GEORGE  CRABBE
« We farm, we garden, we our poor employ,	100
" And much command, though little we enjoy;
" Or, if ambitious, we employ our pen,
" We plant a desert, or we drain a fen j
"And—here, behold my medal!—this will show
"What men may merit when they nothing know."
"Yet reason here," said Richard, "joins with pride:—"
"I did not ask th' alliance," George replied—
"I grant it true, such trifle may induce
" A dull, proud man to wake and be of use ;
"And there are purer pleasures, that a mind	no
" Calm and uninjured may in villas find;
"But, where th' affeftions have been deeply tried,
"With other food that mind must be supplied:
" 'Tis not in trees or medals to impart
" The powerful medicine for an aching heart;	*
"The agitation dies, but there is still
"The backward spirit, the resisting will.
"Man takes his body to a country seat,
"But minds, dear Richard, have their own retreat;
"Oft when the feet are pacing o'er the green	iao
"The mind is gone where never grass was seen,
"And never thinks of hill, or vale, or plain,	\
" Till want of rest creates a sense of pain,	I
"That calls that wandering mind, and brings it home again. [J]
" No more of farms ;   but here I boast of minds
" That make a friend the richer when he finds :
" These shalt thou see;—but, Richard, be it known,
" Who thinks to see must in his turn be shown.—
"But now farewell!   to thee will I resign
" Woods, walks, and valleys!   take them till we dine."    130
The Brothers dined, and with that plenteous fare
That seldom fails to dissipate our care,
At least the lighter kind;   and oft prevails
When reason, duty, nay, when kindness fails.
Yet food and wine, and all that mortals bless,
Lead them to think of peril and distress—
Cold, hunger, danger, solitude, and pain,
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