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And while, to pleafe fome courtly fair,
He one dull tune with labour learns,
A well-gilt cage remote from air,
And faded plumes, is all he earns!

6o, haplefs captive ! ftill repeat
The founds which nature never taught ;
Go, liftening fair! and call them fweet,
Becaufe you know them dearly bought.

Unenvy’d both! go hear and fing
Your ftudy’d mufick o’er and o’er;
Whilft T attend th’ inviting {pring,
In fields where birds unfetter’d foar.
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Written in Winter 1745,

By the Same,

I.
HE f{un, his gladfome beams withdrawn,
‘The hills all white with fnow,
Leave me dejefted and forlorn !
Who can defcribe my woe ?
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But not the {un’s warm beams could cheer,

Nor hills, tho’ e’er {o green,
Unlefs my Damon fhould appear,
To beautify the {cene.
s
The frozen brooks and pathlefs vales,
Disjoin my love and me!
The pining bird his fate bewails
On yonder leaflefs tree !
But what to me are birds or brooks
Or any joy that’s near ?
Heavy the lute, and dull the books,
While Damon 1s not here !
I11.
The Laplander, who, half the year,
Is wrapt in fhades of night,
Mourns not, like me, his winter drear ;
Nor wifhes more for light.
But what were light without my love,
Or objelts €’er {o fine ?
The flowery meadow, field, or grove,
If Damon be not mine?
IV.
Each moment, from my dear away,
Is a long age of pain ;
Fly {fwift, ye hours, be calm the day,
~ That brings my love again !
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O hafte and bring him to my arms ;

Nor let us ever part :
My breaft thall beat no more alarms,
When I {ecure his heart.
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Written to a near Neighbour in a tempeftuous

Night, 1748.
By the Same,

I'
7 OU bid my Mufe not ceafe to {ing,
You bid my ink not ceafe toflow ;

Then fay it ever fhall be {pring,

And boifterous winds fhall never blow :

When you {fuch miracles can prove,
I’ll fing of friendfhip, or of love.
J
But now, alone, by ftorms oppreft,
Which harfhly in my ears refound ;
No cheerful voice with witty jeft,
No jocund pipe to #ill the found ;

Untrain’d befide in verfe-like art,

How fhall my pen cxpreﬁ my heart ?




