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o« Gods, heroes, fages, an illuftrious train,

«« Court you to Holkham’s confecrated plain,

t Hafte then, ye facred fifters | hafte, ang bring

« The laurel fiecep’d in the Caftalian {pring 4

« On the choice bough a purer fragrance breathe,

« And twine for Leicefter’s brow th’ unfading wreath.”
She ceas’d the raptur’d ftrain; and dear¢o fame,

Flows the proud verfe inferil’d with Leicefter’s name.

THE POOR MANs PRAYER.

WRITTEN 1766, ADDRESSED TO THE EARL OF CHATHAM,.

M ID ST the more important toils of flate,
. The counfels labouring in thy patriot foul,]
Tho’ Europe from thy voice expe@ her fate,
And thy keen glance extend from pole to pole ;

O Chatham, nurs’d in ancient Virtue’s lo:rle,
To thefe fad ftrains incline a favouring ear ;
Think on the God, whom thou, and I adore,
Nor turn un pitying from the poor man’s prayer.

Ahme ! how bleft was once a peafant’s life!
No lawlefs pafiion fivell'd my even breall ; vk ol
Far fiom the ftormy waves of civil firife, .

Sound were my flumbers, and my heart atrelt. - 1 i;;"'ﬂ
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I ne'er for guilty, painful pleafures rov'd,
But tacght by Nature, and by choice to wed,

From all the hamlet cail'd whom beft I lov'd,
With her I ftaid my heart, with her my bed,

To gild her worth I akk’d no wealthy power,
My toil could feed her, and my arm defend ;
In youth, or age, in pain, or pleafure’s hour,
The fame fond hufband, father, brother, friend.

And fhe, the faithful partner of my care,

When ruddy evening fireak’d the weltern (ky,
Look'd towards the uplands, if her mate was there,
Or thro’ the beech -wood calt an anxious eye.
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Then, careful matron, heap’d the maple board
With favoury herbs, and pick’d the nicer part
From fuch plain food as Narture cou!d afford,
Ere fimple Nature was debaoch’d by Art.
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While I, contented with my homely cheer,

Saw round my knees my prattling ehildren play ;
And oft with pleas’d attention fat to hear
The linlle hiftory of their idle day.

But V;:, how _ch_pg"d_rh’e’ feene ! On the cold ftones,
i € wont at night to blaze the chearful fire,
a nlimneﬁu and counts her naked bones,
A tgf‘{ ghs for food, fill pines with yain defire. M
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My faithful wife with cver.ﬁreaming eyes
Hangs on my bofom ber dejeéted head ;

My helplefs infants raife their feeble cries,
And from their father claim their daily bread,

Dear tender pledges of my honeft love,
On that bare bed behold your brother lie ;
Three tedious days with pinching want he ftrove,
The fourth, I faw the helplefs cherub die.

Nor long fhall ye remain,  With vifage {our
Qur tyrant lord commands us from our home ;
And arm’d with cruel Law’s coercive power,
Bids me and mine o’¢r barren mountaias roam,

Yet never, Chatham, have I pafs*d a day
In Riot’s orgies, or in idle eafe;

Ne'er have I facrific’d to fport and play,
Or wifh'd a pamper'd appetite to pleafe.

Hard was my fare, and conftant was my toil,
Still with the morning's orient light I rofe,

Fell'd the ftout oak, or rais’d the lofty pile,
Parch’d in the fun, in dark December fioze.

Is it that Natare with a niggard hand
Witholds her gifts from thefe once favour
% God, in vengeance to a guilty land, : :
Sent Dearth and Famine to her labouring fwains ! ..Ah '-

'd Plﬂins L




{ 878 )

A} no; yon hill, where daily fiveats my brow,
A thoufand flocks, a thoufand herds adorn s
Yon field, where late I drove the painful plow,
Feels all her acres crown’d with wavy corn.

But what avails that o’er the furrow’d foil

In Autamn’s heat the ycliow harvells rife,
If artificial want elude my toil,

Untafted plenty wound my craving eyes ?

What profits, that at diftance I behcld

My wealthy neighbour’s fragrant {moke afcend,
If fill the griping cormorants withold

The froits which rain and genial feafons fend ?

If thofe fell vipers of the public weal

Yet unrelenting on our bowels prey ;
If fill the curfe of penury we feel,

And in the midft of plenty pine away ?

In every port the veffel rides fecure,
- Thatwafts our harveft to a foreign fhore ;
While we the pangs of prefling want endure,
The fons of frangers riot on our ftore.

O generous Chatham, flop thofe fatal fails,

- Opee more with out-firetch’d arm thy Britons fave ;
4 The “Wm: crew bat wait for favouring gales,

4 O fopshem, ere they ftem Italia’s wave,
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from thee alone I hope for inftant aid,
#'is thou alone canft fave my childrens breach ;
0O deem not little of our cruel meed, ¢
O hafte to help us, for'delay is death,

§o may nor Spleen, nor Envy blaft thy name,
Nor voice profane thy patriot a&s deride;

gtill may’ft thou ftand the firft in honeft fame,
Unftung by Folly, Vanity, or Pride.

So may thy languid limbs with ftrength be brac'd,
And glowing Health fupport thy aclive foul ;
With fair renown thy public virtue grac'd,
Far as thou bad’ft Britaenia’s thunder roll.

Then joy to thee, and to thy children peace,
The grateful hind fhall drink from Plenty’s horn :
And while they fhare the cultur’d land’s increafe,
The poor fhall blefs the day when Pitt was born.
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