AR

| 822 ]
K

To every bloom that erowns the year,

Nature fome charm decrees ;
Learn hence, e nymphs, her face to wear,

Ye cannot fail to pleafe.
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To fay, what won my heart;
It cannot fure be treafon,
If I the truth impart.

T'was not your fmile, tho’ charming ;
“T'was not your eyes, tho’ bright ;
*T'was not your bloom, tho’ warming ;

Nor beauty’s daz’ling light.
I'was not your drefs, tho’ thining ;

Nor thape, that made me figh :
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*T'was not your tongue, C0111blnil‘!g5.
For that I knew-~—might lye,

No~—’twas your generous nature ;
Bold, foft; fincere, and gay :

It thone in every feature,

And ftole my heart away.




