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Too happy rival dwell not there

To rack my heart with jealous care,
But gnit the bleft abode, tho’ loth,
And quickly pafling, eafe us both.
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SueErrock upon Death.

R{.E Iftaken fair, lay Sherlock by,
His doftrine 1s deceiving ;

For whil{t he teaches us to die,

T

He cheats us of our iiving.

To die’s a leflon we fhall know
Too foon without a mafteg;
Then let us only ftudy now

How may we live the fafter.,

To live’s to love, to blefs, be bleft
With mutual inclination ;

Share then my ardour in your breaft,
And kindly meet my paffion.

But 1f thus blefs’d I may not live,
And pity you deny,

To me at lealt your Sherlock give,

>T1s I muft learn to die.




