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But when this rib wags re-applied,

In woman’s form, to Adam’s fide,
How then, I pray you, did it anfwer ?
He never flept fo {fweet again, Sir,
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By the Same.

’ E ' O deck her bofom Chloe chofe,
Before all flow’rs, the blufhing rofe :

It made her breafts more lovely fhew,
And added whitenefs to their fnow.
The tender nymph, herfelf a bud,
So much already underftood.

But once, blefs’d hour! fhe went to {ee
The produce of the favourite tree.
A large and tempting rofe fhe found,
Which fpread its perfumes al] around.
It feem’d to court the virgin’s hand,
The virgin did not long withftand.
She pluck’d—but O ! a fudden pain
Made her releafe the ftalk again.
The wound appear’d, her finger bled,
And ftain’d the rofe with' guilty red.,
The nymph, with pain and anger mov’d,
Began to hate what once fhe lov’d ;
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he figh’d, {he wept, and {tamp ’d, and

S

She’d touch the odious tree no more.

When Torth a little Cupid came
dame.
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nne angry
Bl

T appeafe the crying
The angry nymph the God perceives

through th’ intan oling leaves

Strug ﬂllm
When from his fragrant ambufcade

He thus accofts the weeping maid,
Ceafe, Chloe, ceale; and do not cry

Nor blame the harmlefs tree—"twas I

>T'was I, that caus’d the little pain,

| And I—will make 1t W ell acain.
and faid,

My mother bad me do’t;
fuft’ rmo‘ maid.

This herb would eafe the

|
4 Let it but to the place be bound
>Twill ftop the blood, and heal the wound.
if {o {mall a dart, '?

But, Chloe,

And in the finger, gives {fuch {mart, -
(e (=)

What. madam—if I’d pierc’d your heart 3

Ceafe then to {corn my pow’r ; and know,

By what I've done, what I can do.
Here he affum’d an aweful look ; E;
He nodded thrice, his locks he hook,
, And mimick’d Jove in all he fpoke. S
With ftrenuous arm he twang’d his bow,
| He fhew’d her all his quiver too;
| 'This, fays the God, —and this,
That wounded fuch and fuch a heart.
The

the dart,
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1§ | The virgin faw, admird, believ’d,

| And bow’d—the God with {miles receiv’d

" The adoration which fhe pay’d,

And wav’d his purple wings, and left the wond’ring maid.
My Chloe ftill can fhew the fcar,

| And boafts the God’s peculiar care.

| She loves and 1s belov’d again,

Secure of pleafure, free from pain.

I’ve {feen the rofe adorn’d with blood,

Which from my Chloe’s finger flow’d ;

I’ve {feen the {prig where Cupid ftood,

I faw his little fragrant neft ——

And Chloe told me all the reft.
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The Port to his falfe Miftrefs.

By the fame,

! ‘ 1 O N D ER not, faithlefs woman, if you fee,
i | Yourfelf {fo chang’d, fo great a change in me,

: b | With fthame I own it, I was once your {lave,

' Ador’d myfelf the beauties which I gave ;

For know, deceiv’d deceitful, that’twas I
Gave thy form grace, and luftre to thine eye :
Thy tongue, thy fingers I their magic taught,
And fpread the net in which myfelf was caught.




