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A SaTire In the Manner of Persius, 1n a
Dialogue between ArTicus and EucEenTro.

By the late Jlord HE R VEY.

ATTICUS.
'%”X HY wears my penfive friend that gloomy brow ?
Say, whente proceeds th’ imaginary woe ?
What profp’rous viilain haft thou met to-day?
Or hath afli¢ted Virtue crofs’d thy way 2
Is it fome crime unpunifh»d you deplore,
Or right fubverted by injurious Power ¢
Be this or that the caufe, ’tis wifely done
'T'o make the'forrows of mankind your own:
To fee the injur’d pleading unredrefs’d,
The proud exalted, and the meek opprefs’d,
Can hurt thy health, and rob thee of thy reft.
Your cares are in a hopeful way to ceafe,
If you muft find perfeétion to find peace.
But reck thy malice, vent thy ftifled rage,
Inveigh againft the times and lafth the age. ——
Perhaps juft recent from the court you come,
O’er public ills to ruminate at home :
Say, which of all the wretches thou hait {een
Hath thrown a morfel to thy hungry fpleen?
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