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They are her counfels, breath’d with love fincere,
My only brother ! then to them adliere ;

So will your conduét ftill unclouded fhine,

Your fame ftill brighten as your days decline,

ExTEMPORE ON ARRIVING IN THE CouNTRrY,

Can filent pleafures give my love the fmile
Of fweet content, of happinefs ferene ?
Can Anna’s care, her tendernefs beguile
The languor of a folitary fcene ?

Yes, for with anxious love I’ll watch his eye,
His will, his wifhes in his features trace ;

With fond impatience to prevent them fly,
My fweet reward, a fmile from his dear face,
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