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One who has nothing elfe to do,

But to divert himfelf and you :

A houfe, where quiet guards the door,

No rural wits fmoak, drink and roar ;
Choice books, fafe horfes, wholfome liquor,
Clean girls, backgammon, and the vicar.
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To a LADY in Town, foon after her
leaving the Country.

By the Same,

‘/ Hilft you, dear maid, o’er thoufands born to reign,
For the gay town exchange the rural plain,
The cooling breeze and ev’ning walk forfake
For ftifling crowds, which your own beauties make ;
Thro’ circling joys while you inceflant ftray,
Charm 1n the Mall, and {parkle at the play ;
Think (if {ucceflive vanities can {pare
One thought to love) what cruel pangs I bear,
Left in thefe plains all wretched, and alone,
To weep with fountains, and with echoes groan,
And mourn inceflantly that fatal day,
That all my blifs with CrvroE fnatch’d away,
Say, by what arts I can relieve my pain,
Mufick, verfe, all I try, but tryin vain ;
In vain the breathing flute my hand employs,
Late the companion of my CrrLoE’s voice.
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Nor Banprw’s, nor Corerrr’s tuneful airs
Can harmonize my foul, or footh my cares ;
Thofe once-lov’d med’cines unfuccefsful prove,
Mufick, alas, is but the voiceof love!
In vain I oft harmonious lines perufe,
And feek for aid from Porg’s and Prior’s Muie;
Their treach’rous numbers but afiift the foe,
And call forth fcenes of fympathifing woe ;
Here HerLo1se mourns her abfent lover’s charms,
There panting Emma fighs in HENRY’s arms ;
Their loves like mine 1ll-fated I bemoan,
And in their tender forrows read my own.
Reftlefs fometimes, as oft the mournful dove
Forfakes her neft forfaken by her love,
I fly from home, and feck the facred fields,
Where Cam’s old urn its filver current yields,
Where {folemn tow’rs o’er-look each molfly grove,
As if to guard it from th’ affaults of love;
Yet guard in vain, for there my CHLOE’s eyes
But lately made whole colleges her prize ;
Her fons, tho’ few, not Parras cou’d defend,
Nor DurrxEss fuccour to her thoufands lend ;

Love like a fever with infeltious rage

Scorch’d up the young, and thaw’d the froft of age;

To gazé at her, ev’n Dons are feen to run,

And leave unfinifh’d pipes, and authors—{carce begun.

So Herew look’d, and mov’d with fuch a grace,
When the grave feniors of the TrROjAN race
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Were forc’d thofe fatal beaunties to admire,

‘T'hat all their youth confum’d, and fet their town on fire,

At fam’d NewMarRkET oft I {fpend the day,

An unconcern’d {petator of the play ;

There pitilefs obferve the ruin’d heir

With anger fir'd, or melting with defpair :

For how fhould I his trivial lofs bemoan,

Who feel one, fo much greater, of my own ?
‘There while the golden heaps, a glorious prize,
Wait the decifion of two rival dice,

While long difputes ’twixt /ven and fve remain,
And each, like parties, have their friends for gain,
- Without one wifh I fee the guineas fhine,

Fate, keep your gold, I cry, make CHLOE mine,
Now fee, prepar’d their utmoft fpeed to try,

O’er the fmooth turf the bounding racers fly !
Now more and more their flender limbs they ftrain,
And foaming ftretch along the velvet plain !

Ah ftay ! {wift fteeds, your rapid flight delay,
No more the jockey’s fmarting lafh obey :

But rather let my hand diret the rein,

And guide your fteps.a nobler prize to gain ;
‘Then fwift as eagles cut the yielding air,

Bear me, oh bear me to the abfent fair,

Now when the winds are hufh’d, the air ferene,
And chearful fun-beams gild the beauteous fcene,
Penfive o’er all the neighb’ring fields I firay,
Where-¢’er or choice, or chance dire&s the way ;
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Or view the op’ning lawns, or private woods,

Or diftant bluifh-hills, or filver floods :

Now harmlefs birds in filken nets infnare,

Now with fwift dogs purfue the flying hare ;

Dull fports ! for oh my CuLoE is not there
Fatigued at length I willingly retire

To a {mall ftudy, and a chearful fire,

There o’er fome folio pore 5 I pore, ’tis true,

But oh my thoughts are fled, and fled to you ;

I hear you, {ee you, feaft upon your eyes,

And clafp with eager arms the lovely prize.

Here for a while I cou’d forget my pain,

Whilft I by dear reflettion live again ;

But ev’n thefe joys are toa fublime to laft,

And quickly fade, like all the real ones paft:

For juft when now beneath fome filent grove

I hear you talk-—and talk perhaps of love,

Or charm with thrilling notes the i’ ning ear,

Sweeter than angels fing, or angels hear,

My treach’rous hand 1its weighty charge lets go,

The book falls thund’ring on the floor below,

The pleafing vifion in a moment’s gone,

And I once more am wretched and alone.

So when glad OrprEUS from th’ infernal fhade

Had juft recall’d his long-lamented maid,
Soon as her charms had reach’d his eager eyes,
Loft in eternal night—again fhe dies.



