THE CANDIDATE.

Yet, if the inward workings of my foul
Deceive me not, I fhall attain the goal,
And Envy fhall behold, in triumph rais’d,

‘The Poet praifing, and the Patron prais’d.
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‘What Patron fhall I chufe? fhall public voice,
Or private knowledge influence my choice?
Shall I prefer the grand retreat of Stows,

Or, {ecking Patriots, to friend WiLpman’s go ?

‘To WiLpMAN’s, cried DrscreTion (who had heard
Clofe-ftanding at my elbow, ev’ry word)
To WiLpman’s! art Thou mad? can’ft Thou be fure
One moment there to have thy head fecure ?
Are they not All (let obfervation tell)
All mark’d in Charaéters as black as Hell,
In Doom/[day book by Minifters fet down,
Who ftile their pride the honour of the crown ?
Make no reply---let Reafon ftand aloof-—
Prefumptions here muft pafs as folemn proof,
That fettled Faith, that Love which ever fprings
In the beft Subjects, for the beft of Kings,
Muft not be meafur’d now, by what Men think,

Or fay, or do---by what They cat, aiid drink,
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