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| Truth is my care, whofe lovely face
Shines brighteft in the plaineft drefs.
e the torrent ftopt its courfes;
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The dame laments her fruitlefs coft,
Her hopes deceiv’d, her labour lofit.
Nor think that here her fuff’rings end,
Reproach and infamy attend :
Surrounding boys, where-e’er the came,
With infults loud divulge her fhame;
And farmers ftop her with demands

Of recompence ior dnmﬂg’d lands.
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By the Same.

TFEOW hort is life’s uncertain fpace!
'i 7R Alas! how quickly done!
How fwift the wild precarious chace !
And yet how difficult the race !
How very hard to run!

Youth ftops at firlt its wilful ears
To Wifdom’s prudent VOICE ;

i1l now arriv’'d to riper years,

Experienc’d age worn out with cares

Repents 1ts cariier choice.

What

————

e e ik




[ 220 ]

What though its profpe&s now appear
So pleafing and refin’d ;

Yet groundlefs hope, and anxious fear,

By turns the bufy moments fhare,

And prey upon the mind.

Since then falfe joys our fancy cheat
With hopes of real blifs ;
Ye guardian pow’rs that rule my fate,
The only wifh that I create,
Is all compris’d in this.

May ¥ through life’s uncertain tide,
Be ftill from pain exempt ;
May all my wants be ftill fupply’d,
My ftate too low t’ admit of pride,
And yet above contempt.

But fhould your Providence divine
A greater blifs intend ;

May all thofe bleflings you defign,

(It ’er thofe bleflings fhall be mine)
Be center’d in a friend.
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