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And can thatfomething eachman calis " HiustL.,"
ivid(t this wide niracle of earth and fky.

Warle the fwift mortients in the toil for pelf,_
Nor raife one thought to Nature's Majelly?

On the globe's furface creep, a grov'ling wormi
Norjoy the noon-tide radiance to behold,-

Nor trace thcsMighty Hand that guides the iRorm ,-
But think exi ence'relative to gold.

Ah i fince this awful Now remains for me,
To think, to breathe, to wonderat the whole,

To inove, to touch, totafte, to hear, to fee,
To deem the myftic confcioufnefs, mySoul;

Fain would 1 feek a-while the fportive hade,
Ere the fcene clofe upon this doubtful. fate -

Catch every painted phantom ere it .fade,
And leave the vaft Uncertainty to fate.

,But GRIEF IS MI N E-yet cari I quit the crew
Whofè bofoms burn with avarice and pride,

In yon blue vault to quench mythirfty view,.
Or tell My feelings to the boift'rous ticle.

For are there not, as jourr eying on we go,
With pilgrim fRep thro' an unfriendly vale,

Oppreffion, Malice, Cruelty, and Woe,
And do not Falfehood's venom'd fiaftsaffail?

Were it not nobler far, with focial love,
As fellow-trav'lers'in a rugged road,

That each the other's evils fhould remove,
And with joint force fuftain the gen'ral load?

O while fuchfancied happinefs I trace,
A glowofgladnefs ruils through ev'ry vein,

Rapture's warm tear fReals filent down my;face,
And thus I wake the philanthropic ifrain.

Long, long, may Britain's gen'rous Ille be blef
W ith foreign fame, domeffic joy's increafe;

At ev'ry Infuit, Ihake the warlike Creft;
Then weave her laurels in the bow'r of Peace!

Blefn be her Sons in hardy valour bold,
And al who haunt meek Le'arning's facred fhade '

Th' afpiring Young; and the repofing Old;
The modet Matrori; and th' enchanting Maid.

,And blef be, thofe whofe wifdon rules the land;
Who cherifih Freedon.with a foft'ring wing

All.who obey; and all who give command;
Sswxc</s fam'd Houfe; and Albion's BPATR l.T
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