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ADDRESSED TO SLEEP,

S

Dzscenn, Tweet Sleep, mine eyelids clofe “:

With peace-reftoring balm ;.
*T1s thou ajone can’ft heal my woes,
And lull me to a calm. -

Come then on Fancy’s amry. wing
With all thy pleafing train,

Thy kind delufions with thee bring,
And lull my aching bram,

But why fa oft muit I in vain
Invoke thy fov’reign power ?
Say, cruel, why doft thou difdain

On me thy blifs to fhower ? -

Freely
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Freely by Heav'n on all thou'rt thed,

The grft all 'nature fhares,
Why then from me fo diftant fled ?
Ah ! why not hear my pray'r?

Why, like the felfifh and the vain,
Thus deaf to farrow’s cry,

Court nane but Pleafure’s {miling train,
And fhun the weeping eye ?

Did wicked thoughts within my breaft
- A welcome harbour meet,’
Did I, when lying down to reft,

Plot or contrive deceit,

Then could 1 not prefume to find
Remiffion of my grief;

For whither can a guilty mind
Refort for its relief ? .

But
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But foft ! fure ’twas a voice that faid=—

¢« Stop! thy rebukes are vain;
“ Man by his Maker firft was made

 Exempt from grief or pain,”




