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THE TRIALS OF VIRTUE. '

BY "T'HE"SAME,

Lac’d on the verge of Youth, my mind
Life’s opening fcene furvey’d :
1 view’d its hills of various kind,

Afli&ted and afraid.

But chief my fear the dangers mov’d, f
That Virtue’s path inclofe: I

My heart the wife purfait approv’d; ’
But O, what toils oppofe!

For fee, ah! fee, while yet her ways
With doubtful ftep I ‘tread,

A hoftile World its terrors raife,
Its fnares delufive fpread,

O! how fhall I, with heart prép_ar’d,
Thofe terrors learn to mect ?

How from the thoufand fnares to guard
My unexperienc’d feet ?
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As thus I mus’d, oppreffive Sleep
Soft o’er my temples drew

Dblivion’s veil. The watry Deep,
An objett ftrange and new,

Pefore me rofe: on the wide fhoye
Obfervant as I ftood,

The gathering ftorms around me roar,
And heave the boiling flood.

Near and more near the billows rife;
Ev’n now my fteps they lave;

And Death to my affrizhted eyes
Approach’d in every wave,

¥
Y
» B

What hope, or whither to retreat?
Each nerve at once unftrung,

Chill Fear had fetter’d fatt my feet,
And chain’d my fpeechlefs tongue:
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I feel my heart within me dié¢;
When fudden to mine ear .
A voiee defcending from on high
Reprov’d my erring fear. ..
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. “ What tho’ the fwelling furge thou fee
‘¢ Impatient to devour? ,

e Mortal, reft on Qo;{’a,d_gqeﬁ",

‘“ And thankful own his power.

Vor. I :
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¢« Know, when he bade the Deep appear;
< Thus far, th’ Almignty {aid,

¢¢ Thus far, nor farther, rage; and Here

« Let thy proud waves be ftay’d.

I heard: and lo! at once controul’d,
The waves in wild retreat

Back on themfelves relultant roll’d;
And murm’ring left my feet.

Deeps to affembling Deeps in vain
Once more the fignal gave:

The fhores the rufhing weight fuftainy
And check th’ ufurping wave.

Convinc’d, in Nature’s volume wife
The imag’d truth I read;

And fudlen from my waking eyes
Th inftru&tive Vifion fled.

Then why thus heavy, O my Soul!
Say why, diftruftful ftill,

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll
O’er fcenes of future ill. :

Let Faith fupprefs each rifing fear,
Each anxious doubt exclude :

Thy Maker’s will has plac’d thee here,
A Maker wife and good!
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e to thy every trial knows

Its juft reftraint to give,
Attentive to behold thy Woes,
And faithfal to relieve,

Then why thus heavy, O my Soul!
Say Why, diftruftful fill,

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll
O’er fcenes of future ill,

Tho’ gncfs unnumber’d throng thee round,
Still in thy God confide;

Whofe finger marks the Seas their bound,
And curbs the head.long Tide.
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