GEORGE  CRABBE
<c So kind a brother, and so wealthy	you
u Apply to us ?	No ! this will never do:
c< Good neighbour Fletcher/* said the overseer,	270
" We are engaged—you can have nothing here ! "
George mutter'd something in despairing tone,
Then sought his loft, to think and grieve alone ;
Negle6led, slighted, restless on his bed,
With heart half broken, and with scraps ill fed;
Yet was he pleased that hours for play design'd
Were given to ease his ever-troubled mind;
The child still listen'd with increasing joy,
And he was soothed by the attentive boy.
At length he sicken'd, and this duteous child	280
Watch'd o'er his sickness, and his pains beguiled ;
The mother bade him from the loft refrain,
But, though with caution, yet he went again ;
And now his tales the sailor feebly told,
His heart was heavy, and his limbs were cold;
The tender boy came often to entreat
His good kind friend would of his presents eat,
Purloin'd or purchased $   for he saw, with shame,
The food untouch'd that to his uncle came:
Who, sick in body and in mind, received	290
The boy's indulgence, gratified and grieved.
" Uncle will die ! " said George—the piteous wife
Exclaim'd, " she saw no value in his life;
" But sick or well, to my commands attend,
"And go no more to your complaining friend."
The boy was vex'd, he felt his heart reprove
The stern decree.—What ! punish'd for his love!
No! he would go, but softly, to the room
Stealing in silence—for he knew his doom.
Once in a week the father came to say,	300
" George, are you ill ?"—and hurried him away 5
Yet to his wife would on their duties dwell,
And often cry, " Do use my brother well ;"
And something kind, no question, Isaac meant,
Who took vast credit for the vague intent.
But, truly kind, the gentle boy essay'd
To cheer his uncle, firm, although afraid;
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