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LOVE SONGS, written between

the Year 1737 and 1743. By the Same.

S ONV G ER

Told my nymph, I told her true,

My fields were fmall, my focks were few 3
While faltering accents {poke my fear,
That Flavia might not prove fincere.
Of cropé deftroy’d by vernal cold,
And vagrant fheep that left my fold 5
Of thefe fhe heard, yet bore to hear 3
And is'not Flavia then fincere ?
How chang’d by Fortune’s fickle wind,
The friends: I lov’d became unkind,
She heard, -and fhed a generous tear ;
And is not Flavia then fincere ?
How, if fhe deign’d my love to blefs,
My Flavia muft not hope for drefs ;
"This too fhe heard, and fmil'd to hear;
And Flavia {fure muft be fincere.
Go fhear your flocks; ye jovial fwains,
Go reap the plenty of your plains ;
Defpoil’d of all which you revere,
1 know my Flavia’s love {incere.

SONG II. The Lanpskir,
T O W pleas’d within my native bowers
Erewhile I pafs’d the day!

‘Was ever fcene fo deck’d with flowers ?
Were ever flowers fo gay ?
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Plow fiweetly fmil'd the hill, the vale,
And all the landfkip round !
The river gliding down the dale!
The hill with beeches crown'd!

But now, when urg’d by tender woes
I {peed to meet my dear,

"That hill and fiream my zeal oppofe,
And check my fond career.

No more, fince Daphne was my theme,
Their wonted charms I fee:

That verdant hill, and filver fiream,
Divide my love and me.
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"- 7E gentle nymphs and generous dames,
That rule o’er every Britifh mind 3
Be fure ye foothe their amorous flames,

Be fure your laws are not unkind.

For hard it is to wear their bloom
In unremitting fighs away :

To mourn the night’s opprefiive gloot;
And faintly blefs the rifing day.

And cruel *twere a free-born fivain;
A Britifh youth fhould vainly moan;
Who fcornful of a tyrant’s chain,
Submits to yours, and yours alone.
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Nor




Nor pointed {peat, nor links of feel,

Could e’er thofe gallant minds:fubdse,

Who beauty’s swounds with pleafure feel,

And bozf? the fotters v wiought by you.

S O N.G..:IV. ; The Sgy-Larg:
'O, tuneful birdy: that glad’ft the fkies,

"To Paphmé’s window fpeed th

¥ way
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And there on quit c;'a_; pinions rife,

:n thy hotesto hear,
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Tell her the i'ound; that foothe hertear,

itive plains belong.,
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To Damon’s n

Tell her, in livelier plumes array’d,
The bird from Indian groves may fhine 5
But aflstherlovely partial maid,
What are liis siotes compar’d to thine s

Then bid her tredt yon witléfs be eau,

And .ul}?

'\..’lmr‘m"s her praife, - and fings forlorg,

SONGV.

non'aliter triflessemincerersii -bos

ore

oque e

Hepatens.

Opim i qguamite fié gy




[ 411]

Nor flow’ry plain, mor budding tree;
That {mile on others, {mile on me';
Mine eyes from 'death fhall ¢ourt repofe;
Nor fhed a tear before they clofe.
What,blifs to me can {eafons bring 2
Or what, the needlefs pride of fpring ?
The cyprefs bongh, that {uits'the' bier,
Retains itswendure all the year.
Tis true, my vine fo freth and fair,
Might claim awhile my wontet care;
My roral ftore fome pleafure yield 5
So white a flock, {o green a field 1
My friends; thatieach in kindnefs vie,
Might well expe@ one parting figh';
Might well demand one tender tear ;
For when was Damon unfincere?
But ere I afk once'more to view
Yon {etting fun his race renew,
Inform me, fwains 5 my friends, declare,
Will pitying Delia join the prayer ¢
ON G VI. The Atwribute of Venus,
X7ES § Fulvia 1s Tike Venus fair ;

. Tlas all her bloom, 1and fhape, .and air:
But ftill, to perfeét every grace,
She wants—the fmile upon her-face.
The crown majeftic Juno wote;
And Cynthia’s brow the

crefcent bore,

An ‘helmet mark’d I\

erva’s mien,

MR DA i
finguifh’d Beauty’s queen.
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