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A Thoughts Delay is Ruine here,
A Clofing Eye, a Gafping Breath
Shuts up the Golden Scene ia Death,
And drowns you in Defpair.

TO

Mr. Wz//mm B/acéboum

Life flies too faft to be
Wafted

RQua tegit canas modo Bruma valles
Sole vicinos jaculante montes
Deteget rurfum———  Calimir. le 2. Od. 2,

I.
\ /A ARK how it Snows lhow faft the Vally fills?
M And the fweetGroves the hoary Garment wear;
Yet the Warm Sui-Beams bounding from the Hills
Shall melt the Vail away,and the young Green appear:
But
\
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IT. |
But when Old Age has drop’t upon your Head
Her Silver Froft, there’s no returning Sun 3
Swift rolls our Autumn, f{wift our Summer’s fled,

When Youth, and Love, and Spring, and Golden
- Joys are gone.

I1L
Then Cold, and Winter, and your Aged Snow
Stick faft upon you ;3 not the rich Array,
Nor the Green Garland, nor the Rofy Bough

Shall cancel or conceal the Melancholy Gray,
FV. e
The Chafe of Pleafure is not worth the Pains,

 While the Bright Sands of Health run wafting down 3
And Honour calls you from the fofter Scenes

To {1l the gaudy Hour for Ages of Renown.
V.
- *Tis but one Youth and fhort that we can have,
And oene Old Age diffolves our feeble Frame 5
- But there’s a Heavenly Art t’ elude the Grave,
~ And with the Heroe-Race Immortal Kindred claim.
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VI

The Man that has his Countries Sacred T'ears
Todrop upon his Herfe, has liv'd his Day :

Thus, BLACKBOURN, we fhould leave our

Names our Heirsy
Old Time and waning Moons fweep all the reft

away.

T O

Mr. Robert Atwood.

THE

ngdom of the Wife Man.

P AR ol

Stretch hisDominion,while a hundred Towns

Crouch’d to the Vidtor : But a ftéady Soul
Stands

! I VHE rifing Year beheld th’ Imperious Gau/



