e r— -

[ 60 7

II.
In ev’ry word a magic fpell I found
Of pow’r to charm each bufy thought to reft,
Though ev’ry word increas’d the tender wound
Of fond defire ftill throbbing in my breaft.
III.
So-to his hoarded gold the mifer fteals,
And lofes ev'ry forrow at the fight;
Yet withes ftill for more, nor ever feels
Entire contentment, or fecure delight.
IV.
Ah'! fhould I lofe thee, my too lovely maid,

Cou’dit thou forget thy heart was ever mine,

Fear not thy letters thou’d the change upbraid :

My hand each dear memorial thall refign :

Vv, |
Not one kind word fhall in my pow’r remain

A painful witnefs of reproach to thee;

And left my heart fhou’d ftill their fenfe retain,

My heart fhall break, to leave thee wholly free.
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A Prayer to Venus in her Temple at STowE,

To the Same.
i
FA IR Venus, whofe delightful fhrine furveys
Its front refleCed in the filver lake,
Thefe humble off rings, which thy fervant pays,

Freth flowers, and myrtle wreaths, propitious take.
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E If lefs my love exceeds all other love,
. Than Lucy’s charms all other charms excel,
Far from my breaft each {foothing hope remove,
| And there let fad defpair for ever dwell.
: I
But if my foul is fill’d with her alone,
No other wifh, nor other obje& knows,
Oh ! make her, Goddefs, make her all my owny
And give iny trembling heart {ecure repofe.
IV.
No watchful fpies I afk to guard her charms,
No walls of brafs, no fteel-defended door ;
Place her but once within my circling arms,

Lewe’s fureft fort, and 1 will doubt no more.
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To the Same.

On her pleading want of TiME.

L.
ON Thames’s bank, a gentle youth
For Lucy figh’d with matchlefs truth,
Ev’n when he figh’d in rhyme ;

The lovely maid his flame return’d,

- And wou’d with equal warmth have burn’d,
But that fhe had not Time.

If. Oft




