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I fpeak, yet {peaking, all my aim
Is but to eafe my mmd
I fpeak, yet care not if my woxds
With thee can credit find ;
I {peak, nor alk if my difcourfe
Is e'er approv’d by thee, 1 . . .
Or whether thou with equal ;afe. A doidve e
Doft talk again of me. | e

I leave a light inconftant maid,
Thou’ft loft a heart fincere ;—

I know not which wants comfort ‘moft,
Or which has moft to fear ¥

I'm fure, a {wain fo fond and true;, '
Nicé can never find; -

A nymph like her is qﬁiékly.fdu'nd,
Falfe, faithlefs, and anmd,
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pereene, the pride of Indian dames;
His heart long held in thrall,

And whofo his impatience blames,

I wot, ne'er lov’d at all,

A long, long year, one month and day;
He dwelt on Englifh land,

Nor once in thought would ever ftray,

Though ladies fought his hand.

For Bryan he was tall and ftrong,
Right blythfome roll’d his een,

Sweet was his voice whene’er he fung,
He fcant had twenty {een.

But who the countlefs charms can draw,
That grac’d his miftrefs true;

Such charms the old world never faw,
Nor oft I ween the new. . ;
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Her raven hair plays round her neck,
Like tendrils of the vinej

Her cheeks red dewy rofe buds deck,
Her eyes like diamonds. fhine.

Soon as his well known fhip fhe fpied, o
She caft her weeds Away, e

Andto the palmy fhore fhe hied,
All in her beft arrays & .o o
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In fea-green filk fo neatly clad,
She there impatient ftood ;
The crew with wonder faw the lad

Repel the foaming flood.

Her hands-a handkerchief difplay’d,

Which he at parting gave ;
Well pleas’d the token he furvey'd,
And manlier beat the wave.

Her fair companions one and all,
Rejoicing crowd the ftrand ;
For now her lover {wam in call,

And almoft touch’d the land.

Then through the white furf did fhe hafte,
To clafp her lovely fwain ;

When, ah! a fhark bit through his waift:
His heart’s blood dy’d the main !

He fhriek’d | his half {prang from the wave,
~Streaming with purple gore,

And foon it found a living grave,
And, ah! was feen no more.

Now hafte, now hatte, ye maids, I pray,
Fetch water from the {pring :
She falls, fhe falls, fhe dyes away,

“And foon her knell they ring. ik
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Now each May-morning round her tomb
Ye fair, frefh flowrets ftrew,

§o may your lovers fcape his doom,
Her haplefs fate f{cape you,
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THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD
TO HIS LOVE,

AN oLp Bavrrap.

O M E live with me, and be my love,
And we will all the pleafures prove
That hills and vallies, dale and field,
And all the craggy mountains yield,

There will we fit upon the rocks,

And fee the fhepherds feed their flocks,
By fhallow rivers, to whofe falls
Melodious birds fing madrigals.

There will I make thee beds of rofes
With a thoufand fragrant pofies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Imbroidered all with leaves of mirtles

A gown made of the fineft wool,
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ;
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, -

With buckles of the pureft gold 3
L 2 A belt




