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4«i then my thoughts turn back to other days,

.

Till itoincf-swci't spot, and fondly cheriob'd tpO —
To youthful scenes—,whcre fancy Ktill ptwtrayi^

TI»e ganUn, grot, the «1qi, the Uiady>ew,,
Tbe^bbling brook that winds along the aiaa%
Of shrubbery and thorn—the di»iaat viaw

Of tprendilig ticIJs ;—the lambkiAs ^porting tbcrt

;

My Fatheu's khidncks and mj IIother's can I

Youths glowing hours are Minify bbun —in ai^T*
. Wtf'pausc, to count tliem and recomt ibena o'er, <

To u-aich their fleetness—'pavsing iu the wan« !

As the lone irarfncr looks on tlw sliorct

We'luuk widi trembling vision,—gaze again,-^
^Ve sleep—^we dri^am, and wake, they are no noorc-^

Xo more dt:ludc our fancy—bopelebs gone—
YdutL's glowing hours^ we call but once our own.
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Go Icpk upon the smiling infant uit ^ -^

Wliat thou /inst ijvtn^—hoyf beautiful-^—how fair-
Its rosy check— it turns aiul smiles^on tliee :

-*

Then look upon thy aged ]1arent^»—where
Tlioij may'st read, wliot thou, ere long, tiialt be ;

I'or iLere arc wrinkle*, and deep furrons there,—
And li'nch betokening; grief, and days of woe,
And locks about ihcui like theboary siM>w li

XIII.

Go to the silent tomb-^and cast thine cy«
'

^ruuud—and look upon the cold, dampeartb;
To;;ether infnnts and the aged. lie, .

In quiet, 'neath the grassy turf—no mtfdi^
Or liot, heedless laugh, or revelry.

Shall there mock thy meditations ;—a dcartK -

Of all—but silence and sad tlioughts—tliout't find ;

; Youth's sunny bc^ni 'shall brvak'oot ontly mind I

/" \ . . - . , .

^ XIV.

Tlien think not of thy youthful bour»—the ftan
Of bye.p^st-bctiies—''tis bitterness of tbougfit ;«i«

'

Kay dreaiQ not of tlicm—they were full «f.t<«ra

Of resticf. ne>s—and " hopc>« delay'd"—and fMUgbt
"With griefs, thy memory tells not of^-^and^fMn ,

Of coining woes—but look lieyond, where tttigbC
To soar, fiuiU tiiuiD^ihs o'er death's dark, col^k^
And, all immurtal, matt no tetu aball >h»d«
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