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There each yielding Thuught betray d,-
All my Hopes add Fcnrsﬂ:fplay’d' kb
The foft Flame which wafis my Breaft,
In each melting Look'seenfeft: .° |
While unftudied Glanges prove, ..o !

All is Truth, and albig:Dove. @ o =il 0
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DA MO N in vain you ftrive to move ;
*Tis true my Heart was form’d for Love,
And own its native Flame,

But
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But fuch a F lame, fo pure3 Fire,
" Philander only can infpire,
And all its Softnefs claim.
IL.
No more of cruel Scorn coniplain,

Too late, alas! you own’d your Pain,
Too late to find.a Cure, .

If Friendfhip to your Views be due,
Tafte all the Eafe that can, beftow,
But Damon afk no more, - - -
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