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A tony, a coxcomb, a beau, or a clown,
Well feafon’d withmoney, may fometlmcwo doyy,
But thefe in our hearts we can never rev ere;

The worthy man only can hold a place there,
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E AR from the woods, alas, I rove,
Far from the {wain I dearly love:

Sure {fome 1ill ftar did rule the day,

When firt my heedlefs feet did ftray,

From my dear f{wain fo far away.

‘Tis now the morning of the fpring,
And larks and linnets {weetly fing;
I might have fung as well as they,
1f I had never learnt to ﬁ'ra].',

From my dear {wain fo far away.

Oh! that I had ne’er left the plain,
Oh! that I could return again;

But here I mourn my abjeét flate,
Like a poor dove that’s loft her mate,
And figh, alas! but figh too late.
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