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Farewel to LOVE;

WEII fince in {'p1ghr. of all that Love cat
( do,

The dahgcrbus freps of Honour
( thoul’t purfue,‘,

Pl juf grow W Jé and Pbdcf p!m:é 100 :

Pll bid thefe tender filly things Farewel

And Love, with thy great Antidote, expel:

I'Tl tread the fame Ambitmus Paths with thee;
And G!orj t0o0 (ball be ﬁy Deity.

And now DIl once releaft my Train of Fnols
In Sheer good Nature to the Lowng Souls;
For P:ty s-fake at laft Il fer at rights

m vam conceits Df the prefumptuous nghts
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66 Poems on feveral Occafions.
For tho’ I fhake off Therons Chains, yet he

Is all that €’er deferv’d a Smile from me.

But he’s unjuft, and falfe; and I a part
Would not accept,tho’of s MON AR C H’s

TN TY e~ [ are . Cheart.
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And therefore ﬂattermg hﬂpr;:s, and wifhes too,
Withall Loy:s foft ‘Cﬁng:umita,nt,s,_-ad;mu tq

No more to its Imperious Yoke I'll bow ;
Pride and Refentment fortify me now.

'M} I:lclmatmns are rﬂverf’t nor can
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I but abhor the Slavcry of Man .
; oiady |
How &er the fmp{y Lords ﬂf N. nmrr ﬁuiff 3

1 dhT124 Vi, ¥t
O’re mc thelr Fond Prcrngatwc is IaPc M
R TE, i cakE] ' §.9

For, Uncnntrnul’d I thus rci'ulvc to rovc 1
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P&vm,r on ]eruem/ Occafsons. 67
N o more for Farce ; I’ll make a Lover Creep,
And look as Scurvy as lf' he had bit a Sheep.
Nor with Diffembled Smiles mdulge the Fops,
In pure Revenge to their Audacious hupes
Tho’ at my Feet a thoufand Victims lay,
Id pmudly {purn the Whmmg Slaves away.
Deaf, as the Winds, or Tberaﬂ, would I pruvc,
And bear no more of Hy men, or of quei-
Likc bright Dsara now P raﬁge the Woopds,
And haunt the filent Shades and filver Flouds:
Pl find out the Remoteft Paths Lcan,
To fhun ti’ Oﬂcnﬁve Hated Facf.: of Man.
Where Ill Indulgc my L1barty and Blifs,
And no Exdimyon {hall obtain a Kifs.

Now, Cﬂp:d Mourn the mlargcmcnt of my
(fate,

Thou St loft 4 Pm’mnﬂ in thy Sfdﬂ' _
Icould havc taught thcc, hadﬁ thou Iqﬂ: th ¥.

.(Arms,,

Tm’ool the World w:th more dcluf' ive Charms
Ee I



63 Piems on ﬁ'wra[ Occafrons

I could have made thy Taper burn more
( bright,

And wing thy Shafts with an unerring flight :
“Twas I direfted that fuccefsful dart,

That found its way to the Greatr——s heart :
"Twas I that made the lovely F/—-# bow,
A proud contemner of thy Laws, till now ;

I Sung thy Power, and Infpi’d the Swains,
Or thou hadft been no Deity on the Plains,
Yet think no more :ﬁy freedom to {urprize,
VVhich nothing can controul but Theron’s eyes s
And every flattering Smile, and every Grace,
‘VVith allthe Air of that Bewitching Face,
My Pride and Refolutions may deface :

For from thofe eyes for ever I’ll remove,
To {hun the Sight of what I would not love :

And then, tho every Cyclop {tretcht his Art,
To form the little angry God a dart,

T'll yet defy hisrage to touch my Feart
. fo



Poems on [everal Occafrons, 69

For tho my years compel me to difdﬂiiﬂ,

Of the falfe Charmer meanly to complain ;
'Tis yet fome fatisfaétion to my Mind,

I for his [ake abandon all Mankind.

My Prouder Mufe, tolove nomorea {lave,
Shall Sing the Guft, the Fortunate and Brave,
And twinc her Promis'd Wreaths for Theron's

( Brow,
The FHero, not the faithlefs Lever now.

More Blooming Glories mayft thou f{till ac--
- ( quire,

And urge my Breaft with a more active fire.

May New Succefles wait upon thy Swerd,

And deathlefs Honour all thy Ats record.

May all thou doft thy Charalter compleat ;

And, like thy [elf, be loy ! 1ill and greas :

VVhilt in an equal Orb as free I move,

And think no more of Hym.», or of Love.

FINIS.



