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propriety of lookiog on the sceaes of our own day, as strangers to
our 5% <hould ludi, wey .3+ 1,0 be sppreciated—for, suppose
such a character as the mizer’s to be berore un'nown, and what a
miracle of miscrable eccentricity and folly will st ppoaa. ty
abstract examination of its picture.

False pleasure is the next tlang introduced, the foilviving lines
bring the siren pouainently forward.

¢ A dress of gaudy hue looscly attired

IHer loveliness s her air and manner frauk;

And seeming free of all disguize s her song
Enchanting ; and her words, which sweetly dropped, *
As houney frem the comb, most large of promise,
Still prophesying days of naw delight,

And rapturous nights of undecaying joy ;

and in hur hand, where’er she went, she held

A radiant cup that scomed of nectar full ;

And by her side, danced fair, delusive Hope.

The fool pursued, enamoured ; and the wise
Fxperienced man, who reasoncd much and thought,
Wags sometimes seen laying his wisdom down,

And vying with the stripling in the chase.”

The three concluding lines of this y.assage, contain o very spiri-
ted little caricature. Grey-beard vying with a boy in a race
eftcr pleasure—-the difference between the rivals in appearance
and gait, their relative fitness for the prize which each hae in
view, and their mutual foliy, all help on a moment’s consideration
to finish this little exquisite picture, the fidelity of which is too
well attested by experience. The disgustingly diseased nature of
false pleasure is strongly told, ¢ her haunts” are thus pictorally
described.

“Many her haunts. Thou might'st have seen her now -
With indolence, lolling on the mid-day couch,

And whispering drowsy words ; and now at dawn,
Loudly and rougb, joining the sylvan horn;

Or sauntering ia the patrk, and to the tale

Of slander giving ear ; or sitting fierce,

Rude, blasphemous, malicious, raving, mad,

Where foctune to the fickle die was bound.

¢ But chielshe loved the scene of deep debaueh,
‘Where revelry, and dance, and frantic song,
Disturbed the sleep of honest men ; and where
The drunkard sat, she entered in, well pleased,
With, eye brimful of wanton mirthfulness,
And urged him still to fill apother cup.”

Solomon’s description of her  whose guests are in hell” are
then paraphrased, as another variety of false pleasure.

¢t She wove the winding-sheet of souls, and laid
Them in the urn of everlasting deatlr. .



