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Daphne, his once-lov’d charming Care, =
Appear’d to him not half fo fair =

For the loft Nymph he mourtis no more;: 5
Nor in his Songs hér Lofsdeploré 3 + = . | ;.
But from the flighted Tree. he. tears

It’s Leaves, to deck Aurelia’s Hairs,
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OW was Icharm’d, wh:n fair Harmanml
fung ! | .' | | 'l |
What heavenly Sweetnefs dwclt upon her Tnngu: !
What melting Joys did her foft Sung impart !
Oh Pow’r of Mufick, ,cu; .3:. tender Heart' -
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While fhe repeats the Lover’s ardent Pains,

My {ympathifing Soul with her complains :

Soft flow the Tears; the gentle Sorrows rife,
And"my full Bofom heaves with ftrug’ling Sighs :
But when a faithful, generous Pair’s her Theme;
When in foft Sounds fhe fings their- mutual Flame,
*Tis then I feel the Lover’s foft Excefs ;
Share in their Joy, and triumph in their Blifs;
With I may thus to Tendcm:fs be mn#ed

And love like them, like them to be belov'd :
Oh fay, bright Vzrgm by what pnwcrful Art

Thy Song gives real Raptures to the Heart,
And makes the ftruggling Soul alternate prove
The Joys of true, and Pangs of perjur’d Love:
A Voice lefs fine than yours the Bard poflef,
Whofe magick Sweetheff moving Trees confeft.
Os Mortals | ‘thy fiiperior Skill is thown,
#Axnd Hearts fubdu’d thy greater Power own.
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