10 Poems on feveral Occafions.

From off my Head the Florid wreath 1 tore,

That I, to pleafe the fond Oreftes, wore ;

And quite o're charg'd with Grief upon the ground,
I funk my Brows, with mournful Cypre/s Crown'd ;
My trembling Hand {uftain'd my drooping Head,
And at my feet my Lire and Songs wereTaid;
“T'was in a gloomy Shade, where o're and o're

I’de mourn’d my Lov'd Companions lofs before;
But now I vainly ftrove my Thoughts t’expofe,
In Numbers kind, and fenfible as thofe

For, ah! the Potent ills that fil’d my Breaft,
Were much to vaft and black to beexpreft

r——— p——

Pharaphrafe on John 21. 17,
Es,thou that knoweft all, doft know I lovethee," -
" And that Ifet no Ldol up above thee,

To thy unerring cenfure I appael,
And thou that knoweft all things, fure canft tell,

I Love thee more then Life or Interest,

Nor haft thou any Rive/ in my Breaft;
I Love
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I Love thee fo, that I would calmly bear
The Mocks of Fools, and blefs my happy Ear
Let me from thee but one kind whifper hear ;
I Love thee fo, that for a {mile of thine,
Might this, and all the brighter Worlds be mine,
Iwould not paufe, but with a noble Scorn,
At the unequal {lighted offer fpurn;
Yes, I to Fools thefe trifles can refign,
Nor envy them the World, whilft thou art mine ;
I love thee as my Centre, and can find
No Point but thee to tay my dc;#h‘ﬁd mind
Potent and uncontroul’d its Motions were,
Till fixt in thee its only congruous Sphere.
Urg’d with a thoufand /pecions Baits, 1 ftood,
Difpleas’d, and fighing for fome diffant good,
Tocalm its genuine Ditates~-but betwixt
Them all, remain’d fufpended and unfixt.
Llove thee [0, ’tis more than Death to be,

My Life,my Love, my all, depriv'd of thee ;

"Tis
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>Tis Hell, *tis Horror, fhades and darknefs then,
Tillthou unveil'ft thy Heavenly Face agen;
I Love thee fo, I’de kifsthe Dart fhould free

My flutterring Soulyand fend her up to thee ;

O would'ft thou break her Chain, with what
delight |

She'd fpread her Wings, and bid the world
goodnight.

Scarce for my bright conductors would I ftay,

But lead thy flaming Minifters the way,
In their known pafJage to eternal day.
And yet the Climes of Light would not feem fair,

Unlefs I met my bright Redeemer there ;

Unlefs I faw my Shining Saviours Face,
And cop’tall Heaven in his {weet embrace.



