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i 'O-DAY old wrinkl'd Time appears ;
A {mile adorns his brow, |

‘.\' hile to our hf’t E}f ﬂeetmr'r years,
He adds the nmﬁty-tmo

Our fav'rite hopes, that fwiftly glide,
Announce his {teps too flow,
“Left J1mem*1tmem s hafty ftride

Should ev'ry blifs o “erthrow.

He {oftly creeps along the wey,

While we his progrefs watch:
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1Te turns his back, vain our eflay

ibg hﬁﬁd_— pate then to catch.




On his right hand a lovely dame,
in robes oficrimfon hue
Her eyes our ddmlrarlen claim,

Her form attrals out view ; 3

Diftant her air, ftaid, fapicat, mild,
‘A figure fine and tall 5 | ; %
By Wifdom own'd, her legai ¢ i, .
Who did her Prudence call. b . 4—

With vermil lips, in accents {weer, -
Soft as that falling {now, H
‘Thefe words I heard. the nympr: rf:pe.zt*t:ﬁr

Addrefs’d to all belaw. '

“ In Virtue's caufe exert yoﬁrpow’rs,'
Let her your ations fway ; | ,
Employ with fpeed the pafling hours, '
Nor truft anether day.”” < 9

On his left hand, with cardy pace,
Here walks a maid forlorn;

Lank hunger painted on her face,
Her {canty raiment torn : it
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Rich Luzury her father deem’d,
Idle her dam confefs'd 3

In public by no man eﬂegill'd,

In fecret much carefs'd.

With fmirking fimile, and fpeeches fair,
She does us kindly greet;
But fage FXperience cries, “ Beware !

She’ll prove an arrant cheat.”

This now the lazy warrior finds,
His {word with ruft adorn’d;
Half plann’d as yet his dire defigus,

His conquefts unperform’d.

She'll {poil the politician’s {cheme
'The patriot’s gen'rous toil;
For Sloth 1s the impoitor’s name,

O deign her not a {fmale.

She whifper’d in young Strephon’s ear,
VWhen Delia feem’d to frown,
That {oon {he’d change that lock fevere,

And all his wifhes crown.
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Lull'd in her foft, alluring chain,
His fuccefs did prevent;
Till Delia found an a&ive {wain,

And left him to lament.

Poor Chloe’s comrade, air and late,
While pow rs fhe had to charm;

" Thofe gone, the feels the fad deceit,
And gives the loud alarm. '

In vain each fpecious art fhe tries;

Vain the cofmetic aid:
ohe muft be what all ranks defpife,

An old forfaken maid.

Bloth, of fociety the peft,
Of ev'ry blifs the bane,
May we the latent ills deteft,

Which form thy direful train.

Our helm let Prudence ever fteer;
She’'ll thield us from the blaft ;

And ev'ry new, revolving year,
Remind us of our laft,
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Dire& our courfe to yonder {hore,
Where virtue ever reigns;
Where time and feafons are no more;

Where death is bound in chains,

Unvari’d there the bhifsful {cene,
’Mid {eraphims above,
All pure, all placid, and ferens,

All harmony and love.




