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Weftward the courfe of empire takes its v,
The four firft adts already paft,

A fifth fhall clofe the drama with the day ;
Time’s nobleft offspring is the laft.

ay s

MR S ST T S 5y

To Mr. M A S O N,
By WILLIAM WHITEHGE AD, b

I
ELIEVE me, Ma SON, ’tis in vain
Thy fortitude the torrent braves 2
Thou too muft bear th? inglorious chain ;

The world, the world will have its {1
The chofen friend, for converfe fweet,
The {fmall, yet elegant retreat,

Are peaceful unambit

Aaves,

ious views
Which early fancy loves to form,
When aided by th’ ingenuous Mufe,
She turns the philofophic page,
And fees the wife of every age
With Nature’s diates warm,
1T,
But ah! to few has fortune given
The choice, to tale or to refufe ;
To fewer fiill indulgent heaven
Allots the very will to chufe,
And why are varying {chemes prefer’d ?
Man mixes with the common herd,




By cuftom guided to purfue
Or wealth, or honors, fame, or eafe,
What others wifh he wifhes too,
Nor from his own peculiar choice,
*Till firengthen’d by the public voice,
His very pleafures pleafe.
III.
How oft, beneath fome hoary fhade
Where Cam glides indolently {low,
Haft thou, asindolently laid,
Prefer’d to heaven thy fav’rite vow,
¢ Here, here forever let me ftay,
¢ Here calmly loiter life away,

¢ Nor all thofe vain conneétions know

¢ Which fetter down the free-born mind

The {lave of intereft, or of fhow ;

Whilft yon gay tenant of the grove,
¢ The happier heir of Nature’s love,
¢ Can warble unconfin’d.”
1V.
Vet fure, my friend, th’ eternal plan
By trath unerring was defign’d ;
Inferior parts were made for man,
But man himfelf for all mankind.

Then by th’ apparent judge th’ unfeen ;

Behold how rolls this valt machine
To one great end, howe’er withftood,

Dire&ing

(=1




[ 314 ]
Diredting it's impartial courfe,
All Iabour for the general good.
Some ftem the wave, fome till the foil,
By choice the bold, th’ambitious toil,
The indolent by force.
V.
That bird, thy fancy frees from care,
With many a fear, unknown to thee,
Muft rove to glean his feanty fare
From field to field, from tree to tree,
His lot, united with his kind,
Has all his little joys confin’d ;
The Lover’s and the Parent’s ties
Alarm by turns his anxious breaft,
Yet, bound by fate, by inftin& wife,
He hails with fongs the rifing morn,
And pleas’d at Evening’s cool return
He fings himfelf to reft.
VI.
And tell me, has not Nature made
Some ftated void for thee to fill,
Some fpring, fome wheel which afks thy aid
To move, regardle(s of thy will ?
Go then, go-feel with glad furprize
New blifs from new attentions rife;
Till, happierin thy wider {phere,
Thou quit thy darling fchemes of eafe ;
Nay, glowing in the full carcer
Ev’n wifh thy virtuous labours more ;
Nor ’till the toilfome day is o’er
Expect the night of peace.
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