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THE VILLAIN's SOLILOQUY.

THICI{ gath’ring forrow crouds around my heart,

Guilt ftings my foul with many a deadly dart;
O'! that I never, never, had betray’d,

Or prov’d the ruin of an artlefs maid.

Why did I all her rifing charms eclipfe,

Or breath a fulph’rous vapour on her lips ?

Ye fmiling fair of Edin’, hate my fight,

For I, accurs’d, fhall hate the dawning light.
Oh! I’ve undone the faireft of your train,

And ruin’d Jessie ne’er fhall fmile again!

~ But fince on earth no punifhment is giv'n

I’ll go and dare the punithments of Heav’n !
To Heaven did 1 {ay; no, no, to hell;

For crimes far lefs than mine the angels fell.
I’ll face hell’s flames, and never heave a figh ;
And on my graveé let this infcription lie,

HERE ROTS A VILLAIN.
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