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XIIL.
Tn kind indulgence to a heart,
Engag’d n fo fevere a part,
This {weet revenge I write :
Rail, weep, be woman all, for I
LulPd in indifference, defy

Your fondnefs or your {pite.
XII1.

A frail falfe maid I loit, but you
A man,. fond, generous, and true
Which fortune is the worft ¢
Try all love’s mighty empire round,
. A faithful lover’s {feldom found ;
A jilt’s a common curfe,
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The SHEPHERD'S FarEwEL to his 1.0VE.
Being the ame O D E,
Tranflated by Mr. RODERICK,

HEBE, thank thy falfe heart, it has fx’d my repofe,
. The gods have had pity at len gth on my Woes;
I feel it, 1¥eel'my foul loofe from its chain,
And at laft freedom comes, often dream’d of in yain,
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The flame is burn’d ont, and each paflion at reft,
Under which love difguis’d fill might lurk in my breaft ;
No mcre, when thou’rt nam’d, the warm blufhes arife,
No more flutters my heart, when I meet with your eyes,

In my {leep now no longer thy image I fee,

Nor the firlt of my tnourmt:, when I wake, is of thee ;
When from thee, no more of thy abfence I plain,
When with thee, -I feel neither pleafirenor pain.

My heart without fondnefs can mufe on thy charms,

ains I recount, yet no paflion alarms;

s’d I’'m no ]Lmrre], when tow’rd ‘me you-move,

And at eafe with my rival, I talk of my love.
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n, whether gentle thy firain,

In '\'.:fn Lf‘i‘.-' proud thy fond {peeches in vain ;
le me no more has th=: art,

No more thy kccn eye Lnou. s the way to my heart,

Whether penfive or chearful, no longer to you

For this are my thanks, or for that- my blame due :
The gay profpe now pleafes, though you are away,
And your prefence no more can make drearinefs gay.

Believe me, T ftill can allow that thow’rt fair,
But not that no fair-ene can with thee compare ;
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And though beauteous I own thee, yet fill in thy face

T can now {py & favlts which I once thought a grace-

When firft the fix'd arrow I plud d from my heart,
Oh, methoug! ht I fhoun’d die! fo fevere was the fmart :
But from pow'’s {o opprefive 1o {et myfelf < clear,
Torments greater than dying with patl ience I’d bear.

When lim’d the poor bird thus with ea rrcrncf‘& {trains,
Nor regrets the loft ﬂ‘ ame, fo his J
The lofs of f his plumaﬂc fmall time will reftore,

d the falle twigs it can cheat him no.more.

And once

The old flame, never fatter xonr* f to believe,
While it heart fill muft lives

Is on my tongue, n

when paft, ¥ 1t we repeat,

ce.is fweet.

WWhat in fuffering Was pain, to rememb

’Tis thus when th s from the wars,

1 vaunts of his {

He fights o'er his 3
With pleafufe the captive his libexty oain’d
The fetters thus {ows, which once held him enchain’d,

Thus I 1-:.1'1—: and T i1l will talk on while T may,
Nor heed I, U hough you difbelicve what I fay.:

?
T aflc not that P heebe my talk fheould approve,
Let her too, 3f - fhe can, talk at eafe of my love,
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