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MerroMENE : or, The Melancholy.
————— Reafon thus with Life ;
If I do lofe thee, T'do lofe a thing,
That none but foals wwould wweep.
Suakese. Meaf. for Meaf.,

FFSPRING of folly and of noife,
Fantaftick train of airy joys,

Ceafe, ceafe your vain delufive lore,

And tempt my ferious thoughts no more.

O 4 Ye
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Ye horrid forms, ye gloomy throng,

Who hear the bird of midnight’s fong 3

Thou too, Desparr, pale {pectre, come,

From the {elf-murd’rer’s haunted tomb,

‘While fad MeLromENE relates,
How we're afllicted by the fates.

What’s all this wifli’d-for empire, Life ?

A {cene of mis’ry, care, and ftrife ;
3

And make the moft, that’s all we have,

Betwixt the cradle and the grave.
The being is not worth the charge,
jehold the eftimate at large.

Our youth is filly, idle, vain;
Our age is full of care and pain ;
From wealth accrues anxiety ;
Contempt and want from poverty ;
What trouble bufinefs has in ftore!
How idlenefs fatigues us more !
To reafon, th’ ignorant are blind ;
The learned!s eyes are too refin’d ;
Each wit deems every wit his fce,_,
Each fool is naturally {o;

And ev'ry rank and'ev’ry ftation
Meet juftly with difapprobation.
Say, man, is this the boafted ftate,
Where all is-pleafant, all is great?
Alas ! another face you'll fee,

Take off the vail of vanity.
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Is aught in pleafure, aught in pow’r,
Has wifdom any gift in ftore,
To make thee ftay a fingle hour ?

Tell me, ye ymlthf'u], who approve
Th intoxicating fweets of love,
What endlefs namelefs throbs arife,
What heart-felt anguifh and what fighs,
When jealoufy has gnaw’d the root,
Whence love’s united branches fhoot.
Or grant that Hymen lights his torch,
To lead you to the nuptial porch,
Behold ! the long’d-for rapture o'er!
Defire begins to lofe its pow'r,

Then cold indifference takes place,
Fruition alters quite the cafe ;

And what before was extafy,

Is fearcely now civility.

Your children bring a fecond care,

If childlefs, then you want an heir ;

So that in both alike you find

The fame perplexity of mind.

Do pow’r or wealth more comfort own ?

Behold yon pageant on a throne,

Where filken {warms of flattery

Obfequious wait his alking eye.

But view within his tortur’d breaft,

No more the downy feat of reft,

Sufpicion




Sufpicion cafts her poifon’d dart,

And Guilt, that fcarpion, ftings his heart,
Will knowledge give us happinefs ¢

In that, alas! we know there’s lefs,

For every pang of mental woe

Springs from the faculty, to Azouc.
Hark ! at the death-betok’ning knell

Of yonder doleful paffing-bell,

Perhaps a friend, a father’s dead,

Or the lov'd partner of thy bed!

Perhaps thy only fon lies there,

Breathlefs upon the {able hier !

Say, what can eafe the prefent grief;

Can former joys afford relief ?

Thofe former joys remember’d fill,

The more augment the recent ill,

And where you feck for comfort, gain

Additional increafe of pain,

‘What woes from mortal ills accrue !

And what from natural enfue !

Difeafe and cafualty attend

Qur footfteps to the journey’s end ;

‘The cold catarrh, the gout and ftone,

The dropfy, jaundice, join’d in one,

The raving fever’s inward heat,

The pale confumption’s fatal {iveat,

And thoufand mare diftempers roam,

To drag us to th’ eternal home,

And
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