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And tread with awe thefe favour’d bow’ys,

Nor wound the fhrubs nor bruife the fow’rs -
So may your paths with fweets abound !

S0 may your couch with reft be crown’d !
But harm betide the wayward {wain,

Who dares our hallow’d haunt profane !

OBERON,

II. In a fhady Valley, near a running Water. I

0 ! Let me haunt this peaceful fhade ;

Nor let ambition e’er invade

The tenants of this leafy bow’r,
That fhun her paths, and flight her pow’r.

Hither the plaintive halcyon flies
From {ocial meads and open fkies 3
Pleas’d, by this rill, her courfe to fteer,
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And hide he: faphire pIumage here,

‘The trout, bedropt with crimfon ftains,
Forfakes the river’s proud domains ;
Forfakes the fun’s unwelcome gleam,
‘T'o lurk within this humble {tream,

And {ure T heard the Naiad fay, |
““ Flow, flow, my ftream ! this devious way; |

Loy

sesltha? ]mrc‘fy {oft thy murmurs are,
““ Thy waters, lovely cool and fair!

4 ¢¢ Flow,







