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Few fiih efcape: We toil both night and day,

The Seafon's fliort, and Time flies fwift away.

The Efquimaux from Ice and fnow now free,

In Shallops and in Whale-boats go to Sea

;

In. Peace they rove along this pleafant ihore,

In plenty live; nor do they wifh for more.

Thrice happy Race I Strong Drink nor gold they know,

What in their Hearts they think, their Faces Ihew.

Of manners gentle, in their dealings juft,

Their plighted promife, fafely )^ou may trufl.

Mind vou deceive them not, ibr well they know,

The Filcnd fmcere, from the defigning Foe.

They once were deem'd a People fierce and rude -,

Their favage hands in Human blood imbru'd

;

But by my care (for I muft claim the merit)

The world now owns, that virtue they inherit.
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