110 THE COMPLAINT. £Tc.

What if (fince Daring on {o nice a Theme)

| 1 fhew thee Friend(hip Delicate, as Dear,
5 of tender Violations apt to die?

| ‘f Referve will wound it; and Diffruf?, deftroy.
Deliberate on all Things with thy Friend:

but fince Friends grow not thick on ev’ry Bough,

nor ev'ry Friend unrotten at the Core;

W

| | firft, on thy Friend, delib’rate with Thyfelf;

| J f; paufe, ponder, fift; not Eager in the Choice,
i nor Jealous of the Chofen; Fixing, Fix;

Judge before Friend(hip, then confide till Death. »‘.

Well, for thy Friend; but Nobler far for Thee;
;‘ ‘ . ’ how gallant Danger for Earth’s higheft Prize!

i A Friend is worth all Hazard we can run.

A1 f “Poor is the Friendlefs Mafter of a World:
‘4

« A World in Purchafe for a Friend is Gain. ¢ k

It ‘ So fung He (Angels hear that Angel fing!
It i ! Angels from Friend(hip gather Half their Joy)

1 ]‘ ; fo fung PurranNDER, as his Friend went round

in the rich Ichor, in the gen’rous Blood
of Baccuus, purple God of joyous Wit,

a Brow folute, and ever-laughing Eye.

He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his Friend;




