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BUT PLEASURES ARE LIKE POPPIES SPREAD: OR LIKE THE BOREALIS RACE,

YOU SEIZE THE FLONER, ITS BLOOM IS SHED; THAT FLIT ERE YOU CAN POINT THEIR PLACE;
OR LIKE THE SNOW FALLS IN THE RIVER, < ‘OR LIKE THE RAINBON'S LOVELY FORN

A NOMENT WHITE—THEN MELTS FOR EVER: EVANISHING AMID THE STORM.

THE WIND BLEW AS ‘TWAD BLAWN ITS LAST;
THE 0OR APPROACHES TAN WAUN KE: i THE RATTLIN SHOWERS R0SE oW THE LA
THAT GOR, O NICHT'S BLACK ARCH THE KEY-STANE, '\ THE SPEEDY GLEANS THE DARKNESS SWALLOWD:
THAT OREARY OGR HE MOUNTS IS BEAST IN; LOUD, DEEP, AND LANG, THE THUNDER BELLOWD:

AND SIC A NICHT HE TAKS THE ROAD N, e & THAT NICHT, A CHILD NICHT UNOERSTAND,
AS NE'ER PUR SINNER WAS ABROAD IN. 7 A THE DEIL HAD BUSINESS ON HIS HAND.





