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I

Thiit li-d tin- hiintrr p.intin;; thrn' the snow,
! I» lidunht I ir liail tlic HportMiiiin's hunting gtM,
i But 'twiis tht tliiisc he i)iii<l for

;
not the deer.

i
Wntn.in divine has seen the banclnl dearth J. J

! <'f love in man and grovels on the earth.
l/nhappincs!< would i II I)e turned to good,

! If sacred love y^-us onI\ understood.
I

No Delphian j;od need to my side repair, _
I\t fouml the key and will unblattte tkc fair. L ^1 ^J' Iv.

j

IK boasts an inspiration and belies
The kno\vk'(l;;e that Ivxperitnce supplies. MHBHMMBHaMl

j

Knthii.si.ist , Inspiration is a ilieat
;

I
I, with I \|Hrunci-, will hi.s art dffcal

{

Thou'^;h it will make loinmodioiis human brains—
I The niori- of wisdom that a man obtains

—

j
I speak try thoughts lest them I would forget,

I And some oac say with Muse I'd never met.
I

Han's laziness miuh love in him prevents
While wcmuii love for aye—the reason, hence,
That woinrn's beautv th.it oi man's exceeds

;

Love builds tlic r{ise lle.sh and destroys the weeds,

y She iiows, if she solivils voii, the pain
» Whin Low's lips injtt with proflgate Disdain.
' Ilihlis her vows ol love did first bc<iueath,
' Then only had recourse in lingerinjj death.

Cold precepts arc .i vain and useless load

1
Unless with confidence you t.ike the road

;

I

But if you trust yf)ur mast'r\ von will win
And cheat her modesty—that favored sin.

I

"I love," said he, "a chiding peevish shrew,

I
Site's the most natural of the pirate crew,

' Venus' own arts belonjr alone to her
A maid's own cunnin^j is a slow affair.

There love appe:^rs ; the music of her tongue
Is sweet as dew that from Love's lips is wrung.
Although sotnr say 'tis a malicious thing
I love ner b >ngue, but it can tinsr.

Love smile. ">' s, or tears, or strue,
I And variou- jys to illumine Ufe.

I Why does tut > .n of her soldier rave ?

( It is because thai, she thinks him brave : <. •

I The armories r.re filled with maidens gay—
I

They think the soldiers dauntless in a fray.

I Woman is bom weak to eaconrage man

;

I

Pity they are not each an Amazon
I

And man in battle then compelled to fight,

]

'Twould cultivate some strength within the wight.
' *Tis sad to drink when ^rmpathy's denied ;

I

Woe only comes when she in vein does chide.

A sluggish farmer saw the yellow top
I Of .some few mustard plants amoiq^, his crop

;

From fatty ground the weeds and thistles sprung,
And round hi.s fences thorny burdocks clung.
He .sighed aloud nor did attempt to pluck
The weeds, but lay and cursed his dire iJl-luc^,

Till all the needfid succor of his farm
Was spent in weeds, nor causing him alarm.
Then he, (and 'twas what he so w«ll deserved)
At length was forced to leave when all but starved.
A brother, whose small farm was all his care,
Plucked all the weeds ere they did quite appear,


