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ON WHAT THE WORLD WILL SAY.

el
L

Orr all the foolith vain pretences,

That mortals ufe to cheat their {enfes,
This has the greateft {way~—

Not that, which confcience dictates right,

Tho’ clearly mark’d as day from night,
But what the World will fay.

To this, as to fome 1dol god,

Who rules us with an 1ron rod,
We facnifice each day ;

Our time, our judgment, and our eafe
Alike bow down this fhrine to pleafe

-Thro’ fear what 1t might fay.

Thus
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Thus fubjeét to 1t’s bafe control,

- We check each motion of the foul, ~
Which points to Reafon’s way,

Left, varying from the giddy throng,

We rudely fhew them they are wrong,
What would ¢hey then not fay?

While motives weak as thefe prevail,
We turn with every {hifting {ail

Of Fafhion’s pow’rful {way,
Down her impetuous tide we’re hufl’d,

Loft to each comfort 1n the world,
Thro’ fear what 1t mught fay.

Thus like {fome heedlefs bark we're toft,

Till foundering on that very coaft
Where all our treafure lay,

Deferted and forlorn e lie,

Unpitied by each ftander-by,
Nor cheer’d by what they fay.

Oh
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Oh could the World that peace beftow,

Which, courting it, we all forego,
"Our toils it well would pay;

But fince the {ad reverfe we find,

*Tis nought but madnefs e’er to mind
What fuch a World can fay.
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