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But this foe was-one you took for g frieng,
And O yoy scorn’d those who counseld he woplg rend ;
You lookeq to b smiling face—yoy was beguijl’d !

" You Joy’d.in his Spariding Wite—yoy was a child !

Stinging like adder, and like snake he’s biten, A .
o t'requenters, then, of &in-shops, come and see,

From Edwarg Wild’s sad case, how foolish are ye, _

The landlord e'ep did give him hijg very best, -
And now yoy see it’s sent him o his long rest,

"Twas pleasant and cheery to sit by ¢, fire,

" And drink, none forbidding, just a5 you desire,

He's not brityq from mischier by glitter ang show ;
The tears of the weak never move hig regard, o
Nor griefs of the wretched hig onset retard,




