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IV.
If with eachi {mile thé pretty Nymph;
Now captivates the fence,
What whei herglories at the heighth
Will be their influeice Py -

By Difpair.
Hen theintruding horrors of the night;
Had juft depriv’d our hemifphere of light ;
And fable foldings feem’d to imitate,

Theblacknefsand confufion of my fate,
As by a Rivers fide I walkt along,

Uncurl’dand loofe my artlefs treffes Hung;

Dii’pair and love were feated in my face,
And down I funk, upon the bendmg grafs,

Thereto the ftreams , my mournful griefs relate,
Curfing the fpightful Stars that rul’d my fate;
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36 Poems on [everal Occafions.
To fee my tears the gentle floods fwell high,

" The Rocks relent, and groan as oft as],

'The winds lefs deaf, than my ungreatful Swain,
Liften and breath o’reall my fighs again,

Ah, never, never, faid T with an Air ;

That poor complacent eccho, griev’d to hear,
And foftly fearing to increafe my pain,

No, nevef,-never, fhe reply’d again,

Then all things elfe, as trifles I difpife,

Said I, and fmiling clos’d my wretched eyes.
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