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Ev’n o’er your cold, and ever-facred itrr
His conftant flame fhall unextinguifh’d bur.

Thus I, Belinda, would your charms improve;
And form your heart to all the arts of Love ; -
'The tatk were harder to fecure my own
Againft the pow’r of thofe already known ;
For well you twift the fecret chains that bind
With gentle force the captivated mind,
Skill’d ev’ry foft attraétion to employ,
Each flatt’ring hope, and each alluring joy ;
I own your genius, and from you receive
"The rules of Pleafing, which to you I give.
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~  Written in the Year 1732. By the Same,

I.
WHEN DEL1a on the plain appears;
Aw’d by a thoufand tender fears;

I would approach, but dare not MOVE § e
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love,

I1.

Whene’er the fpeaks, thy ravifh’d ear y

No other voice but her’s can hear,
No other wit but her’s APPIOVE § ey
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love,

II1.- if
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I,

If fhe fome other youth commend;
Though I was once his fondeft friend,

His inflant enemy I prove j ——
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love.
IV.
When {he is abfent, I no more
Delight in all that pleas’d before,
“The cleareft {pring, or fhadieft grove; —ees
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love.
V.
When fond of pow’r, of beauty vain,
Her nets the fpreads for ev’ry fwain,
I firove to hate, but vainly ftrove ;——
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love.
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Written in the Year 1733. By the Same.
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1§
T H E heavy hours are almoft paft

That part my Love and me ;

el i

My longing eyes may hope at laff,
Their only wifh to fee. |
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