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Tuzx WINTER NOSEGAY.

I.

WHAT nature, alas! has denied

To the delicate growth of our ifle,
Art has in a meafure fupplied,

And winter is deck’d with a fmile,
See Mary what beauties I bring

From the fhelter of that funny fhed,
Where the flow’rs have the charms of the fpring,

- Though abroad they are frozen and dead.

2,
*Tis a bow’r of Arcadian {weets,
Where Flora is ftill in her prime,
A fortrefs to which fhe retreats,
From the cruel affaults of the clime,
While earth wears a mantle of {now,
Thefe pinks are as frefh and as-gay,
As the faireft and {weeteft that blow,
On the beautiful bofom of May,
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3-

See how thcy have faﬁ:iy {furviv'd
The frowns of a {ky fo fevere,

Such Mary’s. rtrue; love that has liv’d
Through many a turbulent year.

The charms of the late blowing rofe,
Seem grac’d with a livelier hue,

And the winter of {forrow belt thows

The truth of a friend, fuch as you.

MUTUAL FORBEARANCE,
Neceffary to tke Happine/s of the Married State,
T HE lady thus addrefs’d her fpoufe—

What a mere dungeon is this houfe,

By no means large enough, and was it,

Yet this dull room and that dark clofet,
~Thofe hangings with their worn out graces,

Long beards, long nofes, and pale faces,
Are




