ON SENSIBILITY.

I 5 ¢’er to Friendthip’s call you lent an ear,

Or {ympathyfing dropt the {oothing tear,

Oh, Senfibility, receive my prayer !

Attend, and pardon that I {feek to know,

If in a world fo fraught with various woe,

Thy votaries find thee moft their friend or foe.
Thy joys and griefs alike let me {urvey,

Then fairly afk thee if thy joys repay
Thofe pangs, which foon or late the heart will rend,

Where thou art nourifh’d as the gentleft friend,
When rude misfortune, with refiftlefs fway,
Tears from that heart what moft it loves away ;
Whilit feelingly alive to every pain, |

Thro’ thee it taftes each forrow o’er again ;
c | Thus,
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Thus, crufh’d beneath Affli¢tion’s heavicft blow,
It bears a,double weight of human woe :

Ah cruel, thus to fteal into the heart,
And cherifh’d there to act a traitor’s part.

Ceme then, Indifference, thou eafy gueft,
Afflume the empire o’er my tortur’d breaft,
And by thy trifling, pleafing, giddy fwajr,-
Chace every heart-corroding pang away ;
Teach me another’s griefs unmov’d to hear,
And guard my eye againft the falling tear;
Drive recolleGion from her inmoft feat,
Nor le.t my heart with agitation beat ;
Be thou my champion thro’ life’s varying round,

And fhicld my bofom from the flighteft wound.

Yct paufe awhile | and let me take a view,
Left with the pains I lofe life’s pleafures too.
Say, doth not duty, love, and friendfhip give,

The greateft pleafures‘we can here receive;

And
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And can a heart untouch’d by others woe,

The joys of friendfhip, love, and duty know ?

If fuch the purehafe to be freed from pain,
Oh, Senfibility, to thee again
I turn—do thou my every thought control,
>Tis thine to animate or foothe the foul;
*Tis thine alone thofe feelings to beftow,
From which the fource of every good doth M;
Since thefe thy joys, thy griefs I’ll patient bear,
And humbly take of each th’ allotted fhare ;
To Friendfhip’s fhrine the ready tnbute bring,
And fly to Sotrow on Compaffion’s wing,
Enjoy the good, againft the worft prdvidé,
By taking Refignation for my guide,
In her fafe conduét patiently fubmit
To every pain, which Providence thinks fit.
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