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at once; and make a Refuge of the Grave.

How groaning Houfpitals eje& their Dead!

What Numbers groan for {ad Admiflion there!
What Numbers, once in Fortune’s Lap high- fed,
folicit the cold Hand of Charity!

to {hock us more, folicit it in vain!

Ye filken Sons of Pleafure! fince in Pains

you rue more modifh Vifits, vifit bere,
and breathe from your Debauch: Give, and reduce
Suzfeit’s Dominion o’er you: but fo great

your Impudence, you blulh at what is Right!

Happy! did Sorrow feize on fuch alone.
Not Pradence can defend, or Virtne fave;
Difeafe invades the chafteft Temperance;
and Punifhment the Guiltle(s; and Alarm
thro’ thickeft Shades , purfues the fond of Peace.
Man’s Caution often into Danger turns,
and his Guard falling, crufhes him to Death.
Not Happinefs itlelf makes good her Names
cur very Wifhes give us not our Wifh.

How diftant oft the Thing we doat on moft,
from that for which we doat, Feliciry?

The finootheft Courfe of Nature has its Pains;
and ¢ruefl Friends, thro’ Ervor, wound our Reft,
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