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Forbear that meaning Glance to throw
The Dart which meditates the Foe
May back upon thyfelf recoil,
And catch thee in the artful Toil,
Love o’er the abject Breaft may reign,

With all its light fantaftic Train
Of Withes, Cares, and fond Defires,
Fears and Hopes, and jealous Fires ;
Be mine from the foft Folly free,

Freedom alone has Chiarms for me,

The D R E A M.

| H ftay, fair flecting Form, Icharge thee flay ;
A Whither, ah whither wouldft thou glide
away ?
Ardelia calls thee, lovely cruel Shade !
42" delia bids thee ftay, thy once lov'd Maid |
1 Alas !
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Alas! in vain I call, for fee he flies;

Flies my fond clafping Arms, and ardent Eyes.
Not all my Prayers can the lov’d Form detain :
My Sighs, my Tears, my Wifhes are in vain.
In gentle Slumbers, Morpheus, clofe my Eyes,
And bid once more the lovely Phantom rife.
Bid him in all thofe heavenly Charms appear ;

That melting Softnefs, that engaging Air,
In that too powerful Sorrow let him fhine,

When firft he gave his Heart and conquer’d mine.

Hence then, ye Sorrows, from the fancied Scene ,

Defpairs, eternal Sighs, and fecret Pain,

Shall wourd no more, no Thought my Blifs deftroy ;
No happy Rival interrupt my Joy :

For oh! whate’er my cruel Fates Defign,

In Sleep Philander can be only mine.
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