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MEerLPoMENE: or, The Melancholy.

. Reafon thus aith Life;
If I lofe thee, I do lofe a thing,
That none but fools awould aveep.

Suakesp, Meaf., for Meaf.

FFSPRING of folly and of noife,
Fantaftick train of airy joys,
Ceafe, ceafe your vain delufive lore,

And tempt my f{erious thoughts no more,

04 Ye
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Ye horrid forms, ye gloomy throng,

Who hear the bird of midnight’s fong ;
Thou too, Despair, pale{peétre, come,
From the {elf-murd’rer’s haunted tomb,

While fad MELPOMENE relates,
Tow we’re aflliéted by the fates.

What’s all this wifh’d-for empire, Life?

A {cene of mis’ry, care, and ftrife ;

And make the moeft, that’s all we have

Betwixt the cradle and the grave.
The being 1s not worth the charge,
Behold the eftimate at large.

Our youth is filly, idle, vain';
Our age 15 full of care and pain;
From wealth accrues anxiety ;
Contempt and want from poverty ;
What trouble bufinefs has in ftore !
How idlenefs fatigues us more!
To reafon, th’ ignorant are blind ;
The learned’s cyeé are too refin’d
Each wit deems every wit his foe,
Lach fool 1s naturally fo;

And ev’ry rank and ev’ry ftation
Meet jultly with difapprobation.
Say, man, is this the boafted ftate,
Where all 1s pleafant, all is great ?
Alas! another face you’ll fee,

Tal-

ake off the vail of vanity,
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¥s aught in pleafure, aught in pow’r,
Has wifdom any gift in ftore,
T'o make thee ftay a fingle hour ?

Tell me, ye youthful, who approve
Th’ intoxicating fweets of love, |
What endlefs namelefs throbs arife,
What heart-felt anguifh and what fighs,
When jealoufy has gnaw’d the root,
Whence love’s united branches fhoot.
Or grant that Hymen lights his torch,
'To lead you to.the nuptial porch,
Behold ! the long’d-for rapture o’er !
Defire begins to lofe its pow’r,

Then cold indifference takes place,
Fruition aiters quite the cafe;

And what before was extafy,

Is fcarcely now civility.

Your children bring a fecond care ;
If childlefs, then you want an heir;
So that in both alike you find

The {fame perplexity of mind.

Do pow’r or wealth.more comfort own?
Behold yon pagecant on a throne,
Where filken {ivarms of flattery
Obiequious wait his aking eye.
But view within his tortur’d breaft,
No more the downy feat of reft,
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Sufpicion cafts her poifon’d dart,

And guilt, that {corpion, ftings his heart.
Will knowledge give us happinefs ?

In that, alas! we know there’s lefs,

For every pang of mental woe
Springs from the faculty, to 4zow.

Hark ! at the death-betok’ning knell

Of yonder doleful pafling-bell,
Perhaps a friend, a father’s dead,

Or the lov’d partner of thy bed!
Perhaps thy only fon lies there,
Breathlefs upon the fable bier !

Say, what can eafe the prefent grief,
Can former joys afford relief ?

Thofe former joys remember’d ftill,
The more augment the recent ill,
And where you {eek for comfort, gain
Additional increafe of pain.

What woes from mortal ills accrue!
And what from natural enfue !
Difeafe and cafualty attend

Our footfteps to the journey’s end ;
The cold catarrh, the gout and ftone,
The dropfy, jaundice, join’d in one,
'The raving fever’s inward heat,

The pale confumption’s fatal {weat,
And thoufand more diftempers roam,
'T'o drag us to th’ eternal home,

And
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And when folution fets us free
From prifon of mortality,

The foul dilated joins in air,

To g0, alas! we know not where,

And the poor body will become

A cloud within a lonely tomb.
Reflection {fad ! {uch bodies muft
Return, and mingle with the duft !
But neither fenfe nor beauty have
Defenfive charms againft the grave,
Nor virtue’s thield, nor wifdom’s lore,
Nor true religion’s facred pow’r ;

For as that charnel’s earth you fee,
f’en, my Eupocia, you will be.

B AR bl

Cnnn pae e o bhe. Chearful,

Inter cunfa leges et percunctabere doctos

Qua ratione queas traducere leniter cevum.
Hor. duib. 2. Eps 18.

| RIM Superftition, hence away
To native night, and leave the day,
Nor let thy hellifh brood appear,
l Begot on Ignorance and Fear.
Come, gentle Mirth, and Gaiety,

Sweet daughter of Society ;
Whilft
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Whilft fair CarLrrore purfues
Flights worthy of the chearful mufe.
O life, thou great eflential good,
Where ev’ry blefling’s underftood !
Where Plenty, Freedom, Pleafure meet,
To make each fleeting moment fweet,
Where moral Love and Innocence,
The balm of fwect Content difpenfe,
Where Peace expands her turtle wings,
And Hope a conftant requiem fings,
With eafy thought my breaft infpire,
To thee I tune the fprightly lyre.
From Heav’n this emanation flows,
To Heav’n again the wand’rer goes :
And whilft employ’d beneath on carth,
Tts boon attendants, Eafe and Mirth,
foin’d with the Social Virtues three,
And their calm parent Charity,
Conduét it to the facred plains
Where Happinefs terreftrial reigns.
"T1s Difcontent alone defiroys
The harveft of our ripening joys;
Refolve to be extempt from woe,
Your refolution keeps you fo.
Whate’er 1s needful man rece; ves,
Nay more fuperfluous Nature gives,
indulgent parent, fource of blifs,
Profufe of goodnefs to excefs !

For
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