GEORGE  CRABBE
" And nobly, from the blest abundance, gives ;
<c The grief, the want of human life, she knows,
cc And comfort there and here relief bestows;	30
" But are they not dependants ?—Foolish pride !
a Am I not honour'd by such friend and guide ?
u Have I a home," (here Jesse dropp'd a tear,)
u Or friend beside ? "—A faithful friend was near.
Now Colin came, at length resolved to lay
His heart before her and to urge her stay;
True, his own plough the gentle Colin drove,
An humble farmer with aspiring love ;
Who, urged by passion, never dared till now,
Thus urged by fears, his trembling hopes avow.	40
Her father's glebe he managed ; every year
The grateful vicar held the youth more dear 5
He saw indeed the prize in Colin's view,
And wish'd his Jesse with a man so true j
Timid as true, he urged with anxious air
His tender hope, and made the trembling prayer 5
When Jesse saw, nor could with coldness see.
Such fond respect, such tried sincerity,
Grateful for favours to her father dealt,
She more than grateful for his passion felt;	50
Nor could she frown on one so good and kind,
Yet fear'd to smile, and was unfix'd in mind 5
But prudence placed the female friend in view—
What might not one so rich and grateful do ?
So lately, too, the good old vicar died,	"}
His faithful daughter must not cast aside	I
The signs of filial grief, and be a ready bride:	[J ]
Thus, led by prudence, to the lady's seat
The village-beauty purposed to retreat;
But, as in hard-fought fields the viftor knows	60
What to the vanquish'd he, in honour, owes,
So, in this conquest over powerful love,
Prudence resolved a generous foe to prove 5
And Jesse felt a mingled fear and pain
In her dismission of a faithful swain,
Gave her kind thanks, and when she saw his wo,
Kindly be tray'd that she was loth to go.
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