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18 Poems upon

VII.

Mix thus your Toiles of Life with Joyes, | ,
And for the publick good, prolong your days : é
Inftru the VVorld,the great Example prove,
Of Honour, Friendfhip, Loyalty, and Love. ;

And when your bufier hours are dorie, ‘

And you with Damon ficalone;

Damon the honeft, brave and young ;
vvhom we muft Cecicbrate where you arei§
Tor you (by Sacred Friendfhipty’d,) (ﬁmg‘

Nor Love nor Fate can nere divide;  (run,§
v Vhen youragreeing thoughts fhallbackward}

Jeveral Occafions. 19
"Tis Celladon, to whom our Vows belong,
And Celladon the Subjett of our Song.
For whom the Nymphs would drefs, the
(Swainsrejoice,
The praifc of thefe, of thofe the choice ;
And if our Joyes were rais’d to this Excefs,
Our Pleafures by thy prefence made {o great :
Some pittying God help thee to guefs,
(What Fancy cannot well Exprefs.)
Our Languifhments by thy Retreat, -
Pitty our Swaines, pitty our Virgins more,
And let that pitty hafte thee to our fhore;
And whilft on happy diftant Coafts you arc,

Surveying all the Conquefts you havewon, ' Afford us all your fighs, and Cefar all your carc.

The Swaines you’ave lefe,the fighingMaids un-;

Try if you cana fatal profpett ta_ke, ( done ;if

Think if you can a foft Idca make:
Of what we are, now youare gone,
Of what we feel for Ce/ladon,

VIIL

»Tis Celladon the witty and the gay,

(Day :]

8 On o Juniper-Tree, cut down to

make Busks,

Hilft happy I Triumphant food,

The Pride and Glory of the Wood 3

My Aromatick Boughs and Fruit,

That bleft the Night,and chcer’d the worldall® 14 (with a1l other Trees difpute.

*Tis 3

K
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20 Poeins upon
M Had right by Nature to excel,
| In pleafing both the taft and {mell :
' But to the touch I muft confels,
Bore an Ungratelul Sullennefs.
My Wealth, like bafhful Virgins, I
: vizlded with fome Relu&ancy ;
h Tor which my vallue fhould be more,
. Not giving cafily my ftore.
{ { My verdant Branches all the year
Did an Eternal Beauty wear ;
Did cyer young ard gay appear.
Nor needed any tribute pay,
Tor hountics from tlie God of Day:
: Nor do I hold Supremacy,
, ( In all the Wood ) o’er every Tree.
! But even thofc too of my own Race,
That grow not in this happy placo.
. But that in which T glory moft,
And do my {If with Reafon boaft,
! - Beneath my fhade the other day,
oo Young Philocles and Clorislay

()

feveral Occafzons. ol
@ Upon my Root fhe lean’d her heal, ]
& And where I grew, he made their Bed : l

My Grateful Shade I kindly lent
@8 And every aiding Bough I bent.
A So low, as fometimes had the bliffe,

Bl Whilft he in Pleafures far above

t
.
§

" Whillt I the Canopy more largely {pread. J

1
% T he kind ﬁxpportm yielding Grafs:

% Their trembling Limbs did gently prefs,

To rob the Shepherd of a kifs,

The Sence of that degree of Love:

4 Permitted every ftealth I made,

-4 Unjealous of his Rival Shade.

@ Ifaw em kindle to defire,

@ VVhillt with fofe fighs they blew the fire :
Saw the approaches of their joy,

«:. He growing more fierce, and fhe lefs Coy,
4 Saw how thcy mmgled melting Rays,

Kind was the force on every fidc,
“®Her new defirc fhe could not hide : %

! Nor wou’d the Shepheid be deny’d.

C3 Impaticnt
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22 Poems upon
Impaticnt h# waits no confent

But what fhe gave by Languifhment,
The bleffed Minute he purfu’d;

While Love and Shame her Soul Subdu’d.

And now tranfported in his Arms,

Yeilds rothe Conqueror all her Charmes,

Iis panting Breaft, to hers now join’d,
They feaft on Raptures unconfin’d ;
Vaft and Luxuriant, fuch as prove

The Immortality of Love.

Tor who but a Divinitie,

Could mingle Soulsto that Degree?
Neow like the Phenix, both Expire,
While from the Afhes of their fire,
Sprung up a new, and foft defire.

1..ke Charmers, thrice they did invoke,
‘The God ! and thrice new vigor took.
Nor had the Myfterie ended there,
put Cloris reafflum’d her fear, ’

And chid the Swain, for having preft,
{Vhat fhe alas cou’d not refift :

Wwhillt hein whem Loves facred flame, '
pefore and after was the fame,
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Fondly

feveral Occafrons.
Fondly implor’d fhe wou’d forget
A fault, which he wow’d yet repeat.

_From A&tive Joyes with fome they haft,

To a Reflexion on the paft;

A thoufand times my Covert blefs,
That did fecure their Happinefs :

Their Gratitude to every Tree

They pay, but moft to happy me;

The Shepherdefs my Bark carclt,
Whilft he my Root, Love’s Pillow,kift;
And did withfighs, their Fate deplorc,
Since I muft fheleer them no more;
And if before my Joyes were fuch,

In having heard, and feen too mucl,
My Gricf muft be as great and high,
When all abandon’d I fhall be,

Doom’d to a filent Deftinic.

No more the Charming ftrife to hear,
The Shepherds Vows, the Virgins fear:
No morca joyful looker on,

Whillt Loves foft Battel’s loft and won.

With grief I bow’d my murmering Head,

Andallmy Chriftal Dew I fhed.
Cy
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R4 Poems upon
Which did in Clorz Pity move,

C Clorés whofe Soul is made of Love ; )
She cut me down, and did tranflate,
My being to a happier ftate.

No Martyr for Religion di’d

With half'that Unconfidering Pride ;
Ny top was on that Altar laid,

Where Love his fofteft Offerings paid :
And was as fragrant Incenfe burn’d,
My body into Busks was turn’d:
Where I {till guard the Sacred Store,
And of Loves Temple keep the Door.

On the Death of Mr. Grinhil,

the Famons Painter,

L

“/ Hat dolcful crys arc thefc that
(fright my fence,

£adas the Groans of dying Innocence?
' The
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ﬁweml Occafsons. 25
the killing Accents now more near Aproach,
And the Infeétious Soundd,
cads and Inlarges all around;
Ansdpl;locs all Hearts with Grief and Wonder

The famous Grinhil dead! e\..re.n he,

That cou’d to us give Immor:alltxe.;

Isto the Eternal filent Groves withdrawn,
Thofe fullen Groves of Everlafting Dawn;
yYouthful as Flowers, fcarce blown, whofe

( opening Leaves,

A wond’rousand a fragrant ProfpeEF gives,
Of what it’s Edder Beautics wou’d dlfplay,
When they fhould flourifh up to ripning May.
Witty as Poets, warm’d with L?ve fmd Wine,

yet ftill fpar’d Heavenand his Prxf:nd,
For both to him werc Sacred and Divine:
Nor could he this no more then that oFF.cnd.
Tixt as a Marzyr wherehe friendfhip paid ,

And Generous as a God,

Diftributing his Bounticsall abroad ; .
And foft and gentlc as a Love- fick Maid.

(touch.
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