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We fteer our Courfe up thro’ the Skies,
Farewel this Barren Land :
We ken the Heavenly Shoar with longing Eyes,

There the dear Wealth of Spirits lies,
And beckoning Angels ftand.
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The Life of Souls.
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YWIFT as the Sun rolls round the Day
We haften to the Dead,

Slaves to the Wind we puff away,
And to the Ground we tread.

. "Tis Airthat lends us Life, when firft
The vital Bellows heave 5
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126 Oi'es, &e. to Ve ertue, ; .
Our Flefh We borrow of the Dut,
And when a Mothers Care has Nurft
*The Babe to Manly fize, we muft
~ With Ufury pay the Grave.
Fuleps ftill tend the dying Flame,
And Roots and Herbs play well their Game

~ To fave our finking Breath,
While G 7 B S O N brings his awful Power
To refcue the precarious Hour

From the Demands of Death.
Il

I'de have a Life to call my Qwn..
That thall depend on Heaven alone :
~* Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Sea
Mix their bafe Effences with mite,
Nor claim Dominion fo Divine

To give me leave to Be. .
e .
Sure there’s a Mind within, that réigns
O're the dull current of my Veins,
I feel the Inward Pulfe bear high g2t )
With vigorous Immortality. 3
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o Love and mefjﬁzp i 2%
# Let Earth refume the Flefh it gave,
" And Breath diffolve amongft the Winds ;
" GIBSON, the things that fear a Grave,
That I can loofe, or You can fave,
Are not akin to Minds.
1V.

We claim acquaintance with the Skies,
\

Upward our Spirits hourly rife,
And there our Thoughts Employ :

When Heaven fhall fign our Grand Releafe,
}«V e are no Strangers to the Place,

The Bufinefs, or the Joy.




