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ON THE HUMAN HEART.

|

Say, for you know, ye fecret {prings
Which guide the human heart,
Whence cornes it that fuch trivial things

Give mine {o keen a {mart ?

Mine, which hath known fuch real woes,
Such real ills hath borne;

If having ftood fuch weighty blows,
Why by a touch o’erthrown ?

Thus have I feen the fturdy oak,
Which hardly desgns to bow

When the ftorm rages, by the ftroke
Of the fkarp axe laid low.

The
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The bark, which winds and waves had brav’d
On many a hoftile coatft, |
At length from foreign dangers fav’d,

In 1t’s own port 1s loft.

¥ from a friend a word I hear,
Or meet a look unkind,

Why from mine eye defcends the tear,
And why this tortur’d mind ? -

And why will thofe we love thus give
Thefe fmall, tho’ deadly; ftings ?
How fain would I no gnef receive

But what from Nature {prings !

Thofe forrows may I learn to bear, : |

And humbly kifs the rod, .
Thro’ faith and hope caft off defpair,

“And give my foul te God. -
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