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Nor pointed fpear, nor links of fteel,
Could e’er thofe gallant minds {ubdue,

Who beauty’s wounds with pleafure feel,

And boa/? the tetters wroueit b )Y yor
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{"'"1 (':,‘) tuneful 112;':1,} that g!:l-; 't the ﬂ:in’:?,

) g Daphne’s window {peed thy way
And there on quivering pinions rife,
 vocal dl'l Llii})fﬂ}’.

e deign thy notes to hear,
And if fhe praife thy matin {ong,
T'ell her the founds that {oothe her car,

I'o Damon’s native plains belong.

Tell her, in livelier plumes array’d,
The bird from Indian groves may fhine ;
But afk the lov ely partial maid,
What are his notes compar’d to thine ?
Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau,
And ;Jl his flaunting race with fcorn ;
And lend an ear to Damon’s woe,
W hD lings her praife, and fings forlorn,
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Ab ! ego non aliter trifles evincere morbes
Oﬁn rine, quant te f} quoque velle putem,
N every tree, in every plain,
[ trace the jovial fpring in vain!
A ﬁ[.‘T—-‘.H’ languor veils mine eyes,

And fat my waning vigor flies.




