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388. -Monday® May 26.

-Tilt res aiitiqute Laudis U Artis
Ingrediori fanBos aufus redudere Fantes. Virg.

Mr. Spectator,

T is my Cuftom, when | read your Papers to read

over the Quotations in tlic Authors from whence

you take them : As you mention’d a Paflage lately
out of the fecond Chapter of Solomon's Song, it occafion’d
my looking into it; and upon reading it | thought the
Ideas fo exquifitely foft and tender, that | could not help
making this Paraphrafe of it; which, now it is done, |
can as little forbear fending to you. Some Marks of
your Approbation, which 1 have already receiv’d, have
given me fofenflble a Take of them, that | cannot’for-
bear endeavouring after them as often as | can with
any Appearance of Succefs.

I am, SIR,

Four moji obedient humble Servant.

The Second Chapter of Solomon's Song.
|

S nsshen in Sharon’r Field the blujhing Rofe
A Does its diajie Bofom to the Morn difdofe,
W hilji all around the Zephyrs bear
Thefragrant Odours thro' the Air:
Or as the Lily in the Jhady Vale,
Does o'er each Flonsi'r 'with beauteous Pride prevail.
AndJiands with Dews and kindejl Sun-Jhine blejl.
Infair Pre-eminence, fuperior to the reft:
So ifmy Love, with happy Influence, Jhed
fiis Ey'cs bright Sun-Jhine on his Lover's Head,
Thenjfloall the Rofe *Sharon’j Field,
And whiteft Lilies to my Beauties yield.

Then
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Thenfaireji Flo™'rs ‘with Jiudhus Art combine,
the Rofes ‘with the Liliesjoin,
And their united Charms are lefi than mine,

1.

As much asfaireji Lilies can furpafs
A Lhorn in Beauty, or in Height the Grafs ;
So does sny Love among the Virgins Jhine,
Adorn'd ewith Graces more than half Divine ;
Or as a Tree, that, glorious to behold.
Is hung Wwith Apples all of ruddy Gold,
Hefperian Fruit?, and beautifully high.
Extends its Branches to the Sky;
So does my Love the Virgins Eyes invite:
"Tis he alone can fix their wand'ring Sight,
Among ten thoufand eminently bright.

1.

Beneath his pleafing Shade
My ‘wearied Limbs at Eafe | laid,
And on his fragrant Boughs redidd my Head.
/ puird the Golden Fruit ‘with eager hafie;
S'weet Wwas the Fruit, and pleafing to the Tafie:
With fparkling Wine he crovodd the. Bowl,
With gentle Ecfiafies he fill'd my Soul:
yoyous Wwefat beneath the Jhady Grove,
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And o'er my Head he hung the Banners of his Love.

V.
I faint! I die! my labouring Brcaft
Is 'with the mighty Weight of Love opprejl;
/ feel the Fire pojfefs my Heart,
And Pain convey'd to every Part.
ThrS all my Vtins the Pajfion flies.
My feeble Soulforfakes its Place,
A trembling Faintnefs feals my Eyes,
And Palenefs d'wells upon my Face;
Oh! let my Love ‘with povj'rful Odoursflay
My fainting lovefick Soul, that dies away;
One Hand beneath me let him place.
With t'other prefs me in a chafie Embrace,
V.
| chargeyou. Nymphs of Sion, asyou go
Arm'd 'with the founding "ivze r and the Bow,
M

ffTsi'/i
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W hilfi thro' the lonefome Woods you rove.
You ne'er dijiurb myJleeping Love.
Be only gentle Zephyrs the're.
W ith dovjny Wings tofan the Air ;
Letfacred Silence dviell around,
Yo keep offeach intruding Sound:
And when the balmy Slumber leaves his Eyes,
May he to J<ys, unknown ‘till then, arife.

VI.
Butfee ! he comesl with what majefftck Gate

He onward bears his lovely State |

How thro' the Lattice he appears.

W ith foftejl Words dijpels my Fears,

Arife, my Fair-One, and receive

All the Pleafures Love cangive.

For now thefallen Winter'spaf.

Ho more wc fear the Horthern B laf;

Ho Storms nor thredtning Clouds appear,

mHofalling Rains deform the Year.

My Love admits of no delay,

Arife, my Fair, and come away.

VII.
Already, fee! the teeming Earth
Brings forth the Flow'rs, her beauteous Birth.
Yhe Dews, andfift-defending Show'rs,
Hurfe the new born tender Flow'rs.
Hark! the Birds melodious ftng.
Andfweetly ujher in the Spring.
Clofe by his Fellow fits the Dove,
And billing whifpers her his Love.
Yire fpreading Vines with Bloffoms fwell,
Diffuftng round a grateful Smell,
Arif, niy Fair-One, and receive
All the Bleffmgs Love can give :
mFor Love admits of no delay,
Arif, my Fair, and come away.

VIII.
As to its Mate the confiant Dove
Flies thro' the Covert of the fpicy Grove,
So let us hafen to fm e lonely Shade.
U (re let me fafe in thy lov'd Arms be laid.
W here





