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To my ingenious and worthy friend

WILLIAM LOWNDS, Efq;

Author of that celebrated Treatift in Folio ealled the
Land tax Bill.

HEN pocts print their works, the feribbling
crew
Stick the bard o’er with bays, like Chriftmas pew :
€an meagre poetry fuch fame deferve ?
Can poetry, that only writes to {tarve ?
And fhall no laurel deck that famous head,
In whichthe fenate’s annual law is bred ?
That hoary head, which greater glory fires,
By nobler ways and means true fame acqui
O had 1 Virgil’s force to fing the man,

res.

Whofe learned lines can millions raife per ann.

Great Lownds his praife fhould fwell the trump of
fame,

And rapes and Wapentakes refound his name.

If the blind poet gain’d a long renown

By finging ev’ry Grecian chief and town 3

Sure Lownds his profe much greater fame requires,

Which fweetly counts five tHoufind knights and
fquires,

Their feats, their citics, parithes and fhires,

Az

BadenWiirttemberg



BADISCHE
) LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

MISCELLANIES.

Thy copious preamble fo fmoothly runs ;
Taxes no more appear like legal duns,
Lords, knights, and fquires, th’ affeffor’s power obey,

We read with pleadure, though with pain we pay.
Ah why did C thy works defame!
That author’s long harangue betrays his name ;

After his {peeches can his pen fucceed ?

Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig’d to read.
Under what fcience hall thy works be read 2

All know thou wert not poet born and bred ;

Or doft thou boaft th’ hiftorian’s lafting pen,

‘Whofe annals are the adts of worthy men ?

No. Satire is thy talent ; and each lath

Makes the rich mifer tremble o’er his cath 3

What on the drunkard can be more fevere,

Than direful taxes on his ale and beer ?

Ev’'n Button’s wits are nought compar’d to thee,
Who ne'er were known or prais’d but o’er Lis tea,
While Thou thro’ Britain's diftant ifle (hall {pread,
In ev’ry Huhdred and Divifion read.

Critics in claffics oft’ interpolate,

But ev’ry word of thine is fix'd as.Fate.

Some works come forth at morn, but die at night
In blazing fringes round a tallow light;

Bome may perhaps to a whole week extend,

Like S (when unaffilted by a friend),

But thou fhalt live a year in fpite of fate s

And where’s your author boafts a longer date ?
Poets of old had fuch a wondrous power,

That with their verfes they could raife a tower
But in thy profe a greater force is found 3
What poet ever rais’d ten thoufand pound?
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MISCELLANIES.

Cadmus, by fowing dragon’s teeth, we read,

Rais’d a vaft army from the pois’nous feed.

Thy labours, Lownds, can greater wonders do,
Thou raifeft armies, and canft pay them too.

T'ruce with thy dreaded pen ; thy annals ceafe;
Why rieed we armies when the land’s in peace?
Soldicrs are perfect devils in their way;

When once they’re rais’d, they’re curfed hard to lay.
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I ONG had Panthe {fecret fmart,
4

And hope and fez

dlterr

rul’d her heart;

Confenting glar

s had her flame confefs’d,
(In woman’s ¢
Perjur’d Alex

“d).
s faw
§ il He faw, he fwore, he ¢

1

Y >

uer'd and betray’d.
Another love e P et N s o
LAnogher love im irom DEr arms,
His fickle hear| - beat

Thoft oaths o

varms 3

whifper’d inPanthea’s ears,

He now again to Galatea {wears
Beneath a beech th’

ndon’d virgin laid,
In grateful folitude enjoys the thade ;
There with faint voice fhe breath’d thefe moving
ftrains,
While fighing Zephyrs fhar’d her am’rous pains.
Pale fettled forrow hangs upon my brow,
Dead are my charms; Alexis breaks his vow !

Think, think, dear thepherd, on the days you knew,
‘When I was happy, when my fwain was true;
I Think how thy looks and tongue are form’d to move,

E i And think yet more—that all my

t was love,
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Ab, could you view me in this wretched ftate!
You might not love me, but you could not hate.
Could you beheld me in this confcious fhade,

Where firlk thy vows, where firft my love was paids

Worn out with watching, fullen with defpair,
And fec each cye fwell with a gufhing tear?
Could you behold me on this mofly bed,

From my pale check the lively crimfon fled,
Which in my fofter hours you oft have fworn,
With rofy beauty far out-blufh’d the morn 3
Could you untouch’d this wretched object bear,
And would not loft Panthea claim a tear 2

You could not, fure—tcars from your eyes would (teal,

And unawares thy tender foul reveal.
Ab, no!—thy foul with cruclty is fraught,

No tendernefs difturbs thy favage thought 5
Sooner (hall tigers fpare the trembling lambs,
And wolves with pity hear their bleeting dams §
Sooner fhall vultures from their quarry fly,
Then falfc Alexis for Panthea figh.

Thy bofom ne'er a tender thonght confefs'd,
Sure ftubborn flint hasarm’d thy cruel breafts
But hardeft flints are worn by frequent rains,
And the foft drops diffolve their folid veins 3
While thy relentlefs heart imore hard appears,
And is not foften’d by a flood of tears,

Ah, what is love | Panthea’s joys are gone,

Her liberty, her peace, her reafon flown!

And when I view me in the wat'ry glafs,

1 find: Panthea now nat what fhe was.

As northern winds the new-blown rofes blaft,
And on the ground their fading ruins caft
H 4
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MISCELLANIES,

i As fudden blights corrupt the ripen’d grain,

| And of its verdure fpoil the mournful plain 3

i So haplefs love on blooming features preys,

So haplefs love deftroys our peaceful days.

! Come, gentle Sleep, relieve thefe weary'd eyes,

All forrow in thy foft embraces dies 5

There, fpiteof all thy perjur’d vows, I find

Faithlefs Alexis languithingly kind 3

Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ftream,

And pleafingly deludes me ia my dream :

Sometimes he guides me to the fecret grove,

Where all our looks, and all our talk s love,

' Oh counld T thus confome each tedions day,

And in fweet flumbers dream my life away ;

But fleep, which now no more relieves thefe eyes,

To my fad foul the dear deceit denies.

‘Why does the fun dart forth its chearful rays ?

g Why do the woods refound with warbling lays ?

f Why does the rofe her grateful fragrance yield,
And yellow cowflips paint the fmiling field ?
Why do the ftreams with murm’ring mufic flow,
And why do groves their friendly fhade beftow ?

Let fable clouds the chearful fun deface;

‘ Let mournful filence feize the feather’d race 3
No more, ye rofes, grateful fragrance yicld,
Droop, droop, ye cowllips, in the blafted field ;
No more, ye ftreams, with murm’ring mufic Aow,

, And let not groves a friendly fhade beftow :

| With fympathifing grief let nature mourn,

: And never know the youthful fpring’s return :
And fhall 1 never more Alexis fee?

Then whatis {pring, or grove, or fiream to me ?
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MISCELLANIES,

Why fport the (kipping lambs on yonder plain ?
‘Why do the bird¢ their tuneful voices ftrain 2
Why frifk thofe heifers in the cooling grove ?
Their happier life is ignorant of love.
4 Oh lead me to fome melancholy cave,
To lull my forrows in a living grave ;
From the dark rock where dathing waters fall,
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall ;
Where I may walte in tears my hours away,
And never know the feafons orthe day.
Die, die, Panthea—fly this hateful grove,
For what is life without the fwain I loye?
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OW Phocbus rofe, and with his ‘early beams
Wak’d flumb’ring Delia from her pleafing
dreams
i M Her withes by her fancy were fupply’d,
And in her fleep the nuptial knot was ty’d.
With fecret joy fhe faw the morning ray
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play ;
The happy morn that fhall her blifs compleat,
i And all her rivals envious hopes defeat.
I In hafte fhe rofe, forgetful of her pray'rs,
I Flew to the glafs, and praétis’d o'er her airs :
Her new-fet jewels round her robe are plac'd,
I Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waift,
Some round her neck a circling light difplay,
Some in her hair diffufe a trembling ray
The filver knot o’erlooks the Mechlen lace,
Aud adds becoming beauties to her face :
Brocaded flow’rs o’er the gay mantua fhine,
I And the rich {tays her taper thape confine ;
| Thus all her drefs exerts a graceful pride,
And fporting loves furround th’ expeéting bride,
For Daphnis now attends the bluthing maid,
Before the pricft the folemn vows are paid ;
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This day, which ends at once all Delia’s cares,
4 Shall fwell a thoufand eyes with fecret tears,
; Ceafe, Araminta, 'tisin vain to grieve,
Cunlt thou from Hymen’s bouds the youth retrieve?
Difdain bis perj’vies, and no longe

Recall my love, and find a fure rezurn.

mourn :

But flill the wrewched maid no comfort knows,
And with refentment cherifhes her woes ;

Alone fhe pines; .and in thefe mouiiful Grains,

Of Daphnis’ vc

, and herown complains.
Was it for this L fparkled at play,
And loiter’d in the ving whoie hours aws

When if thy chariot in the cirele (he ae,

Our mutual paflion by our looks wis known 2

gty erowd my watchiol glances flew,
Wherc’er I pafs by grarefol eyes pusloe,

et e ha il s
wuage of the fonl expl

) e f .
Think, Daphnis, think that fearce five days are
lad
led,

Since (O falfe tongue !) thofe treacH’rous things you
o

How did you praife my fhape and graceful air !

£nd woman thinks all complimet s {

V)

Didft thon ot then'in raprure fpeak th flame,
And in foft figh§ breathe Araminta’s name ?
Didft thou not then with oaths th y paflion prove,
And with an awful trembling, fay,——I love !

Ab faitile, vell you favv my pain ;
For eyes the language of the foul expl
How could't thou thus, ung

th ! o

ateful y

How could I thuss, unguarded maid,
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Sure thou canft well recall that fatal night,
: When fubtle love firft enter'd at my fight
Wkhen in the dance I was thy partner chofe,
Gods! what a rapturé in my bofom rofe !
My trembling hand my fudden joy confefs’'d,
My glowing checks a wounded heart expre{s’d 3
My looks fpoke love; while you with anfw’ring eyes,
In Killing glances made as kind replies,
Think, Daphnis, think, what tender things you faid,

Think what confafion all my foul betray’d 5 ¥

You call’d my graceful prefence Cynthia’s air, 1

t I 4And when I fung, the Syrens charm’d your earj o
i,

My fiame blown up by flatt’ry fironger grew,
A gale of love in ev’ry whifper flew.
Ab faithlefs youth ! too well you fow my pain 3
For eyes the language of the foul explain.
i Whene'er T drefs’d, my maid, who knew my flame,
| Cherifh’d my paffion with thy lovely name ;
Thy pidture in her talk # lively grew,

; Vi
That thy dear image rofe before my view ; )
She dwelt whole hours upou thy fhape and mien, ,\J
And wounded Delia’s fame to footh my {pleen 3 0

| When fhe beheld me at the name grow pale,
Straight to thy charms fhe chang’d her artful tale s
And when thy matchlefs charms were quite run o'er,
I bid ber tell the pleafing tale once more,
Oh, Daphnis ! from thy Araminta fied !

il | Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead!

j Like death, his nuptials all my hope removs,

And ever part me from the man 1 love,

Ab faithlefs youth ! 190 well you faw my paing
For cyes the language of she fowi explain,

BADISCHE
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MISCELLANIES.

O might I by my cruel fate be thrown,
In fome retreat far from thishateful town !
Vain drefs and glaring equipage, adieu !
Let happier nymphs thofe empty [hows purfue;
Me, let fome melancholy fhade furround,
‘Where not the print of human fiep is found.
In the gay dance my feet no more fhall move,
But bear me faintly throngh the lonely grove s
Neo more thefe hands fhall o’er the fpinnet bound,
And from the {leeping ftrings call forth the found 2

Mulic adieu, farewell Italian airs!
The croaking raven now fhall footh my cares:
Ot fome cld ruin loft in thought'T refty
Aund think how Araminta once was bleft;
There o’er and o'er thy letters I perufe,
And all my grief in one kind fentence lofe & |
Seme tender line by chance fmy woe cguﬂés, |
And on my cheek afhore-liv’d pleafure fmiles.
Why is this dawn of joy ? flow tears again;
Vain ate thefe oaths, and all thefe vows are vaing
Daphnis, alas! the Gordian knot has ty'd,
Nor force nor cunning can the band divide.
Ab faithlefs youth ! fince eyes the foul explain,
Why knezw Iuot that artful tongxe could feign 2

BADISCHE
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ELEGY on a LAP-DOG.

Ye Mufes mourn, ye chamber-maids deplore,
Unhappy Shock ! yet more unhappy Fair,

SZ-YOCK' fate I monirn; poor Sheek is now no more,

Doom’d t

lurvive thy joy and only care!
Thy wretched fingers now no more fhall deck,
And tye the fav’site ribband round his neck ;
No more thy hand thall fmooth his glofly hair,
And comb the wavings of bis pendent ear.
Yet ceafe thy flowing grief; forfaken maid 5
All mortal pleafures in a moment fade :
Our furelt bope is in an hour deftroy’d,
And love, bet gift of heay’n, not long enjoy’d,
Methinks 1 fee her frantick with defpair,
Her ftreaming cyes, wrung hands, and flowing hairy
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beftrow,
And har torn fan gives real figns of woe.
Hence Superftition, that tormenting gueft,
That haunts with fancy’d fears the coward breaft -
No dread events upon his fate attend,
Stream eyes no more, no more thy trefles rend,
The' certain omens oft forewarn a ftate,
£ind dying lions fhow the monarch’s fate:

And
“He

[
ik

BadenWiirttemberg



MISCELLANIES.

Why fhould fuch fears bid Celia’s forrow rife ?
For when a lap-dog falls no lover dies.

Ceaft, Celia, ceafe ; reftrain thy flowing tears,
Some warmer paflion will difpel thy cares.
In man you'll find a more {ubftantial blifs,

More grateful toying, and a fweeter kifs.

He's dead.  Oh lay him gently in the ground !
And may his tomb be by this verfe renown’d.
¢t Here Shock, the pride of 2ll his kind, is laid 3
 Who fawn’d like man, but ne’er like man betray’d,

BLB BADISCHE
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WITHSOMELAMPREYS

T I'TH lovers "twas of old the fafbion
- By prefents to convey their paflion ;
1 No matter what the gift they fent,
The lady faw that love was meant,
Fair Atalanta, as a fav

,
‘Took the boar’s head her hero gave her;

i Nor could the briftly thing affront her,
"Twas a fit prefent from a hunter,

I When {quires fend woodcocks to the dame,
It ferves to thow their abfent Aame :

Some by a fnip of woven hair,

In pofied lockets bribe the fair §

How many mercenary matches

Have fprung from di’'mond rings and watches
But hold——a ring, a watch, a locket,
Woeuld drain at once a poct's pocket;

! He (hould fend fongs that coft him nou

Nor even be prodigal of thought.
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Why then fend Jampreys ! fye for thame!
"Twill fet a virgin’s blood on flame,
This to fifteen a proper gift }
Tt might lend fivty-five a lift.
I know your maiden aunt will feold,
And think my prefent fomewhat bold,
1 fee her lift her hands and eyes &
¢ What eat it, niece ; eat Spanith flies!
¢ Lamprey’s 2 moft immodeft diet :
¢ Youll neither wake nor fleep in quiet,
“ Should I to-night eat fago-cream,
“*TI'would make me blufh to tell my dream:3:
If T eat lobfter, *tis fo warming,
That ev’ry man I fee looks charming ;
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow
Laid Rochefter upon your pillow ?
I vow and fivear, I think the prefent
Had been as modeft and as decent,
© Who has her virtue in her pow’r?
¢ Each day has its unguarded hour ;

3
¢
€
¢
€

¢

Always in danger of undoing,

¢ A prawn, a fhrimp may prove our ruin |
¢ The fhepherdefs, who lives on fallad,

“To cool her youth, controuls her palate 3

¢ Should Dian’s maids turn liqu’rith livers,

And of huge lampreys rob the rivers,

Then all befide each glade and vifto,

¢ You'd fee nymphs lying like Califto.

¢ The man who meant to heat your blood,

Need not himfelf fuch vicious food. '~

In this, I own, your aunt is clear,

E fent you what I well might fpare :
Vor. 11, B

(

(3
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For when I fee you (without joking)
Your eyes, lips, breafts are fo proveking,
They fet my heart more, cock-a-hoop,
Than could whole feas of craw-fith {oup.

BLB BADISCHE >
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ON HER

Paffion for OLD CHIN

3 HAT exfafies her bofom fire!
How her eyes langnith with defire!
How bleft, how happy fhould I be,
Woere that fond glance beltow’d on mef
New doubts and fears within me war;
What rival’s near? a China jar.
China’s the paflion of her'foul;
A cup, a plate, a difh, a bowl
Can kindle withes in her breaft,
Inflame with joy; or break her reft.
Some gems colledt, fome medals prize,
And view the ruft with lover’s eyes;
Some count the (tars at inidnight hours 3
fome doat on nature’s charims in Sowes |
But ¢v'ry beauty 1 can trace
In Laura’s mind, in Laura’s face;
My (tars are in this brighter {phere;
My lilly and my rofe is here.
Bz
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MISCELLANTIES:

Dhilofophers, more grave than wife,
Fuant fience down in butterflies
Or fondly poring on a fpider,
Stretch human contemplation wider ;
Foffils gi
He digs for knowledge, like a mole;

> joy to Galen’s foul,

In fhells fo learn’d, that gll agree

No fith that fwims knows more than he!

In fuch purfuits if wifdom lies,

Who, Laura, (hall thy tafte defpife?
When I fome antique jar behold,

Or white, or blue, or fpeck’d with gold,

Veflels fo pure, and fo refin’d,

Appear the types of womankind :

Are they not valu'd for their beauty,

Too fair, too fine for honfchold-duty ?

With flowers, and gold, and azure dy’d;

Of ev’ry houfe the grace and pride ?

How white, how polifh’d is their fkin,

And valu’d moft when only feen !

She who before was higheft priz’d,

Is for a crack or flaw defpis’d ;

1 grant they’re frail, yet they’re fo rare,

The treafure cannot coft teo dear!

But man is made of coarfer ftuff,

And ferves convenience well enongh 3

He's a {trong earthen veflel made,

For drudging, laboeur, teil, and trade 3

And when wives lofe their other felf,

With eafe they bear the lofs of delf.
Hufbands, more covetons than fage,

Condemn this China-buying rage;




MISCELLANIES

“They count that woman’s prudence little,
‘Who fets her heart on things fo brittle,
But are thofe wife men’s‘inclinations
Fix’d on more ftrong, more fure foundations ?
1f all that’s frail we muoft defpife,
No human view or fcheme is wife.
Are not ambition’s hopes as weak ?
They fwell like bubbles, (hine and break.
A courtier’s promifé is fo flight,
’Tis made at noon, and broke at nj ght.
What pleafure’s fure ? The mifs you keep
Breaks hoth your fortune and your flecp.
The man who loves a country-life,
Breaks all the comforts of his wife;
And if he quit his farm and plow,
His wife in town may break her vow.
Love, Laura, love, while youth is warm;
For each new winter breaks a charm ;
And woman’s not like China fold,
But cheaper grows in growing old ;
Then guickly chufe the prudent part,
Or elfe you break a faithful heart,

BLB BADISCHE
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ryYHE RE was a time. (@ were thofe days renew’d!)
A  Ere tyrant laws had woman’s will fubdu'd 3
i Then nature rul’d, and love, devoid of art,
“ Spoke the confenting language of the heart,
“Mi ,! -ove ummfum:l‘d ! ir.ﬁ'pid, poor delig_ht!
‘ "Tis the reftraint that. whiets our appetite.,
i Behold the beafts who range the forefts free ;
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree 5
™ In their amours fee nature’s pow’r appear !
N\\ And do they love? _Yt:-—onc month in the years
i ‘Were thefe the pleafures of the golden reign ?
Bt And did free nature thus inftruc the {wain ?
il 1 envy not, ye nympbhs, your am’rous bower
1 Such harmlefs fwains !—I'm. ev’n content with ours,
But yet there’s fomething in thefe fylvan fcenes
That tells our fancy what the lover means;

Name but the mofly bank, and moon-light grove,

| Is there a heart that does not beat with love ?
‘To night we treat you with fuch country-fare,

} Then for your lover’s fake our author fpare.
| He draws no Hem{kirk-boors, or home-bred clowns;
1 But the foft fhepherds of Arcadia’s downs,
‘ When Paris on the three his judgment pafs’d ;
1 hope you'll own the fhepherd Mhow’d his tafte 5

BADISCHE
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MISCELLANIES.

And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beauty,
‘Who made the nymph Califta break her duty ;
E4 Then was the country-nymph.no aukward thing,
See what ftrange revolutions time can bring!
Yet ftill methinks our anthor’s fate I dread,
)iovs Were it not fafer beaten paths to tread
Of tragedy ; than o’er wide heaths to {tray,
And, fecking ftrange adventures, lofe bis way 2
No trumpet’s clangor makes his heroine ftart,
gen é And tears the foldier from her bleeding heart 3
He, foolifh bard ! nor pomp nor fhow regards.
Without the witnefs of a hundred guards,
His lovers figh their Yows.—If fleep (hould take ye,
He has no battle, no loud drum to wake ye.
What, no fuch fhifts? there’s danger in’t, 'tis true;
Yet fpare him, as he gives you fomething new.
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Sweet WiLrram’s Farewell to
| eyed Susan,

A By Phirushasieda’o okt -l

1.
\L L in the Downsithe fleet was moor’d,
The ftreamers waving-in the wind,

5 ]

When black-ey’d 6ufan -canie aboards:
Oh s where thall I my true lovefind !

1
4 Cil me

ye jovial failors, tell- me true,
cet William fails among the crew.
I : i 8

N, W ho

3150 upon the yard,
Rock’d with the billow to and fro
)

1
Soon as her well

known voice he heard,
and calt his eyes |

1‘.)\\/’ H

The cord | iftly through his glowing hands,

And (qu
i I1I.
e fweet lark, high-pois’d in air,
1uts clofe his pinions to his breaft,
(If, chance, his mate’s thrill call he hear)

And drops at once into her neft.
The nobleft captain in the Britifh A

Might envy William’s lips thofe ki

BADISCHE
) LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



BADISCHE
) LANDESBIBLIOTHEK
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IV.
O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear,
My vows (hall ever true vemain 3
Let me kifs off that falling tear’;
We only part to meet again.
Change, as ye lift, ye winds; my heart fhall be
The faithful compalfs that fll points to thee,
Ve
Believe not what the landmen fay,
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind :
They’ll tell thee, failors, when away,
In ev’ry port a miltrefs find.
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee {o,
Tor thou art prefent wherefoc’er I go.

VI,
If to fair India’s coalt we fail,
Thy eyes arcfeen in diamonds bright.
Thy breath is Afric’s fpicy gale,
Thy fkin is ivory, fo white.
Thus ev’ry beauteous objeét that 1 view,
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue,

VII.
Though battle call me from thy arms,
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn ;
Though canons roar, yet fafe from harms,
William fhall to his dear retorn.
Love turns afide the balls that round me fly,
Left precious tears fhould drop from Sufan’s eye
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vIil,

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word,
The fails their fiwvelling bofom fpread,
No longer muft fhe ftay aboard :
They kifs’d, fhe figh’d, he hung his head
Her lefs’ning boat unwilling rows to land :
Adieu! fhe cries 3 and wav'd her lilly hand,
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LADYs LAMENTATION,

vV L . T Dy i s v

I.
HyLLIDA, that lov'd to dream
In the grove, or by the ftreams,
Sigh’d on velvet pillow.
‘What, alas !" fhould fill her head
But a fountain or a mead,
Water and a willow.?

II,

Love in cities never dwells,
He delights in rural cells
Which fweet woodbine covers.
What are your affemblies then ?
There, ’tis true, we fee more men 3
But much fewer lovers.

LII,

Oh, how chang’d the profpect grows !

Flocks and herds to fops and beaux,
Coxcombs without number !
Moon and ftars that fhone fo bright,
To the torch and waxen light,
And whole nights at ombres.
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IV,
Pleafant as it is to hear
Scandal tickling-in ovr ear,
Ev'n of our own mothers 3
In the chit-chat of the day,
To us is paid, when we're away,
What we lent to others.

Ve
Though the fav’rite toaft I reign,
Wine, they fay, that prompts the vein,
Heightens defamation.
Muft I live *twixt {pite and fear,
Ev’ry day grow handfomer,
And lofe my reputation ?

VI
Thus far the fair to fighs gave way,
Her empty porfe befide her lay.
Nymph, ah,ceafe thy forrow,
Though curs’d fortune frown to-night:
This odious town can give delight,
1f you win to~morrow,

MISCELLANIES.
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A S O N 6

I.
TilE fun was new withdrawn,
The fhepherds home were {ped
"The moon wide o’er the lawn
Her filver mantle {pread ;
When Damon ftaid behind,
And faunter’d in the grove,
Will ne’er a nymph be kind,
And give me love for love 7
10
Oh ! thofe were golden hours,
When Love, devoid of cares,
In all Arcadia’s bow’rs
Lodg’d fwains and nymphs by pairs :
But now from wood and plain
Flies every {prightly lafs,
No joys for me remain,
In fhades or on the grafs.
IIL.
The winged boy draws near,
And thus the {wain reproves
While beauty revell’d here,
My game lay in the groves;

3
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At court I never fail
Fo featter round my arrows,

Men fall as thick as hail ;
And maidens love like {fparrows.

V-

Then, {wain, if me you need,
Straight lay your fheep-hook down

Throw by your oaten reed,
And hafte away to town.

So well I'm known at court,
None afks where Cupid dwells

But readily refort

To Be—=n's or L~==ll’s,

H
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T,
D APHNIS ftood penfive in the fhade,
With arms acrofs and head reclin’d -
Pale looks accus’d the cruel maid, v
And fighs reliev’d his love-fick mind :
His tuneful pipe all broken lay,
L.ooks, fighs, and actions feem’d to fay,
My Chloe is.unkind.

II.
Why ring the woods with-warbling throats ?

Ye larks, ye linnets, ceafe your ftrains ;
I faintly hear in your {fweet notes,

My Chloe’s voice that wakes my pains:
et why fhould.you your fong forbear 2
Your mates delight your fong to hear,

But Chloe mine difdains.

111,
As thus he melancholy ftood,
Dejected as the lonely dove,
Sweet founds broke gently through the wood.
I feel the found ; my heart-(trings move.
"Twas not the nightingale that fung;
No. ’Tis my Chloe’s fweeter tongue.
Hark, hark, what fays my love!

LANDESBIBLIOTHEK
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iv.
How foolifh is the nymph (fhe eries)
il Who trifies with her lover’s pain!
Nature ftill {fpeaks in woman’s eyes,
Our artful lips were made to feign.
© Daphnis, Daphnis, “twas my pride,
*Twas not my heart thy love deny’d,
| Come back, dear youth,.again.
! V.
As t'other day my hand he feiz’d,
My blood with thrilling motion flew 3
‘ | Sudden T put on looks difpleas’d,
] }th And hafty from his hold withdrew.
§ *Twas fear alone, thou fimple fwain,
Then hadft thou preft my hand again,
My heart had yielded too !
VI.
*Ts true, thy tuneful reed I'blam’d,
That fwell'd thy lip and rofy cheek 5

i "Think not thy fkill in fong defam’d,

| That lip fhould other pleafures feek

| i Much, much thy mufic 1 approve;

Yet break thy pipe, for more I love,

Much more, to hear thee {peak.

| VI1I,

| My heart forebodes that I'm betray’d,

Daphnis [ fear is cver gone;

aflt night with Delia’s dog he play’d,

Love by fuch trifles firfk comes on.
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Now, now, dear fhepherd, come away,
My tongue wouid now my heart obey.
Ah Chloe, thou art won!

VIII,
The youth ftep’d forth with halty pace,
And found where wifhing Chloe lay ;
$hame fudden lighten’d in her face,
Confus’d, the knew not what to {ay.
At laftin broken words, fhe cry’d 3
To-morrow you in vain had try’d,
" ButIamloft to-day !

BLB BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK - Wiirttemberg



i &S DENS o

i I L
{ "'Nh A T the clofe of the day,

clofe
1en the bean-flow’r and hay

ine

he veins
Isaand fwains;
ce and cach a&tion was kiid.

L.ove enliv
Of the dar

1L,
Molly, wanton and free,

, and fat on each knee,

d ecftafy {fwam in her eyes.
e, thy mother is neap,

i | Hark! fhe calls thee to hear
i What age and experience advife,
| 115
Haft thou feen the blithe dove
Stretch her neck to her love,

All glofly with purple and gold?

If a kifs he obtain,

I ELe returns it again 3
B i MWhat follows, you need not betold
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* Look ye, mother, the ery'd,
You inftruct me in pride,
And men by good ‘manners are wor ;

She who trifles with all
Is' lefs Tikely to fall

Than fhe who but trifles with one.

Prithee, Molly, be wife,
Left by fudden furprife

Love fhould tingle in ev’ry vein ¢

Take a fhepherd for life,

And when once you're a wife,
You fafely may trifle again,
VI

Molly, fmiling, reply’d,

Then I'll foon be a bride ;
Old Roger has gold in his cheft

But I thought all you wives

“Chofe a man for your lives,
And trifled no more with the reft.

MISCELLANIE:S.
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\_, Heruer amid the gloom of night I ftray,
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day,

Still Nature’s various face inform my fenfe,

Of an all-wife, all-powerful Providence.

When the gay fun firlt breaks the fhade of night;
And (rikes the diftant eaftern hills with light,
Colour returns, the plains their liv’ry wear,

And a bright verdure clothes the fmiling year 5
The blooming flow’rs with op’ning beauties glows
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces fhow,

The barren cliffs with chalky fronts arife,

And a pure azure arches o’er the fkies,

But when the gloomy reign of night returns,

Stript of her fading pride all Nature mourns
"The trees no more their wonted verdure boaft,

But weep in dewy tears their beauty loft 5
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No diftant landfeapes draw our curious eyes,
Wrapt in Night’s robe the whole creation lies.
Yet (till, even now, while darkn

{5 clothes the land,

We view the traces of th’ Almighty hand ;
Millions of {tars in heav’n’s wide vault appear,
N And with new gloties hang the boundlefs fphere :
| g I

The filver moon her weftern couch fo 2kes,

And o’er the fkies her nightly circle makes,
Her folid globe beats back the funny rays,
And to the world her borrow’d light repays.
Whether thofe (tars that twinkling luftre fend,
Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe funs attend,
Man may conjefture, and new fchemes declare,
T' Yet all his fyftems but conjectures are ; |
But this we know, that Heaven’s eternal King,
‘Who bid this univerfe from nothing fpring,
Can at his word bid num’rous worlds appear,
And rifing worlds th’ all-pow’rful word fhall hear,
When to the weftern main the fun defcends,
To other lands a rifing day he lends,
The fpreading dawn another thepherd fpies,
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arife 3
Refrefl’d, the peafant fecks his carly toil,
And bids the plough correét the fallow foil.
While we in fleep’s embraces wafte the night,
The climes oppos’d enjoy meridian light :
4And when thofe lands the bufy fun forfakes,
With us again the rofy morning wakes ;
1 In lazy fleep the night rolls fwift away,
And neither clime laments his abfent ray.
When the pure foul is from the bady flown,
No more (hall bight’s alternate reign be known :
G 3

i
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The fun no more fhall rolling light beftow,
But from th’ Almighty fireams of glory flow,
©Oh, may.fome nobler thought my foul employ;
Than empty, tranfient, fublunary joy!

The fars fhall drop, the fun fhall lofe his flame,
Bur thou, O Ged; for ever fhine the fame.

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden Wikrtcemberg



BADISCHE
BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

vlv

U R DM | SO0 0N WA b

\RE-the foundations of thie world were laid,

Ere kindling light th’ Almighty word obey’d,
Thou wert ; and when the fubterrancous flame
Shall burft its prifon, and devour this frame,
From angry Heaven when the keen lightning flies,
When fervent heat diffolves the melting fkies,
Thou ftill (halt be; ftill as thou wert before,

And knowpo change, when time thall be no more.
O endlefs thought! divine eternity !

Th’ immortal foul fhares but a part of thee;

For thou wert prefent when our life began,

When the warm.duft fhot up in breathing man,
Ah! what is life ? with ills encompafs’d round,
Amid(t our hopes Fate firikes the fudden wound ¢
To-day the ftatefman of new honeur dreams,
To-morrow Death deftroys his airy fchemes 5

Is mouldy treafure in thy cheft confin’d 2

Think all that treafiire thou muft leave behind 3
Thy heir with fmiles fhall view thy blazon’d herfe,

Aad all thy hoards with lavith hand difperfc.

Ca
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should certain fate th’ impending blow delay,
Thy mirth will ficken and thy bloom decay §
Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarm,

No more thy blood its narrow channels warm.
‘Who then would wifh to firetch this narrow fpanm,
To fuffer life beyond the date of man ?
The virtuous foul purfucs a nobler aim,

And life regards but as 4 fleeting dream :

She longs to wake, and wilhes to get free,
'To laun
For while the boundlefs theme exténds out thought,
‘Ten thoufand thoufand rolling years are nought.

h from earth into eternity.

MY DWN EPLIT A P,

LIFE is a jeft, and all things thow it:
1 thought fo once, but now 1 know it.
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