhion,
From pride, or {ome impurer paflion.

But yOUs whom heaven at firft defign’d
The boalt and envy of your kind ;

Above your fex's cenfure plac’d,

In beauty, breeding, tempér, tafte ;
who only fhow regard to merit,
Unconfcious what yourfelf inherit;
While other ladies fume and rail
In indignation at my tale ;

with each reflettion pickra quarrel,
And find a fatire in each moral;
May fafely every page perufe,

Nor be offended with the, Mufe ;
Where not a fingle line appears,
Which honour dreads, or virtue fears.

A hungry hawk, in queft of prey,
Wide o'er the foreft wing’d his way;
Whence every bird, that haunts the glade,
Or warbles in the rural fhade,

- Difpers’d, in wild diforder flies

Before the tyrant of the fkies.

Alinnet, feebler than the reft,

With weary wings and panting breaft
Sought Sylvia’s window- in defpair,

And ﬂuttering crav’d protection there.
Compaffion touch'd the fair one’s mind,
(-F.f" female hearts are always kind.)
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Upward the gliding fafh fhe threw,
And in the little ftranger flew ;
There, in her fragrant bofom preft,
The nymph revives her drooping guet ;
Then (danger o.’er,__and all ferene)
Reftores him to his fields again,
What wondrous joy, what grateful love !
Infpir'd the wanderer of the grove !
In unexpected life elate,
When now he recolledts his fate !
And fets the friendly fair in view,
Who gave him life and freedom too !
For gratitude, to courts unknewn,
And unreturn’d by man alone,
Wide thro’ the wing’d creation reigns,
And dwells amidft the humble plains ;
In every verdant field and fhade,
The juft, the gencrous debt is paid,
Back from the Sylvan bower he hies,
~ To thank his dear deliverer fligs ;
€ And, at her windoy, chaunting ftond
4 Herpraife, with all the zeal ke could,
- :® 'There Lin his morning vifits pays,
s ¢n_f__'And there he tunes his evening lays ;
1 There oft the noon-day hoyr prolongs,
~ And pours his little foul in fongs
€ His heavenly airs arcepgion drew,
~ And Sylvia foon (he warbler Lkpey ;-
Then ufes every charm to win,
draw the wild mufician i ;

He
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He enters fearlefs of a fnare,
For how thould fraud inhabit there ?
And now by frequent vifits free,
At firft he perches on her knee ;
Theh, grown by long acquaintance bolder,
Familiarly afcends her fhoulder ;
And, wholly now devoid of fear,
Plays with the pendant in her ear;
O'er 2!l her neck and bofom ftrays,
And, like a lover, learns to teaze;
Pecks on her hand, and fondly fips
Delicious nectar from her lips.
Thrice happy bird, how wert thou blefs’d,
Of fuch fuperior love poffels’d !
Couldt thou but make the tenure fure,
And thofe unrivall'd hours endure ;
But love, a light, fantaflic thing,
Like thee, is always on the wing;
And facred friendfhip oft a jeft,
When center'd in a female breaft! BRI
Thus Lin the circling moments paft «;a
In raptures too refin’d to laft ; |
When (as his conftant court he paid)
Some envious fongfters of the fhade
Obferv’d his motions to and fro,
For merit’s ne’er without a foe. i
They mark’d the tranfports of his eye,
His fprightly air and glofly dye; U
And all agreed to know, ere night, R
What gave the vagrant fach delight. S
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Strait to the beauteous bower they throng,
Nor for admittance waited long ;
The nymph, whom every charm attends,
Receives her new, aerial friends ;
With crumbled cake, and fruitage feeds,
And feafts them on her choiceft feeds ;
Did all, that kindnefs could infpire,
To bring her coy acquaintance nigh her ;
And Linny now returns, to pay
The due devotions of the day ;
When to his wondering eyes arofe
A numerous circle of his foes;
Grief touch’d his foul, to fee them there,
But, with a feeming eafy air,
He took his place among the reft,

= * And fat an undiftinguifh’d gueft.

Alas, how foon can time deftroy

- The fureft pledge of earthly joy

A favourite’s flattering hopes defeat,

- And tumble tyrants from their ftate ?
& For time, indulgent but to few,
- Depofes kings—and linnets too,

- He, who was once the nymph’s delight,

.:S;its now neglected in her fight ;

EE\ vain to charm her ear he tries,

| New forms engag’d her ears and eyes |

| The goldfinch fpreads his gaudy coat,
And all were ravifh’d with his - note ;

While none attends to Linny’s ftrain,
» Poor Linny’s plumes were plain,

And
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And now (the mournful warbler flown)
" nymph and friendly bower their own,
o'er all referve thf:ir fpleen prevails,
And every tongue In concert rails :
All Wonder’d what her eyes could fee
In fllCh a WOl'thlefs thing as he !
who ftill purfues his private ends,
Ungratcful to his kindeft friends ;
One inftance fure might ferve to fhow him!
Alas, how little did they know him ?
Some then recounted all the arts
He us'd, to vanquifh little hearts ;
Afirm'd, he ftill was making love,
And kept a mifs in every grove;
Could trifle with the meaneft fowl,
Nay, offer courtfhip to an owl !
Scandal, tho’ pointed in the dark,
Is feldom known to mifs its mark ;
While few will interrupt its aim,
Regardlefs of another’s fame !
Lven they, by whom we once were lov'd,
Thro' life for feveral years approv'd!
When fpleen and envy rail aloud,
Are often carried with the crowd ;
Preferring, rather than contend, ,
To facrifice their neareft friend.
Thus Sylvia yielded to the birds,
Too complaifant to doubt their words 3
Nor thought, that creatures fo polite
Could deal in calumny and fpite |
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The injur'd Limmet, with their leaves,
For decency fhe fLill receives;

Who, tho’ he fees his foes careft,
Like fome fond lover, hopes the beft;
And doubts his own difcerning eyes,
But, ah, how obvious is difguife?

At length of hope itfelf bereft,

When now no friendly look was left,
And every mark of fondnefs fled 3

He hung his wings, and dreop’d his head.
And am I then refign'd, he fays,

To fuch ungenerous foes as thefe ?
By thefe defrauded of my blifs?

Is all her kindnefs come to this ?

Yet ah, my tongue, forbear to blame

- That lov'd, that ever-honour’d name ;

This heart, howe'er mifus'd at laft,
Muft own unnumber’d favours paft;
And fhall, tho’ ne'er to meet again,

~ The dear remembrance fill retain.

~ Hefpoke—and to the window flew,
- There fat, and fung his laft adieu,
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