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111.

Your tongue’s a traytor to your face,
Your fame’s by your own noife obfcur'd,

All are diftracted while they gaze ;
But if they liften, they are cur'd.

IV.
Your filence wou’d acquire more praife,
Than all you fay, or all I write ;
One look ten thoufand charms difplays ;
Then hufh---and be an angel quite.

The -S1LENT Farr,

BALLAD V.,

R OM all her fair loquacious kind,
So different 1s my Rofalind,

That not one accent can I gain

. To crown my hopes, or footh my pain.

1I.
Ye lovers, who can conftrue fighs,
And are the interpreters of eyes,
To language all her looks tranflate,
And in her geftures read my fate.

And
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I1I.
And if in them you chance to find’
Ought that is gentle, ought that’s kind,

Adieu mean hoges of being great,
And all the littlenefs of flate.

1V.
All thoughts of grandeur I'll defpife,
Which from dependence take their rife ;
To ferve her fhall be my employ,
And love’s fweet agony my joy.

The ForcE of INNOCENCE.

To Mis C**¥,
BALLAD VL

L
HE blooming damfel, whofe defence

Is adamantine innocence,

Requires no guardian to attend

Her fteps, for modeity’s her friend:
Tho' her fair arms are weak to wield
The glitt'ring {pear, and mafly fhield ;
Yet fafe from force and fraud combin’d,
She is an Amazon in mind.
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