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| Bt 1f the Fogs muft damp the Flame,
. Gently, kind Death, diffolve our Frame;
? Releafe the Prifoner-Mind :
Our Souls fhall mount at thy Difcharge
- To their brlght Source, and fhine at large

{f‘? ; Nor clouded, nor confin’ d
UPON
The lemal Narrative
OF THE
Aleéhons of a2 Friend.
i 1’70"*.

OW Let my Cares all buried lie,
b | My Griefs for ever Dumb:

ﬁ Your Sotrows fwell my Meart {o high

They leéave' my own no Room.

Al | M ' Il




36X QOdes, &c. toVertue,
5 B
Sicknefs and Pains are quite forgot,
The Spleen 1t{elf 1s gone,
Plung’d in your Woes I feel them not,
Or feel themrall in One.
INL
fnfinite Grief puts Senfe to flight,

And all the Soul inv ades
So the broad Gloom of fpreadmg nght
Devours the Evening Shades.
s LV.
Thus am 1 born to be Unbleft !
This Sympathy of Wee

Drives my own Tyrants from my Brea.ﬁ |

T’ admit a Forreign Foe,
V.

Sorrows 1n long Succeflion reign 5

Their Iron Rod I feel, |
Friendfhip has only chang’d the Chain,

But I'me the Prig’ner {till.
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- Why was this Life for Mifery made ?
O Why drawn out {o long ?
Is there no room arnongﬁ the Dead?> |
Or isa Wrétch too Young > s 45
. VI1I
Move fafter on, Great Nature’s Wheel,
.. Be kind, ye rolling Powers, -
Hurl my -Days headlong down the Hil} -,
~ With undiftinguifht Hours.
VIIL
Be dusky all my rifing Suns,
- Nor {mile upon aSlave: -
- Darknefs and Death, make haft at oncs
. Tohideme in the Grave,




