84 Songx md H;m:

Or live Eternity of Days

~ Tofpend them all with thee.
Still I would lie in thofe dear Arms

Diffolving ftill among thy’ Charms
And as the Moments fly;>"

I'de Breathe away fucceflive- Souls

So Billow after Billow rolls
To kifs the Shoar, and Dye.

T HE

,Abfencc of the Beloved.

L

OME, lead me to fome lofty Shade
W here Turtles moan their Lﬁves 3

Tall Shadows were for Lovers made,
And Grief becomes tl'ie Groves.
| 11
Tis no mean Beauty of the Ground :

That has inflav'd mine Eyes,

I famne



Sacred to Devotion.
I faint beneath a Nobler Wound,
- Nor love below the Skies.
ITL
Fefus the Spring of all that's bright,
* The Everlafting Fair, '
Heavens Ornament and Heavens Delight

Is my Eternal Care.

I'V.
But, ah ! how far above this Grove
~ Does the dear Charmer dwell ?
Abfence, that keeneft Wound to Love,
- That {harpeft Pain I feel.

V.

Penfive I climb the Sacred Hills,
And near him vent my Woes,

Yet his fweet Face he ftill conceals,
Yet ftill my Paffion grows.
| VI

.surmur to the hollow Vale,
1 tell the Rocks my Flame,
And blefs the Eccho in her Cell
i That beft repeats his Name,
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! VIL | |
My Paflion breaths perpetual Sighs |
Till pitying Winds {hall hear,
And gently bear them up the Skies,

And gen_tly wound his Ear.:

Sick of Love.

Solom. Song, i. 3.

iy

ELL me thou Falrcﬁ of thy Kmd R
0 y Love, my All-Dmne | e

Where may this fainting Head reclin'd

Relieve {fuch Cares as mine?
Ye Shepheards, I.ead me to your Grove :
If burning Noon Infect the Sky, 14 01 1
The Sick*ning Sheep to-Gosierts fly, .
The Sheep not half {o Scorch’tasl 1 1!
Thus Languifhing in Kove, 18 '
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