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And ’till the lov’d Monefes owns,

The conqu’ring Maid for whom he burns;

"Till he’ll the happy Fair unfold,
The Sequel muft remain untold,

A L ADY. Singng.

S TIL L fing, bright Maid, nor ceafe the pleafing
Charm, :

Each Soul fubdue, each tender Bofom warm ;
. Such magick Sweetnefs to thy Voice is giv'n,
We hear a Seraph, and we tafte of Heav’n :

Cz2 Strange
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Strange force of Harmony, whof Power controuls,.
The warring Paffions, and informs our Sauls, .
Soft foothing Sounds, by whofe ~_Enﬁhaﬁt%m*bhtﬂ;i- ;
Anger and Grief forfake the tranqull Breaft ;..
While foft Ideas -riﬁng in the Mind,
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Bids us in Love a gentle T'yrant find,

And to his Sway the foftned Soul’s rcﬁg:»

Thus fung the Thracian Bard, while all around,
The lift’'ning Beafts cnnf?__fz.s’drlt_he magick Sound :
- Lefs fweet the Harmony Amphion made,

L When dancing Stones mov'drto the Noteg he play'd 5
Or him, who bore by Dolphins to thlc Shore,
Made Winds and, Waves ¢onfefs his magidk Pow'r :
Thou no lefs pow’rful o’er the Human Mind, f
As great a Triumph fromn . y Songs can find;
Love and its pleafing Pains at once infpire, = ' !
And fix in‘ev’ry Breaft the latent Fire. .



