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STREPHON’s CompLaINT of Love. : = - . = -+ “"“fﬁ T
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difinal Grief, Shall I neer find Relief?
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9 Oh! cruel Tyrant Love! Why art thou
o T ; Since thou haft wounded me,
T I I T i .
L S, i 1 J{ ; ‘Why doft thou not impart

t Some of thy Cruelty,
: And make her feel fome Smart?

,&:@_
T ! & T

+H

—] ¢
&F:u\—_i/j'ﬁ \f — vy = i Tell her how I do burn,
i
9 {o--- unkind? Wilt thou no milder prove, ‘I;:: Iélar?;nt;“dt?:::}? l;uow
en fhe the Tru s
: { g LIE
_%'ﬁ e o e l___}‘l - :r : She muft fome Pity fhow.
o _ N lr\ ~ Beauty euthro_n(.i doth ftand
M T 1 . Upon her {miling Brow:
"N A TS A e Her blufhing Cheeks command
2 Nor cafe my troubled Mind? No- Joy fhall Me at her Feet to bow:
%&j— S~ R , Her golden Trefles wave,
- = e Her rifing Brealts enflave,

Lightning darts from her Eyes,

o, - - r\b’\ , N %‘@ : And kills me by Surprize.
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9 \fr:’er fcs‘:? B: "mmlrm o ~ et tho’ fhe is moft far,
e ented be? Andfrom fuch Why fhould the me difdain?
T .P_’[ P : ' If Wealth furrounds my Dear,
N » )= : : Why muft I fuffer Pain?
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Were She as poor as Job,
Iin a Royal Robe,

For the FLUTE.
And Lord of all the Land,

1°d be at her Command. P . Lo~ —r ~ m
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All Day I figh and ‘weep, L @T == ] STSNE

And vainly do lament! ‘ .9 d'-\ ~ 5 ‘
All Night I cannot {leep! T ‘:‘Fﬁfl@: B !
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But ftill am fill'd with Pain, 3 - o e
Scorn, Woe, and fad Difdain : i e ‘lv b |
Thefe Racks I cannot bear, = E - I ~ N\
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And yet the will not hear!
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What Joys can Myra take, : 1 -

After fhe does behold
Poor Strepbon, for her Sake,
Laid in the Dreary Mould?
O moft unhappy Fate!
Then Pity comes too late: -
Myra, my Life preferve,
And thee I'll always ferve.
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'l wander for her Sake, ) '
Or keep myfelf confin’d, . 1
If fhe no Pity take -
On my diftracted Mind. b
O eafe the burning Smart,
Of my poor fuff’ring Heart ;
Elfe "twill my Ruin prove; .
Farcwell then Life and Love! For
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