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II.
In ev’ry word a magic fpell I found
Of pow’r to charm each bufy thought to reft,
Though ev’ry word increas’d the tender wound
Of fond defire ftill throbbing in my breaft.
ITI.
So-to his hoarded gold the mifer fteals,
And lofes ev'ry forrow at the fight;
Yet withes ftill for more, nor ever feels
Entire contentment, or fecure delight.
IV.
Ah'! fhould I lofe thee, my too lovely maid,

Cou’dit thou forget thy heart was ever mine,

Fear not thy letters thou’d the change upbraid :

My hand each dear memorial thall refign :

Vv, |
Not one kind word fhall in my pow’r remain

A painful witnefs of reproach to thee;

And left my heart fhou’d ftill their fenfe retain,

My heart fhall break, to leave thee wholly free.
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A Prayer to Venus in her Temple at STowE,

To the Same.
i
FA IR Venus, whofe delightful fhrine furveys
Its front refleCted in the filver lake,
Thefe humble off rings, which thy fervant pays,

Freth flowers, and myrtle wreaths, propitious take.
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