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Ap Imitatz'on Jome FRENCH

“erfes.

Elentlefs Time ! de[’cmymﬂ Pow’r

d Whﬂm Stnnc and Bral's nbey, P

Who giv't to ev’ry ﬂymg Hour
To work fome new ﬁeci}*; |
Unheard, unhceded, -and unfeen,
Thy fecret Saps prcvall,
And ruin Man, a nice Machine
By Nature formd to fail.
My Change arrives ; the Change I meet,
Before I thought it nigh.
My Spring, my Years of Pleafure fleet,
And all their Beauties dye.
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In 3gf I fearch, and only find
A poor unfruitful Gain,
Grave Wifdom ftalking {low behind,
Opprefsd with loads of Pain. = -
My Ignorance cou’'d once beguile,
And fancy’d Joys infpire; !
My Errors cherifh'd Hope to {mie; . - -
On newly-born Defire. . =g
But now Experience fhews, the Blifs
For which I fondly fought,
Not worth the longimpatient. With, - -,
And Ardour of the Thought. , ;.
My Youth mct Fortune fair asray'd, .. -, ..
(In all her Pomp fhe fhone) . - i [//
And might, perhaps, have well eflay’d
To make her Gifts my'own:
But when I faw the Bleffings how'r.
On fome unworthy Mind, "
L I left
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I left the Chace, and own'd the Pow'r
Was juftly painted blind. .

I pafs'd the Glories whkh.#mn it
The fplendid Courts of Kings,

And while the Perfons mov'd my Scorn,
I rofe to {carfr the Things.

My Manhood felt a‘vig'rous Fire
By Love encreas’d the mose ;

But Years with coming Years confpire
To break the Chains I wore,

In Weaknefs fafe, the Sex I fce |
With idle Lufte fhinc;

For what are all their-Joys to me,
Which capnot'now be mine?- - -

But hold— I feel my Gas# decreafe,
My Troubles laid to reft,

And Truths whick woii'd difturb my Peace
Arg painful Fruths at beft. '
" € Vainly
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Vainly the Time I have to roll
In fad Refleétion flies ;
Ye fondling Paffions of my Soul !

Ye fweet Deccits! arife.
I wifely change the Scene within,
To Things that usd to pleafe;
In Pain, Philafophy is Spleen,
In Health, 'tis only Eafe,
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