
444 THE AOLUPTUARY

But when it falls upon a fcllow-m»n

Let kindliness control it ; and refrain

From that belittling censure that springs forih

From common lips like weeds from marshy soil.
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THE VOLUPTUARY

OH, I am sick of love reciprocated,

Of hopes fulfilled, ambitions gratified.

Life holds no thing to be anticipated,

And I am sad from being satiificd.

The eager joy fell clin' ; \g up a mountain

Has left me now the ghest point is gained.

The crystal spray that fell from Fame's fair fountain

Was sweeter than the waters were when drained.

The gilded apple which the world calls pleasure.

And which I purchased with my youth and strength,

Pleased me a mom.nt. Bat the empty treasure

Lost all its lustre, and grew dim at length.

And love, all glowing with a golden glory,

Delighted me a season with its tale.

It pleased the longest, but at last the story,

So oft repeated, to my heart grew stale.


