THE   BROTHERS
"Better," said he, "to bear a loving heart,
" Than roll in riches	but we now must part! "
All yet is still—but hark ! the winds o'ersweep	150
The rising waves, and howl upon the deep ;
Ships, late becalrn'd, on mountain-billows ride—
So life is threaten'd, and so man is tried.
Ill were the tidings that arrived from sea:
The worthy George must now a cripple be;
His leg was lopp'd; and, though his heart was sound,
Though his brave captain was with glory crown'd—
Yet much it vex'd him to repose on shore,
An idle log, and be of use no more.
True, he was sure that Isaac would receive	160
All of his brother that the foe might leave ;
To whom the seaman his design had sent,
Ere from the port the wounded hero went;
His wealth and expectations told, he "knew
" Wherein they fail'd, what Isaac's love would do;
"That he the grog and cabin would supply,
"Where George at anchor during life would lie."
The landman read—and, reading, grew distress'd :—
" Could he resolve t' admit so poor a guest ?
"Better at Greenwich might the sailor stay,	170
" Unless his purse could for his comforts pay ;"
So Isaac judged, and to his wife appealed,
But yet acknowledged it was best to yield :
" Perhaps his pension, with what sums remain
" Due or unsquander'd, may the man maintain ;
"Refuse we must not."—With a heavy sigh
The lady heard, and made her kind reply :
^Nor would I wish it, Isaac, were we sure
" How long his crazy building will endure j
"Like an old house, that every day appears	180
" About to fall—he may be propp'd for years;
"For a few months, indeed, we might comply,
"But these old batter'd fellows never die."
The hand of Isaac George on entering took,
With love and resignation in his look;
Declared his comfort in the fortune past,
And joy to find his anchor safely cast;
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