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But now on fortune’s {welling tide
High-borne, in all the pomp of pride;
Of grandeur vain and fond of pelf,

’T'is plain, my lord, you knew yourfelf.
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Ovely fhines thy wedded fair,
Gentle as the yielding air ;
Cheering as the folar beam,
Soothing as the fountain-ftream.
Why then, jealous hufband, rail ?
All may breathe the ambient gale,
Bafk in heaven’s diffufive ray,
Drink the ftreams that pafs away.
All may fhare unlefi’ning joy,
Why then jealous, peevith boy ?
Water, air, and light confine,
Ere thou think’ft her only thine.
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f'E"" OM thought a wild profufion great:
And therefore fpent his whole eftate :
Will thinks the wealthy are ador’d,
And gleans what mifers blufh to hoard.
Their paflion, merit, fate the {ame,
They thirft and ftarve alike for fanie.
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