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Still, ftill he flies on—ftill, ftill let him fly
B *Till he’s tired, and panting for breath ;
My love both his teeth and his fcythe fhall defy ———
‘That can only be conquer’d by Death.
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By the Same.

Set to Mufick by Dr. G R E E N E.

I.
O filent groves, where weeping yew
¥ith fadly-mournful cyprefs join’d,
Poor Damon from the plain withdrew,
To eafe with plaints his love-fick mind ;

i Pale willow into myftick wreaths he wove,
And thus lamented his forfaken love.
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E How often, CerL1a, faithlefs maid,
With arms entwined did we walk
Beneath the clofe unpierced fhade,
Beguiling time with am’rous talk !
But that, alas ! is paft, and I muft prove

The pangs mtﬂnding on forfaken leve,.
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TIL:
Butthink not, Cer1a, I will bear
With dull fubmiffion all the fmart ;
No, I’ll at once drive out defpair,
And thy lov’d image from my heart
All arts; all charms I’ll practife to remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love.
IV,
Bacchus, with greeneft ivy crown’d,
Hither repair with all thy train ;
And chace the jovial goblet round,
For CEL1A triumphs in my pain:
With gen’rous wine affift me to remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love.
Vi
Cou’d reafon be {fo drown’d in wine,
As never to revive again,
How happy were this heart of mine
Reliev’d at once from all its pain !
But reafon ftill with love returns, to prove
The torments lafting of forfaken love.
VI.
Bring me the nymph, whofe gen’rous foul
Kindles at the circling bowl ;
Whofe {parkling eye with wanton fire
Shoots thro’ my blood a fierce defire ;
Ior ev’ry art I'll pradtife to remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love:

VII. And
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VII.
And what 1s all this tranfient flame ?
’T'is but a blaze, and feen no more 3
A blaze that lights us to our {hame,
And robs us of a gay four-fcore ;
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Reafon again with love returns, to prove
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The torment lafting of forfaken love.
VIII.
Hark ! how the jolly hunt{man’s cries,

In concert with the op’ning hounds,

Rend the wide concave of the fkies,

And tire dull Echo with their {founds:
Thou Pheebe, goddefs of the chace, remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love.

IX.
Ah me! the {prightly-bounding doe,

‘The chace, and every thing I view,
Still to my mind recall my woe;

So Cer1a flies, foI purfue:
So rooted here, no arts can e’er remove
The pangs attending on forfaken love.
X
'I'hen back, poor Damon, to thy grove i
Since nought avails to eafe thy pain,
Let conftancy thy flame improve,
And patience anfwer her difdain :
So gratitude may Cerra’s bofom move,
To pity and reward thy conftant love.
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