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evn to the dearcft , as his Marble, cold.

Why are Friends ravifhr from us? °Tis to bind,
by foft Affe@ion’s Tyes, on human Hearts,

the Thought of Death, which Reafon, too fupine,
or mifemploy’d, fo rarely faftens There.

Nor Reafon, nor Affeéion, no, nor both
combin’d, can break the Witcherafts of the World.
Behold th’ inexorable Hour at hand!

Behold th* inexorable Hour forgot!

And to forget it, the chief Aim of Life,

tho’ well to ponder it, is Lifc’s ‘chief End.

Is Death, that ever threat’ning, ncer remote,

that all important, and that only fure,

(come when he will) an unexpe&ted Guefi?

Nay, tho’invited by the loudeft Calls

of blind Fnprudence, unexpeéted ftill 2

tho’ num’rous Meflengers are fent before ;

to warn his great Arrival.  What the Caufe,

the wond'rous Caufe, of this Myfterious Il1?

All Heav’n looks down aftonif'li’d at the Sight.

Is it that Lifc has fown her Foys fo thick,
we can’t thruft in a fingle Care between?
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Cares,

the Thought of Death can’t enter for the Throng?

‘Is it




