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Whom thus the mistress praised, the maid approved.
And her he wedded whom he wisely loved.
No more he needs assistance—but, alas !	110
He fears the money will for liquor pass;
Or that the seaman might to flatterers lend,
Or give support to some pretended friend.
Still, he must write—he wrote, and he confessed
That, till absolved, he should be sore distress'd ;
But one so friendly would, he thought, forgive
The hasty deed—Heav'n knew how he should live;
"But you," he added, "as a man of sense,
" Have well consider'd danger and expense :
"I ran, alas! into the fatal snare,	120
"And now for trouble must my mind prepare;
" And how, with children, I shall pick my way,
" Through a hard world, is more than I can say :
" Then change not, brother, your more happy state,
cc Or on the hazard long deliberate."
George answer'd gravely, " It is right and fit,
" In all our crosses, humbly to submit:
" Your apprehensions are unwise, unjust;
a Forbear repining, and expel distrust."—
He added, "Marriage was the joy of life,"	130
And gave his service to his brother's wife;
Then vow'd to bear in all expense a part,
And thus concluded, " Have a cheerful heart."
Had the glad Isaac been his brother's guide,
In these same terms the seaman had replied;
At such reproofs the crafty landman smiled,
And softly said—"This creature is a child,"
Twice had the gallant ship a capture made—
And when in port the happy crew were paid,
Home went the sailor, with his pocket stored,	140
Ease to enjoy, and pleasure to afford.
His time was short; joy shone in every face;
Isaac half fainted in the fond embrace;
The wife resolved her honoured guest to please,
The children clung upon their uncle's knees;
The grog went round, the neighbours drank his health,
And George exclaim'd—c£Ah ! what to this is wealth?
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