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folly, that wealth and domain

i d in forrow !
heap up in fin an rins
Im::nfe if the toil, yet the labour how vain

F]
Is not life to be over to-morrow !

Alas! what 2

"Then glide on my moments, the few that I have,
Smooth-fhaded, and quiet and even; |

| While gently the body defcends to the grave,

And the fpirit arifes to heaven.
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PR TO NMELANCHOLTY,

BY -MIS8 CARTER.

OME, Melancholy! filent power,
# Companion of my lonely hour,
To fober thought confin’d;
Thou fweetly fad ideal gueft,
In all thy {oothing charms ‘confeft,
Indulge my penfive mind,

- Nolonger wildly hurried thro®
The tides of mirth, that ebb and flow
In folly’s noify ftream ;
I from the bufy crowd retire,

To court the Objgﬁs; 't-h_ar. ijxfpir__e

Thy philofophic dream,
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fThro’ yon dark grove of mournful yews
with folitary fteps I mufe,
By thy direction led :
Here, cold to pleafure’s tempting forms
Confociate with my fifter-worms, :
And mingle with the dead.

Ye midnight horrors! awful gloom!
Ye filent regions of the tomb !

My future peaceful bed:
Here fhall my weary eyes be clos’d,
And every forrow lie repos’d

In death’s refrefhing fhade.

Ye pale inhabitants of night,
Before my intellectual fight
In folemn pomp afcend:
O tell how trifling now appears
The train of idle hopes and fears
That varying life attend!
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Ye faithlefs idolsg'of our fenfe,
Here own how yain your fond pretence,
Ye empty names of joy'! o
Your tranfient forms like fhadows pafs,
Frail offspring of the magic glafs,

Before the mental ey
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The dazzling colours,” falfely bright,
Attract the gazing vulgar fight
With fuperficial ftate:
Thro® Reafon’s clearer optics view’d,
How ftript of all it’s pomp, how rude
Appears the painted cheat,

Can wild Ambition’s tyrant power,
Or ill-got Wealth’s fuperfluous ftore,
The dread of death controul?
Can Pleafure’s more bewitching charms
Avert or foothe the dire alarms
That fhake the parting foul ?

Religion! ¢’er the hand of Fate

Shall make Reflexion plead too late,
My erring fenfes teach,

Amidft the flattering hopes of youth,

To meditate the folemn truth, '
Thefe awful relics preach.

Thy penetrating beams difperfe
The m:tﬁ of error, whence our fears
Derive their fatal Apring :
T thiue;bembling‘ heart to warm,
And foften to an angel form
The pale terrific king,

When
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When funk by guilt in faq defpair
Repentance breathes her hamp]e ’
And owns thy threatnings juft:
Thy voice the {huddering fuppliant chears
With Mercy calms hér torturing feays i
And lifts her from the duft, :

prayer,

Sublim’d by thee, the foul afpires
Beyond the range of low defires,

In nobler views elate:
Unmov’d her deftin’d change furveys,
And, arm’d by faith, intrepid pays
The univerfal debt.

In Death’s foft {lumber lull’d to reft,
She fleeps, by fmiling vifions blef,
That gently whifper Peace:
Till the laft morn’s fair opening ray
Unfolds the bright eternal day
Of ative life and blifs,
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