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So mix'd the rose and lily’s white,
That nature seem’d uncertain quite,
To deck her cheek,what flower she’d chose,
The lilyi or the blushing rose ’
I wish,I ne’er had seen her eye,

Neer seen her cheek of doubtful dye —

And never,never,dared to sip,

The sweets that hung upon the lip

|
Of faithless Emma.

For tho’ from rosy dawn of day

I rove along, and anxious stray,

Till night with curtain dark descead,
And day no more its gleamings lend:
Yet still like her’s no cheek I find,
Like her’s no eye —_save in my mind,
Where still I fancy that I sip

lip
K.

T he sweets that hung upon the

Ot faithless






