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L
LL is vexation! faid the fapient king,

A Vexation all, and vanity and wo!

And yet, does man, that bufy, reftlefs thing,

Receive the leflon, and his toils forego ?
. Ah! deaf to all the [age and prophet taught,

Still in this darkfome maze he gropes along,

Still feeks the wealth or power his fathers fought,
And opes his greedy ear to Pleafure’s dangerous fong.

B _ 1L Behold



2 E]?WARD;

1L
‘Behold the firipling bounding up the hill,
Each fcene attradive, every obje& new:
Impatient hopes his fwelling bofom fill,
As the wide prufpe& opens to his view.
Scon on fome flowery bank his eye he bends,
Or ﬂ:atclxyt:mplc glittering from on high,
While, as he Ifaints, defire new vigour lends,

And to the chofen {pot the wanderer feems to fly.

III,
But when the chofen fpot at length he glains,
Its flowers are faded, and its beauty gone; .
A brighter obje& now his eye detains,
' Which fill, through frefh obftru&ions, draws him on.
Thus, haplefs wretch! as wavering fancy calls,
He feeks a charm that flies as he purfues;
Till fpiritlefs, exhaufted, down he falls,
And foon his clofing eyes the varied landfcape lofe.

1Iv. 0Ol
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Iv.

O | when fhall Wifdom’s voice be heard indeed ?

When thall weak man his folid intereft own ?

When, at the cry of want, fhall Avarice bleed ?

And red Ambition caft his honours down ?

When fhall the fhriek of pain, the moan of wo,

Be changed to notes of joy and heavenly lay ?—

—When yonder orbs of light fhall ceafe to glow,
This mighty globe diffolve, and all things pafs away.

V.
Till then, O Pilgrim fad ! thy courfe purfue;
- Let Patience arm thee, and Religion lead ;
Though rough the path, and dreary be the view,
Behold at length the never-failing meed |
Nor think that thou alone expofed to pain,.
Art doomed to tread a folitary road ;.
See multitudes {uperior ills fuftain,
With kecner anguith groan, and bend with. heavier load !

B 2 VI. And
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VI
And thou, whofe verfe a brother’s wots would tell,
With gratitude frrvey thy better ftate ;
From thy faint heart thofe reftlcfs thoughts cxpel,
Which oft have led thee to deplore thy fate:
Thy nerves of ﬁ;g;lrt, in early youth decayed,
Beyond the power of medicine to reftore,
Lent ta thy twilling fearch a feeble aid,
Juft thewed fair Learning’s book, and bade thee read nomore.

Vil

What thcl)ugh to narrow, narrow bounds confined,:
Thy knowledge fcarce the fchool-imys lore outweighs,
While, hating ignorance, thy captive mind
Swells with the thirft of fame, -the love of praife ;
What though the lone, dull mements flowly move,
When loft in helplefs indolence you fit,
Yet can you join the chofen friend you love,

The fage difcourfe partake, or gay, eolloquial wit.

VIII. What




o, THE CURATE. 5

VIIL
What though, too-oft, for thec fome friendly eye
Muft trace the page thou rarcly canft perult ;.
What though fome friendly hand muft oft fupply
The pen, obedient to th’ infpiring mufe;
" Yet canft thou view the ** human face divin-c,"
The bluthing flower, the funny landfcape bright ;
.Of Nature’s copious volume all is thine, ‘

Earth and her boundlefls ftore, and heaven’s creative light.

IX.
Then mourn no more~be chearful and be wife—
AvLL-seeiNG Provibence dire@s the whole;
Kind when he gives, and kind when he denies,
Friend, Father, Lord of every living foul !
By His decree the Afian defpot reigns
O’er millions 'waiting -the decifive nod ;
Nor 1eﬁi the proﬁraﬁ flave x1s hand fuftainse—

No fingle fparrow falls without the cuarpian Gob.

X. Once
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Oxce on a fertile, but fequeftered fpot,

Where. Svowpen’s top divides the labouring cloud,

A veteran raifed his folitary cot,

A welcome refuge from th” obtruding crowd,

Pious he'was, though bred to martial rage,

A fcholar too, though war had been his trade;

For well he fcanned great Homer’s genuine page,

And, Render good for ill, his rule of life he made.

Xl
Vigorous and rugged was his outward form,
And Indian funs had dyed his vifage red,
Yet was his heart with human kindnefs warm,
At fight of want or wo his bofom bled.
Soft was his language and his manners bland,
No flight offences waked his flumbering ire ;
But when Oppreflion raifed its griping hand,
Pale grew his quivering lip, his eye emitted fire.
XII. When



