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**s, I hop’d the little heaven fhall fpare
C Of my fhort day, which flits away fo faft,
And ficknefs threats with clouds to overcaft,
In focial converfe oft with thee to fhare.

Ill-luck for me, that wayward fate fthould tear
Thee from the haven thou had’ft gain’d at I3,
Again to try the toils and dangers paft

In foreign climates, and an hefijle air :

Yet duteous to thy country’s call attend,
Which claims a portion of thy ufeful years,
And back with {peed thy courfe to Britain bend.
If, e’er again we meet, perchance fhould end
My dark’ning eve, thow’lt pay fome friendly tears,
Gratetul to him, who liv’d and dy’d thy friend,
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