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Day sweats physicians' errors hidden by

Temperate earth; they never think the cause

May be more lucid past the thousandth cry;

Date trees he breaks inside to couch the laws,

Shines well the tabernacle key, till art

Dimm'd much by self-sufficiency, unsettles,

Declines, and is replaced by games of heart.

Untrimm'd the ground it hides some precious metals;

Fade in life, in transmigration, die.

Owest a thing to any one who steals

Shade from this your squinting, searching eye?

Growest your crying at his mute appeals?

See the ways the day's small doctor hides

Thee from what simple habit now provides.
