
^ f^<^"- Joseph Adiiison.

And that wh,ch he ddiyhts in, must be happv !

-;;-/, - -here? This world was L'^e for

Im weary of conjectures! This must end them!
[Laying his hand on his sivord.

Thus am I doubly armed! My death and lifeMy bane and antidote, are both before me'
his m a moment, brings me to an end;

'

Hut th,s mforms me, I shall never die I

I he Soul, secured in her existence, smilesAt the drawn dagger, and defies its point!The stars sha 1 fade away, the sun himselfrrovv d.m with age. and Nature sink in years-
' ;'t thou Shalt flourish in immortal youth
-nhurt amidst the war of Elements

'

I

The wrecks of Matter, and the crush of Worlds!

What means this heaviness, that hangs upon m. >Ihs lethargy, that creeps through all my sensed"Na ure oppressed and harassed "out with'ca

"

Sink down to rest. This once. I'll favour her-That my awakened Soul may take her flight
'

Renevved in all her strength, and fresh wid. life

Wb Mans rest: Cato knows neither of them I

\

Indiffrcnt in his choice, to sleep, or die.
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