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The TriumpH of INDIFFERENCE.

Being the fame ODE, imitated by an unknown Hand.

113
TH:’&NKS, dear coquet! indulgent cheat! "
Kind heaven, and your more kind deceit, |
At length have fet me free;
No more I figh, and doat, and pine, i
All eafe without, and calm within, 5

1 In peace and liberty.
11.
Cupid no more has power to {corch,
| Time {ure has robb’d him of his torch,

Ne’er was a cooler creature :

L S

| That name no more has f{uch eclat,

No more my heart goes pit-a-pat

T

At fight of each dear feature. 3
I1I.

I fleep at night, and fometimes dream,

T 7

T o

Nor vou the fond vexatious theme -
y 3

I wake, nor think about you:

I meet, I leave you, meet again,
But feel no mighty joy or pain, i
Or with you, or without you, }
1V. Now |
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IV.
Now with indifference I chat
Of eyes, lips, bubbies, and all thae,
And laugh at former follies:
Joke with my rival when we meet,
What eye fo keen ! what lips o fiveet !
What fkin fo foft as Molly’s !
V.
Leave then thofe little torturing arts,
You practife on complying hearts ;
They’re all in vain, believe me :
Whether thofe eyes look kind or weep;
The pouting, or the fmiling lip,
Wil neither pleafe, nor grieve me.,
VIS
From thofe defpotick locks, no more
(Once tyrants of ecach fickle hour)
I date my grief and joy :

May, tho’ you frown, looks fweetly clad #
And dull December’s mighty fad
Tho’ you ftand fmiling by.

VII.
Yet ftll (for T am quite fincere)

7

You’re mighty pretty,—true, my dear,
But, like your pretty fex,
You’ve here and there, and now and then
A failing ; for like other men,
1 now can fpy defeéts.
Ll 2 VIII. Yet
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VIIL
Yet once with coward fondnefs curs’d,
My poor weak heart I fear’d would burf
At thought of feparation :
But now defpife my feeble chain,
And blefs the falutary pain
That cur’d me of my paflion.
IX.
Impatient of his iron cage,
The bird thus fpends his little rage,
And ’fcapes with fhatter’d wings :
But {oon with new-fledg’d pinions foars,
And haft’ning to his native bow’rs,
A joyful welcome fings.
X.
Fond female vanity will fay,
‘Thefe long harangues they fure betray
A heart that’s hankering ftill ;
This paflion {fo proclaim’d in fong,
"T'his tale {o pleafing to the tongue,
Does 1t not touch the will ?
XI.
Lovers like {oldiers, Molly, dwelt
With pleafure on the horrid tale,
When all the danger’s o’er :
Like other {laves from fetters free,
We fmile with anxious joy, to fee

"T'he chains which once we wore,

XII, In
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XII..
I'n kind indulgence to a heart,
Engag’d in fo {evere a part,

This {weet revenge I write =
Rail, weep, be woman all, for I
Lull’d in indifference, defy

Your fondnefs or your {pite.

XIII.
A frail falfe maid I loft, but you
A man, fond, gen’rous, and true ;

Which fortune is the worfe ?
Try all love’s mighty empire round,
A faithful lover’s feldom found ;

A jilt’s a common curfe.

The SuepHERD’s FarewerL to his Lovs.

Being the fame O D. E.
Tranflated by Mr. RobEerIck.

Heebe, thank thy falfe heart, it has fix’d my repofe,
The gods have had pity at length on my woes;
i feel it, I feel my foul loofe from its chain,
- And at laft freedom comes, often dream’d of in vain.
U 2 The
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