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Roufing the turbid togrents raar,
O (weeping wild a \vaﬂc of fnow.'. :

. 50 Jong, fwwveet Poet of the year,
Shall bleomy that wreath thou ‘well
. won ;
While Scoua, with exulting tmr,
Proclaim that Thomfon was her fon,

haft

ON'FRIENDSHT P,

By a )'our:;g L:d:y.)
&
'\/ ITHOUT
béam
Could Nature beauty yicld ?
.- What tho' her womb with treafure teem,
. How bnrrcn “Crc the tield,

the Sun's  indulgent

3

Wuhout his goldea, gladl’omc ray -«
Could fmiling Spring arifc?
Could blooming bloffoms yrace the dzy,

Or bluthes paint the (Lu:s ?

Beraft of his all. cheerful finile
Mute were the blackbirds lay
No more with mufic he'd beguile

'Thc cvcmng hour; away.

So muft the hesit unwarnd by Lo\'c,
"Qr Fnu\dlh\p s finer glow,

A fruitlefs walie unfertile prove, .

Nor one true blcﬂ'mg kno“.

as the warm Sun can life 1mpnrt
To fead immers'd in carth,

So. friendfhip vegetates the heart,
Gives tender paffions birth.

Oh 1 may the Sun my foul refine}
. 1% genial fire impare 5 o
Affeftion live Tor tver mine,

Within my glowing heast.
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TMI I'ATION of SHENS'X ONY.'
. : TORAL.
\

THO Summer e\c‘—ru tier fweet pow'r,

“Tho® rofes .;r.a;t:ﬁammcs bloom,’

the eglintioes twing round *m)'

bow’r,

Andfpread all my, “Relds with pcrfumc,

' Mo joy can thefc profpééts impart,

" When Philida the is not nighy -

: kae a‘turtle “then’drogps ‘my fond heart,
__ Whey &¢privid, of its-mate and’ jts p/.

“gl‘)lb'-n A

-Tho’

POL‘.TI\,Y. ’ '

When w mtcr howls thro‘ the dark - flies
And the fun fearce illumines the day
When the florms and the tempefts arife,
And tne thrufh fits alone on the fpray'
Then if Phillida grace my low cot,
- How charming the profpcé'ts appcar 1
The cold of the feafon's forgot,
And it feems but xhe fpring of the ycar.

'Thro the fields and lhc mcadows fo gzy,
How oft do we carelefsly roam,
Or pait the foft rivulets do fray,

Nor think of our diftance from home H

“The turtle that cooes forits mate,

" ‘e fambkins shat play in:the-grove,

New pleafure thefe o hjcéls, create,
And fupply us \'vul\u‘xopm of love.

But hark ! the hoarfe :cn'mp:ﬂs arife,
The torrents impetuous defcend,
Rlack clouds. fweep.along the dark nucs,
And we fpy no kind r«.fuge at'hand ;
Even fo when olr youth is @0 more,
And our;uvcmle fun.fhinc is p:\ﬂ
"} i~ then the gay (cenés are all oer,
And we (hiver before the bleak blaft,

Buy love thall a refuge fupply,
When youth, wit and beauty fhall fade,
"¥is love which fhall esfe the decp.(igh, .

And condué our old Meps through the
glade ;

. And when we rcﬁr)n our latt breath,

“Iis Jove shatl his fuccours impart
. Shall blunt the Keen arruw of death, -

_ And_raife with foft comfort the heart..

THE B1I1RDs NEST.
‘HE other day as Clara fair

Refolv’d. to tafle the rural air,

To view what beaming {miles adorn,

The vernal fplendars of the morn 5

Chance led me to that very way

My Clara had refolv'd to ftray, "~

Tran{ported, thus, the fair to find

Intent teravalk, I quickly join’d

In medicatiomwhile we go,

It happen'd, in a quickfet row,

“Clara perccivid two -birds d‘f\rc'}

And hard at’work to build ‘their mﬂ .

We ttopd to view the nnxmh—p..rr—m--»

Contrive: their houlyy fo firm and fair.

Ses: C‘wra, fee !} then exprefty. L

W hat various things compafache nc"t,

What diff"rent parts, connefed joiny -

.~ Tormake the whole both neat and um..‘

So inould the foul of every maid
With different beauties he array’d
Virtue thould gard the tender- sair
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