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T H E o as W
A SONG.

L

THE bufinefs of woman, dear Chloe, is pleafure ;

And by love ev'ry fair one her minutes thould meafure.
Oh! for love we're all ready, you cry—Very true ;
Nor would I rob.the gentle fond god of his due,
Unlefs in the fentiments Cupid has part,
And dips in the amorous tranfport his dart,
"T'is tumult, diforder, 'tis loathing and hate,
Caprice gives it birth, and contempt is its fate.

IL
True paffion infenfibly leads to the joy,
And grateful efteem bids its pleafures ne’er cloy.
Yet here you fhould ftop—but your whimfical fex
Such romantic ideas to paflion annex,
That poor men, by your vifions and jealoufy worried,
To nymphs lefs ecflatic, but kinder, are hurried.
In your heart, I confent, let your wifhes be bred;
Only take care your heart don’t get into your head.
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W}-IAT a rout do you make for a fingle poor kifs !
1 feiz’d it, ’tis true, and I ne'er fhall repent it:
lay he ne'er enjoy one, who fhall think 'twas amifs!
But for me, I thank dear Cytherea, who fent it.
Vor. IV, Ece IL. You
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You may pout, and look prettily crofs; but I pray,
'What bufinefs fo near to my lips had your cheek?
If you will put temptation fo pat in one’s way,
Saints, refift if ye can; but for me, I'm too weak.

I11.
But come, my {weet Fanny, our quarrel let’s end;
Nor will I by force what you gave not, retain :
By allowing the kifs, I’'m for ever your friend—
If you fay that I ftole it, why take it again.
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TO YO V.E

The Tdea fuggefted by the fecond Sonnet of PETRARCH.

i
H! ’tis no triumph to fubdue
A heart fo apt to yield as mine:
And mighty conquerors like you
Should higher feats, O Love! defign.

1L
No nymph, if moderately fair,
But fers my glowing breaft on flame :
An eye can fill me with defpair ;
A neck—with what I dare not name..

I11.
Then why before my ravi(h'd fight
Prefent Clorinda’s angel-form ?
Oh! fteel my bofomn for the fight,
Or the cold maid with paflion warm.
I
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