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Not a more honeO, or more gen roiis Race.

Can blcfs a So\''rcigii, or a Nation grace.

With thcfe, I frequent pals the Ibcial day

:

No Broils, nor Feuds, but all is fport and play.

My Will's dieir Law, iind juilice is my Will;

Thus Friends wc always were, and Friends are (till.

Not fo the Mountaineers, a treach rous Race

;

In ftature tall, but meagre in the Face.

To Europeans long have they been known

;

And all their Vices, thefe have made their own.

Not theirs the hiendly vifit; nor the feaft

Of focial intercoufe ; but like brute beaft,

They greedily devour the reeking meal:

And then get drunk, and quarrel, lie, and fteal.

The Codfilh now in Shoals* come on the coait,

(A Filh'ry this, our Nation's chiefeft boaft)

Now
* A multitude of fifii collected together are called " A Shoal."


