THE CANDID AR E;

When Scots, ot {laves to Scotfmen {teer’d the helm,
‘When Peace, inglorious Peace, difgrac’d the realm,
Diftruft, and gen’ral difcontent prevail’d;

But when (he beft knows why) his {pirits fail’d,
When, with a fudden panic firuck, he fled,

Sneak’d out of pow’r, and hid his recreant head;
‘When, like a Mars (fear order’d to retreat)

We faw Thee nimbly vault into his feat,

Into the feat of pow’r, at one bold leap,

A perfe& Connoiffeur in Statemanthip

When, like another MacuiavEL, we {aw

Thy fingers twifting, and untwifting law,

Straining, Where godlike Reafon bade, and where
She warranted thy Mercy, pleas’d to fpare,

Saw Thee refolv’d, and fix’d (come what, come might)
To do thy God, thy King, thy Country right;

All things were chang’d, fufpence remain’d no more,
Certainty reign’d where doubt had reign’d before.
All fele thy virtuss, and all knew their ule,

‘What Virtues fuch as thine muft needs praduce.

Thy foes (for Honour ever meets with foes)

T'oo mean to praife, too fearful to-oppofe,.



