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I ftole from her hand a fiveet kifs,
Nor tried fhe to draw it away,
No defcription comes up to the blifs

That reigns in my bofom to day.

Methinks every Zephyr that blows
Soft mufic conveys to my eary
Methinks every floweret that grows.
More blooming and frefh does appear,

The birds tune their mufical throats,
And fing moft delightfully {weet,

In foft and more delicate notes
Sweet Echo my fighs does repeat.
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ODE TO SENSIBILITY,

Hanks to thee, Nymph, whofe powerful hand
From dulnefs fet me free, :
Thy praifes I'll for ever fing,
Sweet Senfibility.

Thy touch, fo gentle and benign,

~ Revives the torpid heart,

- Thou pleafure canft from pain refine,
- To joys new joy impart,
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thee the gaudy rainbow fhows
More beautcous to the eye,
gy thee more fweetly fmells the rofe,
And boafts a brighter dye.

py thee I tafte the lufcious fweets
of Cloe’s neftar’d kifs,

By thee 1 laugh, or cheerful fing,
And feize each tranfient blifs,

Wwhen Cloe tunes her liquid voice,
Or tries foft mufic’s art,
By thee the founds melodious pierce,
" Like lightning, to the heart.

By thee the poet’s charming lays
Our various paflions move,
Now fire the foul with rage, or melt
To pity, or to love. i
By thee the {cientific page
The fcholar’s eye delights,
- Bythee he fhares the feaft of wit,
! Or wit himfelf indites.

With thee we tafte the joys of wine,
Of friendfhip, and of love,

When thou art gone we lonely pine,

Or melancholic rove,
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