W HAT PiGures now fhall wanton Fancy

bring?
Or how the Mulie to Artemsfia fing ?
Now fhiv’ring Nature mourns her ravifh’d Charms,
And finks fupine in Winter’s frozen Arms.
No gaudy Banks delight the ravifh’d Eye,
But northern Breezes whiitle thro’ the Sky.
No joyful Choirs hail the rifing Day,
But the froze Cryftal wraps the leaflefs Spray :
Brown look the Meadows, that were late {o fine,
And cap’d with Ice the diftant Mountains thine ;
The filent Linnet views the glomﬁy Sky, .
Sculks to his Hawthorn, nor attempts to fly :
Then heavy Clouds fend down the feather’d Snow,;
Through naked Trees the hollow Tempefts blow ;
The Shepherd fighs, but not his Sighs prevail ;
To the foft Snow fucceeds the rufthing Hail ;

And
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And thefe white Profpects foon refign their room
'To melting Showers or unpleafing Gloom ;

The Nymphs and Swains their aking Fingers blow,
Shun the cold Rains and blefs the kinder Snow ;
While the faint Travellers around them {ee,

Here Seas of Mud and there a leaflefs Tree ;

No budding Leaves nor Honeyfuckles gay,

No yellow Crow-foots paint the dirty Way ;

The Lark fits mournful as afraid to rife, -

And the fad Finch his fofter Song denies.

Poor daggled Urs’/a ftalks from Cow to Cow,
Who to her Sighs return a mournful Low ;

. 'While their full Udders her broad Hands affail,

And her fharp Nofe hangs dropping o’er the Pail.
With Garments trickling like a fhallow Spring,
And his wet Locks all twifted in a String,
Affli¢ted Cymon waddles through the Mire,

And rails at #in’fred creeping o’er the Fire,

Say gentle Mufes, fay, is this a Time
To fport with Poefy and laugh in Rhyme ;

S While
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While the chill'd Blood, that hath forgot to glide,
Steals through its Channels 1n a lazy Tide -

And how can Phzbus, who the Mufe refines,
Smooth the dull Numbers when he feldom thines.

RSEISY RS S,
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F A1R One, to you this Monitor I fend ;
O¢tavia, pardon your officious Friend :

You think your Conduét merits only Praife,
But out-law’d Poets cenfure whom they pleafe :
Thus we begin ~ your Servant has been told,
That you, (defpifing Settlements and Gold)
Determine Florio witty, young and gay,

To have and hold for ever and for ay ;

And view that Perfon as your mortal Foe,
Who dares object againft your charming Beau ;
But now to furnith Metre for my Song,

Let us fuppofe OZavia may be wrong :

'T1s true, you’re lovely ; yet the learn’d aver,

That even Beauties like the reft may err.




