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VIII.
Or doft thou fear left dire difeafe
Again thy tortur’d frame may feize ; :
And haft thou therefore ftay’d ?
O! rather hafte, where thou fhalt find
A ready hand, a gentle mind,
To comfort and to aid.
IX.
And while by fore afliGions try’d,
You bear without the Stoic’s pride,
What Stoic never bore;
O! may I learn like thee to bear,
And what fhall be my deftin’d fhare,
To ﬁiﬁ‘{:r; not explore.
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By the Same.

i ; ENTLE, idle, trifling boy,
Sing of pleafures, fing of joy!

Well you paint-the cryftal {pring,

Well the flow’ry meadow fing.

But beware with bolder flight,

Tempt not heaven’s unequal height ;
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But beware ! with impious ftrain,
Mock not freedom’s hallow’d train !
Sacred, here, O! ever be

Heaven, and heaven-born liberty !

Let the flaves of lawlefs {way,

Let the ftupid flock obey !

Pent within a narrow fold,

Ty’d, and ftript, and flain, and fold.
Happier ftars the brave befriend,
Britons know a nobler end.

Theirs it 1s to temper laws,

Theirs to watch in freedom’s caufe,
Theirs one common good to fhare,
Thheirs to feel one common care ;
In the glorious tafk combin’d,
From the monarch to the hind.

Yet O ! ceafe not gentle boy !
Sing of pleafures, fing of joy!
Like thy brothers of the wing,
Idly hop, and chirp, and fing.
Heaven can nothing vain produce,
Ev’ry_creature has its ufe.

Thine 1t 1s to footh our toil,
Thine to make e’en wifdom {mile.
Much they err who fuch defpife,
Trifles pleafe the truly wife.
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