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II1,

Forbear to thow thy heavenly Art,
Nor aim a Conqueft o’er my Mind ;

By Mufick foften’d to the Dart,
Love may an eafy Entrance find.

An E P I S-T-LL E
S . |

M O N E S E S,
IN

IMITATION of O VI D.

W HEN :urg‘d by Honour, from thy Sight
' I flew, '

And fcarce would breath one tender foft adieu,
L Froni
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From thy dear Face I turn’d my gazing Eyes,
Suppreft the Tears, .and check’d th: rifing. Sighs,
Self-banifh’d all De{pmrs worft-Pangs I prove, . .
I fled from you, but could-not fly from Love.
Oh do not then, m,:y lovely Swain; accufe
My Want of Truth, nor chﬁrge on me thy Woes :
For every Pain which racks thy faithful Breaft,

A thoufand more my anxious Soul oppreft ;
Sorrows for which Defcription’s all too faint,
And equal Mifery alone can paint;
Dearer than Light to thefe fond Eyes you are,
My:firft, my laft, ‘and ftill my only Care.
My haplefs Flame nor :I‘ime nor Abfence cures,
Sull conftant to the Vows which made me youss.
Ah! why thcn in that fadly-plcaﬁng Strain ?
Why does Monefes of his Wrongs complaiy
Forbear to fend me what thy Mufe infpird)
By ill:réquited Love; and Abferide’ fird : _
: Dee
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Deep in my Soul thy faft Reproaches fieal,
And all thy Griefs redoubled-there ¥ feel; - -
Still round my Heart plays the fame lambient

. Flame, .
Each Wifh, and every fond Defire the famg.; | /.
Nor can thy Pen ope piercing Woe reveal,
Which thy Ardejis dees not equal feel. " = -
- Ah, dear Idea of my lovely Swain ! %
Ah, foft Remembrange of my-former Paint .. -
.Why.to my anxious Breaft do. you retutn?;
Why wake a Flamc which muft for ever bu;;n iy
Still fhall that lovely Image charm my View, - -
And thofe dga_;;fi;ccl}gs all my Grief renewy s .
Stillﬂ muft I love,- tho’ Honﬁu_r Love déﬂy, - |
And bids me from h;ﬁ,h;: dangeraus- Charmer fly.
Ah then huﬁ vaiﬁ,, huw fryitlefs all my Care?
This welcome Abfence, this confirm’d Defpair 2

R | TL:

———
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This cruel Conteft between Love :;nd'Fame?
Thefe endlefs Pangs for which I want a Name ?
Why does Monefes ftill love on ? Why fhare
In all thofe Sorrows I alone fhould bear?
All tender as thou wert, all foft and kind,
I flew, and with thee left my Soul behind _,
1 left thee, fancied Honour to purfue,
~ Juft to myfelf,” but more unjuit to you, *
Why then my Image doft thou ftill retain ?
Why for a Wretch unworthy thee complain ?
O rather hate me, drive me frnmjuur Bfea.ﬁ,
By Scorn and Hate be all thy Soul pbﬁ'eﬂ:
Let thy fond Heart thy once-lov’d Chalns reﬁgn
Compleat thy Cure, and O affift in mine.
Why did I love? Why did my eafy Heart
Admit the dear, but ah too dangerous Dart ?

- Why
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Why did I not the plcﬁﬁng Torment fhun ? |
Why fondly liften to the pleafing T;Jhguef ,
()Eck to my Heart the fubtle Pni.fn"n'ﬁﬁ-lfc,
Charm’d all my Senfes, and enflav’d Imjr Soul ;
And lefs the Beauty of tily matchlefs Fﬂnn,
Then thy pfcvailing'EInﬁucnce could tharm.
Oh come once more, Manefes, ‘and renew
Thofe tender Vuws and Tl beh:ve them true :
Let me unc_e more behold thofe melting Eyes,
Wher;:'.‘ i.u;.re a thoufanid namelefs Charms ‘fﬁpplieS;
The foft Enchantment fhall mi,r Fears -:::cintrnul, :
And Love claim all his Eﬁipirc in my Soul,
Ah! whether would my boundlefs mees rove?

.

Still, {till am 1 enflav’d by gullty Love!

Still ihall its lawlefs Fires my .::uul pmfane

And is'my boafted Virtue but a Name ?

Nﬂ;
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No; I'll forget thee, drive thee from my Breaft,
Thou dear Undoer of my Peace and Reft.
Yet how forget; .when every Thought is thine ?
Even Life:# itfelf ﬁﬂrﬂ cafier to refign.
To lonely Shades.in vain I fly for Eafe,
There fecret figh, aﬁd fcf.:d thﬂ {weet Difeafe.
On thy dear Na;;ne I call ~and all around |
The whifp'ring Wmds repeat the charrmng Sound.
*Tis thus I wear the anxious Hofirs away,
*Till Nx.ght reftores the Sorrows of the Day.
Thﬂﬁ ducg thy Image to my Eyes appear ;
But ah ! with Looks avérfc, and Frowns féve;c ;
Still as you Yeem to chide me withyour Eyes,
My own in ftreaming Tears to yours reﬁligs.
Oh ftay, I-cry,_ thou 'chz_a._.rming Phantnﬁ; _ﬁay,

Or with thee take my fleeting Soul away !

In
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In vain I call, my clafping Arms you thun,
And waking find the dear Delufion gone.
Thus, does Ardeliz hunt thy boding Dream ;
Does ﬁl; like thee all cold and cruel feem ?
Or does the penfive Shade foft Sorrows wear,
Heave the faint Sigh, and fhed the mimick Tear ?
On thy lov’d Breaft her painful .Head recline, -
And tell thee that her Torments equal thine.
Why can I not this fatal Flame remove ?

Or why, ‘O why is it a Crime to love ?

By Turns my Reafon and my Paffion fway,
As Honour triumphs, and as Love bétra-y 3
My tortur’d Breaft confliting Paffions tear,
And Love and Vi.r'tue wage unequal War :

Now all its facred Precepts I purfue,

Loft for a while is every Thought of you.

But



[80]

But oh! again the guilty Lover burns,

And all the Woman in my Soul returns ;

Again my Bofom glows with {oft Defire,

And hope returning fans the fatal Fire.

Seasrolls b:twecn us, but the active Mind
Still {prings to thee, and leaves its load behind.
Oh fhould fome happy Chance to us unknown,
Without a Crime confirm me all thy own.

Bleft be thefe tender Griefs, thefe anxious Fears,
Thefe ne;ver-ceaﬁﬁg Sighs and flowing Tears !
Oh! let my Soul the pleafing Hope retain,

One Hour of Joy repays whole Years of Pain!
To fuff’ring Martyrs thus fuch Hopes are given;
Such Views of promis’d Joys and future Heaven,
For this refign’d they calmly meet their Fate,

Confcious of Bleﬁingé in a,l happier State.




