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W HAT Torments muft the Virgin prove
That fecls the Pangs of hopelefs Love ?
What endlefs C:arcs muft rack the Breaft
That is by fure Defpair pofleft,
IT,
When Love in tender Bofoms reigns,
With all its foft, its pleafing Pains,
Why fhould it be a Crime to own
The fatal Flame. we cannot fhun.

IIL

The Soul by Nature form’d fincere,

‘A flavith forc’d Difguife muft wear s
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Left the unthinking World ré:pmre +

The Heart that glows with generous Love,

IV.

But oh in vain the Sigh's repreft,

That gently heaves the penfive Breaft ;

The glowing Blufh, the falling Tear, |
The confcious Wifh, and filent Fear, ¥

Ye foft Betrayers aid my Flame,
And give mjr new Defires 2 Name :
Some Power my gentle Griefs redrefs,

Reveal, or make my Paffion Jefs.
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