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And what of life remains for
I’1l pafs in fober eafe; i
Half-pleas’d, contented will I be
Content—but half to pleafe i
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Or give, 1f I am ablé, o

1 dare not hefitate to fag; i
Tho 1 have txembled a11
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“The moon did fhine ferenely l_m'ght,
And every ftar did deck the night,
While Zephyr fann’d the trees,
No more affail’d my mind’s repofe, :
Save, that yon ftream, which murmuring flows,

Did echo to the breeze.

Enwrapt in folemn thoughts, I fate,
Revolving o’er the turns of fate,
Yet void of hope, or fear;
When lo! behold an aéry throng,
With lighteft fteps, and jocund fong,
Surpriz’d my eye and ear.

A form, fuperior to the reft,
His little voice to me addreft,
And gently thus began,
*¢ I've heard ftrange things from one of you,
“ Pray tell me if you think ’tis true,
¢ Explain it if you can.

*“ Such incenfe has perfum’d my thronel
“ Such eloquence my heart has won !
““ I think I guefs the hand ;
*“ I know her wit and beauty too,
* But why fhe fends a prayer fo new;
“* I cannot underftand,
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To light fome flames, and
*¢ To keep fome others juft alj
¢ Full oft Fam implor’d ;
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fome revwc,
ive,

¢ But, with peculiar power to pleafe,

¢ To fupplicate for nought but eafe— ‘
“¢ *Tis odd, upon my word! {48
¢ Tell her, with fruitlefs care I've {ought,

¢ And tho’ my realms, with wohdel‘s ftaughf,
¢¢ In remedies abound

« No gram of cold [ _ Tt
&c Was ever fgf éﬁ?}&td sﬂﬂ;fc" R i';...
« [n all my fairy ronni. PR T

¢ The regions of' the ﬂky I’d trace,
¢ I’d ranfack every earthly place,

¢ Each leaf, ecach herb each ﬂowm*‘,-
To mmgatq the pamgs of Fearf b
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¢ "T'would put your mind 1nto a
«¢ And {ach unequal war to wag
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¢ Suits not my rega
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dare not change a firlt decree,
he’s d ’d leafe, nor can be freC,
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¢ She’s doom d tOo p
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«¢ Such 1is the lot of Beauty!

This faid, he darted o’er the plain,
And after follow’d all his train;

No olimpfe of him I find;

But fure I am, the little {pright
Thefe words, before he took -his flight,

Imprinted on my mind.
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