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TO A NIGHTINGALE IN CLIFDEN WOOD.

TO MRS. D. MONCK, OF COOKHAM:

SAY, fad tenant of the grove,

Whence the pains that now you prove?
Why, within your throbbing breaft,
Why is Sorrow ftill a gueft?

Sleeps in death your murder’d mate?
Weep'ft thou his melancholy fate?

If 'tis that difturbs thy peace

Spring fhall bid thy forrows ceafe;

Then thy breaft, that heaves in woe,
With Love’s bright flame again fhall glow.
Yet, {weet mﬂufner, ftill complain,

Nor, though blefs’d, forbear 1thy ftrain;
For, {weetly fad thy warblings flow,

And charming is thy {fong of woe;




vo TO A NIQHTINGALE'

4 ' i ~ As at eve he treads the plain, | '. L;
R Ot it foothes the fhepherd fiain;

When he fecks the confcious ﬂnade,m .
There to meet the village maid; 5"' __
He with rapture hears thy lay pr;&‘ff _
Iffue from the hawthorn fprays .1 "
And with mine uglﬁcﬂ. his pmlfp e ol

Of Philomela’s tender lays. -~ |
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