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| | TO
ORESTES.
O vex thy Soul with thefe unjuftalarms,

Fyedear miftruftful,can’t thou doubt thy
charms;

Or think a breaft fo young and foft as mine,

Could €’re refift fuch charming eyes as thine?
Not love thee ! witnefs all ye powersabove,

(That know my heart) to what excefs I love,

How many tender fighs far thee I've fpent,

I who ne’re knew what ferious paffion meant.

Till to revenge his {lighted Votaries,

The God of love, coucht in thy beauteous eyes,
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R Poeits ofi feveral Ormﬁam
At onge infpir’d and fixt my rovingheart,
Which till that moment fconr’d his proudeft dart,
And now I langpifh out my:life for thee,
As others unregardetdoforme; —
Silent asnight,and penfiveasadove, |
Through fhades more gloomy than my thoughts

rove,

- With downcaft eyesaslanguifhing an Air,
The Emblem T of Love, andof Difpair,




