By the Same.
HAT fhall I fay to fix thy wav’ring mind,
To chafe thy doubts, and force thee to be kind ?
What weight of argument can turn the fcale,
If interceflion from a lover fail ?
By what fhall I conjure thee to obey
This tender fummons, nor prolong thy ftay ?
If unabated in this conftant breaft
That paflion burns which once thy vows profefs’d ;
If abfence has not chill’d the languid flame,
Jts ardour and its purity the fame ;
Indulge thofe tranfports, and no more controul
The dictates of thy fond confenting foul ;
By no vain fcruple be thy purpofe fway’d,
And only Love implicitly obey’d :
Let inclination this debate decide,
Nor be thy prudence, but thy heart thy guide :
But real prudence never can oppofe
What Love fuggefts, and Gratitude avows :
The warm dear raptures which thy bofom move,
"I'is virtue to indulge, ’tis wifdom to improve :
For think how few the joys allow’d by Fate,
How mix’d the cup, how fhort their longeft date !
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How onward fill the ftream of pleafure flows !
That no reflux the rapid current knows !

Not ev’n thy charms can bribe the ruthlefs hand
Of rigid Time, to ftay his ebbing {and;

Fair as thou art, that beauty muft decay ;

The night of age fucceeds the brighteft day :

That check where Nature’s fweeteit garden blows,
Her whiteft lily, and her warmeft rofe ;

Thofe eyes, thofe meaning minifters of Love,
Who, what thy lips can only utter, prove;

Thefe muft refign their luftre, thofe their bloom,
And find with meaner charms one common doom .
Pafs but a few fhort years, this change muft be ;
Nor one lefs dreadful fhalt thou mourn in me:
For tho’ no chance can alienate my flame,

While thine to feed the lamp, fhall burn the fame,
Vet fhall the ftream of years abate that fire,

And cold efteem fucceed to warm defire :

Then on thy breaft unraptur’d fhall I dwell,

Nor feel a joy beyond what I can tell.

Or fay, fhould ficknefs antedate that woe,

And intercept what Time would elfe allow ;

If pain fhould pall my tafte to all thy charms,

Or Death himfelf fhould tear me from thy arms ;
How would’ft thou then regret with fruitlefs truth,
The precious fquander’d hours of health and youth’
Come then, my love, nor truft the future day,
1ive whilft we can, be happy whillt we may :
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For what is life unlefs its joys we prove ?
And what is happinefs but mutual love ?
Our time is wealth no frugal hand can ftore,
All our poffeflion is the prefent hour,
And he who fpares to ufe it, ever poor.
‘The golden zow is all.that we can boaft ;
And that (like fnow) at once is grafp’d and loft
Hafte, wing thy paflage then, no more delay,
But to thefe eyes their fole delight convey.

Not thus I languifh’d for thy virgin charms,

When firft furrender’d to thefe eager arms,
When firft admitted to that heav’n, thy breaft,
To mine I ftrain’d that charming foe to reft ;
How leaps my confcious heart, whilft T retrace

"The dear idea of that firi& embrace ?

When on thy bofom quite entranc'd I lay,
Aind love unfated the fhort night away ;
Whilft half reluétant vou, and half refign’d,
Amidft fears, wifhes, pain and pleafure join’d,
Now holding off, now growin g to my breaft,
By turns reprov’d me, and by turns carefs’d.
Oh! how remembrance throbs in every vein !
I pant, I ficken for that fcene again ;

My fenfes ach, I can no word command,
And the pen totters in my trembling hand.
Farewel, thou only joy on earth I know,
And 211 that man can tafte of heav’n below,
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