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ENCE from my fight, unfeeling fage,
Hence, to thy lonely hermitage !—
There far remov’d from joy, and pain,
Supinely {lumber life away ;
A& o’er dull yeflerday again,
And be thy morrow like to-day,
Reft to thy bones !— While to the gale
Happier I fpread my feftive wing,
And like the wand’ring bee exhale
: Frefh odours from life’s honey’d fpring 3
j From bloom to bloom in pleafing rapture ftray,
Where mirth invites, and pleafure points the way.

1.2

Hail heav'n-born virgin fair, and free,
Of language mild, of afped gay,
Whofe voice the fullen family

Of care and difcontent obey !
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By thee infpir'd the fimpleft fcenes,
The ruffet cots, the lowly glens,
Mountains, on whofe craggy brow
Nature’s lawlefs tenants feed,
Bufhy dells, and ftreams, that flow
Thro’ the vi'let-purpled mead,
Delight ; thy breath exalts the rich perfumes,
That brooding o’er embalm the bean-flow’r field,
Beyond Sabean fweets, and all the gums
"The fpicy defarts of Arabia yield.

s
When the Attic bird complains
From the ftill, attentive grove,
Or the linnet breathes his ftrains,
Taught by nature, and by love ;
Do thou approve the dulcet airs,
And Harmony’s foft, filken chain,
In willing bondage leads our cares,
And binds the giant-fenfe of pain:
Untun’d by thee, how coarfe the long-drawn note,
Spun from the lab’ring eunuch’s tortur’d throat !
Harfh are the founds, tho’ FarinELLI fings,
Harfh are the founds, tho’ Hanber wakes the ftrings ¢
Untouch’d by thee, fee fenfelefs Fror1o fits,

And ftares, and gapes, and nods, and yawns by fits.

II, 1.

Oh Pleafure come '—and far, far hence
Expel that nun, Indifference e

Whese'er
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Where’er the waves her Ebon wand,
Drencht in the dull Lethzan deep,
Behold the marble paffions ftand
Abforb’d in everlafting fleep !
Then from the wafte, and barren mind
The mufe’s fairy-phantoms fly,
They fly, nor leave a wreck behind
Of heav’'n.defcended poefy : - _
Love’s thrilling tumults then are felt no more,
Quencht is the gen’rous heat, the rapt'rous throbs are o’er!

H. g
"Twas thou, O nymph, that led'ft along
The fair Dione’s wanton choir,
- While to thy blitheft, foftelt fong,
Ten thoufand Cupids ftrung the lyre :
Aloft in air the cherubs play’d =
What time, in Cypria’s myrtle.fhade,
Young Adonis flumb’ring lay
©On a bed of blufhing flow’rs,
Call'd to life by early May,
| - And the rofy-bofom'd hours :
- The queen of love beheld her darling boy,
~ In am’rous moed fhe neftled to his fide,
- And thus, to melt his frozen breaft to joy,
- Her wanton art fhe gayly-fimiling try’d.
II. 3.
From the mufk-rofe, wet with dew,
~And thg lily’s op’ning bell, : e
From frefh eglantine fhe - b |
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Part of that honey next fhe took,
Which Cupid too advent'rous ftole,
When ftung his throbbing hand he fhook,
And felt the anguifh to his foul :
His mother laught to hear the elf complain,
Yet ftill the pity’d, and reliev’d his pain ;
She dreft the wound with balm of fov’reign might,
And bath’d him in the well of dear delight :
Ah who would fear to be {o bath’d in blifs,
More agonizing fmart, and deeper wounds than this ? —

aEle. T

Her magic zone fhe next unbound,

And wav'd it in the air around :

Then cull’d from ever-frolic {miles,

That live in Beauty's dimpled cheek,

Such fweetnels as the heart beguiles,

And turns the mighty {trong to weak 2

To thefe ambrofial dew fhe join'd,

And o’er the flame of warm defire,

Fan'd by foft fighs, love’s gentleft wind,

Diflolv’d, and made the charm entire ;
O'er her moift lips, that blufh'd with heav'nly red,
The graces’ friendly hand the bleft ingredients {pread.,

. 2.
Adonis wak’d—he faw thefair,
And felt unufual tumults rife ;
His bofom heav’d with am’rous care,
And humid languor veil'd his eyes !
Driv’n by fome ftrong impulfive pow'r

He fought the moft fequefter'd bow's,
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Where diffus'd on Venus’ breaft,

Firft he felt extatic blifs,

Firft her balmy lips he preft,

And devour’d the new-made xiss :

| But, O my mufe, thy tatt’ling tongue reftrain,
- Her facred rites what mortal dares to tell ?

IIl. g:

Change then, {weeteft nymph of nine,
Change the fong, and fraught with Eﬂeafures
String anew thy filver twine,
To the fofteft, Lydlan meafures !
My Cynthia calls, whofe natal hour
Th’ affiftant graces faw, and {mil’d ;
Then deign’d his Cyprian charms to pour
With lavifh bounty o’er the child :
| Sithence where’er the firen moves along,
“¢ In pleafing wonder chain’d is ev’ry tongue,
_ Love’s foft fuffufion dims the aching eyes,
Love’s fubtleft flame thro® ev’ry art’ry flies:
{ Our trembhng limbs th’ upequal pulfe betray, =~
. We gaze in tranfport loft—then faint, and die away:

-'-a';'-' "
v &k boke i s ¥

R




