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T HE M.aN,"bF'-s-ORROW.

BY MR, &NEB VLl IO

H! what avails, the le‘northeniﬁg mead,
By Nature’s Lm;lcﬁ bounty fpr¢ad ;
Along the vale of Bowers! 1, - : o
Ah! what avails the darkening grove,
Or Philomel’s. m.elodlous love, -
T'hat glads the midnight hours!

For me (alas‘ the god of day

Ne’er glitters on .the hawthorn fpray, =
Nor night her coqurt brmga. s b

1 have no pleafure in the. folfi . o |

For me no vernal beauty: b}mvs. o

Nor Philomela fings.
See, howﬁ ;tl}q}lggr[gx pgafan s “{s xf" il
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y In chearful 1gnqr§-n¢e b L) g deiwr ¥4 ..5=pi{
Alike to them }hﬁgowﬂﬁ Jj sl Bl

Alike anfes every M L
By gay Confenzm Q}%’eﬁ

LY N

A

¥ #
A0 N

Yo, I




fe
i &
L
-
e

-
]
-
-~
o

b

»
P
P&k
o~
»a
L

¢ 306 )

Contént, fair daughter of the fkies,

Or gives {pontaneous, or denies,
Her choice divinely free,

She vifits oft the hamlet-cot,

When Want and Sorrow are the lot

Of Avarice and me.

But fee—or is it Fancy’s dream?
Methought a bright celeftial gleam
Shot fudden thro” the groves,
Behold, behold, in loofe array,
Euphrofyne more bright than day,
More mild than Paphian doves!

Welcome, O! welcome, Pleafure’s queen'
And fee, along the velvet green,
The jocund train advance:
With fcatter’d flowers they fill the air,
The wood-nymph’s dew-befpangled hair
Plays in the fportive dance.

Ah! baneful grant of angry heaven,

When to the feeling wretch is given
A foul alive to joy!

Joys fly with every hour away, '

And leave th’ unguarded heart a prey
To cares, that Peace deftroy,

And
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And fee, with vifionary hafte
(Teco {foon the gay delufion p’aﬁ)
Reality remains!
Defpair has feiz’d my captive foul,

And Horror drives without controul,
And flackens ftill the reins,

Ten thoufand beauties round me throng,
What beauties, fay, ye nymphs, belong
To the diftemper’d foul?
I fee the lawn of hideous dye,
The towering elm nods mifery,
With groans the waters roll.

Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes,
Ye vivid tints of Perfia’s looms,

Ye were for mifery made—
*T'was thus the Man of Sorrow {poke,
His wayward ftep then penfive took

Along th’ unhallow’d fhade.




