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Obferve his Vices, you’ll that oath difown,

And fwear that he was born for Vice alone.

Is the foft Nature of fome eafyMaid
Fond, eafy, full of faith, to be betray’d, z‘
Muft She, to Virtue loft, be loft to fame,

And He, who wrought her guilt, declare herfhame?
Is fome brave Fiiend, who, men but little known,
Deems ev’ry heart as honeft as his own,

And, free himfelf, in others fears no guile,

To be enfnar’d, and ruin’d with a {mile?

Is Law to be perverted from her courfe ?

Is abjet fraud to league with brutal force ?

Is Freedom to be crufh’d, and ev’ry fon,

Who dares maintain her caufe, to be undone?

Ts bafe Corruption, creeping thro’ the land,

To plan, and work her ruin,” underhand,

With regular approaches, fure tho’ flow?

Or muft the perifh by a fingle blow ? =
Are Kings (who truft to {ervants, and depend - . i
In fervants (fond, vain thouglit) to find a friend)

To be abus’d, and made to draw their breath

In darknefs thicker than the fhades of death?
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