6> Poems on ﬁa*veml Occafions.

Lo
Paftoral on the QUEEN.

( Phillis. )
Hy ( Philomela) {leep thofe chearful

C Strams,
 With which fo much you gratify’a
) | _ ( the Plains ?
When every murmuring fiream and presty [pring
Of fome 1oft Tale would ftop to hear thee Sing
In Notes, that all the Nymphs and Shepherds
| - (mov’d;
And Theron too, had he been by, had Lov'd.

But ah ! unwellcome Alteratson, now

No pleafaot Smile, or Wreath, adorns thy Brow:
About the Plains thy Flocks negletted, ftray;
And thou, as carele[s and forlorn as they :

In hollow Rocks, and C _;?raﬁ Shades , alone,

Dolt Teach the Mowrnful Dove a fadder Mone.

For, all I heard from thee, when liitning by,

Were broken Notes, of fome {ad Elegy:
But
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But fuch a great and wnaffeited Air
Thy Solitary Lamentations were,

I find, no felfith Grief, or Intereft .
Cou’d draw thofe Generous Murmurs from th

( Bru[{

"T1s fure, the Publick Lo/s thou doft condole :
"Tis that which yet lies preffing on thy So«/.

( Philomela. )

’Tis that indeed, our commen lefs and care,
Which,in my Breaft,claims this unvulgar (bare ;
Toofadly claimsit: Oh! the Queen, the Queen

Has left the World : but Heavepn ! How black
( a Scene

Her Exit makes it ?—-Oh Iﬂﬂﬁnﬂm Saint !

( By Death , from our moft warm Careffes

i wrunt
Could I but {peak thy W orth : But that’s

( Tbrm:
Too mighty for my boldeft Thoughts to Stem -

Ev'n my own Grief, I have no words to Paint,

Nor find my Love an Elegant Complains.

My
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My Lyre it felf no more can give me eafe,

( Nor the ftrong Tumalts of my Soul appeafe;

No mere can give my {welling Breaffrelief, )

Then Fate reverfe the Subjet of my Grief :

*Tis all 1n vain-------

Alafs! the Royal Shepherde/s is gone ;

And, with her, the Whole Sex’s Glory flown.

Oh! Could not all thofe Heasvenly Virsues
| ( Save

Divine Marza from th’ Infatiate Grave ? : .

Nor her’s, and our Dear Hero’s Moving Tears?

Nor all the poor Lamenting Nations Fears ?

No, no ; they could not--—--She refigns Her

( Breath ;

The Charming Q UE EN a Trophy falls to
Death.



