To the Same,

O him who in an hour muft die,
Not {wifter feems that hour to fly,
'Than {flow the minutes feem to me,

Which keep me from the fight of thee,

Not more that trembling wretch would give
Another day or year to live ;
Than I to fhorten what remains

Of that lon g hour which thee detains,

Oh! come to my impatient arms,

Oh! come with all thy heav’nly charms,
At once to juftify and pay

The pain I feel from this delay.
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To the Same.
o
Y O eafe my troubled mind of anxious care,

Laft night the fecret cafket I explor’d ;
Where all the letters of my abfent fair,

(His richelt treafure) careful Love had ftor’d :
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