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Ye ftreams ! if e’er your banks T lov’d,
If ¢’er your native founds improv’d,
May each foft murmur foothe my fair :
Or oh ! ’twill deepen my defpair.

And thou, my grot! whofe lonely bounds
"T'he melancholy pine {urrounds;

May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom ;
Or thou fhalt prove hér Damon’s tomb.

III. The Rose-Buno.

EE, Flavia, fee that budding rofe,
h_J How bright beneath the bufh it glows;
How f{afely there it lurks conceal’d ;

How quickly blafted, when reveal’d !

The {fun with warm attra&ive rays
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze :
A blaft defcends from eaftern fkies,

And all its bluthine radiance dies.
o

Then guard, my fair! your charms divine;
And check the fond defire to thine

Where fame’s tranfporting rays allure,
While here more happy, more fecure.

The breath of fome neglefted maid
Shall make you figh you left the fhade ;
A breath to beauty’s bleom unkind,
As, to the rofe, an eaftern wind,
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The nymph reply’d, < You firft, my fwain,
\ <« Confine your fonnets to the plain ;

¢¢ One envious tongue alike difarms,

¢¢ You, of your wit, me, of my charms.

¢¢ What 1s, unheard, the tuneful thril] ?
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Or what, unknown, the poet’s fkill ?
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What, unadmir’d, a charming mien,

Or what the rofe’s blufh, unfeen ?”’
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IV. Written in a Colleétion of Bacchanalian Songs.:

DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join
'To plunge old Care in floods of wine ;
And, as your dazled eye-balls roll,
Difcern him ftruggling in the bowl.

Nor yet 1s hope fo wholly flown,
Nor yet 15 thought fo tedious grown,
But limpid ftream and fhady tree
Retain, as yet, fome {weets for me.

And fee, thro’ yonder filent grove,
See yonder does my Daphne rove :
With pride her foot-fteps I purfie,
And bid your frantick joys adieu.
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