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They watch my. couch, my humble roof defend 5

Their toil the means, my happinefs the end,
My freedom to compleat, convine’d I fee
a Thy fervice, Heav’n, is perfe® Linerry.
The ¢ will, conform’d to thy celeftial voice,
Knows no reftraint ; for duty is her choice :
What ills thoun fendeft, :.1":;qu“y approve,
As kind correftions, pledges of thy love ; g
In every ch.'mgc, whatever ftage T run,

My daily wifh fucceeds ; THY WILL BE DONE.
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Swiss Officer to his Friend at Rome,

’p‘ R O M horrid mountains ever hid in fnow,
£ And barren lands, and dreary plains below 3
T'o you, dear fir, my beft ft regards T fend,

"The weakeft reafoner, as the trueft friend.
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Vour arguments, that vainly flrive to pleafe,
Your arts, your country, and your palaces ;
What figns of Roman grandeur fill remain—
Much you have faid ; and much have faid in vain,
Fine pageants thefe for flaves, to pirsafe the eye;
And put the neateft drefs on mifery !

Bred up to flav’ry and diffembled pain,
Unhappy man ! you trifle with your chain :
Bat fhould your friend with your defires comply,
And {ell himfelf to Rome and flavery s
e could not wear his trammels with that art,
Or hide the noble anguifh of his heart :
You'd foon repent the livery that you gave ;
Tor, truft me, I thould make an aukward flave.

Falfely you blame our barren rocks and plains,
Happy in freedom and laborious fvains;
Our peafants chearful to the field repair,
And can enjoy the labours of the year ;
Whilft yours, beneath fome tree, with mournful eyes,
Sces for his haughty lord his harvefts rife :
Then filent fighs ; but ftops his flavifh breath :
He filent fighs's for fhould he fpeak, ’tis death,
Hence from our field the lazy grain we call,
Too much for want, for luxury too fmall :
Whilft all Campania’s rich inviting foil
Searce knows the plowfhare, or the reaper’s toil:

In arms we breed our youth. To dart from far,.

And aim aright the thunder of the war ;



To whirl the faalchion, and dife the blow 3
To ward the firoke, or bear upon the foe.
Early in hardfhips thro’ the woods they fly,
Nor feel the piercing froft, or wintry fky ;
Some prowling wolf or foamy boar to meet,
And ftretch the panting favage at their feet ;

Tnur’d by this, they feek a nobler war,

And fhow an honeft pride in eviry fcar ;
With joy the danger and the blood partake,
Whilft ev’ry wound is for their country’s fake.
But, you, foft warriors, forcd into the field,
Or faintly firike, or impotently yield ;

For well this univerfal truth you know,

Who fights for tyrants is his country’s foe.

I envy not your arts, the Roman fchools,
Improv’d, perhaps, but to inflave your fouls,
May you to ftone, or nerves or beauty give,
And teach the foft'ning marble how to live ;
May you the paffions in your colours trace,

And work up every piece with every grace ;

In airs and attitudes be wond’rous wife,

And know the arts to pleafe, or to furprize

In mufick’s fofteft found confume the day,

Sounds that would melt the warrior’s {foul away. :
Vain efforts thefe, an honeft fame to raife ;

Your painters,” and your eunuchs, be your praife :
Grant us more real goods, you heav’nly pow’rs !
Virtue, and arms, and liberty be ours,
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