COLIN AND ALEXIS
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T TOW from before Aurora’s rays,
Stern darknefs with its horror flies 3

The mountain tops begin to blaze,

And Plicebus gilds the eaftern fkies.
See elift'ning dew drops on the buih,

Reviving odours cheer the morn;
The warbling blackbird and the thrufh,

Make vocal ev'ry blooming thorn.

Alexis join the rural lay,
Give welcome to the op'ning {pring.
Why figh’ft thou thus thy hours away?
Come take thy pipe, and {oftly fing.
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Beneath thele ivy mantled trees,
Allow me, Colin, to complain,
No murm’ring brook, nor whilp'ring breeze

Can 1n the leaft divert my pain.

The maid, whofe charms I oft have ﬁlt"lg,
Has left the plain, "twas what [ fear’d,

And o'er her fhoulders, carelefs hung,

A Galedonian plaid appear’d.

Of ancient note on Scotia’s plain,
And by her grandam often wore,
Its crimfon hue was free from fain,

Which made Califta {hine the more,

Yea {lill the fhines; her radient eyes
Add luftre to the brighteft day;
Each feature {trikes with new furprife,

And various beauties ftill difplay.
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But why {hould I recount them ftill?

"T1s only to 1ncreafe my pain.
She bids thefe verdant fields farewell,

And goes to feck a richer {fwain.

Califta, with thy rapid flight,
Is vanifh’d each delightful gleam.

Can Drife’s fair banks give more delight,
Than Eckles’ gently winding ftream ?

Do {weeter {cents perfume the grove,
Or fairer flow’rs adorn the vale ?
Do comelier {ivains now talk of love,

And cheer thee with their am'rous tale?

More {prightly youths may feel the fmart,
And court thee with afliduous care;
But none of all who {eek thy heart

Avows a paflion more lincere.

Then hafte Califta, fave the {wain,
Who in thy abfence ever fighs;
Add frefher beauties to the plain,

And bid more pleafing profpects rife.



ol (b ¢ Sl Tl G

Give to the flowers a livelier hue;
Thy prefence makes all nature gay.,
O lovely maid! when bleft with you,
,Each feafon {cems the month of May,

The warblers now, with plaintive note,
Seem to accord with ev'ry figh ;

The fhepherds have their fongs forgot,
And laid their pipes in fileuce by,

Since thy retreat, O charming fair!
Day after day my hopes deftroy.
O fave Alexis from defpair,

And crown fucceeding {cenes with joy,

61



