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Ocean! Thou dreadful and tumultuous Home
of Dangers, at etérnal War with Man!
Deatl’s Capital, where moft he domineers,
with all his chofen Tirrors frowning round,
(tho’ lately feafted high at *) Albion’s Coft)
wide-op’ning, and loud: roaring fill for more!
Too faithful Mirror! how doft thou refleé

the melancholy Face of human Life!

The firong Refemblance tempts me farther ftill:

end, haply, Britain may be deeper firuck
by moral Truth, in fuch a Mirror feen,
which Nature holds for ever at her Eye,

Self-flatter’d, unexperienc'd, high in Hope,
when Foung, with fanguine Chear, and Streamers gay,
we cut our Cable, launch into the World,
and fondly Dream each Wind and Star our Friend;
Al}, in fome darling Enterprize embarkt : ‘
but where is he can fathom its Event2
Amid a Multitude of artlefs Hands;

Ruin’s fure Perquifite! her lawful Prize!

Some fteer aright; but the black Blat blows hard,

,aml‘

*) Admizal Balches, &c.




