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goPE. A PASTORAL BALLAD,

Y pipe founds a cheerfuller note,
My crook is new garnifh’d with flowers,
This day to fweet thoughts I devote,
Where blofflom the eglantine bowers.

My fheep unattended may firay

Where clover impurples the plain,
My dog unregarded may play,

Till morning rife on him again.

'Tis fit that they too fhould partake
Of the joy that enlivens my foul,

At night I'll repair to the wake,
And merrily quaff the full bowl.

Jult now, as I walk’d thro’ the grove,
I met my dear Delia there,
And told her a tale of my love,
Which fhe feem'd with foft pleafure to hear.

Ablufh, like the blufh of the dawn,
.Stole over her beautiful cheek,
Smiles, fweeter than infants new-born,

Told, more than I wifh'd her to fpeak. |
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I ftole from her hand a fiveet kifs,
Nor tried fhe to draw it away,
No defcription comes up to the blifs

That reigns in my bofom to day.

Methinks every Zephyr that blows
Soft mufic conveys to my eary
Methinks every floweret that grows.
More blooming and frefh does appear,

The birds tune their mufical throats,
And fing moft delightfully {weet,

In foft and more delicate notes
Sweet Echo my fighs does repeat.
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ODE TO SENSIBILITY,

Hanks to thee, Nymph, whofe powerful hand
From dulnefs fet me free, :
Thy praifes I'll for ever fing,
Sweet Senfibility.

Thy touch, fo gentle and benign,

~ Revives the torpid heart,

- Thou pleafure canft from pain refine,
- To joys new joy impart,
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