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Or elfe I’ll roam Ah no! that figh profound,

Tells me that ftubborn love difdains to yield ;

Nor flight, nor Wifdom’s balm can heal the wound,

Nor pain forfake me in the jocund field.
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DIALOGIUE tv € HLL.ORINDA.
By Mr. ALSOP.

S. EASE, Chlorinda, ceafe to chide me,
C When my paffion I relate :
Why fhou’d kindnefs be denied me ?
Why fhou’d love be pay’d with hate ?

If the fruit of all my wifhes
Muft be, to be treated fo ;

What cow’d you do more than this is
To your moft outrageous foe ?

C. Simple Strephon, ceafe complaining,
Talk no more of foolifth love;
Think not €’er my heart to reignin,
Think not all youfay can move.

Did I take delight to fetter
Thrice ten thoufand {laves a day,
Thrice ten thoufand times your betters
Gladly would my rule obey.
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Strive not, faireft, to unbind me;
Let me keep my pleafing chain:
Charms that firft to love inclin'd me,
Will for ever love maintain.

Wou’d you fend my heart a roving ?
Firft to love I muit forbear.

Wou’d you have me ceafe from Im'ingf
You muft ceafe from being fair.

Strephon, leave to talk thus 1dly ;
[.et me hear of love no more :

You miftake Chlorinda widely,

Thus to teize her o’er and o’er.
Seek not her who ftill forbids you 3

To {fome other tell your moan :
Chufe where’er your fancy leads you,

Let Chlorinda but alone.

If Chlorinda ftill denies me

That which none but fthe can o

Let the whole wide werld defpife me,

l‘l'.':,
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I'is for her alone I live.

Grant me yet this one pocr favour,
With this one 3*{:&}116.{1' comply :

l.et us each goon for ever,

I to alk, and you deny. S.
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C. Since, my Strephon, you fo kind are,
All pretenfions to refign 3
Truft Chlorinda.——You may find her
Lefs fevere than you divine.

Strephon ftruck with joy beholds her,
Wou’d have {poke but knew not how ;
Bat he look’d fuch things as told her

More than all his {peech cou’d do.
To CHLORIND A. By the Same.

E E, Strephon, what unhappy fate
S Does on thy fruitlefs paflion wait,
Adding to flame frefh fuel:
Rather than thou fthould’ft favour find,
The kindeft foul on earth’s unkind,
And the beflt nature cruel,
The goodnefs, which Chlorinda fhews,
From mildnefs and good breeding flows,
But muft not love be ftil’d :
Or elfe ’t1s fuch as mothers try,
When wearied with inceflant cry,

They ftill a froward child.

She with a graceful mien and air,
Genteely civil, yet {evere,

Bids thee all hopes give o’cr.
Friendfhip fhe offers, pure and free}
And who, with {uch a friend as fhe,

Cou’d want, or wifh for more ?
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