
104 THIE POETIO WREATH.

Yet stili we strive midst hopes and fears,
With pleasure's smiles and sorrow's tears,
And tho' our bustlingr life appears

A transient breath,
It seems possess'd of endless years

'Twixt*us and d.eath.
The poor man touls for Jaily bread-;'
By bim the rich are clothied ailid fed,
Yet life 's to them a grLeater dread,

Or idie pest,
t Their downy coucli too oft a bed

0f sleepless ,fest.
llow many a life 's an idie waste,
Its destined glory seems disg*raced,
Its vile possessor has defaced

Thedman divine,
That not a single mark is traced

0f God's-- d.esign.

IMan 's 'but a child, a èrestless boy,
lis life a game, thé world lis toy,
Hie strives for something to enjoy:1 Tho' Injoy'd before,
Tho vicions tastes and passions cloy

Hie longs for more.

i The lust for gold, the lo-ve of fame,
The, base~r Passions oft-inflame,
And blindly masks the lidnest name

0f moral worth,
WVhen life exceeds no higlier aim


