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A {hort repofe of cares to find,

And foothe my love-diftra@ed mind,
O fail not then, fweet Philomel,

Thy fadly-warbled woes to tell 5

In fympathetic numbers join

Thy pangs of lucklefs love with mine !

So may no {wain’s rude hand infeft
Thy tender young, and rob thy neft;
Nor ruthlefs fowler's guileful fnare
Lure thee to leave the fields of air,
No more to vifit vale or fhade,

Some barbarous virgin’s captive made.
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ODE TO A LADY WHO HATES THE COUNTRY.

Y “9'¥yp $AME,

NOVE’ Summer, daughter of the San,
O'er the gay fields comes dancing on,

. ?nd carth o’erflows with joys 3
00 long in routs and drawin |
g-rooms
The taftelefs hours my fai; confumes :

"Midft folly, fattery, noife,

Come

-







