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The Reflection,

X X 7 Here gilde my thoughts, rafb inclinations itsy,
And let me think what’tis you fool away,
Stay ereitbe t_é late, yet {tay and takc,
A [bort review of the great prize at ﬁ:ltf,
Oh ! ftupid folly ’tis eternal Joy, 1
That I’m about to barter for a tey ; - i
Itis my God oh dreadful hazard where, -~ - |
Shall I again the boundlefs lofs repair !
It is my Sox/a Soul that coftthe bleod, \
And painful agonies ofan humbled God,
Oh bleft occafion made me fay to think,
Ere Iwas hurri’doff the dangerons brink,
Should T have took the charming venom in,
And cop’d with all thefe terrors for a [in,
How equal had my condemnation been ?
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