T'hetr toil the means, my happinefs the end.

My freedom to compleat, convinc’d I fee
f Thy fervice, Heav’'n, 1s perfe&t LiBErRTY. 5__!
The ® will, conform’d to thy celeftial voice, ; f
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They watch my couch, my humble roof defend ; | ’

Knows no reftraint! for duty is her choice:
What 1lls thou fendeft, thankfully approve,

As kind corretions, pledges of thy love ;

In every change, whatever ftage I run,

My daily wifh fucceeds; THY WILL BE DONE.

GHETHSEIOLBTHLETOTELLE |
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Swiss Officer to his Friend at Rome.

ROM horrid mountains ever hid in {fnow,
And barren lands, and dreary plains below ;
Fo you, dear fir, my beft regards I fend,
The weakeft reafoner, as the trueft friend.
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Your arguments,.that vainly flrive to pleafe,
Vour arts, your country, and your palaces;
What figns of Roman grandeur ftill remain—
Much you have faid; and much have faid in vain.
Fine pageants thefe for flaves, to pleafe the eye;
And put the neateft drefs on mifery !
Bred up to flav’ry and diflembled pain,

Unhappy man! you trifle with your chain:

But thould your friend with your defires comply,
And fell himfelf to Rome and {lav’ry ;

He could not wear his trammels with that art,
Or hide the noble anguifh of his heart:

You’d foon repent the livery that you gaﬁe -

For, truft me, I fhould make an aukward {lave.

Falfely you blame our barren rocks and plains,

Happy in freedom and laborious {wains

Our peafants chearful to the field repatir,

And can enjoy the labours of the year;

Whilft yours, beneati fome tree, with mournful eyes,
Seces for his haughty lord his harvefts rife :

Then filent fighs ; but ftops his {lavifh breath :
He filent fighs : for fhould he fpeak, ’tis death.
Hence from our field the lazy grain we call,

Too much for.want, for luxury too {mall:
Whilft all Campania’s rich inviting foil

Scarce knows the plowfhare, or the reaper’s toil.

In arms we breed our yorth. To dart from far,

And aim aright the thunder of the war;
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To whirl the faulchion, and direé the blow ;
To ward the ftroke, or bear upon the foe.
Farly in hardfhips through the woods they fly,
Nor feel the piercing froft, or wintry fky ;
Some prowling wolf or foamy boar to meet,
And ftretch the panting favage at their feet :
Inur’d by this, they feek a nobler war,
And fhow an honeft pride in ev’ry fcar ;
With joy the danger and the blood partake,
Whilft ev’ry wound is for their country’s fake.
But you, foft warriors, forc’d into the field,
Or faintly ftrike, or impotently yield ;
for well this univerfal truth you know,
Who fights for tyrants is his country’s foe.

I envy notyour arts, the Roman {chools,
Improv’d, perhaps, but to inflave your fouls.
May you to ftone, or nerves or beauty give,
And teach the {oft’ring marble how to live ;
May you the paflions in your colours trace,

And work up every piece with every grace ;

In airs and attitudes be wondrous wife,

And know the arts to pleafe, or to furprize;

In mufick’s fofteft found confume the day,

Sounds that would melt the warrior’s foul away :
Vamn efforts thefe, an honeft fame to raife 3

Your painters, and your eunuchs, be your praie :
Crant us more real goods, you heav’nly powers !
Virtue, and arms, and liberty be ours,
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Weak are your offers to the free and brave ;
No bribe can purchafe me to be a flave.
Hear me, ye rocks, ye mountains, and ye plains,
The happy bounds of our Helvetian {wains !
In thee, my country, will I fix my feat ;
Nor envy the poor wretch, that would be great :
My life and arms I dedicate to thee j——
For, know, it is my 1nt’reft to be free.

ILIF E burthenfome, becaufe we know
not how to ufe it,

An'n B 0SS Tal By

HAT, fir, a month, and not one line afford ?
>Tis well :---how finely fome folk keep their word !
I own my promife.---But to fteal an hour,
’Midft all this hurry---"tis not 1n my pow’r,
Where life each day does one fix’d order keep,
Succeflive journies, wearinefs and {leep.
Or if our {cheme fome interval allows,
Some hours defign’d for thought and for repofe ;
Soon as the {catter’d images begin

In the mind to 1":111:;-_-1:0111}1-:-1:1)’ comes 1n:



