
Evanishes the distant hill,
And all i hiah'd, and all is.still,
Save. where the softly soothing rill,
Iligentle murmurs whispers lovè,

Stream of the night 1

Corne, My Corinna, let us stray
Where Philomel from.hidden spray,.
Dcligbts us. with her plaintive lay,
And Lunes our softened soule ta love,

Bird.of the night1

Corne ta yon mystic shade repair,
No eye intruzive shall be there,
No fears to check my charming fair,
Impervious to ali but love,

Bower of the night!

There, softly on the mess reclined,
Rapt.tre and joys and love, we'll find
The.bank wiih fragrant rose-leaves lined,
Wiil prove an altar worthy love,

Couch of the night!

The moon's.pale light will half conceal
The witching charms love would reveal;
'ere thon, with strict embraces seal
Thy plighted vows ta mighty love,

God of the night!

Sec now yen clorid veils Cynthila's face,
.And robaher foim of beaming grace.;

?Tiu coaeciousuess; she yieids her place,
And owns thi, glowing queen of love,

Queen of the night!

But Corinna fiot being. -always 'n the same
humour, I afterwards setabot aaitèring Cowley'à
version of òld Anacreon, which the reader-will
find in No. 6, and-amodified it according to my
ôwn fasté; er.gr.

Neer. have I yet a woman Eeen'
Tiiat had nu charma.for.me,
Frdmfifty dôwi tó wild -fifteen
'rve lovéd them all-, -d'ye sëe

T .waj colour, shape, her air, her face,.
Her temper, or her mimd,
Wit, motion, spéeeh or naneless grace,
In short, 't was womankind. *.:

1ftall, how graceful vas her air ;
Tf abort;' why,-'t wasaapretty dearr;
If fair, bes pldasant as .tbe light;
Ifilark,.what laver loves not night.;
If pfunip, rich*plertt-fill'd sáy arma-
If slight, how wild'ilaveealarms; '


