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Xook now on the other side, and behold, in that

vale orershadowed with trees, and hid from the sight
of men, the habitation of sorrow.
Her bosom heaveth with sighs, her mouth is filled

.

with lamentation, she delighteih to dwell on the aub-

I
ject of human misery.

She looketh on the common accidents of life, and
weepeth

;
the weakness und wickedness of man is the

theme of her lipg.

All nature to her teemoth with evil; every olject
fihe seeth is tinged with the gloom of her own mind,
and the voice of complaint saddeneth her dwellinff
aaj and night.

^

Come not near her cell; her breath is contagious:
she will blast the fruits and wither the flowers that
adorn and sweeten the garden of life

In aroiding the house of joy let not thy feet betray
thee to the borders of this dismal mansion

; hut pursue
With care the middle path, which shall lead thee by a
gentle ascent to the bower of tranquillity

With her dwelleth peace, with her dwelleth safety
and contentment Sbe h cheerful, bat not gay she
IS serious, but not grave: she vieweth the joys' and
Borrows of life with an ^ua\ and steady eye.
Hence, as from an eminence, shalt thou behold the

folly and misery of those, who, either led by the gaiety
of their hearts, take up their abode with the coml
panionsof jolliry and riotous mirth; or. infected by
.gloominess and melancholy, spend all their dnys in
OompI iningofthewoesand ca'amiUps of hp^_ ,:r.

,Thou Shalt view them both with

txjttti till

X)f their ways shall keep thy f.et from

pity, and the errof

straying.


