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ByLvia, LEE’LVE me, fimple fthepherd, leave me 3

Drag no more a hopelefs chain ;
I cannot like, nor would deceive thee ;

Love the maid that loves again,

Corin, Tho’ more gentle nymphs furround me,
Kindly pitying what I feel,
Only you have power to wound me;

SyLvia, only you can heal.

SyLvia., Corin, ceafe this idle teazing;
Love that’s forc’d is harfh and four:
If the lover be difpleafing,
To perfift difgufts the more,

CorIn.
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Corin. "Tis in vain,”in vain to fly me,
Syivia, I will ftill purfue ;
Twenty thoufand times deny me,

I will kneel and weep anew.

Syivia, Curip ne’er fhall make me languifh,
I was born averfe to love ;
Lovers’ fighs, and tears, and anguifh,

Mirth and paftime to me prove.

Corin, Still I vow with patient daty
Thus to meet your proudeft fcorn ;
You for unrelenting beauty,

I for conftant love was bora.

But the fates had not confented,
Since they both did fickle prove;
Of her fcorn the maid repented,

And the fhepherd—of his love.
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