
Wants of Man

't Man wants but little here below,

Nor wanls thsl liltle long."

'Tis not with me exactly so;

But 'tis so i the song.

My wants are nany and" if nld,
l(ould muster many a score;

And were each wish a mint of gold,

I still shoald long for nore.

Whtt Jirst I wanl is daily brcqd-

A d canvss - backs - a d wine

And all the realns of nqture spresd

Before ne, when I dine,

Four counes scarcely cm provide

M! dppetite to quell;

lVith four choice cooks from France buide,

To dress my dinner well.

lfhat next I h)ant st pfincely cost,

Is elegant attbe:

Blach sable furc for winter's frosN
Awl silks for summer's lire,
And Cashmue shwls, und Brussels lace

M! bosom's fro tto deck-

And dimnnd rings my haruls to grace,

And rubies for ny neclc

I $,a t (who does not vmt?) a wife -
Atfectionate and fair;
To solrce all the wou of life,

And all its joys to share

Of tenper swut, of yielding will,
Offrm, yet phc l mind-

l{ith I my faults n love ne still
lnth sentinent refined"

And n Time's car incessant runs,

And Forttnefills ny store,

I wmt of thughten and of sons

From eight to half a score,

John Quincy Adams (1767-1848)

I wnnt (alas! Can mofial d!rc
Such bliss on earth to uave?)

That allthe g ls be chaste s fair,
The boys all wise arul brue.

I want a wamt and faithful friend,
To cheer the adverce hour;

Who ne'er to lhlter will desced,

Nor befid the hnee to power -
A friend to chide me when I'n wrong,

My inmost soul to see;

ANI that ny ftiendship prove rc strong

For him as his for me,

I want the seab of power md place,

The ensigns of comnand;

Charged by the People's unbought gruce

To rulemy n ive land

Nor crown nor scepter would I ask

But ftom my counfr!'s trill,
B! ddy, by night to ply the task

Her cup of bliss to lulL

I want the voice of honest praise

To lollow ne behind,

Ard to be thought in futurc days

The lriend of hunan kind"

That dfier ryes, as they fise,

Exulting may pruclain

In chorul u ion to the shies

Their blnsings on my name

These arc the Wan$ of morTal Man-
I camot wrnt them long,

For life itself is but t span,

And earthly bliss - a song.

My last geat t)ant - absorbing all -
Is, when beneath the sod,

And sunnoned to my final call,

The Mercy of My God"
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