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i Dear S IR, .

: HE following Somg was yours when firft com-
i' os'd : “The Mzgfg then defcribed the general
Fate of Mankind, that s, to be lll-match'd: And
sow [be rejoyces that you have efcaped the common
Mifchief, and that your Soul has found its own Mate.
' Let this Ode then Congratulate you Both : Grow mu-
‘tually in move compleat Likene[s and Love 5 Petfe-

?were and be Hdpp_y : AC‘CEPI f?‘Oi’?Z the P f‘Eﬁ,Wbdt the
* Pen more privately infcribed to you.

¢ ' 1he




176 Odes, &c. to Vertue,

The Indian Philofopher.
bl § ' ,

Matches made Above;

But Broke in coming down:.

- September 3. 1701,

L.
K T HY fhould our joys transform to Pain?
Why gentle Hymen's Silken Chain

A Plague of Iron prove? _
BENDISH, ’tis ftrange the Charm that binds
Millions of Hands thould leave their Minds

At fuch a loofe.from Love.’

[T
In vain I fought the wondrous Caufe,
Rang'd the wide Fields of Natures Laws,
" And urg'd the Schools in vain 3
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Then deep in Thought, within my Breaft
My Souil retit'd, and Slumber dreft
A bright Inftructive Scene.
I1L
O'’re the broad Lands and “crofs the Tide
On Fancies Aiiy Horfe I ride, |
| (Sweet Rapture of the Mind) -
Till on the Barks of Ganges Flood
Ina tall Ancient Grove I {tood
For Sacred Ufe defign’d.
o IV.
Hard by a Verierable Prieft
" Risn with his God the Sun from Reft

Awoke his Mornig-Song ¢

- Thrice he conjui’d the Murm’ring Stedm 3
The Birth of Souls was all his Theme,
And half Divine his Tongue:
V.
% He Sang th’ Eternal rolling Flamg;
* * That Vital Mafs, that ftill the fame
# Does all our Minds compofe 3
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178 Odes, &c. to Vertue,
“ But fhap’d in twice terd thoufand Frames,
““ Thence differing Souls of d,ifferi'ng Names,
“ And Jarring Tempers rofe.
ML |
“ The mighty Power that form’d the Mind
“ One Mould for every Two defign’d,
a “ And blefs'd the New-born Pair:
« This be a Match for This, he faid, |
“ Then down he fent the Souls he made

“ To {eck them Bodies here :
VIL
¢ But parting from their warm Abode
““ They loft their Fellowson the Road,
“ And never joyn'd their Hands :
« Ah cruel Chance, and croffing Fates!
““ Qur Eaflern Souls have dropt their, Mates
““ On Europes Barbarous Lands.
VIII
“ Happy the Youth that finds the Bride
““ Whofe Birth is to his own ally'd,
“ The Sweeteft Joy of Life :
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i c But Oh the Crowds of Wretched Souls

« Fetter’d to Minds of different Moulds,

“ And chain’d t’ Eternal Strife !

, IX.
E Thus Sang the wondrous Indian Bard,
- My Soul with vaft Attention heard,
EL  While Ganges ceas’d to flow :

“ Sure then, I cry’d, might I but {ee
- “ That gentle Nymph that twinn'd with me,
| ““ T may be Happy too.
: . | X'
-« Some Courteous Angel tell me where,
“ What diftant Landsthis inknown Faiz
%‘ “ Or diffant Seas detain?

2

- % Swift as the Wheel of Nature rolls
“ ¥de fly to meet and mingle Souls,

“ And wear the Joyful Chain.
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