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TDe CoNTRYNMAN and JvPTTER .

To MvYSELI .

AVF youa friend ( look round and ſpy )H 80 fond, ſo prepoſſeſs ' d as 1?
Jour faults , ſo obvious tomankind ,
My partial eyes could never find.
When, by che breath of Fortune blown ,
Vour airy caſtles were o' erthrown 5
Have Ibeen over prone to blame ?
Was Le' er known to damp your ſpirit ,
Or twit you with the want of merit ?

Tis not ſo ſtrange that Fortunc ' s frown
Still perſeveres to keep you down.
Look round , and ſee what others do.
Would you be rich and honeſt too ?
Have you ( like thoſe ſhe rais ' d toplace )
Been opportunely mean and baſe ?
Have you (as times requir ' d) reſignd
Truth , honour , virtue , peace of mind ?
Et theſe are feruples , gire her oꝰer;
Write , practiſe morals , and be poor .

The gifts of Fortune truly rate ;
Tben tell me what would mend your ſtate
It happineſs on wealth were built ,

Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt .
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Sunk is all credit , writs aſſail ,
And doom your future life to jail .

Or were you dignifisd with pow' r ,
Would that avert one penſive hour ?

Jou might sive avarice its fwing ,

Defraud a nation , blind a king :

Then , from the hirelings in your cauſe ,

Thougb daily fed with falſe applauſe ,
Could it a real joy impart ?
Great guilt knew never joy at heart .

Is happineſs your point in view ?

Nmean tb' intrinſic and the true ) , 9N
She nor in camps or eçurts reſides ,

Nor in the humble cottage hides;



FRKns . 175

Tet found alike in ev' ry ſpherè :
Who fiuds content , will fiad her theré .

Olerſpent with toil, beneath the ſhade,
A Peaſant reſted on f

Good gods ! he cries , tis hard to bear
This load of life from year to year.
Soon as the morning ſtreaks che ſkies ,
Induſtrious labour bids me riſe 5
With ſweat earn my homely fare ,
And ev' ry day rene ws my care.

Jove heard the diſcontented ſtrain ,
And thus rebuk ' d tbe murm' ring ſwain .

Speak out your wants then , honeſt friend
Unjuſt complaints the gods ofſend .
If you repine at partial fate ,
Inſtruct me what could mend your ſtate .
Mankind in ev' ry ſtation ſee.
What wiſn you ? tell me what you ' d be.

S0 ſaid, upborne upon a cloud ,
The cloun ſurvey ' d the anxious eroud .

Lon face of care, ſays Jove , behold ,
His bulky bags are fill ' d with gold .
See with what joy he counts it o' er !
Tbat ſum to - day hath ſwell ' d his ſtore .

Werée Lthat man, ( the Peaſant cry ' d) ,
What bleſſing could 1 aſk beſide ?

Hold, ſays the god ; firſt learn to know
True happineſs from outward ſhow.
This optic glaſs of intuition ,
Here, tabe it, view his true condition .
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He look ' d, and ſaw the miſer ' s breaſt ,
A troubled ocean, ne' er at reſt ;
Want ever ſtares him in the face,
And fear anticipates diſgrace :
With conſcious guilt he ſaw him ſtart ;
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart ;
And never , or in thought or dream ,
His breaſt admits one bappy gleam .

May Jove , he eries , reject my pray ' r .
And guard my life from guilt and care.
My ſoul abhors that ꝓretch ' s fate .
O keep me in my humble ſtate !
But ſee, amidſt a gaudy croud ,
Jon miniſter ſo gay and proud ,
On him what happineſs attends ,
Who thus rewards his grateful friends !
Firſt take the glaſs , the god replies ;
Man views the world with partial eyes.

Good gods ! exclaims the ſtartled wight ,
Defend me from this hideous ſight !
Corruption , with corroſive ſmart ,
Lies cank ' ring on his guilty heart :
J ſee him, with polluted hand ,
Spread the contagion o' er the land .
Now Av' rice with inſatiate jaws ,
Now Rapine with her harpy claws ,
His boſom tears . His conſcious breaſt
Grones with a load of crimes oppreſt .
See him , mad and drunk with power ,
Stand tott ' ring on Ambition ' s tower .
Sometimes , in ſpeeches vain and proud ,
His boaſts inſult the nether croud ;



Now, ſeiz d with giddineſs and fẽar ,
He trembles leſt his fall is near.

Was ever wretch like this , he cries !
Such miſery in ſuch diſguiſe !
The change , O Jove , I diſavow .
Still be my lot the ſpade and plough .

He next , confirm ' d by ſpeculation ,
Rejects the lau yer' s occupation ;
For he the ſtatefſman ſeem ' d in part ,
And bore ſimilitude of heart .
Nor did the foldier ' s trade inflame
His hopes with thirſt of ſpoil and fame :
The miſeries of war he mourn ' d;
Whole nations into deſarts turn ' d.

By theſe have laws and rights been brav ' d;
By theſe was frec - born man inſlav ' d:
When battles and invaſion ceaſe ,
Why ſwarm they in the lands of peace ?
Zuch change ( ſays he) may I decline ;
The ſeythe and civil arms be mine !

Thus , weighing life in each condition ,
The clown withdrew his raſhi petition .

When thus the god : How mortals err !
If you true happineſs prefer ,
Tis to no rank of life conſin ' d,
But dwells in ev' ry khoneſt mind .
Be juſtice tlien your ſole purſuit .
Plant virtue , and content ' s the fruit .

80 Jove, to gratify the clown ,
Where firſt he fonnd him ſet him down.

Vo1. 11I. M
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