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In the Manner of Ovibp.

By the late Mr. HAM MO N D.

Say, thou dear poffeflor of my breaft,
Where now’s my boafted liberty and reft!
Where the gay moments which I once have known,

O where that heart I fondly thought my own!

From place to place I folitary roam,

Abroad uneafy, nor content at home,

I fcorn the beauties common eyes adore,

The more I view them, feel thy worth the more;
Unmov’d I hear them {peak, or fee them fair,
And only think on thee—who art not there.

In vain would books their formal {uccour lend,
Nor wit, nor wif{dom can relieve their friend ;
Wit can’t deceive the pain I now endure,

And wifdom fhews the ill without the cure,
When







