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Our Raptures own a lefs Degree,
Yet Cherubs fing, and fo thou’d we.
The Almighty hears, and gives us leave to call
On him the Judge, the Guide and facred Lord of AllL
VIL ‘
All you that bend beneath the Stroke of Time,
And you whofe Cheeks confefs their healthy anc
Your Maker and Preferver praife,
For early and for length of Days ;
The pious and the grateful Song,
Shall lifp upon the Infant’s Tongue,
While heav’nly Mercy fooths the Mourner’s Care,

And bids the Innocent rejoice, the Sinner not defpair,

The BEAUTIES of the SPRING.

ATL happy Shades, and hail thou chearful Plain,

Where Peace and Pleafure unmolefted reign ;
Where dewy Buds their blufhing Bofoms fhow,
And the coel Rivers murmur as they flow :
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See yellow Crowfoots deck the gaudy Hills,

While the faint Primrofe loves the purling Rills <
Sagacious Bees their Labours now renew, |
Hum round the Bloffoms, and extraét their Dew :
In their new Liv’ries the green Woods appear,

And {miling Nature decks the Infant Year ;

See yon proud Elm that fhines in borrow’d Charms,

While the curl’d Woodbines deck her aged Arms.

When the ftreak’d Eaft receives a lighter Gray,
And Larks prepare to meet the early Day ;
Through the glad Bowers the fhrill Anthems run,
While the Groves glitter to the rifing Sun :

Then Ph:llis haftens to her darling Cow,
Whofe thining Trefles wanton on her Brow,
While to her Cheek enliv’ning Colours fly,
And Health and Pleafure {parkle in her Eye.

Unfpoil’d by Riches, nor with Knowledge vain,

3

Contented Cymon whiftles o’er the Plain ;
His Flock difmifies from their nightly Fold,
Obferves their Health, and fees their Number told.

Pleas’d
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Pleas’d with its Being, fee the nimble Fawn

Sports in the Grove, or wantons o’er the Lawn,
~ While the pleds’d Courfers frolick out the Day,

And the dull Ox affets unwieldy Play.

Then hafte, my Friend, to yonder Sy/van Bowers,
Wheré Peace and Silence crown the blifsful Hours ;
In thofe ftill Groves no martial Clamours found,
No ftreaming Purple ftains the guiltlefs Ground ;
But fairer Scenes our ravifh’d Eyes employ,

Give a foft Pleafure, and a quiet Joy;
Grief flies from hence, and wafting Cares {ubfide,
While wing’d with Mirth the laughing Minutes gli lz.
See, my fair Friend, the painted Shrubs are gay,
And round thy Head ambrofial Odours play ;
At Sight of thee the fwelling Buds expand,
And op’ning Rofes feem to court thy Hand ;
Hark, the fhrill Linnet charms the diftant Plain,
And Philomel replies with {ofter Strain ;

“See thofe bright Lilies fhine with milky Hue,
 And thofe fair Cowflips drop with balmy Dew ;
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E To thee, my Fair, the chearful Linnet fings, -
i And Philomela warbles o’er the Springs ;

" For thee thofe Lilies paint the fertile Ground, I
And thofe fair Cowflips are with Nectar crown’d; By,
Here let us reft to fhun the fcorching Ray, I
., While curling Zephyrs in the Branches play. T
In thefe calm Shades no ghaftly Woe appears, W

No Crics of Wretches ftun our frighted Ears ;
Here no glofs’d Hate, no fainted Wolves are feen, ;
Nor bufy Faces throng the peaceful Green ; 4
Bu: TFear and Sorrow leave the careful Breait, m
And the glad Soul finks happily to Reft. _ X
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DAMON and STREPHON. . s
A Paftoral Complaint. ;
Damon.

Q AY, why thefe Sighs that in thy Bofom rife ? /
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W7 Why from thy Check the wonted Crimfon flies? % 1)
Why on the Ground are fix’d thy ftreaming Eyes? \'

Strephon,




