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i
:Iil‘, 1l e as Man’s own Choice, (Controuler of the Skies! )
I o
as Man’s defpotic Will, perhaps one Hour,

{0 how Omnipotent is Time!) decrees;

Should not each Wasrning give a ftrong Alarm?

|
il ?1 Warning, far lefs_than that of Bofom torn
ti i from Bofom, bleeding o'er the facred Dead!
“ Should not each Dial firike us as we pafs,
portentous, as the written Wall, which ftruck,

o’er midnight Bowls, the proud Affiian pale,

| ere-while high-flufht with Infolence and Wine?
1 ' i Like That, the Dial {peaks; and points to thee,
L.oreENzo! loth to break the Banquer up.

{ { ‘ i «Q Man, thy Kingdom is departing from thee;

| *and, while it lafts, is emptier than my Shade;,,

o Its filent Language fuch nor need’ft thou call

: I}’ thy Magi, to decypher what it means.
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy Walls:
| doft afk , How? Whence? Belfhazzar-like, amaz’d?

i Man’s Make inclofes the fure Seeds of Death;
H l Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate! he thrives
r on her own Meal, and then his Nurfe devours,

But, here, Lo RE N z 0, the Delufion lies.

That Selar _S/mdow , as it meafures Life,

it Life




