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Tbmj pleM^ «n plWd ; th«j gira to g«fe Mtaem,
Till, Meming blett, they grow to what they leem.

Bot while this softer art their bliss snpplies.
It gives their follies also room to rise;

For praise too dearly lov'd, or warmly sought
Enleeblee all internal strength of thought: 270
And the weak sool, within itself unblest,
Leans for all pleasure on another's breast.
Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art>
Pknts for the vulgar praise which fooU impart;
Here vanity assumes her pert grimace^ J75
And trims her robes of friese with copper lace;
Here beggar pride defrauds her daUy cheer,
To boast one splendid banquet once a year :

The mind stiU turns where shifting fashion draws,
Nor weighs the solid worth of self^tppkuse. S80

To men of other mind* my fancy flies,

Embosom'd in the deep where Holland lies.

Methinks her patient sons before me stand,
Where the broad ocean leans against the land,
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 286
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride.
Onward methinks, and diligently slow,
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow.
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar,

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 290
While the pent ocean, rising o'er the pile.

Sees an amphibious world beneath him smUe

:

The slow canal, the yellow-blossom'd vale,

The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail,

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain,— 296A new creation rescued from his reign.


