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: (.) may the virtues, which aderq
With modeft beams his rifing tmorn

b ]
Unclouded grow to petfedt day!
May he with bounty’s brighteft ray
The natives chear, enrich the {oil,
With arts improve, rewaid their toil,
Glad with kind warmth our northern fky,
And generous Lonfdale’s lofs fupply.
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3t HAT is Nobility ?”’ you wifh to know, __ P
The real fubftance ftripp’d of all its fhow: { ?ﬁ.‘f

And can you then the honeft freedom bear ! f;:g%
Of truths I ought to tell, and you to hf?"? , 1 ‘
Or fhall I fay—¢¢ Such, beauty, bil"th, cﬂtat;e_,' y st & i B, 2‘:,
‘¢ Muft malie their owner lov’d, and make him great! 3
« Ahove =3
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reftraint of vulgar rules,

eians but your tools,

« Your wil% all?:’ ‘f::: your blood each honour flows,
. ngl:n g Puglfc aPercy’s ardor glows?
. S;{o the mufe: fhe teaches you to know,
How vain thofe honours you .to o.tll.e_rs owe!
Who rife to glory, muft by virtue il :
*Tis in the mind all genuine greatnefs lies:
On that eternal bafe, on that alone,
“The world’s efteem you build, and more——your own,
* Tho' Percy, Seymour, mighty names! combine
To fwell your blood, to dignify your line;
For you tho’ fortune all her ftores has {pread,
And beauty points to pleafure’s rofy bed ;
Yet what avail birth, beauty, fortune’s flore,
The plume of title, and the pride of power,
If deaf to virtue, deaf to honour’s call,
To tyrant vice 2 wretched flave you fall ?
Tovice, paternal layrels you muft yield;
Revers’d each triumph, ‘loft each purple field;
YOtll‘ ﬁres no more th . i 3
You e €ir captive foes detain,

nfom, and yoy break the chain;

N:: gﬂrefyouxj high-defcendeq fame we view,
b kfi_rt ord fought, ¢ Percy bled for you.
10w, my lord, - !
fe’s voya,

And in i g |
‘ 1€'s voyage 1o ¢1o
kgt at the helmylﬁf e

-

« Above the meRR

'Ffpibe?' reafon ftand,

> ambition fi][s your mind, ,  :
pelling wind 5 ; A
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¢y fhall you fafe ambition’s gales receive,
And ride fecurely, tho’ the billows heave;

So fhall you fhusr the giddy hero’s fate, '™

And by her influence be both good and great,
She bids you firft, in life’s foft vernal hours,
Wwith a&ive induftry, wake nature’s powers ;
With rifing years, fiill rifing arts difplay;
With new-born graces, mark each new-born day.
*T1is now the time young paflion to command,
While yet the pliant ftem obeys the hand;
Guide now the courfer with a fteady rein,
Ere yet hé bounds o’er pleafure’s flowery plain:
In paflion’s flrife, no medium you can have;
You rule a mafter, or fubmit a flave.
“ For whom thefe toils, you may perhaps enquire;”
Firft for yourfelf; Next nature will infpire
The filial thought, fond wifh, and kindred tear,
Which make the parent and the fifter dear:
To thefe, in clofeft bands of love, ally’d,
“Their joy or orief you live, their fiame or pride:
Hence timely learn to make their blifs your own,
And fcorn to think or a& for felf alone;
Hence bravely: ftrive upon your own to raife
Fheir honour, grandcur, dignity, and'praif&
But wider far, beyond the narrow bound
Of family, ambition fearches round;
Searches to find the friend’s delightful face, :
The friend at leat demands the fecond place: e
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for moft defire a fiiend

« o mot for virtue’s end;
From meaner mo“j‘ by ’ ,
o with fond favour’s fickle gale
Now fudden fwell, and now C(?ntra& th(;:ir fail §
This week devour, the next with ﬁ‘ckenmg eye
Avoid, and caft the fully’d play-thing by ;
There are, who, tofling in the bed of vice,
For flattery’s opiatg give the higheft price;
Vet from the faving hand of friendfhip turn,
Her med’cines dread, her generous offers fpurn.
Deferted greatnefs ! who but pities thee?
By crowds encompals’d, thou no friend can’ft fee:
Or thould kind truth invade thy tender ear,
We pity ftill ; for thou no truth can’ft hear.
l\_fe’er grudg’d thy wealth to fwell an ufelefs ftate,
;;3:, fis;]gi, izfcl?smtﬁ’.exp?nce of. f"rif?nds t0o greaty
o f}l'mds, “a2k 1;{;11;g in ambjctn?us ftrife;
& yow’;_ . 1Ic 1; urm‘t?re of -l]f"C!
Ty Y ‘ord, 2 nobler, higher aim,
- pride to burn with friendfhip’s facred flamej
y virfue kindled. by like manners fec
By mutual wifhcs’ mutual f; ey
S i ye; 2 bua av.ors {pread,
Pour a]] its boundle.f; : C?mdld. frath refin’d,
ardors thre’ your mind,

And yet heware -

There are, W1

lory?
8'0ry’s radiant fummit ftrain;
» While 311 contend,

bray |
well, fhall affip his friend.
Thus |
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‘ rl'h'us ﬂ!]‘l ﬂ.w}ﬂrﬂ‘l private friendfhips fpread around
frill in their JOy embrace the publie’s found, .
The common frlcm'l.!-—wthcn all her good skalan
Expli;r’d, purfue with each unbiafi’q power.
But chief the greateft fhould her laws revere,
Ennobling honours, which fhe bids them wear.
A Britifh noble is a dubious name,
Of loweft infamy, or higheft fame:
Born to redrefs an injur’d orphan’s caufe,
To fmooth th’ unequal frown of rigid laws ;
o ftand an ithmus of our well-mix’d ftate,
Where rival pow:rs with reftlefs billows beat,
And from each fide alike the fury fling
Of maddening commons, or incroaching king.
How mean, who fcorns his country’s facred voice L
By birth a patriot, but aflave by choice.
How great, who anfwers this illuftrious end,
Whom prince and people call their equal friend!
“ Yes, there I’ll reft; ambition toils no more,
“ That goal attain’d, fure her long race is oer.””
Alas! *tis fcarce begun; ambition {miles
At the poor limits of the Britifh ifles ;
She o’er the globe ex\pati’ates unconfin’d,
Expands with chriftian charity the mind,
And pants to be the friend of all mankind.
Her country all beneath one ambient ky;
Whoe’er beholds yon radiant orbs on high, To
- "

/

- 1

k&
!‘ll!!
8

- .
-

4£k’p’
pERIPY
)).)
3 My

139929
'v’ll}”

“‘%"tih%

<
o

¥y




( qﬁ

X . Jves the d.’i:\"o-
one fun impar tial giv 1 \
T v milder ray
et {ilyer moon her mil r ray,
To whom the and air {“{L‘nny
; » fame v
Whom the
oneé p

p:ltl‘iot*

yater, earth,
arent-king extenc
all; by her belov’d,

far by {pace remov’d 3
the knows ;

1s his reign,
O'er whom

s her com
Are he ho’
near, t

-eigner
On cominon edrth, no fmut’ : ; CE T A
or none but virtue’s foes :

hearful aid to lend,

[n naturc

No foe can find,

Ready fhe ftands her ¢ 3

To want and woe an undemanded friend ;

Nor thus advances others blifs alone

But in the way to theirs fill finds her own.,

The-ir’s is her own. What, fhould your taper light

Ten thoufand, burns it to yourfelf lefs bright?

¢ Men are ungrateful.”’—Be they fo, that dare!

Is that the giver’s, or receiver’s care ?

Oh! blind to joys, that from true bounty flow,

To think, thofe e’er repent whofe hearts beftow!
Man to his Maker thus beft homage pays,

Thus peaceful walks thro’ virtue’s pleafing ways ¢

Her gentle image on the foul impreft

Bids cach tempeftuous paffion leave the breafts

Th=nce with‘. her livid fclf-devouring fnakes

PTaQZSEEE; H,f“l 1{,;1 quivc; Slar}dcr breaks ¢
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