MO NTHS LOVE.

F. maidens attend to my tale,

| Of love that {ly archer take care;
His darts o’er all ranks do prevail,

The wealthv, the wife, and the fair.

When once his fierce arrow he throws,
Contentment will bid you adieu;
No potion the doctor beftows,
Can then be of fervice to you.

Fxperience prompts me to tell,
I felt his tyrannical {way ;
The time [ remiember too well ;

It was a long month and a day,
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The youth, I'll not mention his names, Vi, Sk
Who was the {ole caufe of my {mart,
His deeds were unnotic’d by fame,

His manners unpolifh’d by art.

His perfon could boaft of no charm,
His words of no conquering power;
Yet his foot{teps did give the alarm,

Wihich made my heart beaw;an hour,

‘When abfent from him ¥ ador’d,
One minute as ages'did prove;
Though plenty repleniih’d my board,

[ falted and feailed on love,

My couch but augmented my pain;
No {leep ever clofed my eyes;
One glance of my ruftic young fwain

Was what I mere highly did prize,

Nongever bemean’d my fad/cafe;
‘i Thf:y laneh’d at the ills I endur’d; i
But time did my {orrows efiace, I

Agd {pite of theamp I was cur'd.:
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L PO EM s, 4Q
' I faw my lov'd youth in the fhade,
Soft whifp'ring to Sufan apart;
Refentment came quick to my aid,

And I banifh'd him quite from my heart.

But be not too forward, ye fair,
Nor take too much courage from me,
How many have fall'n in the {nare

'+ hat got g {o eafily free?



