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But fhall I make the angry vow,
| Which tempts my wavering mind ?
Shall dark fufpicion cloud my brow,
And bid me fhun mankind ¢

Avaunt, thou hell-born fiend ! no more
Pretend my fteps to guide ;

Let me be cheated o’er and o’er,
But let me ftill confide.

If this be folly, all my claim
To wifdom I refign ;

But let no fage prefume to name
His happine/s with mine.
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9 T IS true, my wifh will never find

Another nymph fo fair, {o true;

Since all that’s bright, and all that’s kind,
In thofe expreflive eyes 1 view.

And I with grateful zeal could hafte
To China for the mereft toy ;
Could fcorch on Lybia’s barren wafte,
To give my dear a moment’s joy.
O3 But
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Jut fickle as the wave or wind,

I once may flight thofe lovely arms ;
Pardon a free ingenuous mind,

I do not half deferve thy charms.

If Iin any praife excel,
’T'is in {oft themes to paint my flame ;
But Cloe’s fweetnefs bids me tell,

I fhall not long remain the fame.
o

[ know its feafon will expire,
Replac’d by cool efteem alone ;

Nor more thy matchlefs breaft admire
Than I deteft and {corn my own.

Thisinterval my fate allows,
And friendfhip diétates all I fay ;
O fhun to hear my future vows,
When giddy love refumes the lay.

So fome poor maniac can forefee
The random hours of madnefs nigh ;
He mourns the fates’ {fevere decree,

And cautions whom he loves to fly.
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