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All the 111 Fate that threatens him oppofe ;
Confound the Forces of His Foreign Foes,
And Treacherous Friends lefs generous then thofe ;

May Heaven fuccefs toall his Ations give,
And long, and Zar:g, and long, let WILLIAM live,

_—

The Vanity of the World,
In 2 Poem to the Athenians.

Hat if ferenely bleft with Calms I fivans
Paltolus ! in thy golden Sanded Sfiream?
Not all the wealth that lavifb Chance cou’d give
My foul from Death cou’d one fbort Hour reprieve,
When from my Heart the wandring Life muft move
No Cordial all my ufelefs Gold cou’d prove.
What the I ptang’d in FJoys fo deep and wide,
"Twou’d tire my Thoughts t0 reach the diftant fide,
Fancy it felf *twou’d tire to Plumb the Abyfs,
If 1for an uncertain Leafe of this

Sold the fair hopes of am eternal blifs?
C . What



34 Poem.f on feveral Occafrons.

What if invefted with the Royal State
Of dazling | Queens, ador’'d by Kjngs 1 [ar?
Tet when my trembling Soul’s diflodg’d wou’d be
No Room of State within the Grave for me.
What if my Youth, inWits and Beautys bloom
Shou'd promife many a flatt’ring Tear to come:
Tho® Death (how’d pafs the beauteous Flowrifber;
Advancing T ime wou’d all its Glory marr.
What if the Mufes loudly [ang my Faﬁf,
The barren Mountsins ecchoizug with my Name?
A envions puff might blaft the rifing Pride.
And all its bright confpicuons Luftre hide.
If ke my Relicks Monuments they raife
And fill the World with Flattery, or with Praife;
What wou’d they all avail, if fink I muff,
My Soul to endlefs fbades, my Body to the duft ?

The



