THE CANDIDATE,

#or fuch a change as this, muft Juftice {peak ;

My heart was honeft, but my head was weak.

Bigot to no one Man, or fet of Men,
FWithout one felfith view, I drew my pen;
My Country afl’d, orfeem’d to afk my aid,
Obedient to that call, T left off trade;

A fide I chofe, and on that fide-was ftrong,
’Till time hath fairly prov’d me in the wrongs
Convinc’d, I change (can any Man do more?
And have not greater Patriots chang’d before ?)
Chang’d, I at once (can any Man do lefs )
Without a fingle blufh, that change confefs,
Confefs it with a manly kind of Pride,

And quit the loofing for the winning fide,

Granting, whilft virtuous Sanpwich holds the rein,

What Bute for ages might have fought in vain,
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Hail SanpwicH---nor fhall Wirkss refentment thew

Hearing the praifes of fo brave a foe---

Hail, Saxpwich---nor, thro’ pride, fhalt Thou refufe

The grateful tribute of {o mean a Mufe----

Sanowich, Al Hail-<-when BuTe with foreign hand,

Grown wanton with ambition, fcourg’d the land,
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