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E AR thoughtlefs Crara to my ver{e attend,
Believe for once thy lover and thy friend ;
Heaven to each fex has various gifts afign’d,
And thewn an equal care of human-kind ;
Strength does to man’s imperial race belong,
To yours that beauty which {ubdues the ftrong ;
But as our ftrength when mifapply’d, 15 loft,
And what fhould fave, urges our ruin moft;
Juft fo, when beauty proftitute d lies,
Of bawds the prey, of rakes th’ abandon’d prize,

Women no more their empire can maintain,
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Nor hope, vile flaves of luft, by love to reign.
Superior charms but make their cafe the worfe,
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And what fhould be their blefling, proves their curfe
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ight, reclin’d on Cupid’s breaft,

Oh nymph! thatr
Like Pfyche, footh the God of love to reft;
Or, if ambition mov’d thee, -Jove enthral,
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Brandith his thunder, and dire&t its fall;
Survey thyfelf, contemplate ev’ry grace

Of that {weet form, of that angelic face,

Then Crara fay, were thofe delicious charms
Mednt for lewd brothels, and rude rufiians arms?
No Crara, no! that perfon, and that mind,

Were form’d by nature, and by heaven defien’d
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For nobler ends ; to thefe return, tho’ late,

Return to thefe, and fo avert thy fate.

Think Crara, think, (nor will that thought be vain)
Thy flave, thy Harrv, doom’d to drag his chain

Of love, 1ll-treated and abus’d, that he

¥rom more inglorious chains might refcue thee.

Thy drooping health reftor’d ; by his fond care,

Once more thy beauty its full luftre wear ;

Mov’d by his love, by his example taught,

Soon fhall thy foul, once more with virtue fraught,
With kind and gen’rous truth thy bofom warm,
And thy fair mind, like thy fair perfon, charm.
To virtue thus, and to thyfelf reftor’d,
By all admir’d, by one alone ador’d,

Be to thy Harry ever kind and true,

And live for him, who more than dies for you.
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*Tis my wocation, Hal! SHAKESPEAR,
OOK round the wide world each profeflion, you’ll find,
— Hath fomething difhoneft, which myft’ry they call ;
Each knave points another, at home is flark blind,
Except but his own, there’s a cheat in them all -

When tax’d with impoiture the charge he’ll evade,

And like Falftaff pretend he but lives by his trade
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