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IV.
Celeftial flamesare fcarce more bright,
Than thofe your worth infpires,
So Angelslove and fo they burn.
y In juft fuch holy fires. |
V.
Then let’s my dear Celinde thus
Bleft in our felves contemn -
The treacherous and deluding Arts;’
Ofthofe bafe things call'd men. . .. 1+ =
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Thoughts on Death.
" : I ' .
’m almoft tothe fatalperiod. come,

- My forward Glafs has well nigh runitslaft ,
E’re a fewmoments, 1 {hall hear that doom
Which ne’re will be recall’d, when once tis paft.

II. Me-
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II. }
Methinks ¥-have Eternityin view,
And dread to reach the edges of the fhore,
Nor doth the pro/pec?, the lefs difmal thew,
For all the thos[ands that have lanch’d before.

IT1.
Why weep my friends, what is their lofs to mmc,

I have butone poor danéa*ﬁ-a! ftake to throw,
And with « dying prayer my hopes refign,
If that beloft, I’'mloft forever too.
v.
”T'1s notthe painfulagonies of Death,
Nor all the gloomy horrors of the Grave ;
Were that the worft, unmov’d I'de yield my breath
And witha fmile the King of Terrors brave.
V. |
But there’s an after day,’t1s that I fear :
Oh, who fhall hide me from that angey brow ;.
Already I the dreadful accents hear, -
Depart from me, and that for ever too.
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