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And with all transports that immortal be.
Fold her, good Time, from my rernembrance, C/
0, this is -bitterest mortality,

That living-heart of love should be the urn
Where lie the ashes of our joys that turn

To bitterness, and all our lives o'erAow
Till dearest love be grown a hateful woe;_
My suri of youth has set, methinks it should.
Have set -W'ith such a splendour as had all
My sober days with mellow light imbued;
0 bitter sun of youth whose knav]»Lsh pledgeý
Of high-born hope and holy privilege
But led me undefended to my'fall,
0 lamentable day when I was born 1
What shapes are those thàt mock me with their scorn-
What trumpet-call is this within my beeast ?
1 ' am grown wise, my senses are in-creased,
it is the breath of fiends that drownà my speech,
The bellowing ofdevils as they féast,
1 am the taunt of devils, and they preach
Of death, of cursing, and of endless woe;

The lightnings of this devil-tempest show
Horrors not dreamedof

0 thou Vengeful Power,
am f rsLent, if rgerit there can be

In self a this darkest hour
0 hear me, and I pray thee pity me,


