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By the Same.

T HE potent Lord, that this bright villa plann’d,

Exhibits here a Paradife regain’d ;
Whate’er of Verdure have Hills, Lawns, or Woods,
Whate’er of Splendor, Buildings, Flow’rs, or Floods,
Whate’er of Fruits the Trees, of Birds the Alr,
In blifsful union are colle@ed here -
All with {uch harmony difpos’d, as fhews,
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T HANKS, Croz, thy coquetting art
At length hath heal’d my love-fick heart,
At length thy flave is free;
I feel no tyrant’s proud controul,

I feel no inmate in my {oul,
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No longer now a fierce defire

In anger mafks its amorous fire,
And fiercer burns fupprefs’d,

I bluth not when thy name I hear,

I meet thee {fuddenly, and fear
No fluttering in my breait.

In dreams I ev’ry trifle fee,
Yet very rarely dream of thee:

I wake, nor think about thee:
When abfent I ne’er wifh thee near:
And when thou’rt prefent I not fear,

Nor pray to be without thee.

T think, hear, talk about thy charms,

Nor {toop the head, nor fold the arms
T 2 T i
Nay ev’n my wrongs fit eafy.
And when my favour’d rival’s near
And eyes me with infulting lecr,

His triumphs never teaze me.

Put on thy looks of cold difdain,
Or {peak refpeétful, ’tis in vain,

Nor frowns nor {fmiles can move.
Thofe lips no more have words.that hind,
"T'hofe eyes no more have light to find

The path that leads to love.
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Seafons, which wont to take their dye

Of foul or fair, from CroE’s eye,
Now their own livery wear.

This place I hate, and that I love,

The fen’s a fen, the grove’s a grove,
If abfent thou, or there.

Judge 1f I {peak like one fincere,
Still I confefs your face is fair,
But {o are twenty faces;
And if plain truth will not offend,
You’ve now fome features I could mend,
Which once appear’d all graces.

Nay more, I own, when from my heart
I ftrove to tug the fatal dart
I cut my heart in funder :
But to relieve a conftant pain,
And to retrieve one’s felf again,
What would one not go-under ?

The fluttering bird in vifcous fnare
Entangled, willingly will fpare
For liberty a feather;
In time again the feather gIrows,
And wife by danger made, ke knows
To fhun the {nare for ever,
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But ftill I hear you {miling fay,
*Tis fign you’ve fung their chains away;
You take fuch pains to thew ’em.
Why, CLoE, there’s a fond delight
Our former dangers to recite,
And let our neighbours know ’em,

After the thunder of the wars,

The veteran thus difplays his fcars,
And tells you of his pains ;

The galley-flave, enflav’d no more,

Shews you the fhackles which he wore,
And where theit mark remains.

I talk, ’caufe talking gives delight,
I pleafe myfelf not CrLoE by’t,
Nor care if fhe believe ;
And when myfelf fhe deigns to name,
Whether the praife my fong or blhme&
I neither joy nor grieve.

For me I quit a fickle fair,

CroE Has loft a heart fincere,
Who firft thould fing Te dewm 2

You’ll never find {o true a fwain :

But women full as falfe as vain,
By dozens one may fee ’cm.
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