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TAEz heed ! ùake liced ! corne with spccd,
For Pve just newv-trung rny bow;

My qulver is full: if the bhaft 1 pull,
Som(! arrow inny bit, you knov."

Oh, pull Rway 1"djd the Maiden s.av;

"For whid Lbe Uthe cowaril to n>înd

A low tlhat is ètruiàzb'. a boY t.'> young,
%Wlhc in bloth À4 Iîi-s evLsi. blilid

Thé bow he drew, and the abaft lt flcw,
And the mAiden was heard to cry,

"Oh! take this dart from my wounded heart,
Dear Cupld, c lsè 1diel"

He said. is he anled, 'II amn but a chulci,
And could bave no power to find

Witli bath aofrny cyes wbere the dart naw lies,
Anti you know, deamct mald, I arn bllnd."

COUPID TRIUMPHÂI'T.


