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faith your lot you7ve euat With mine o~r grief or hap Pl-

R~ude ia our forest cot; but thou,
Like flow'r traniplanted to the wild,

Wilt shed around al thinga,. I trow,
Refinemeut's bloom and odoùi mild;

No taak will ever irlcsorne be,
If sweeten'd by. thykind caresa,

Labour will seem but pastime free,
With thee, niy winsome Besa.
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