o Oh God ! who knnws m:d all my woe,
. BIy bursting sighs, i nmy. 'tea

. Thmk what a cherxsh’(l foc 6 rast
-Ts Rosa’s memory in my Dreast;
. “Thinky that though every hope 1s 3 gong, . .
“ I cling to ruin and—Ilove on ™
’»Thmk, life 'of this afflicted heart) '
- * Wit anguish wrang-my s
" 'Think ! Think '-—Oh Heaven! but who cantell

Pocb Yo

that flow, o
Ol God !, O} Gad! ‘who; whalcan tell,’
If thy lmst thought on me shall dwcll?

soul to part,

. If thy least thought on me-dliall dwell®:.”

' (By thc Au!hbr of “« Asturle," &c.) I

Tve p!ungod in every wild. extreme, . 1o
.+ That youth, snd youdll'ul folly kno\vs PR
: I ve tasted decply. of the stream. -, .- %zt

That round the shrine of plca.sux'e ﬂows AR
And like the-Bee,. from flower to flower,,, .+

Sipping cach sweet, -I've wandered free ; H
Yot never found-I eirthly power, - .- B
Domesuc Love! compared to thee

: ‘cheter th:m Passian’s fever’d sxgh,y .
» Dearer, than’ Pleasure's fairy droam;
Before Theg all life’s sorrows fly, s

- Like mists before the mommg bcam
Thou only-canst-the roses fling .1, i et ,',,

‘That make life’s rugged pn&hwny blcst PR
And'scatter from: thy downy wing, .- :

That peace wluch hcals the wounded bxeast'f

It is not in the rovel Tottdymm 3
At Mirth,- or Fashion’s mxdmght shrme, L
‘Where rival beauties thronging crowd, : .
That Love dsserts.its power divinejem
Tis when the tortured frame is torn. ..,
By all the pangs Disense can give;: 5
Mid anguish, scarcely tobe borne;-
Its. sinilé éan bid thc szdl‘crer hve ]

Domcstxc Love '—-thy hand can shetl
Soft opiates o't the burning hrow e
And round the ¢ouch of sickness spread -

Those soothing hopes that checr me now foam
Ym {=-let the libertine deridd s . L

§

As priesterift, wedlock’s sxlkcn chmn,-q o

But tell me, hag he éver tried.ric -0 i
Its power, in :orrow, or in pum’ R
\

' And Thou, “ho i Tife's' summex hour,- .

- Taught my young bosom to believe & . ¢

Mnrrmge, an arbitrary: power, Lot
Invented only 10 deceive ;-




