Y days have been fo wond’rous free,
Thelittle Birds thatfly i |
With carelefs eafe from Tree'to Tree,
Were but gg.blesdasL.~. . - ;1 ;)

-Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear
Of mine encreasd their Stream? "+ .

Or ask the ﬂying .Galf:s,;. if ¢'er

I lent one Sigh to them

But now my former Days retire,
And I'm by Beauty caught, °
The tender Chains of fweet Defire

Are fix’t upon my Thought,
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Ye Nightingales, ye twifting Pines!

- Ye Swains that haunt the Grove!
Ye gentle Echoes, breezy Winds !
Ye clofe Retredts of ‘Love!

With all of Nature, all of Art,
Aflift the dear Defign s
O teach a young, unpracic’d Heart,

To make my Nancy mine.

The very Thoughtof Change I hate,
As much as of Defpair ; '

Nor ever covet to be great,

Unlefs it be for her.

"Tis true, the Paffion in my Mind
Is mix'd with foft Diftrefs ;
Yet while the Fair f love is kind,

I cannot wifh it Lefs. ;
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