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THE
REVERSE;

ON THE

View of fome of my Friends re-
maining Comforts.

L; i
— I YHUS Nature tun'd her Mournful Tongue,
Tull Grace lift up her Head,

Revers'd the Sorrow and the Seng,
And fimiling thus the faid.
' 1L
Were kindred Spirits born for Cares ?
Muft every Grief be mine? ,
Is there a Sympathy in Tears,
And Joys refufe to Joyn 2

L
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IIL
Forbid it Heav'n, and raife my Love,
~ And make our Joys thefame :
- So Blifs and Friendfhip joyn’d above
Mix an Immortal F lame.
I'V.
Sorrows are loft in vaft Delight
That Brightens all the Soul,
As Deluges of dawning Lighg:'
O'rewhelm the Dusky Pole.
V.
- Pleafures 1n long Succeffion reign
And all my Powers Imploy :
Friendfhipbut fhifts the pleafing Scene,
And frefh repeats the Joy. -
VI
Life has a foft and filver Thread,
Norisit drawn too long,
Yet when my vafter Hopes perfwade
I'me willing to be gone.
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. ' VIL |
Faft as ye pleafe roll down the Hill,
And haft away, my Years;

Or I can wait my Father's Will,

And dwell beneath the Spheres. |
VIIL

Rife gloriousevery fut@re Sun,

And bright be all my Days,

Till Death that brighteft Moment come
With well-diftinguifh’t Rays. .




