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Fool, dost thou think he M revel on the stoir.

Absolve the care of Keav'rr, nor ask !or umrer
Though waters HovvM, Hovv'rs hioo'u «i,a:.'i PhirbusshoBfl^

He \i sigh, he M nuirnuir, thai lie was altuie.

For kn<»w, the iMuker on the huiunu hreasl.

A sense orkiiidreil, coaiitry, utaii, impress**!,

11 Though nature's works the nihnjJr nuut! lieciare,

And well deserve iii(|uiry':> serlousfare,

The G(h1, (whate'cr inisantlm)py niav say,)

ShineR, !>ean\s in man with most uueioi.<le(t r^y.

Whai boots it tliee to fly iVom p**!** U\p..le?

Ha.jgo'er the sun, aikl with the planels roll?

What himta tliroug^h space's larthesi bourns to roam?
If thou, O mar, a stranger art at home.
Then know thyself, tlie human mind survey;
Th*? use, the pleasure, will the toil r»'pay.

12 Nor study only, praftice what yt»u kiu>vv;

Your life, your knowledge, to maiikiud you owe.
- With Plato's olive wreath the bays entwine;
Those whc in study, snould iii practice shine.

Say, does theleariied lonl of Ha;yrley's shade,

Charm man so much by mossy lountaius iaiil,

As when arous'd, he stems corruption's course,.

And shakes the senate with a Tullv's lorcer

When freed ku g-asp'd beneath a Ctesar's teet,

Then public virtue might to shailes retreat

:

But where slie breathes, the least may useful be,

And freedom, Britain, still l>elongs t»> thee.

13 Though man 's ungrateful, or though fotume frown.

Is the reward (»f worth a song, or crown ?

N(»r yet unrecompens'd are virtue's pains

;

Gootf Allen lives, and bounteous Brunswick reigns.

On each condition disappointments wait,

Enter the hut an<l fi»rce the guarded gate.
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Nor dare repine, though early friendship bleed,

From love, »he wt>rld. and all its cares, he 's fre

Bvit know, adversity *s the child ofGoi!

:

Whom Heav'n anpmvtsof most, mu.vt leel he^-oiU

When smooth old O'jean, and each storm 's asleep^

Then ignorance may plough the watery deep;
But when the demons of the tem|)est rave.

Skill must conduct the vessel llirougli th»* wave,
Sidney, what good nian e.ivies not thy blow?
Who would not v^isli Anytus*— for a loej

Intrepid virtue triumphs over fate;

• Oae orth« accase*^ u'' SocratM.
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