that Span too {hort, we tax as tedious too;
torture Invention, all Expedients tire,

to lafh the ling’ring Moments into Speed ;

and whirl us (happy Riddance!) from ourfelves.

Arz, brainlefs Art! our furious Chariotecr
(for Natur’s Voice unftifled would recail)

drives headlong tow’rds the Precipice of Death;

Death, mofl our Dread; Death zhas more dreadful made;

O what a Riddle of Abfurdity !

Leifure is Pain; takes off our Chariot-wheels.
How heavily we drag the Load of Life!

Bleft Leifure is our Curfe; like that of Cain,

it makes us wander; wander Earth around

to fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan’d

the World beneath, we groan beneath an Hous.
We cry for Mercey to the next Amufement;
the next Amufement mortgaces our Fields;
{light Inconvenience! Prifons hardly frown,
from hateful Time if Prifons fet us fice,

Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief]

we call him cruel; Years to Moments hrink,
Ages to Years, The Telefcope is turn’d.

To Man’s falfe Optics (from his Folly falfe)
Time, in Advance, behind him hides his Wings,
and {cems to creep, decrepit with his Age.
Behold him, when paft by; what then is {cen,

but his broad Pinions {wifrer than the Winds?
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