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it Life refembles too: Life fpecds away

from Point to Point, tho’ feeming to ftand ftill.

The cunning Fugitive is {wift by fiealth:

too fubtle is the Movement to be feen;

yet foon Man’s Hour is up, and we are gone.

Waraings point out our Danger; Guomons, Time:
as thefe are ufelefs when the Sun is fet;

{o thefe, but when more glorious' Reafin (hines,
Reafon hould judge in all; in Reafon’s Eye,
that Sedentary Shadow travels hard.

But fuch our Gravitation to the Wrong,

{o prone our Hearts to whifper what we wifh,
’tis later with the Wife, than he’s aware;

a Wilmington goes {lower than the Sun;

and all Mankind miftake their Time of Day
ev’n Age itfelf.  Frefh Hopes are howrly fown
in furrow’d Brows. So gentle Life’s Defcent,
we {hut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain,

We take fair Days in Winter, for the Spring ;
and turn our Bleffings into Bane. Since oft
Man muft compate that Age He cannot feel >
he fearce believes He’s older for his Years.
Thus, at Lifc’s lateft Eve, we keep in Store
one Difappuintment fure, to crown the Reft;

the Difappointment of a promis’d Hour,




