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-~ tecum ut longe fociarem gaudia vile,
Inque tuo caderet noffra feneda finu.

TisvL,

Y ES, Devr1a loves! My fondelt vows are bleft ;.

Farewell the memory of her paft difdain ;
One kind relenting glance has heal’d my breatft,

And balanc’d in a moment years of pain.

O’er her foft cheek confenting blufthes move,
And with kind ftealth her fecret foul betray ;
| Blufhes,
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Bluthes, which ufher in the morn of love,
F

Sure as the red’ning eaft foretels the day.

Her tender fmiles fhall pay me with delight
For many a bitter pang of jealous fear
For many an anxious day, and {leeplefs night,

' For many a ftifled figh, and filent tear.

Devria fhall come, and blefs my lone retreat ;
She does not fcorn the fhepherd’s lowly life ;
She will not blafh to leave the {plendid feat,

And own the title of a poor man’s wife.

The fimple knot fhall bind her gather’d hair,
* The ruffet garment clafp her lovely breaft ;

Devria fhall mix amongft the rural fair,

By charms alone diftinguifh’d from the reft.

And



84 D' B & vl

And meek Simplicity, negletted maid,

'Shall bid my fair in native graces fhine:
She, only fhe, fhall lend her modeft aid,
Chafte, fober prieftels, at fweet beauty’s fhrine!

-

How fweet to mufe by murmuring {prings reclin’d;
Or loitering carelefs in the thady grove,
Indulge the gentleft feelings of the mind,

And pity thofe who live to aught but love !

When DeL1a’s hand unlocks her fhining hair,
And o’er her fhoulder fpreads the flowing gold,

Bafe were the man who one bright trefs would fpare

For all the ore of India’s coarfer mold.

By her dear fide with what content I’d toil,
Patient of any labour in her fight;

Guide the flow plough, or turn the ftubborn foil,
Till the laft, ling’ring beam of doubtful light.

Bat
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Baut fofter tatks divide my Devr1a’ hours;
- "T'o watch the firftlings at their harmlefs play ;
With welcome fhade to fcreen the languid flowers,

That ficken in the fummer’s parching ray.

Oft will fhe ftoop amidft her evening walk,
With tender hand each bruifed plant to rear; -

~ To bind the drooping lily’s broken ftalk,
And nurfe the blofloms of the infant year,

When beating rains forbid our feet to roam,
We’ll fhelter’d fit, and turn the foried page;
‘There {fee what paflions thake the lofty dome

With mad ambition or ungovern’d rage :

What headlong roin oft involves the great;
What confcious terrors guilty bofoms prove ;
What ftrange and fudden turns of adverfe fate
Tear the fad virgin from her plighted love,

DEeLIA
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Devia fhall read, and drop a gentle tear; © ,...ﬁ" %"
Then calt Ju'.-r eyes around the luw*ruof’d uﬂt, 4 ;12 . .
And own the fates have dealt more kindly hm, .,"I I' .
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That blefs’d with only love our little lot, £ s
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For love has fworn (I heard the awfal vow)
The wav’ring heart fhall never be his cave, *}JJ_ _ v
That floops at any bafer fhririe to bows 5 42

And what he cannot rule, he fcorns to fhare, =~

My heart in DEL1A is fo fully bleft, - ‘ ] e
It has no room to lodge another joy ; -
My peace all leans upon that gentle breaft,

And only there misfortune can annoy.

Qur filent hours fhall fteal unmark’d awn;r okt ”‘ -,'-
In one long ﬂnﬂﬁrcalm of rural pea!ce 3’ Tl
And meafure many a fair unblemifh’d day " SRR ;
OF cheerful leifure and poetic eafe. ~~ ~  *
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The proud unfeeling world their lot fhall fcorn
Who'’midft inglorious fhades can poorly dwell :
Yet if fome youth, for gentler paffions born, /

Shall chance to wander near our lowly cell,

His feeling breaft with purer flames fhall glow;

And leaving pomp, and ftate, and cares behind,
Shall own the world has little to beftow

~ Where two fond hearts in equal love are join’d, -
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