GEORGE  CRABBE
The aunt and niece still led a pleasant life,
And quiet days had Jonas and his wife.
Near him a widow dwelt of worthy fame:
Like his her manners, and her creed the same.
The wealth her husband left her care retain'd
For one tall youth, and widow she remained ;	150
His love respectful all her care repaid,
Her wishes watch'd, and her commands obey'd.
Sober he was and grave from early youth,
Mindful of forms, but more intent on truth ;
In a light drab he uniformly dress'd,
And look serene th* unruffled mind express'd;
A hat with ample verge his brows o'erspread,
And his brown locks curl'd graceful on his head;
Yet might observers in his speaking eye	\
Some observation, some acuteness spy;	i6o>
The friendly thought it keen,*the treacherous deem'd it sly. [j]
Yet not a crime could foe or friend deteft;
His aftions all were, like his speech, correct;
And they who jested on a mind so sound,
Upon his virtues must their laughter found :
c Chaste, sober, solemn,' and c devout' they named
Him who was thus, and not of this ashamed.
Such were the virtues Jonas found in one
In whom he warmly wish'd to find a son.
Three years had pass'd since he had Sybil seen;	170
But she was doubtless what she once had been—
Lovely and mild, obedient and discreet:
The pair must love whenever they should meet 5
Then, ere the widow or her son should choose
Some happier maid, he would explain his views.
Now she, like him, was politic and shrewd,
»With strong desire of lawful gain embued;
To all he said, she bow'd with much respeft,
Pleased to comply, yet seeming to reject •
Cool, and yet eager, each admired the s
Of the opponent, and agreed at length.
As a drawn battle shows to each a fora
Powerful as his, he honours it of course
So in these neighbours, each the power
9*

