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N the delightful banks of Mein,
The mufe laments in penfive {train;
The nymphs aflembl’d on the green,
Of Nelly’s abfence all complain.

Our rural {fwains no joys can find,
But ft1ll in penfive filence mourny
With heads upon the turf reclin’d

They figh, and wilh your {wift return.

Oft have they curs’d fair Moffat town, |
With all the virtues of the Well;

he {prightly Beau, and ruftic clown,

Of Nelly’s charms delight to tell,
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Dear maid, 1t is.for you alone,
Thev {pend whole days and niwhtsin ﬁghs’;
And will vou cifregard their moan

And all their plaiative notes defpife ?

*Tis Autumn now, the fertile nﬂd,
g |
Rich Ceres decks with yellow grain;
With joy we would our fickles wield, ,
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1t Nelly deign’d to grace the plain,
Come now and of our labours {hare;
. None better can that weapon ply;

O micgate Philander’s care,

Whofe toil feems lefs when you are migh.

Once more, dear Nell, I'd with to fee
You cheerful join the rural throng ;
Your prefence would enhance our glee,
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And {weetly animate my {ong.
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