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A ROMANTIC §$CENE,
| Which happened in the year 1746:

P HeNEs and Hero far retir’d,

Without one with to be admir’d,
Liv’d in a lonely den ;

Of equal birth in friendfhip bleft,

A mutual paffion both coBfatt, > - T l
And thun’d the paths of meri. ’

The ::halrms of nature were their pride,
The winding wood, the water fide,
The chief of their delight ;
How pleas’d, how fondly would they ftray,
At early dawn, or beaming day, |

Or mark the folemn night.

Thefe lovely maids, with equal grace,
Did differ far in form and face,
But both completely fair ;
An




An angel fmil’d on Puenzs’ lips,
IIer bloom did every rofe eclipfe,

And yellow was her hair.

But Hero pale as winter fnow,
Did each expreﬂivé feature thow,
That made fair HerLeN fhine ;
Her glofly hair, as black as jet,
Hung almoft waving to her feet ;

She feem’d or was divine.

?Twas on the fofteft morn in fpring,
When hearts at eafe elated fing,

" To hail the rifing yedr,
The dew drops hung from every flower,
They rofe and left their little bower,
And wander’d void of fear.

At length they reach’d a lofty hill
They climb’d a rock—then both ftood ftill

To view the rifing fun ;
Not
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Not diftant far they fpied a fwain;
They felt a fort of pleafing pain,
But {trove the path to fhun.

O! fuch a youth is feldom feen,
In belted plaid and veft of green,
With looks of manly pride ;
All gay in ancient grandeur dreft,
A brilliant ftar adorn’d his breaft,
A fword hung by his fide,

They turn’d with modeft looks and fhy ;
He ftood, he gaz’d, he camie not nigh ;
He held his wounded heart.
Nor did he know, nor could he tell
‘Which inv;;ly maid did moft excell, -
Or who had fhot the dart.

' Fair Puenes’ beauty he admir’d ;
~ Her {miles, her bloom, his bofom fir’d,

- Her foft her ealy air;
But
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But when he gaz’d on Hero’s eyes,
He felt fuch ftrong emotions rife,

It was too much to bear.

Now homeward as they bent their courfe,

The firft time €’er they felt the force

Of Love’s refiftlefs power,
They blufh’d ; they knew not what to fay;
They walk’d in filence all the way,

And flowly reach’d their bower,

Unknown to every low difguife,

Tﬁey fcarce could meet each other’s eyes,
So ftrangely did they feel ;

O needlefs care, it was in vain!

For love, of every other pain,

No woman can conceal.,

Their tender paffion both confeft ;
Night drew apace, they fought for reft,

But fleep had flown away.
C His
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His image was a waking dream ;

When Luna fhow’d her pallid beam
They thought it break of day.

Says HEro, PHENES, will you go,
To yonder lofty hill you know,
And tafte the morning breeze ;
Again I think to tread the place
Where we beheld that angel face,
Would give my bofom eafe.

O no! replied the other maid,

For me I'll fﬂ%.’:k. the darkeft fhade,
Nor truit the hills again ;

It would but fill my heart with grief;

Can barren mountains give relief,

TWhen abfent is the {fwain 7

Wﬁile thus they argued, all around
I'-]:I}ey heard foft mufic’s melting found,
| Sent in a moving ftrain:
Then
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Then hand in hand they walk’d along,
To join its echoes with a fong,

And wander’d o’er the plain,

But ah! what pleafure and furprife,

When lo! before their withing ejres.
Appear’d the handfome youth ;

At once amaz’d they fee the moon ;

It was as they had met too foon,

Too late to hide the truth.

His trembling lips forfook the flute ;
Refolv’d no lnngef to be mute,

He thus addrefs’d the fair :
I fear, {weet maids, I’ve be;en too bold,

But in CLEANTHUS you behold
The vi¢tim of defpair.

And O my grief’s of fuch a kind,

I never muft reveal my mind,
But pine in endlefs woe,
He
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He faid no more, but heav’d a figh,
One filent tear bedew’d his eye,

He bow’d, and turn’d to go.

Forgetting all their female prid+e,

For female weaknefs will not hide,

They caught him in their arms:
O do not, de not fly away !
At leaft till noon with us you’ll ftay ;

Your voice, your mufic charms.

Our dwelling is but {mall and mean,

A little hut on yonder green,
We boalt no princely hall. |
But there all nature ftrews her {weets,

The tuneful choir in concert meets,
And there the waters fall.

Then welcome, ﬂrangef, freely fhare
Our humble roof,’ our fimple fare,
We'll try to foothe your woes.
| Or
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Or if fatigu’d, you wifh to reft,
To eafe the ftruggles of your breaft,
We’ll fing you to repofe:

Beyond his utmoft hopes delighted,

By Beauty’s felf, by Love invited,
With them he freely went ;

Nor were they diftant from the fpot,’

Where ftood the fweet romantic cot,

The manfion of content.

All day the happy ftranger ftaid ;

He talk’d, he fung, his flute he play’d,
To charm each tender heart ;

But O! when Prorgus hid his head,

The charm is broke, the tranfport fled,

Alas ! they’re doom’d to part.

Farewell, he cries ! I bid adieu
To all I prize, in Ieaviﬁg you
I leave my foul behind !
For
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For never did I chance to meet
With maids fo lovely and fo fweet,
. 8o killing, and fo kind.

On me does Fate and Fortune frown ;
Tho’ born to.reign, and wear a crown,

- Alas ’'m doom’d to mourn
An exile from my native fhore,
T never will behold you more;

I never can return!

The blood forfook fair PuenEes’ cheek,

She fobb’d aloud, but could not fpeak,
She fear’d to bid him ftay :

Bright Hero’s ruby lips turn’d pale,

She found her vital fpirits fail,

She funk, and died away.

I fee, he faid, I have been wrong ;

Indeed, I fear, I've {tay’d too long,
. And now I cannot go.
| Why
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Why did I €’er thy dwelling trace,
For ever let me hide my face,

The caufe of fo much woe.

With Hero every art they tried,
But Death their utmoft {kill defied,
Her fpotlefs foul had fled :
Diftrated for her lofs, they rave;
In LEpER Den they dug her grave,
And laid her with the dead.

CreanTHus ftaid a day or two,
T1ll cruel foes his {teps purfue,

Then was he forc’d to fly:
Now, PrHENEs, who can paint thy grief,
Without one hope to give relief,

Or check the burfting figh

Her friend, her lover, ever loft,
On Sorrow’s ample ocean toft,

Her charms began to fade ;
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For twice twelve months did PHENES weep,
Till her fair eyes were clos’d in {leep,
Below the filent fhade,

*Tis only PaiLoMeL can tell

“The time, the place where PHENES fell,
And ended all her care.

Two gentle fpirits have been feen,

In Fairy drefs, of rural green,

To walk and wander there.

THE




