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Firft, then, Améition fummon to the Bar.
Ambition’s Shame; Extravagance, Difguft;
And inextinguif bable Natuve; fpeak,

Fach much depofes; hear them in their Turn,
1

"Thy Soul, how paflionately fond of Fame?
How anxious, that fond Paflion to. conceal!
We blufh, dete&ted in Defigns on Praife;
tho’ for beft Degds, a‘nd from the beft of Meti ;'
and why 2 Becaufe Immortal. At divine
has made the Body Tutor to the Soul;

Heav’n kindly gives our Blood a mora/ Flow;
bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, and there
upbraid that little Heart’s ingl_oriou§ Aim,
which ftoops to court a Charaéter from Mains
While o’er us, in tremendous Judgment fit

far more than Man, with exdlefs Praife, and Blame.

Ambitior®s boundlefs Appesite out-fpeaks
the Verdi& of its Shame, When Souls take Fire

at high Prefumptions of their own Defert,

One Age is poor Applaufe; the mighty Shout,
the Thunder by the living Few begun;

Jate Time muft echo ; Worlds unborn, refound,
We wiflh our Names ezernally to live;

Wild Dream! which ne’er had haunted human Thou ght,

had
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