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The patriot murders for his country's good :

Jo triumphe ! bring the viftoi'ii meed;

Barbarian carcaires the vultures feed,

And feamen dip their oars in tides of human blood.
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But now the martiai brafs fliall ceafe,

Lewis, thou flialt rule in peace

;

Long be thy reign, great prince, and ftiU thy fame

encreafe

:

Commerce and credit {hall revive,

The finer arts improve, and manufactures thrive.

The tyrant may in war ex-el;

But Alfred thought, and govern 'd well

:

His fyftem iearn, which few have underftood

:

A princely /kill, a godlike art.

Which tames the will, and mends the heart

;

An art, which makes us blefl, becaufe it makes us good.

The fall'n patrician, proud and brave,

Royalty's and beauty's Have,

Shall quit the foldier's barb'rous trade.

And to a plough-fiiaie turn the murd'iing blade;

Then, while the dreffer prunes the vine,

Carefling on his knee his little fon,

There the wide-fpreading branches twine,

Shall

\ ,1.'

ii

13 ; i


