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To WISDOM.

Dona prefentis rape leetus bore, ac
Lingue fevera.

HorarT.

Wispom ! if thy foft controul
O Can footh the ficknefs of the foul,
Can bid the warring paffions ceafe,
And breathe the calm of tender peace,

Wispom ! I blefs thy gentle fway,

And ever, ever will obey.

But if thou com’ft with frown auftere
To nurfe the brood of care and fear;
T'o bid our {weeteft paflions die,

And leave us in their room a figh ;
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O if thine afpeét fern have power

To wither each poor tranfient flower

That cheers this pilgrimage of woe,

And dry the fprings whence hope fhould flow ;
Wispowm, thine empire I difclaim, |
Thou empty boaft of pompous name !

In gloomy fhade of cloifters dwell.

But never haunt my cheerful cell.

Hail to pleafure’s frolic train !

Hail to fancy’s golden reign !

Feftive mirth, and laughter wild,

Free and fportful as the child!

Hope with eager fparkling eyes,

And eafy faith, and fond furprife!

Let thefe, in fairy colours dreft,

Forever fhare my carelels breaft :

Then, tho’ wife I may not be,

'The wife themfelves fhall envy me.




