


tear would oft fall as she gaz’d on a Book, Or 

Ah,Henry,why faithless?v hy leave me to pine. 

And thus turn a deaf tar to my prayer? 

Why leave this fond hear :,which so long1 has been thine, 

The Victim of Love an 1 despair? 

Return,ah return,to Mar a,she cried 

Return,ah return,still kin 1 Echo reply’d 

And join’d thus her Iojs to deplore. 

But Henry,Mho panted fcr riches and fame 

Long since had selected a wealtheir Dame 

For though fair,yet Maria was poor . 

Her form,once sd graceful now emblem of death; 

The roses her theeks had forsook; 

Tlie place she so |lovtt,there she yielded her breath 

With a sigh,oii the stone by the Brook. 

Ah,pity Maria,eich Nymph softly cry’d; 

Ah,pity Maria,kind Echo reply’d 

As lifeless they bore her along; 

Her dirge, ah so mournful each lover did sing 

No age,or no sex,but they tribute did triug 

And plaintively joiml in the Song'. 


