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"ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren,
and bare,
As wilder’d and weary’d I roam,
A gentle young fhepherdefs fees my defpair,
And leads me—o’er lawns—~to her home.

Yellow fheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had crown’d,

Green ruflies were ftrew’d on her floor,
Her cafement, fweet woodbines crept wantonly round,
And deck’d the fod feats at her door,

1I.

We fate ourfelves down to a cooling repaft:
Frefh fruits ! and fhe cull'd me the beft :

While thrown from my guard by fome glances fhe caft,
Love flily ftole into my breaft !

I told my foft withes ; fhe fweetly reply’d,
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine !)
T've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny’d,

But take me, fond fhepherd—I'm thine,
II{. Her
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Her air was {fo modeft, her afpett fo meek 1

So fimple, yet {weet, were her charms !
I kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow'd on k
And lock’d the lov'd maid in my a

er cheek,
rms.,
Now jocund together we tend a few fheep,
And if, by yon prattler, the ftream.
Reclin’d on her bofom, I fink into fleep,
Her image ftill foftens my dream.
IV.
Together we range o’er the flow rifing hills,
Delighted with paftoral views,
Or reft on the rock whence the ftreamlet diftils,
And point out new themes for my mufe,

To pomp or proud titles fhe ne’er did afpire,
The damfel’s of humble defcent ;

'The cottager, Peace, is well known for her fire,
And fhepherds have nam'd her CoxTenn.
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OME, fhepherds, w¢'ll follow the hearle,
We'll fee our lov'd Corydon laid,
Tho’ forrow may blemifh the verfe,

Yet let a fad tribute be paid. They




