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From man's deceptive fi.itt'sing fnarc Believe it rny aim thall ba never to roâm,;
prudence, dire herwavring youth, . But.to live.my life through and be happy
And tcach ber fçet the path of truth at home.a
Anà modefly in optward mein,
Shoud fpeak the harmlefs foul within 

Honour proteû her'virgin licart
From.ev'ry low, inrldious art,
And foft good nature ever roll •S . N N E T.
Ils tender im.pulfe in her fouil ;
And when thefe excellencieijoin'd, %Vrittcn hy MAaY, Qu
DiCpiaya Clara's Iovely mind, Writte by M a en of Scots, in her
.The comporition foon vould prova P f '
A neft of har:mony and love.

Ob ma ari tres rh t !
Oij ejpafri n:ajtune.,' &c.

O~H thou o-d Country, vwhcre My
*youth %vis <penr,

A L. L A D. Dear go '1'den limes, aIl pafs*d là fweet
A B ALLA .content!

Where the fair mocrning of- rny cloudcdTJ0 pleafe me the more, and to change day
- th lui Çc~,. - Siione miidly brigh.%,nd terperattciy. the.dul? (cene,

ay (win took me oft to the (ports on the gay
green Dear.France, adeu a long and fad

And ta every fine ight would he tempt Farewel
me ta roani, Nu houghu can imzKine, and no tongue

For he fcar'd that ny heart ihould grow . tell,
wiary at home.f at that drcar word

To yield to mylfhepherd Co fond and fo The lîip that wafrs me fram thy friendly
kidore

Ilcft my dear cot and truc pleafures be- Cn'_eys*r'j body, but conveys o mare.
hind ;MY oui*h.-thine, that <park of heavcnly

And of't as I went faw t'was folly to
* raam, 'Thiat better -porto of my rnangled

For falfe il the joy was that grcw not at frame
home. whollythine ; that part 1 give go

Th2t in the ucmplc of thy rnemory
To flirt and be proud, was to me no de- Th other ever rn'-y enflirned be.

light ;
I figh'd fot no fwain, with ny own in

- my fight :
Then how could I wilh all abroad thus

Io roam,
When love and cortentrment were always

at home.
(4» Eigramram be Groek.

Like the bird in che dage, who's been
kept there roo long, a Moufe fayi a Miter, my dear

l'm bieit as I can be, ànd fing my 'glad T lit: moufr,
fong; Pray what rnay you pleae for ço wang in

1. afk not again in the woodlands ta ny houre ? 1
roam, , Sayi the Moufc, ' Mr. Mifer, pray keep

Nor choofe to be free, nor ta fly fron my your<i quiet,
home. Your arc fàfe in your perfon, your purfe

Yr nymphs and ye leph a o frolikic
and freafford,hond froeiemarn O H But none ulou'd corne ywre mt be y borroyWhere the fai morni of- my clouded

Shn midl brgh an'teratCey


