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ON PLEASURE.

|

Preasur E, hail, thou welcome theme,
Chief purfuit of mortal race,

Pleafing phantom, fairy dream,

Lead me to thy dwelling place.

There in feftive mirth and joy
Smoothly glide the {portive hours;
There no cares, no griefs annoy,

Where thou ftrew’ft thy golden thowers.

Long thy fuppliant fought 1n vain
To defcry this blifsful feat,

Oft I've view’d thy fmiling train
Beckon to thy foft retreat.



( 34 )

But when near the mountain top,
Where thine airy caftle ftands,
Down the beauteous pile would drop,

Mould’ring into barren f{ands.

Quick the {unthine difappears,
Sudden ftorms and tempefts roar,

Sorrow leads her train in tears,
Wrecks beftrew th’ affrighted {hore.

Take, oh take me from the fight,

Left my heart with grief fhould break ;
In yon vale I {py a hight,

Let me to that cottage make.

Oft I've read, in humble life
Pleafure with Content doth dwell,
Grandeur leads to pain and finife,
Joy reigns in the lowly cell.

There




( 35 )

There in Virtue’s lap reclin’d,
Let me feek at leaft for reft,

Tis not in. this woild defign’d -
Man fhould be completely bleft.

Happieﬁ when he {corns to woo
Pleafures, which, at length obtain’d,

Reafon’s calmer joys fubdue,
Quick t’ efcape, tho’ flowly gain’d.

Teach me then, thou power benign,
Who can’ft lafting blifs difpentfe,
How to reach thofe joys divine,

Bleft reward of innocence.

Teach me in my prefent ftate

Cheerfully to bear each 1ill,
With fubmiffion calmly wait
Th’ appointment of thy heav’nly will,
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Then
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Then when tranfient pleafures ceafe,
And pain and grief alike are o'er,
Receive me to thefe realms of peace,

Where Pleafure dwells for ever more.




