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PREFACE

TO THE

FIRST VOLUME.

Waeuex an Author, by appearing in print, re-
quefts an audience of the Public, and is upon the
point of {peaking for himfelf, whoever prefumes
to ftep before him with a preface, and to fay,
“ Nay, but hear me firft,” {honld have fomething
worthy of attention to offer, or he will be juftly
deemed officious and impertinent. The judicious
reader has probably, upon other occafions, been
beforehand with me in this refle@ion: and I am
not very willing it ihould now be applied to me,
however I may feem to expofe myfelf to the dan-
ger of i1t. But the thought of having my own
name perpetnated in connetion with the name
in the title page, is fo pleafing and flattering to
A 2



1Y PREFACE,

the feelings of my heart, that I am content to
ritk fomething for the gratification.

This Preface 1s not .defigned to commend the
. Poems to which it is prefixed. My teftimony
would be infufficient for thofe who are not qua-
lified to judge properly for themfelves, and anne-
ceffary to thofe who are, Befides, the redfons
which render. 1t improper and unfeemly for a man
to celebrate his own performances, or thofe of
his neareft relatives, will have fome influence in
fupprefing much of what he might otherwife
wifh to fay in favour of a:friend, when that friend
is indeed an alter i1dem, and excites almoft the

{fame emotions of fenﬁbl.hty and affe&mn as: he
feels for him{elf. SR

It is very probable thefe Poems may come into
the hands of fome perfons, in whom' the.fight
of the Author's name will awaken a recollettién
of incidents and {cenes which, through.lengthiof
time, they bad almoft forgotten. They willibe.
reminded of oze, who was once the companion-of
their chofen hours, and who fet out with themin
early life, in the paths which Tead to literary
honours, to influence .and affluence, - with:equal
profpe@s of fuccefs. "But he was fuddenly and
powerfully withdrawn from thofe purfuits,;and
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he left-them without regret ; yet not till be had
fufficient opportunity of counting the coft, and of
knowing the value of what he gave up. If hap-
pinefs could havé been found in claffical attain-
mentsy in an elegant tafte, in the exertions of
wit, fancy, and genius, and in the efteem and
convetfe of: fuch-perfons as in thefe refpects were
moft-congenial with himfelf, he would have been
happy. But he was not—He wondered (as thou-
fands in a fimilar fituation ftill do) that-he thould
contiuve diffatisfied, with all the means appa-
rently conducive to fatisfaion within his reack
—But in due time, the caufe of-his difappoint.
ment was difcovered to him—He had lived with-
out. God ‘in‘ the world.. In a memorable hour,
the wifdom which is from above vifited: his heart,
Then he felt himfelf a wanderer, and then he
found -a guide. .- Upon this change of views, a
change -of plan and conduét followed of courfe.
When bhe faw the 4zfy and the gay world in its
true light, he left it with as little reluftance asa
prifoner, when called to liberty, leaves his-dun-
geon. - Not that he became a Cynic or an Afcetic
~A heart filled with love to God, will afluredly
breathe benevolence to men. - But:-the .turn of
his temper inclining him to rural life, he in-
dalged it, and the providence of’ God evidently
preparing his way and marking out his retreat,
A3



Vi PREFACE.

be retired into the country. By thefe fteps the
good hand of God, unknown to me, was pro-
viding for me one of the principal bleflings of
my life; a friend and a counfellor, in whofe
company for almoft feven years, though we were
feldom feven fucceflive waking hours feparated, I
always found new pleafure. A friend, who was
not only a comfort to myfelf, but a blefling to

the affeGionate poor people, among whom I
then lived.

Some time after inclination had thus removed

him from the hurry and buftle of life, he was ftill
more fecluded by a long indifpofition, and. my
pleafure was fucceeded: by a proportionable de-
gree of anxiety and concern. But a hope,. that
tbe God whom he ferved would fupport him
under his affliGion, and at length vouchfafe
him a happy deliverance, never forfook me. ‘The
defirable crifis, I traft, 1s now nearly approach-
mg. The dawn, the prefage of returning day,
is already arrived. He is again enabled to re.
fume his pen, and fome of the firit fruits of
his recovery are here prefented to the public.
In his principal fubjedls, the fame acumen which
diftinguithed him in the early period of life, .18
happily. employed in illuftrating and enforcing
the truths of which he reccived fuch deep and
1
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unalterablé impreflions ih his maturer yeats, His
{atire, if it may be called fo, 1s benevolent, (like
the operations of the fkilful and humane {urgeon
who wounds only to heal) ditated by a juft re-
gard for the honour of God, an indignant gnef

excited by the profligacy of the age, and a tender
compaflion for the {ouls of men.

His favourite topics are leaft infified on in the
piece entitled Table Talk ; which therefore, with
fome regard to the prevailing tafte, and that thofe
who are governed by it may not be difcouraged
at the very threfhold- from proceeding farther,
15 ‘placed firft., In moft of the larger Poems
which follew, his leading defign is more expli=
citly avowed and purfued, He aims to commauas
nicate his own perceptions of the truth, beauty,
and influence. of the religion of the Bible.—A
religion which, however difcredited by the 1nif-
condult of many who have not renounced :the
Chriftian ‘name, proves itfelf, when :-rig'htly un-
derfiood, and cordially embraced, 'to be the grand
defideratum, which alone can relieve the mind
of man from painful and unavoidable anxieties,
infpire it with- ftable  peace and folid hope, and
farnith thofe motives and profpelts, which, in
the prefent flate of things, are -abiolutely ne-
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ceffary to produce a condu& worthy. of a rational
creature, diftinguithed by a vaftnefs of capacity,
which no aflemblage of earthly good can fatisfy,
and by a principle a0d pre-intimation of immor-

tality.

At a time when hypothefis and conje&ure -in
philofophy are fo juftly exploded, and little is
confidered as deferving the name of knowledge,
which will not ftand the teft of experiment, the
very ufe of the term experimental in religious
concernments, is by too many unhappily rejeéted
with difguft. But we well know, that. they
who. affe& to defpife the inward feelings which
religious perfons fpeak of, and to treat them.as
enthufiaflm and folly, have .1nward . feclings of
their own, which, though they would, they can-
not fupprefs. We have been too long in the
fecret ourfelves to account the proud, the ambi-
tious, or -the voluptuous, happy. ‘We muit:lofe
the remembrance of what we once were,. before
we can believe, that a man is fatisfied 'with
himfelf, merely becaufe he endeavours to appear
{fo. A fmile upon the face is - often but 8 matk
worn occafionally and in company, to prevent,
if poffible, a fufpicion of what at the fame:time
is pafling in the heart,s -We know that-there
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are - peoplé; who ' feldom {mile” when' they .are
alone; who therefore are glad to hide  them~
felves in a throng from the violence of their
own refle®ions; and who, while by their looks
and their language they with to perfuade us they
are happy, would be glad to change their con-
ditions with a dog. Bat in defiance of all their
efforts, they continue to think, forebode, and
tremble. This we know, for it has been our
own flate, and therefore we know how to com-
miferate 1t in others.—From this flate the Bible
felieved us—When we were led to read it ‘with
attention, we found ourfelves defcnbed.-—\Ve
leaint the caufes of our- inquietude—ws weére
direCted’ to a niethod of rcllef-—we tned and
we were not dlfappomted SR

 Deus riobis hec otia Secit,

‘We are' now certain that the gofpel of Chrift
is'the-power-of God unto falvation, to every one
that believeth. : It has reconciled us to God, and
to:ourfelves,.to our duty, and our fituatién. It
is:the balm.and cordial of the prefent life,; and a
fovereign antidote againft the fear of death: -

- Sed .hactenus hec. Some {maller pieces upon
lefs. important fubjects clofe the: volumey' -Not
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" one of them I believe was written with a view
to publieation, but 1 was unwilling they thould
be omitted.

Jorn NewTon.

Charles Square, Hozxton,
February 13, 1782,
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TABLE TALK.

81 te forte mece gravis uret farcina chartee,

Abjicito, Hoﬁ. Lib. I. Epi. 13.

4. You told me, T remember, “glory, biilt ~
On felfifh principles, is fhame and guile; ™
The deeds that men admire as half &iviné, -
Stark naught, becaufe corrupt in their defign.

Strange doctrine this!- that without {cruple- tears
The laurel that the very lightning fpares;

Brings down the warrior's trophy to the duﬂ-

And eats into his bloody fivord likevaft, ~
B. I grant that, mén continuing what thcy are,

Fierce, avaricious, proud, there muft be war,

And never meant the rule fliould: be apphed

To bim that fights with juftice on his fidé. :
VOL. 1, b



2 TABLE TALK.

Let laurels, drench'd in pure Parnaflian dews,
Reward his mem’ry, dear to.ev'ry mufe,
Who, with a courage of unfhaken root,
In honour's field advancing his firm foot,
Plants it upon the line that juftice draws,
And will prevail or perith in her caufe.
Tis to the virtues of {uch nien, man owes
His portion in the good that heaven beftows:
And, when recording hiftory difplays
Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days,
Tells of a few ftout hearts that fought and died
Where duty plac'd them, at their country’s fide;
The man that is not-mov'd with what he réaés,
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds,
Unworthy of the bleflings of the brave,
Is bafe in kind, and borp to be a {lave. .

- But let eternal infamy puriue

The wretch to nought but his ambition true,
Who; for the fake of filling with one blaft
The t)nﬁ-horns of all Europe, lays her wafte.
Think yourfelf ftation'd on a tow'nng rock, .
To fée_a people fcatter'd like a flock,
Some royal maftiff panting at their heels,
With all the favage-thirft a tyger feels ;
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Then view him, felf-proclaim’d in a gazette
Chief monfter that bas plagu’d the nations yet:
The. globe and fceptre in fuch bands mifplac'd,
Thofe enfigns of dominion, how difgrac’'d!
The glafs that bids man mark the fleeting hour,
Aud death’s own fcythe, would better fpeak his
DOW T
Then grace the bony phantom in their ftead
With the king’s fhoulder-knot and gay cockade
Clothe the twin brethren in each other’s drefs,
The fame their occupation and fuccels.

A. "Tis your belief the world was made for man;
Kings do but reafon on the felf-fame plan :
Maintaining your’s, you cannot their’s condemn,
Who think, or feem to think, man made for them.

B. Seldom, alas! the pow'r of logic reigns
With much f{ufficiency in royal brains;

Such reas'ning falls like an inverted cone,

Wanting its proper bafe to ftand upon.

Man made for kings! thofe optics are but dim

That tell you fo~f{ay, rather, they for him.

That were indeed a king-ennobling thought,

Could they, or would they, reafon as they ought.
B 2
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The diadem, with mighty proje&ts lin'd,

To catch renown by ruining. mankind,

Is worth, with all its gold and ghtt’ring ftore,

Juft what the toy will fell for, and no more.
OL! bright occafions of difpenfing good,

How {eldom us'd, how little underftood!

To pour in virtue’s lap her juft reward,

Keep vice reftrain’d behind a double guard ;

To quell the fattion that affronts the throne

By filent magnanimity alone;

To nurfe with tender care the thriving arts,

Watch ev'ry beam philofophy 1mparts ;

To give religion her unbridled {cope,

Nor judge by flatute a believer’s hope;

With clofe fidelity and love unfeign'd,

To keep the matrimomal bond unfiain'd;
Covetous only of a virtuous praife;

His life a leflon to the land he {ways;

To touch the fword with confcientious awe,
Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw;

To fheath it in the peace-refioring clofe

With joy beyond what victory beftows ;

Bleft country, where thefe kingly glories fhine;
Bleft England, if this happinefs be thine!
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A. Guard what you fay; the patriotic tribe
Will fneer and charge you with a bribe.—~B. A
~bribe?
The worth of his three kingdoms I defy,
To lure me to the bafenefs of a lie.

And, of all lies, (be that one poet’s boaft)
The lie that flatters I abhor the moft.
Thofe arts be their's who hate his gentle reign,

But he that loves him has no need to feign.

A. Your {fmooth eulogium, to one crown ad-
drefs'd,

Seems to 1mply a cenfure on the reft.

B. Quevedo, as he-tells his {ober tale,
Afk’'d, when in hell, to fee the royal jail;
Approv'd their method in all other things;
But where, good fir, do you confine your kings?
There—faid his 'guide—-t'he group is full in view.
Indeed ?—replied the Don—there are but few.
His black interpréter the charge difdain’d-—
Few, fellow )—there are all that ever reign'd,
Wit, undiftinguifhing, is apt to firike
The guilty and not guilty, both alike.
I grant the farcafm is too fevere,
And we can readily refute it herc
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While Alfred’s name, the father of his age,
And the Sixth Edward’s grace th’ hiftoric page.

A. Kings then at laft have but the lot of all.
By their own condut they muft ftand or fall.

B. True. Whiletheylive,thecourtlylaureat pays
His quit-rent ode, his pepper-corn of praife;
And many a dunce, whofe fingers itch to write,
Adds, as be can, his tributary mite:

A {object’s faults a fubjelt may proclaim,

A monarch’s errors are forbidden game !

Thus, free from cenfure, over-aw'd by fear,
Aud praisd for virtues that they {corn to wear,
The flecting forms of majefty engage

Refpe, while ftalking o'er life’s narrow ftage;
Then leave their crimes for hiftory to {can,
And aik with bufy fcorn, Was this the man?

1 pity kings whom worfhip waits upon,
QObiequicus, from the cradle to the throne;
Before whole infant eyes the flatt'rer bows,
And binds a wreath about their baby brows;
Whom eaucation ftiffens into fiate,

And death awakens from that dream too late.
Oh! 1f fervility with fupple knees,
Whofe trade it is to {mile, to.crouch, to pleafe;
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If fmooth diflimulation, {kill'd to grace °
A devil's purpofe with an angel’s face;

If {miling peereffes and imp’ring peers,
Encompafling his throne a few {hort years;
If the gilt carriage and the pamper'd fteed,
That wants no driving, and diidains the lead;
If guards, mechanically form'd in ranks,
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks,
shouldring and ftanding as 1if ftuck to ftone,
While condefcending majefty looks on;

If monarchy confift in {uch bafe things,
Sighing, I fay again, I pity kings !

To be fufpefted, thwarted, and withftood,
Ev'n when he labours for his country’s good ;
To fee a band, called patriot, for no caufe,

But that they catch at popular applaufe,
Carelefs of all th’ anxiety he feels,

Hook difappointment on the public wheels;
With all their flippant fluency of- tongue,
Moft confident, when palpably moft wrong ;
If this be kingly, then farewell for me

All kingfhip; and may I be poor and free!

To be the Table Talk of clubs up flairs,
To which th’ unwafh'd artificer repairs,
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T’ indulge his genius after long fatigue, -~
By diving into cabinet intrigue ;-
(For what.kings deem a toil, as well they may,
To him 1s relaxation and mere play)
To win no praife when well-wrought plans prevail,
But to be rudely cenfur'd when they fail ;
To doubt the love bis favrites may pretend, -
And in reality to find no friend ;
It he mdultre a culﬁvatecl tafte,
His gall nes mth the works of art well grac 'd,
To hear it call'd extravagance and wafle;
If thefe attendants, and if {uch as thefe,
Muft follow royalty, then welcome eafe;
However humble and confin'd the {phere,
Happy the fiate that has not thefe to fear.

A. Thus men, whofe thoughts contemplative

have dwelt

On fituations that they never felt,
Start up f{agacious, covered with the duit
Of dreaming fiudy and pedantic ruft,
And prate and preach about what others prove,
As if the world and they were hand and glove.
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares;
They have their weight to carry, fubjets their's;
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Poets, of all men; ever leaft regret
Increafing taxes and the nation’s debt.
Could you contrive the payment, and rehearfe
The mighty plan, oracular, in verfe,
No bard, howe'er majeftic, old or new,
Should claim my fixt attention more than you.

B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would effay
To turn the courfe of - H=licon that way;
Nor would the nine confent the facred tide
Should [;url amidft the traffic of Cheapfide,
Or tinkle in 'Change Alley, to amufe
The leathern ears of ftock-jobbers and jews.

A. Vouchfafe, at leaft, to pitch the key of i‘h}frﬂc
To themes more pertinent, if lefs fublime,
When minifters and minifterial arts ;
‘Patriots, who love good placestat their hearts ;
When admirals, extoll'd for ftanding fhil,
Or doing nothing with a deal of {kill ;
Gen'rals, who will not conquer when they may,
Firm friends to peace, to plealure, and good pay;
When freedom, wounded almoft to defpair,
Though difcontent alone can find out where;
When themes hke thefe employ the poet’s ongue, .
I hear as mute as if a {yren fung,
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Or tell me, if you can, what pow'r maintains
A Bntain’s {corn of arbitrary chains?
That were a theme might animate the dead,
And move the lips of poets caft 1n lead.

B. The caufe, though worth the {earch, may

yet elude

ConjeQure and remark, however threwd,
They take, perhaps, a well-diretted aim,
Who feek it in his climate and his frame.
Lib'ral in all thirgs elfe, yet pature here
With flern fevgrity deals out the year.
Winter invades the {pring, and often pours
A chilling flood on fammer’s drooping flow'rs;
Unwelcome vapours quen¢h autumnal beams,
Ungenial blafis attending, curl the ftreams;
The peafants urge their harveft, ply the fork
With double toil, and fhiver at their work ;
Thus with a rigour, for his good defign'd,
She rears her favite man of all mankind.
His form robuft and of elaftic tone, .
Propertion’d well, half mulfcle and half bone,
Supplies with warm a&ivity and force
A mind well-lodg'd, and inafculine of courfe.

8
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Hence liberty, fweet liberty infpires,

And keeps alive, his fierce but noble fires.

Patient of conftitutional controul,

He bears it with meek manlinefs of foul;

But, if authority grow wanton, woe

To him that treads upon his free-born toe;

One ftep beyond the bound'ry of the laws

Fires him at once in freedom's glorious caufe.

Thus proud prerogative, not much rever'd,

Is feldom felt, though fometimes feen and heard;

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay,

Is kept, to firut, look big, and talk away.
Born in a climate {ofter far than our's,

Not form'd like us, with {uch Herculean pow'rs, -

The Frenchman, eafy, debonatr, and briik,

Give him his lafs, his fiddle, and his frifk,

Is always happy, reign whoever may,

And laughs the fenfe of mis’ry far away:

He drinks his fimple bev’rage with a gufl;
Anq. feafting on an onion and a cruft,

We never feel th' alacrity and joy

With which he thouts and carols, Vive /e Roy,
- Till'd with as much true merriment and glee,
As if he heard his king fay—Slave,- be free.
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Thus happinefs depends, as nature fhoivs;
Lefs on exterior things than moft {fuppofe.
Vigilant over all that he has made,

Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ;
Bids equity throughout his works prevail,
And weighs the nations in an even {cale;
He can encourage flav'ry to a mile,

And fill with difcontent a Britifh iile.

A, Freeman and flave, then, if the cafe be fuch,
Stand on a level; and you prove too much :

If all men indiferiminately fhare
His foft'ring pow'r, and tutelary care,
As well be yok'd by defpoti{m’s band, .
As dwell at large in Britzin's charter'd land. -

B. No. Freedom hasathoufand-charms to fhow,
That {laves, howe'er contented, never know. -
The mind attains, beneath ber happy:reign, .
The growth that nature meant fhe fhould attain;
The varied fields of {cience,’ ever new,

Op'ning and wider op’ning on her view, .

She ventures onward with a profp’rous force,:
While no bafe fear impedes her in her courfe:
Religion, richeft favour of the tkies, - -
Stands moft reyeal'd before the freeman’s eyes ;
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No {hades of fuperflition blot the day,

Liberty chafes all that gloom away;

The foul, emancipated,: unopprefs'd,

'Free to prove all things and hold fatt the beft,
;Leams much; and, to a thonfand lift'ning minds,
 Communicates with joy the good fhe finds:

' Courage in arms, and ever prompt to thow

His manly forehead to the fierceit foe;

‘Glorious in war, but for the fake of peace,

‘His {pirits rifing as his toils increafe,

Guards well what arts and indaftry have won,
And freedom claims hire for-her firft-born fon.
Slaves fight for what were better caft away—
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant’s fway;
But they, that fight for freedom, undertake

The nobleft caufe mankind can have at ftake :——
Religion, virtue, truth, whate’er we call

A blefling—freedom is the pledge of all.

Oh liberty! the pris'ner’s pleafing dream,

The poet’s mufe, his paffion and his theme ;
Genius is thine, and thou art fancy’s nurfe;

Loft without thee th’ ennobling pow’rs of verfe ;'
Heroie fong from thy free touch acquires

Its cleareft tone, -the rapture it infpires;
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Place me where winter breathes his keeneft air,
And I will fing, if liberty be there;
And I will fing, at liberty's dear feet,
In Afric’s torrid clime, or India's fierceft heat.
A. Sing where you pleafe, in fucha caufe, I grant
An Englith poet’s privilege to rant ;
But 1s not freedom—at leaft, is not out’s
Too apt to play the wanton with her pow'rs,
Grow freakifh, and, o'erleaping ev'ry mound,
Spread anarchy and terror all around ?
B. Agreed. Butwould you {ell or flay your hor{
For bounding and curvetting in his courfe;
Or if, when ridden with a carelefs rein,
He break away, and feek the diftant plain?
No. His high mettle, under good controul,
Giveshim Olympic {peed, and thootshim tothe goa]
Let difcipline employ her wholefom:e arts;
Let magftrates alert perform therr parts,
Not {kulk or put on a prudential mafk,
As if- their duty were a defp’rate tatk;
Let active laws apply the needful curb
To guard the peace that riot would difturb;
And liberty, prefervid from wild excefs,
Shall raife no feuds for armies to fupprefs.
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hen tumult lately burft his prifon door,
nd fet plebeian thoufands in a roar;

8V hen he ufurp’'d authority’s juft place,
And dar'd to leok his mafter in the face;
When the rude rabble’s watch-word was—deftroy,
#And blazing London feem’d a fecond Troy;

] iberty bluth'd, and hung her drooping head,
Weheld their progrefs with the deepeft dread ;
i!' , that effetts like thefe fhe fhould produce,
orfe than the deeds of galley-flaves broke loofe,
he lofes in fuch florms her very name,

bnd fierce licentioufnefs thould hear the blame.

| Incomparable gem! thy worth untold ;

Cheap, though blood-bought ; and thrown away
when fold s

Iay no foes ravith thee, and no falfe fnend

Betray thee, while profeffing to defend ;

Prize it, ye minifters; ye monarchs, fpare;

te patriots, guard it with a mifer's care.

4. Patriots, alas! the few that have been found
here moft they flourith, upon Englith groand,

ke country’s need have {cantily fupplied,

pind the laft left the fcene when Chatham died.
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B. Not fo—the virtue flill adorns our age,
Though the chief aGor died upon the fiage,
In him Demofthenes was heard again;

Liberty taught him her Athenian firain;

She cloth’d him with authority and awe, .
Spoke from his lips, and in bis looks gave law.
His {peech, his form, his attion, full of grace,
And all his country beaming 1in his face,

He fiood, as {ome imimitable hand .
Would firive to make a Paul or Tully ftand.
No {ycophant or {flave, that dar'd oppofe -
Her facred caufe, but trembled when he rofe;
And ev'ry venal ftickler for the yoke

Felt himfelf cruthed at the firft word he {poke.

Such men are rais'd to ftation and command,
When Providence means mercy to a land.

He fpeaks, and they appear; to him they owe

Skill to dire&, and firength to firike the blow,
To manage with addrefs, to feize with pow'r,

The crifis of a dark decifive hour.

So Gideon earn’d a viftry not his own;

Subferviency his praife, and that alone.
Poor England! thou art a devoted deer,

Befet with ev'ry 11l but that of fear.
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The nations hunt ; all mark thee for-a prey;
They {warm around:thee; and thou ftand’ft at bay.
Undéunted~ ftill, -though wearied and perplex’d,
Ouce Chathamiav'd thee; but who faves thee next?
Alas! the tide of -pleafure fweeps along
All that thould be the boaft of Britifh fong.
'Tis not the wreath that once adorn’d thy brow,
The prize of happier times, will ferve thee now.
Our ancefiry; a.gallant chriftian race,
Patterns of evry virtue, evry grace,
Confg—*:fs'd- a God; they kneel'd before they fought,
And prais'd bim in the viftories he wrought.
Now from the duft of ancient days bring forth
Their fober zeal, 1ntegrity, and worth;
Courage, ungrac'd by thefe, affronts the fkies,
'Is but the fire without the facrifice.
The fiream that feeds the well-fpring of the heart
Not more invigorates life’s nobleft part,
Than virtue-quickens, with'a warmth divine,
The pow'rs that -fin has brought to a decline,

A. Th’ meftimable-eflimate of Brown
Rofe like a-paper-kité, -and charm’d the townj.
But meafures, planm'd and executed well,
shifted the wind that rais'd it, and it fell.

VOL, I, C
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He trod the very felf-fame ground you tread
And vittory refuted all he faid.

B. And yet his judgment was not fram’d amifs;
1ts error; if it err'd, was mereljr this—
He thought the dying hour already come,
And a complete recov'ry firuck him dumb.
But that effeminacy, folly, luft,
Enervate and enfeeble, and needs muft,
And that a nation thamefully debas'd,
Will be defpis'd and trampled on at laft,
Unlefs {fweet penitence her pow’rs renew,
Is truth, if hiftory itfelt be true.
There is a time, and juftice marks the date,
For long-forbearing clemency to wait ;
That hour elaps'd, th' incurable revolt
Is punifh'd, and down comes the thunder bolt.
If ‘mercy #4en put by the threat'ning blow,
Muit {he perform the fame kind office 70w @
May the! and, if offended heav'n be flill
Acceflible, and pray’r prevail, the will,
‘Tis not, however, infolence and noife,
The tempeft of tumultuary joys, |
Nor is it, yet, defpondence and difmay,
Will win her vifits or engage her ftay;

-
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Pray'r only, and the penitential tear,

- Can call her {miling down, and fix her here.

But, when a country (one that I could name)

In proftitution finks the fenfe of fhame;

When infamous venality, grown bold,

Writes on his bofom, 7o e et or fold ;

When perjury, that heav'n defying vice,

Sells oathis by tale, and at the loweft price,

Stamps God’s own name upon a lie juft made,

To turn a penny in the way of trade;

When av'rice ftarves (and never hides his face)

Two or three millions of the human race,

And not a tongue inquires, how, where, or when,

Though confcience will have twinges now and then;

When profanation of the facred caufe

In all its parts, times, miniftry, and laws,

Befpeaks a land, once chriftian, fall'n, and loit

In all that wars againft that title moft;

What follows next let cities of great name,

And regions long fince defolate, proclaim.

Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome,

Speak to the prefent times, and times to come;

They cry aloud in ev'ry carelefs ear,

Stop,.while ye may; fufpend your mad career;
Ca
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O learn, from our example and our fate,

Learn wifdom and repentance ere too late.
Not only-vice difpofes and prepares

The mind, that flumbers {weetly in her fnares,

To ftoop to tyranny’s ufurp’d command,

And bend her poiifh’d neck beneath his hand

(A dire effe@, by one of nature’s laws

Unchangeably connefted with its cauie);

But Providence himfelf will intervene

To throw his dark difpleafure o’er the {cene.

All are his inftraoments; each form of war,

\Vhat burns at home, or threatens from afar,

Nature in arms, her elements at ftrife,

The {torms that overfet the joys of life,

Are but his rods to fcourge a guilty land,

And wafte 1t at the bidding of his hand.

He gives the word, and mutiny {oon roars

In all her gates, and fhakes her diftant fhores;

The fiandards of all nations are unfurl’d ;

She has one foe, and that one foe the world.

And, if he doom that people with a frown,

And mark them with a feal of wrath prefs'd down,

Obduracy takes place; callous and tough,

The reprobated race grows judgment proof':
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Earth thakes beneath them and heav'n roars above;
But nothing fcares them from the courfe they love:
To the lafcivious pipe and wanton iong,

That charm down fear, they frolic it along,
With mad rapidity and unconcern,

Down to the gulf from which 1s no return. -

. They truft in navies, and their navies fail—
God’s curfe can caft away ten thoufand fail !
They traft in armies, and their courage dies; .

In wifdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies; .
But all they truft in withers, as 1t mutft,
When He commands, in whom they place no truft.
Vengeance at laft pours down upon their coaft
A long defpis'd, but now viltorious, hoft;
Tyranny fends the chain that muft abridge
The noble {weep of all their privilege;
Gives liberty the laft, the mortal thock;
Slips the flave’s collar on, and {naps the lock.
A. Such lofty ftrains embellifh what you teach,
Mean you to prophefy, or but to preach? _
B. I know the mind that feels indeed the fire
The mufe imparts, and can command the lyre,
Acts with a force, and kindles with a zeal,
Whate'er the theme, that others never feel.
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If homan woes her {oft attention claim,
A tender {fympathy pervades the frame,
She pours a fenfibility divine
Along the nerve of ev'ry feeling line.
But, if a deed not tamely to be born
Fire indignation and a fenfe of {corn,
The ftrings are fwept with fuch a pow’r fo loud,
The ftorm of mufic fhakes th’ aitonifh'd crowd.
So, when remote futurity 1s brought
Before the keen inquiry of her thought,
A terrible fagacity informs
The poet’s heart; he locks to diftant ftorms;
He bears the thunder ere the tempeft low’rs ;
And, arm'd with firength {furpafling human pow'rs,
Seizes events as yet unknown to man, 1
And darts his foul into the dawning plan.
Hence, 1in 2 Roman mouth, the graceful name
Of prophet and of poet was the fame;
Hence Brit1ifh poets, too, the priefthood fhay'd,
And ev'ry ballow’d druid was a bard.
But no prophetic fires to me belong ;
I play with {yllables, and fport in fong.

A. At Weftminfier, where little poets ftrive

To {et a diftich upon {ix and five,
7
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Where difcipline helps op’ning buds of fenfe,
And makes his pupils proud with filver-pence,
I was a poet too: but modern tafte
Is fo refin’d, and delicate, and chafte,
That verle, whatever fire the fancy warins,
Without a creamy {fmoothnefs has no charms.
Thus, all fuccefs depending on an ear,
And thinking I might purchafe it too dear,
If fentiment were facrific'd to found,
And truth cut {fhort to make a period round,
I judg’d 2 man of fenfe could fcarce do worfe
Than caper in the morris-dance of verfe,

B. Thus reputation 1s a {pur to wit,
And fome wits flag through fear of lofing it.
Give me the line that plows 1ts ftately courfe
Like a proud {wan, conq’ring the fiream by force;
That, like fome cottage beauty, firikes the heart,
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art,
When labour and when dullnefs, club in hand,
Like the two figures at St. Dunftan’s, fland,
Beating alternately, in meafur'd time,
The clock-work tintinabulura of rhyme,
Fxalt and regular the founds will be;

|
But fuch mere quarter-ftrokes are not for me,
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From him who rears a poem lank and long,
To him who firains his all into a {ong;

Perhaps fome bonny Caledonian air,

All birks and braes, though he was never there ;
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains,
Feels himfelf fpent, and fumbles for his brains;
A prologue interdath’d with many a ftroke—
An art contriv'd to advertife a joke,

So that the jeft is clearly to be {een,

Not in the words—but in the gap between:
MManner is all 1n all, whate’er 1s writ,

The fubfiitute for genius, fenfe, and wit.

To dally much with fubje&ts mean and low
Proves that the mird is weak, or makes it {o.
Negleéted talents ruft into decay,

And ev'ry effort ends 1n pufh-pin play.

The man that means {uccefs thould foar above
A 1oldier's feather, or a lady’s glove ;

Elfe, fummoning the mufe to fuch a theme,
The fruit of all ber labour is whipt-cream.

As 1f an eagle flew aloft, and then—

Stoop'd from its higheft pitch to pounce a wren.
As if the poet, purpofing to wed,

Should carve himfelf a wife in gingerbread.
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Ages elaps'd ere Homer’s lamp appear'd,
And ages ere the Mantuan {wan was heard :
To carry nature lengths unknown before,

To give a Milton birth afk'd ages more.
Thus genius rofe and {et at order'd times,

And fhot a day-fpring into diftant climes,
:Ennobling ev'ry region that he chofe;

He funk in Greece, in Italy he rofe;

And, tedious years of Gothic darknefs pafs'd,
Emerg'd all fplendour in our ifle at laft,

Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main,
Then fhow far off their {hining plumes again.

A. Is genius only found in epic lays?

Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praife.
Make their heroic pow’rs your own at once,
Or candidly confefs yourfelf a dunce.

B. Thefe were the chief: each interval of night
Was grac’d with many an undulating light.

In lefs 1lluftrious bards his beauty fhone
A meteor, or a flar; in thefe, the fun.

The nightingale may claim the topmoft bough,
While the poor grafshopper muft chirp below:
Like him, unnotic'd, I, and fuch as 1,

Spread little wings, and rather fkip than fly;
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Perch’d on the meagre produce of the land,

An ell or two of profpet we command ;

But never peep beyond the thorny bound,

Or oaken fence, that hems the paddoc round.
In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart

Had faded, poetry was not an art;

Language, above all teaching, or, if taught,

Only by gratitude and glowing thought,

Elegant as fimplicity, and warm

As ecftafy, unmanacled by form,

Not promopted, as in our degen'’rate days,

By low 1mbiticn and the thirft of praife,

Was natural as 1s the flowing ftream,

And yet magnificent—a Goad the theme!

That theme on earth exhaufted, though above

"Tis found as everlafting as his love,

Man lavifh'd all his thoughts on human things—

The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings:

But ftill, while virtue kindled his delight,

The fong was moral, and [o far was right,

"Twas thus till luxury {feduc'd the mind

To joys lefs innocent, as lefs refin’d ;

Then genius danc'd a bacchanal ; he crown’d

The brimming goblet, feiz'd the thyrfus, bound
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His brows with ivy, rufh’d into the field

Of wild imagination, and there reel'd,

"The vi&im of his own lafcivious fires,

And, dizzy with delight, profan’d the facred wires.

Anacreon, Horace, play’d in Greece and Rome

This Bedlam part; and others nearer home. |

When Cromwell fought for pow'’r, and while he
reign'd

The proud protettor of the pow'’r he gain'd,

Religion harfh, intolerant, auftere,

Pérent of manners like herfelf fevere,

Drew a rough copy of the Chriftian face

Without the fmile, the fweetnefs, or the grace,;-.

The dark and fullen humour of the time

Judg'd ev'ry effort of the mufe a crime;

Verfe, in the fineft mould of fancy caf,

Was lumber in an age {o void of tafte:

But, when the fecond Charles affum’d the fway,

And arts reviv'd beneath a {ofter day,

Then, like a bow long forc'd into a curve,

The mind, releas’d from too confirain’d a nerve,

Flew to its firft pofition with a fpring -

That made the vaulted roofs of pleafure ring.
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His court, the diffolute and hateful {chool
Of wantopnefs, where vice was taught by rule,

Swarm'd with a fcribbling herd, as deep inlaid
With bratal luft as ever Circe made,

From thefe a long fucceflion, in the rage

Of rank obfcenity, debauch'd their age ;

Nor ceas'd, t1ll, ever anxious to redrefs

Th’ abufes of her facred charge, the prefs,

The mufe inftrufted a well-nurtur’d train

Of abler votaries to cleanfe the ftain,

And claim the palm for purity of {fong,

That lewdnefs had ufurp’d and worn {o long,

Then decent pleafantry and fterling {enfe,

That neither gave nor would endure offence,

Whipp'd out of fight, with fatire juft and keen,

The puppy pack that had defil'd the {cene.
In front of thefe came Addifon. In him

Huomour in holiday and fightly trim,

Sublimity and attic tafte, combin’d,

To polith, furnith, and delight, the mind.

Then Pope, as harmony itfelf exa,

In verfz well difciplin'd, complete, compa&,

Gave virtue and morality a grace,

That, quite eclipfing pleafure's painted face,
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Levied a tax of wonder and applaufe,

Ev'n on the fools that trampled on their laws,
But he (his mufical finefle was {uch,

So mce his ear, fo delicate his touch)

Made poetry a mere mechanic art ;

And ev'ry warbler has his tune by heart.
Nature 1mparting her fatiric gift,

Her fertous mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift,
With droll {obriety they rais’d a fmile

At folly’s coft, themfelves unmov'd the while.
That conftellation fet, the world in vain

Muft hope to look upon their like again.

4. Are we then left—B. Not whollyin the dark;
Wit now and then, firuck {fmartly, thows a fpark,
Sufhcient to redeem the modern race
From total night and abfolute difgrace.

While fervile trick dnd imitative knack
Confine the million in the beaten track,
Perhaps fome courfer, who difdains the road,
Snuffs up the wind, and flings himfelf abroad.

Contemporaries all furpafs'd, fee one ;

Short his career, indeed, but ably run ;
Churchill; himfelf unconfcious of his pow'ss,
In penury confum’d his idle hours:
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And, like a {catter'd feed at random fown,
Was left to fpring by vigour of his own,
Lifted at length, by dignity of thought

~ And dint of genius, to an affluent lot,

He laid his head in luxury's foft lap,

And took, too often, there his eafy nap.

If brighter beams than all he threw not forth,
*T'was negligence in him, not want of worth.
Surly and flovenly, and bold and coarfe,

Too proud for art, and trufting 1n mere fbrcls,
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit,
Always at fpeed, and never drawing bit,

He firuck the lyre in fuch.a carelefs mood,
And fo difdain’d the rules he underftood,

The laurel feem'd to wait on his command ;
He fnatch’d it rudely from the mufes’ hand.
Nature, exerting an unwearied powr,
Forms, opens, and gives {cent to, ev'ry flow’r;
Spreads the frefh verdure of the field, and leads
The dancing Naiads through the déwy meads:
She fills profufe ten thonfand little throats
With mufic, modulating all their notes ;

And ‘charms the woodland {cenes, and wilds un-

known,

With artlefs airs and concerts of her own:
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$But feldom (as if fearful of eﬁpenfe) |
BVouchfafes to man a poet’s juft pretence—~—
#Fcrvency, freedom, fluency of thought,

g armony, {trength, words exquifitely fought
fancy, that from the bow that {pans the ky
t: colours, dipt in heav'n, that pever die; .
B foul exalted above earth, a mind

&kill'd in the charaers that form mankind ;
#And, as the fun in rifing beauty drefs’d, -
$.0oks to the weftward from the dappled eaft,
And marks, whatever clouds may interpofe,
Bire yet his race begins, its glorious clofe ;
#An eye like his to catch.the diftant goal ;

?;' r, ere the wheels of verfe begin to roll;
&Like his to fhed illuminating rays

0 evry {cene and fubje& it [urveys:

hus grac'd, the man afierts a poet’s name,
fAnd the world cheerfully admits the claim.
Pity religion has fo feldom found

(kilful guide into poetic ground!

the flow’rs would fpring where'er fhe deign'd to

find evry mufe attend her in her way.
irtue indeed meets many a rhiming friend,
p\nd many a compliment politely penn'd;
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But, unattird in that becoming veft
Religion weaves for her, and half undrefs'd,
Stand in the defert, fhiv'ring and forlorn,

A wintry figure, like a wither'd thorn.

The fhelves are full, all other themes are {ped;
Hackney'd and worn to the laft flimfy thread, 1
Satire has long fince done his beft; and curft ¢
And loathfome tibaldry has done his worft; &

X
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Fancy has fported all her pow'rs away
In tales, in trifles, and in children’s play;
And ’tis the fad complaint, and almoft true, |
Whate'er we write, we bring forth nothing new, |
'T'were new indeed to {ee a bard all fire, |
Touch'd with a coal from heav’n, affume the lyre]
And tell the world, ftill kindling as he fung,
With more than mortal mufic on bis tongue,
That He, who died below, and reigns above,
Infpires the fong, and that his name 1s love.
For, after all, if merely to beguile,
By flowing numbers and a flow’ry fiyle,
The tedium that the lazy rich endure,
Which now and then {weet poetry may-cure;
Or, if to fee the name of idle {elf, .

Stamp'd on the well-bound quarto, grace the thelf
8 i
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T float a bubble on the breath of fame,
Prompt his endeavour, and engage his aim,
Debas'd to fervile purpofes of pride,
How are the pow’rs of genius mifapplied !
The gift, whofe office is the Giver’s praife,
To trace him in his word, his works, his ways !
Then fpread the rich difcov’ry, and invite
Mankind to fhare in the divine delight.
Diftorted from its ufe and juft defign,
To make the pitiful pofieffor {hine,
To purchafe, at the fool-frequented fair
Of vanity, a wreath for f{elf to wear,
Is profanation of the bafeft kind—
Proof of a trifling and a worthlefs mind,

A, Hail Sternhold, then; and Hopkins, hail!

B. Amen.

If flatt’ry, follv, luft, employ the pen;
If acrimony, flander, and abufe,
Give it a charge to blacken and traduce;
Though Butler’s wit, Pope’s numbers, Prior’s eafe,
With all that fancy can invent to pleafe,
Adorn the polifh'd periods as they fall,
One madrigal of their’s is worth them all.

VOL, I. L
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A. "Twould thin the ranks of the poetic tribe,
To dafh the pen through all that you profcribe,
B. No matter—we could fhift when they were
not ;
And fbhould, no doubt, if they were all forgot.



THE

PROGRESS OF ERROR.

Y] gzlrirf loguar audiendum, Hogr. Lib. 4. Od. 2.

Sive, mufe, (if fuch a theme, fo dark, {o long,
May find a mufe to grace it with a {ong)
By what unfeen and unfufpeéted arts
The {erpent error twines round human hearts;
Tell where the lurks, beneath what flow'ry fhades,
That not a glimp{e of genuine light pervades,
The pois'nous, black, infinnating worm
Succefsfully conceals her loathbfome form.
Take, if ye can, ye carelefs and fupine,
Counfel and caution from a voice like mine!
Truths, that the theorift could never reach,
And obferyation taught me, I would teach.
D2

L
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Not all, whofe eloquence the fancy fills,
Mufical as the chime of tinkling rills,
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend,
Can trace her mazy windings to their end;
Difcern the fraud beneath the fpecious lure,

Prevent the danger, or preferibe the cure.

The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear,

Falls foponific on the liftlefs ear;

Like quickfilver, the rhet'ric they difplay

Shines as it runs, but, grafp'd at, {lips away.,
Plac’d for his trial on this buftling ftage,

From thoughtlefs youth to ruminating age,

Yree in his will to choofe or to refufe,

Man may improve the crifis, or abufe;

klle, on the fatalifts unrighteous plan,

Say, to what bar amenable were man?

With nought in charge, he counld betray no truft;

And, 1f he fell, would fall becaufe he muft;

It love reward hum, or if vengeance firike,

His recompenie 1s both unjuft alike.

Divine authonty within his breaft

Brings ev'ry thought, word, a&ion, to the teft;

Warns him or prompts, approves him or reftrains,

As reafon, or as paflion, takes the reins.

sy
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Heav'n from above, and confcience from within,
Cries in his ftartled ear— Abftain from finl:
The world around folicits his defire,

And kindles in his foul a treach’rous fire;
While, all his purpofes and fieps to guard; -
Peace follows virtue, as its fure reward ;- - |
And pleafure brings as furely in her train -
Remorfe, and forrow, and vindi&ive pain;

Man, thus endued with an ele@ive voice,
Muft be fupplied with obje@s of his choice, " -
Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delight,

Or prefent, or in profpe®, meet his fight ;
Thofe open on the fpot their honéy'd: ftore; -
Thefe call him loudly to purfuit of more,

His unexhaufied mine the fordid vice

Avarice fhows, and virtue is the price,

Here various motives his ambition raife—. . :.
Pow’r, pomp, and fplendour, and the thirft of przufe 3
There beauty woos him with expanded arms: - -
E'en Bacchanalian madnefs has its charms,. - ../

Nor thefe alone, whofe pleafures, lefs refin’'d,
Might well alarm the moft unguarded mind,- 7
Seek to fupplant his inexperienc'd youth, - -

Or lead him devious from the path of trath;-i_
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|

Hourly allurements on his paffions prefs,
Safe in them{elves, but dang’rous in th' excef.
Hark! how it floats upon the dewy air!
O what a dying, dying clofe was there! .
*T1s harmony from yon {equefter'd bow™,
Sweet harmony, that fooths the midnight hour !
Long ere the charioteer of day had run h
His morning courfe, th’ enchantment was begun;
And Hie fhall gild yon mountain’s height again,
Ere yet the pleafing toil becomes a pain.
Is this the rugged path, the fteep afcent,
That virtue points to? Can a life thus fpent
Lead to the blifs the promifes the wife,
Detach the foul from earth, and fpeed her to the
kies? -
Ye devotees to your ador'd employ,
Enthufiafts, drunk with an anreal joy,
Love makes the mufic of the bleft abeve,
Heav}n? harmony is-univerfal love ;
. And earthly founds, tho’ {weet and well combin’d,
And lenient as foft opiates to the mind,
Leave vice and folly unfubdu'd behind. *
Gray dawn appegrs; the fportfman and his train
Speckle the bofom of the diftant plain;
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'"Tis he, the Nimrod of the neighb'ring lairs;
Save that his {cent is lefs acute than their's,

For perfevering chafe, and headlong leaps,
True beagle as the flauncheft hound he keeps.
Charg’d with the folly of his life’s mad 1cene,
He takes offence, and wonders what you mean;
The joy the danger and the toil o'erpays—

"Tis exercife, and health, and length of days.
Again impetuous to the field he flies;

Leaps ev'ry fence but one, there falls and dies;
Like a {lain deer, the tumbrel brings htmy home,
Unmifs'd but by his dogs and by his groan.

Ye clergy; while your orbit is your place,
Lights of the world, and ftars of human race;
But, if eccentric ye forfake your fphere,
Prodigies ominous, and view'd with fear.,

The comet’s baneful influence 1s a dream ;

Your’s real, and pernicious 1n th’ extreme,

What then !—are appetites and lufts laid down,

With the fame eafe that man puts on his gown?
Will av'rice and concupifcence give place,

Charm'd by the founds—Y our Rev’rence, or Your
Grace ?

!
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No. But his own engagement binds him faft;
Or, 1if it does not, brands him to the laft,
What atheifts call him—a defigning knave,
A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and {lave,
Ob, laugh ‘or mourn with me the rueful jeft,
A caflock’d huntfman aﬁd a fiddling prieft |
He from Itahan fongfters takes his cue:
Set Paul to mufic, he fhall quote him too.
He takes the field. The mafter of the pack

Cries—Well done, faint! and claps him on the
back.

Is this the path of fandtity? Is this

To ftand 2 way-mark 1n the road to blifs ?

Himfelf a wand'rer from the narrow way,

His filly fheep, what wonder 1if they f{tray?

Go, caft your orders at your bithop’s feet,

Send your dithonour'd gown to Monmouth-fireet!

The facred function in your hands 15 made—

Szd facrilege !'—no funftion, but a trade!
Occiduus is a paftor of renown,

When hehaspray'd and preach’d the fabbath down,

\With wire and catgut he concludes the day,

Quav'ring and {emiquav’ring care away.
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The full concerto fwells upon your ear;

All elbows fhake, Look in, and you would fwear
The Babylonlan, tyrant with.a nod |

§ Had fummon'd them to ferve his golden god.

So well that thought th’ employment feems to fuit,
Plalt'ry and fackbut, dulcimer, and flute.

j Oh fiel ’tis evangelical and pure:

Obferve each face, how fober and demure !
Ecitafy fets her ftamp on ev'ry mien ;

§ Chins fall'n, and not an eye-ball to be {een,

still I infift, though mufic heretofore

| Has charm’d. me much, (not e'en Occiduus more)

| Love, joy, and peace, make harmony more meet
| Yor fabbath ev’nings, and perhaps as {weet.

Will not the ficklieft theep of every flock
| Refort to this example as a rock ;

| There ftand, and juftify the foul abufe

Of fabbath hours with plaufible excufe 2
 If apoftolic gravity be free o
To play the fool on Sundays, why not we?
If he the tinkling harpfichord regards

As 1noffenfive, what offence in cards? -
Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay !

Laymen have leave to dance, if parfons play.
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Oh Italy!—thy fabbaths will be {foon
Our {abbaths, clos'd with mumm’ry and buffoon,
Preaching and pranks will fhare the motley icene:
Our’s parcell'd out, as thine have ever been,
God’s worfhip and the mountebank between,
What fays the prophet? Let that day be blett
With holine{s and confecrated reft.

Paftime and bus'nefs both 1t thould exclude,
And bar the door the moment they intrude;
Nobly diftinguifh’d above all the fix,

By deeds in which the world muft never mix.
Hear him again. He calls it a delight,

A day of luxury, obferv’d anght,

When the glad foul 1s made heav'n’s welcome guetft,
Sits banqueting, and God provides the feaft.

But triflers are engag'd and cannot come;

Their anfwer to the call is—Noz a# fome.

Oh the dear pleafures of the velvet plaio,
The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again,
Cards, with what rapture, and the polifh’d die,
The yawning chafm of indolence fupply!

Then to the dance, and make the fober moon

Witnefs of joys that fhun the fight of noon.
8
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 Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball,
d The fo ug clofe party, or the fplendid hali,

§ Where night, down-ftooping from her ebon throne,
Views conftellations brighter than her own,

t "Tis innocent, and harmlefs, and refin'd ;
The balm of care, elyfium of the mind,

| Innocent ! Oh, if venerable time

 Slain at the foot of pleafure be no crime,
Then, with his filver beard and magic wand,
§ Let Comus rife archbifhop of the land ;

| Let him your rubric and your feafts prefcribe,
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe.

Of manners rough, and coarfe athletic caft,
The tank debauch fuits Clodio’s filthy tafte.
Rofllus, exquifitely form’d by rule,

Not of the moral, but the dancing fchool,
Wonders at Clodio’s follies, in a tone

As tragical, as others at. his own.

He Cannot drink five bottles, bilk the fcore,
Then kill a conftable, and drink five more ;
But he can draw a pattern, make a tart,

And has the ladies etiquette by heart.

Go, fool ; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead
Your caufe before a bar you little dread ;
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But know, - the law that bids the'drunkard die

Is far too juft to pafs the-trifler by.

Both baby-featur'd, and of infant fize,

View'd from a diftance, and with heedlefs eyes,

Folly and innocence are {o alike,

The diff'rence, though eflential, fails to ftrike.

Yet folly ever has a vacant ftare, |

A fimp'ring count’'nance, and a trifling air;

But innocence, fedate, ferene, eredt,

Delights us, by engaging our refpectt.

Man, nature’s gueft by invitation {fweet,

Receives from her both appetite and treat ;

But, if he play the glutton and exceed,

His benefaltrefs blirfhes at the deed.

For nature, nice, as lib'fal to difpenie,

Made nothing but a brute the {lave of fenfe.

Danzel ate pulfe by choice—example rare |

Heav'n blefs'd the youth, and made him frefh and
fair, |

Gorgonius fits, abdominous and wan,

Like a fat {quab upon a Chinefe fan:

He {nuffs far off th’ anticipated joy;

Turtle and ven'fon all his thoughts employ;
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[Prepares for meals as jockies. take a fweat,

B0b,. naufeous l—an emetic for.a whet |

fWill Providence o'erlook the wafled good ?
[lemperance were no virtue if he could.

§ That pleafures, therefore, or what fuch we call,
re hurtful, is a truth.confefs'd by all.

nd {fome, that feem to threater virtue lefs,

Btill hurtfol, in th’ abufe, or by th’ excef.

§ Is man then only for his torment plac’q -

_';it he centre of dehghts be may not tafte >

tke fabled Tantalus, condemn’d to hear

he precious fream fHilt purling in his ear,
Lip-deep in what he longs for, and yet curft.
pith prohibition, and perpetual thirft 3

0, wrangler—deftitute.of thame and fenfe,
fhe precept, that enjoins him abflinence, .

orbids him none but the licentioys joy,

Whofe fiuit, though fair, tempts only to defiroy, |

ernorfe the fatal egg by pleafure laid
h every bofom where her neft is made,.

latch'd by the beams of truth, .denies him reﬁ
And proves a raging feorpion.in his breaft.
Vo pleafure? Are domeflic comforts dead-.?

Are all the namelefs fweets of friendthip fled ?
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Has time worn out, or fathion put to fhame,

Good {enfe, good health, good confcience, and
good fame ?

All thefe belong to virtue, and all prove
That virtue has a title to your love,

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor
dtand fiarv'd at your inhofpitable door ?

Or, if yourfelf, too fcantily fupplied,

Need help, let honeft indufiry provide.

Earn, if you want ; if you abound, impart :
Thefe both are pleafures to the feeling heart.
No pleafure? Has fome fickly eaftern wafte
Sent us a wind to parch us at a blaft?

Can Britifh paradife no fcenes afford

To pleafe her {ated and indiff’rent lord »

Are {weet philofophy’s enjoyments run
Quite to the lees? And has religion none ?
Brutes capable, would tell you ’tis a lie,

And judge you from the kennel and the ftye,
Delights like thefe, ye fenfual and profane,
Ye are bid, begg'd, befought to entertain ;
Call'd to thefe cryfial fircams, do ye turn off,
Obfcene, to fwill and fwallow at a trough?
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Envy the beaft, then, on whom heav’n beftows
our pleafures, with no curfes in the clofe.
Pleafure admitted in undue degree,

nflaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free,
Tis not alone the grape’s enticing juice
Unnerves the moral pow’rs, and mars their ufe ;
mbition, av'rice, and the luft of fame,

nd woman, lovely woman, does the fame,
he heart, furrender'd to the ruling pow'

f fome ungovern'd paffion evry hour,

inds, by degrees, the truths that once bore {w
d all their deep impreflions, wear away.,

0 coin grows fmooth, in traffic current pafs'd,
il Ceefar's image is effac'd at laft,

The breach, though fmall at firft, foon 6p’ning
wide,

In ruthes fo]ly*with a full-moon tide.
Then welcome errors, of whatever fize,
To juftify it by a thoufand lies,

As creeping ivy clings to wood or ftone,
And hides the rain that it feeds upon ;

So {ophiftry cleaves clofe to, and prote(ls,
OIS rotten trank, concealin g its defes.

aY,
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Mortals, whofe pleafures are their only care,

Firft with to be impos'd on, and then are,
And, left the fulfome artifice thould fail,
Themf{elves will hide its coarfenefs with a veil.
Not more induftrious 2re the juft and true
To give to virtue what is virtue's due—
The praife of wifdom, comelinefs, and worth;
And call her charms to public notice forth—
Than vice’s mean and difingenuous race
To hide the thocking features of her face.
Her form with drefs and lotion they repair;
Then kifs their 1dol, and pronounce her fair.

The facred implement I now employ
Might prove a mifchief, or at beft a toy;
A trifle, if it move but to amufe:
But, if to wrong the judgment and abufe,
Worfe than a poignard in the bafeft hand,
It ftabs at once the morals of a land.

Ye writers of what none with fafety reads,
Footing 1t in the dance that fancy leads::
Ye novelifts, who mar what ye wonld mend,
Snivling and driv'ling folly without end;
Whofe correfponding miffes fill the ream
With {entimental {rippery and dream,
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Caught 1n 2 delicate foft filken net
By (ome lewd earl, or.rake-hell baronet :

Ye pimps, who, under virtue's fair preience,
Steal to the clofet of young innocence,

And teach her, unexperiencd yet and green,
To {cribble as you f{cribbled at fifteen ;

Who, kindling a combuftion of defire, |
With fome cold moral think to quench the fire;
Though all your engineering proves in vain,
The dribbling fiream ne'er puts 1t out again
Oh that a verfe had pow'r, and could command
Far, far away, thefe flefh-flies of the land;
Who faften without mercy on the fair,

And fuck, and leave a craving maggot there.
Howe'er difguis'd th’ inflammatory tale,

And covered with a fine-fpun ipecious veil;
Such writers, and fuch readers, owe the guﬂz ’

And relifh of their pleafure all to luft.
But the mufe, eagle-pinion’d,. bas in view

A quarry more important flill than you;
Down, down the wind fhe {wims, and fails away;
Now floops upon it, and now grafps the prey,
Petronius | all the mufes weep for thee;
But ev'ry tear {hall fcald thy memory: .
VOL. T, E
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The graces, too, while virtue at their {hrine
Lay bleeding under that foft hand of thine,
Felt each a mortal ftab in her own breaft,
Abhorr'd the facrifice, and carft the prieft.
Thou polifh'd and high-finifh’d foe to truth,
(ray-beard corrupter of our lift'ning youth,
To purge and ikim away the filth of vice,
That, fo refin’d, 1t might the more entice,
Then pour it on the morals of thy fon,
To taint % heart, was worthy of 2une own/
Now, while the poifon all high life pervades,
Write, if thou can’ft, one letter from the fhades;
One, and one only, charg'd with deep regret
That thy worft part, thy principles, live yet;
One fad epiftle thence may cure mankind
Of the plague {pread by bundles left hehind.
"Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears,
Our moft important are our earlieft years; -
The mind, impreflible and foft, with eafe
Imbibes and copies what fhe hears and {ees,
And through life’s labyrinth holds faft the clue
'That education gives her, falle or true.
Plants rais'd with tendernefs are feldom ftrong;
Man’s coltifh difpofition afks the thong;
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bAnd, without difcipline, the fav'rite child, -
fLike a negleCted forefter, runs wild.

fbut we, as if good qualities wonld STOW
iSpontaneous, take but little pains to fow;
We give fome Latin, and a fmatch of Greek ;
fTeach him to fence and figure twice a week ;
|/ nd, having done, we think, the beft we can,

Praife his proficiency, and dub him man.

| From f{chool to Cam or Ifis, and thence home ;

fand thence, with all convenient {peed, to Rome,
[With rev’rend tutor, clad 1n habit lay,

Lo teafe for cath, and quarrel with, a]] day ;
With memorandum-book for ev'ry town,

ind ev'ry poft, and where the chaife broke down;
His flock, a few French phrafes got by heart ;
Vith much to learn, but nothing to impart,

he youth, obedient to his fire’s commands,

vets off a wand’rer into foreign lands.

Surpris'd at all they meet, the goiling pair,

With awkward gait, firetch'd neck, and filly ftare,
Difcover huge cathedrals, built with ftone,
And fteeples tow'ring high, much like our own
But thow peculiar light by many a grin

At popith practices obferv'd within,

E 2

)
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Ere long, fome bowing, {mirking, {mart abbé,
Remarks two loit’rers that have loft their way;
And, being always prim’d with pofrzcffe
For men of their appearance and addrefs,

With much compafiion undertakes the tatk
To tell them—more than they have wit to afk
Points to inferiptions wherefoe’er they tread,
Such as, when legible, were never read,

But, being canker'd now and halt worn out,
Craze antiguarian brains with endlefs doubt ;
Some headlefs hero, or fome Czfar thows—
Defeive only in his Roman nofe;

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans,

Models of Herculanean pots and pans;

And {ells them medals, which, if neither rare
Nor ancient, will be fo, preferv’d with care.

Strange the recital! from whatever caufe
His great improvement and new lights he draws,
The {quire, once bafhful, 15 fhame-fac'd no more,
But teems with pow'rs he never felt before;
Whether increas’d momentum, and the force
With which from clime to clime he fped his courle,
(As axles fometimes kindle as they go)

Chaf'd him, and brought dull nature to a glow;
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Or whether clearer {kies and fofter arr,

That make Italian flow'rs {o fweet and fair,

Frefh'ning his lazy {pirits as he ran, .

Unfolded gemally, and fpread the man;

Returning, he proclaims, by many a grace,

By fhrugs, and flrange contortions of his face,

How much a dunce that has been fent to roam,

Excels a dunce that has been kept at home. .
Accomplifhments have taken virtue’s place,

And wifdom falls before exterior grace;

We {light the precious kernel of the fone,

And toil to polith its rough coat alone.

A juft deportment, manners grac'd with eafe,

Elegant phrafe, and figure form'd to pleafe,

Are qualities that feem to comprehend

Whatever parents, guardians, ichools, intend;

Hence an unfurnifh’d and a liftlefs mind,

Though bufy, trifing ; empty, though refin'd ;-

Hence all that interferes, and dares to clath

With indolence and luxury, 1s trath ;

While learning, once the man’s exclufive pride,

Seems verging faft towards the female fide.

Learning itfelf, receiv'd into a mind

By nature weak, or vicioufly inclin'd,
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Serves but to lead philofophers aftray, :
Where children would with eafe difcern the way,
And, of all arts fagacious dupes invent,

To cheat themfelves and gain the world's aflent,
The wortt is—{cripture warp'd from its intent.

The carriage bowls aleng, and all are pleas'd,
If Tom be fober, and the wheels well greas'd ;

But, if the rogue have gone a cup too far,

Left out his linch-pin, or forgot his tar,

It {foffers interruption and delay,

And meets with hindrance in the {moothett way,
When fome hypothefis abfurd and vain

Has fill'd with all its fumes a critic’s brain,
The text that forts not with his darling whim,

Though plain to others, is obfcure to him.

The will made {ubje&t to a lawlefs force,

All is irregular, and out of courfe;

And judgment drunk, and brib'd to lofe his way,
Winks hard, and talks of ‘darknefs at noon-day.

A critic on the facred ‘book fhould be
Candid and learn’'d, -difpaflionate and free;

Free from the wayward bias bigots feel,
From fancy’s influence, and intemp’rate zeal :
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But, above all, (or let the wretch refrain,
Nor touch the page he cannot but profane)
Free from the domineering pow'’r of luft;
A lewd interpreter is never juft.
How thall I fpeak thee, or thy pow’r addrefs,
Thou god of our idolatry, the prefs?
By thee, religion, liberty, and laws,
Exert their influence, and advance their caufe;
By thee, worfe plagues than Pharaol's land befel,
Diffus'd, make earth the veftibule of hell;
Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wife;
Thou ever-bubbling {pring of endlefs lies
Like Eden’s dread probationary tree,
Knowledge of good and evil is from thee.
No wild enthufiaft ever yet could reft
Till half mankind were like himfelf poifefs'd.
Philofophers, who darken and put out -
Eternal truth by everlafting doubt;
Church quacks, with paflions under no command,

Who fill the world with doétrines contraband,
Difcov'rers of they know not what, confin'd

Within no bounds—the blind that lead the blind;
To fireams of popular opinion drawn,
Depofit in thofe thallows all their fpawn,
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The wnggling fry {oon fill the creeks around,
Pois'ning the waters where their {warms abound.
Scorn’'d by the nobler tenants of the flood,

Minnows and gudgeons gorge th’ unwholefome
food.

The propagated myriads {pread {o faft,

E'en Leuwenhoeck himfelf wounld ftand aghaft,

Employd to calculate th’ enormous fum,

And own his crab-computing pow'rs.o'ercome.

Is this hyperbole? The world well known,

Your fober thoughts will hardly find it one.
Frefh confidence the {peculatift takes

From ev'ry hair-brain'd profelyte he makes ;

And therefore prints: himfelf but half deceiv'd,

Till others have the foothing tale believ'd.

Hence comment after comment, fpun as fine

As bloated fpiders draw the flimfy line:

Hence the {ame word, that bids our lufts obey,

Is mifapplied to fan&ify their {way.

If ftubborn Greek refufe to be his friend,

Hebyew or Syriac fhall be forc'd to bend:

If languages and copies all cry, No—

Somebody prov'd it centuries ago.
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Like trout purfued, the critic, in defpair,
Darts to the mud, and finds his fafety there. .
Women, whem cuftom has forbid to fly

The {cholar’s pitch, (the {cholar bef knows why)
With all the fimple and unletter'd poor,

 Admire his learning, and almoft adore.

Whoever errs, the prieft can ne'er be wrong,

With fuch fine words familiar to his tongue.
| : T
. Ye ladies! (for, indiff'rent in your caufe,

1 fhould deferve to forfeit all applaufe)
Whatever {fhocks, or gives the leaft offence

To virtue, delicacy, truth, or fenfe,

(Try the criterion, 'tis a faithful guide)

Nor bas, nor can have, {cripture on its fide.
None but an author knows an author's cares,

Or fancy’s fondune(s for the child the bears.

Committed once into the public arms,

The baby feems to fmile with added charms.

Like {fomething precious ventured far from thore,

Tis valued for the danger’s fake the more,

He views.it with complacency {upreme,

Solicits kind attention to his dream ;

And daily, more enamour'd of the cheat,

Kneels, and afks hieav'n to blefs the dear deceit,
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So one, whofe ftory ferves at leaft to thow

Men lov'd their own proeduflious long ago,

Woo'd an unfeeling ftatue for his wife,

Nor refied till the gods had given it life,

If fome mere driv'ler fuck the fugar'd fib,

One that fhll needs bis leading-ftring and bib,

And praife his genius, he 1s foon repaid

In praife applied to the {ame part—his head.

For ’tis a rule, that holds for ever true,

Grant me difcernment, and 1 grant 1t you.
Patient of contradiftion, as a child

Affable, humble, diffident, and mild;

Such was {ir Ifaac, and fuch Boyle and Locke:

Your blund'rer 1s as fturdy as a rock.

The creature 1s {o fure to kick and bite,

A muleteer’s the man to fet him right.

Firft appetite enlifts him truth’s {worn foe,

Then obftinate {elf-will confirms him {o.

Tell him he wanders; that his error leads

To fatal ills; that, though the path he treads

Be flow'ry, and he {ee no caufe of fear,

Death and the pains of hell attend him theres
In vain; the flave of arrogance and pride,

He has no hearing on the prudent fide.
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His ftill refuted quirks he fill repeats;
New-rais'd objeftions with new quibbles meets ;
Till, finking in the quickfand he defends,
He dies difputing, and the conteft endg—
But not the mifchiefs; they, fill left behind,
Like thiftle-feeds, ‘are fown by ev'ry wind.
Thus men go wrong with an ingenious {kill ;
Bend the firaight rale to their own crooked will ;
And, with a clear and thining lamp {upplied,
Firft put it out, then take it for a guide.
Halting on crutches of unequal fize;
 One leg by truth fupported, one by lies;
They fidle to the goal with awkward pace,
Secure of nothing—but to lofe the race.
Faults in the life breed errors in the brajn - ;
‘And thefe, reciprocally, thofe again,
The mind and condué mutually imprint
And ftamp their image in each other's mint »
Kach, fire and dam of an infernal race,
Begetting and conceiving .all that's bafe.
None fends his arrow to the mark in view,
Whofe hand is feeble, or his aim uatrue.
For though, ere yet the thaft is on the wing,
Or when it firft forfakes th’ elaftic ftring,
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It err but hittle from th’ inténded line,
It falls at laft far wide of his defign :
So he, who {eeks a manfion in the tky,
Muft watch his purpofe with a fiedfaft eye;
That prize belongs to none but the fincere,
The leaft obliquity is fatal here.

With caution tafte the {fweet Circean cup:
He that fips often, at laft drinks it up.
Habits are foon affum’d ; but, when we ftrive
To firip them off, ’tis being flay’d alive,
Call'd to the temple of 1mpure delight,
He that abftains, and he alone, does right.
If a with wander that way, call it home;
He cannot long be fafe whofe withes roam.
But, if you pafs the threfhold, you are caught;
Die then, if pow'r Almighty fave you not.
There, hard’'ning by degrees, till double fieel'd,
Take leave of nature’s God, and God reveal'd;
Then laugh at all you trembled at before;
And, joining the free-thinkers brutal roar,
Swallow the two grand noftrums they difpenfe—
That {cripture lies, and blafphemy is fenfe.
I clemency revolted by abufe

Be damnable, then damn'd without excufe.
5
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Some dream that they can filence when they will
Rhe florm of paflion, and fay, Peace, be fiill;

But « Thus far and no farther,” when addrefs’'d
Ko the wild wave, or wilder buman breaft, = .

Emplies authority that never can,

What never ought to be the lot of man.

But, muie, forbear; long flights forebode a fall;
Btrike on the deep-ton'd chord the fum of all.

§ Hear the juft law—the judgment of the fkies!
e that hates truth fhall be the dupe of lies:
And he that zv2// be cheated to the lafi,

Peiufions, ftrong as hell, fhall bind him faft.
ut, if the wand'rer his miftake difcern,

udge s own ways, and figh for a return,
Bewilder'd once, muft he bewail his lofs

Ior ever and for ever ? No—the crofs !’

There, and there only (though the deift rave,
And atheift, if earth bear fo bafe a flave);

There, and there only, is the pow'r to fave.

There no delufive hope invites defpair;

No mock’ry meets you, no deception, there.
The fpells and charms, that blinded you before,
All vanith there, and fafcinate no more.
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I am no preacher, let this hint fuffice—
The crofs, once feen, is death to ev'ry vice:
Elfe he that hung there fuffer'd all his pain,
Bled, groan'd, and agoniz’'d, and died, in vain,
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Penfantur trutind,  Hoz. Lib, 1L Epift. 1,

Lm, on the dubious waves of error tofs'd,

1s fhip half founder'd, and his compafs loft,
fees, far as human optics may command,

A flecping fog, and fancies it dry land s
preads all his canvafs, ev'ry finew plies;
fants for't, aims at it, enters it, and dies|
fhen farewell all {elf-fatisfying {chemes,

is well-built fyftems, philofophic dreams ;
Jeceitful views of future blifs, farewell!

¢ reads his fentence at the flames of hell,
Hard lot of man—to toil for the reward

Dt virtue, and yet lofe it! Wherefore hard ?—
e that would win the race muft guide his horfe.
bedient to the cuftoms of the courfe;

7
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Elfe, thongh unequall'd to the goal he flies,

A meaner than himfelf thall gain the prize.
Grace leads the right way : if you choofe the wrong
Take it, and perifh - but reftrain your tongue,
Charge not, with light {ufhicient, and left free,

Your wilful fuicide on God's decree.

Oh how unlike the complex works of man,

Heav'n’s eafy, artlefs, unincumber’d, plan!

No meretricious graces to begﬁile,

No cluft’'ring ornaments to clog the pile;

From ofientation, as from weaknefs, free,

It fiands like the cerulean arch we {ee,

Majeflic 1n its own fimphlicity.

Infcrib’d above the portal, from afar

Confpicuous as the brightnels of a fiar,

Legible only by the light they give,

Stand the foul-quick’'ning words—BELLEVE, AN
- LIVE ! .

Too many,fhock’dat what fhould-charm them mof

Defpife the plain direttion, and are loft.

Heav’n on fuch terms! (they cry,with proud difdain

Ineredible, 1mpoflible, and vain |—

Rebel, becaufe ’tis eafy to obey;

And fcora, for its own fuke, the gracious way.
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Thefe are the fober, in whofe cooler brains
Some thought.of immortality remains;

The reft, too bufy, or too gay, to wait
On the fad theme, their everlafting flate,
Sport for a day, and perifh in a night ;

The foam upon the waters not fo hght,
~ Who judg'd the pharifee? What odious caufe
Esposd him to the vengeance of the laws ?
:Had he feduc’d a virgin, wrong'd a friend,
Or ftabb'd a.man to {erve fome priv'ate end ?
Was blafphemy his fin? Or did he ftray
From the firiét duties of the facred day?
Sit long and late at the caroufing board ?
(Such were the fins with which he charg'd his Lord.)
No—the man’s morals were exa®t, What then?
Twas his ambition to be feen of men ;
His virtues were his pride; and that one vice
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price;
He wore.them, as fine trappings, for a thow; -
A praying, {ynagogue.frequenting, beau.

The felf-applauding bird, the peacock, fee—
Mark what a fumptuous pharifee is hel
Meridian {un-beams tempt:him to unfold
tis radiant glories; azure, green, and gold:

VOL. I. ' I
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He treads as.if, {fome folemn mufic near, ..
His meafur'd {tep were govern'd by his ear;-
And feems to fay—Y e meaner fowl, give place;
I am all {fplendour, dignity; and grace!.

Not fo the pheafant on his charms prefumes;
Though he, too, has a glory in his plames..
He, chrfiian like, retreats with modeft mien
To the clofe copfe, or far-fequefter'd green,:
And fhines, without defiring to be feen.

The plea of works, as arrogant and vain, -
Heav'n turns from with abhorrence and difdain:
Not more afironted by:avow'd negledt, -

Than by the mere diffembler’s feign’d refped.
What 1s all righteoufnefs that men-devife?.
What—but a fordid bargain for the tkies?:

But Chrift as foon would abdicate :his own,

As floop from heav'n to fell the proud a throwne,
His dwelling a recefs 10 fome rude rock:; -
Book, beads, and maple-dith, his meagre.flock;

In fhirt of hair and weeds of canvafs drefs'd,
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has. blefs'd;
Aduft with firtpes, told ont for.ev'ry crime,
And {ore tormented, long before his time ;

His pray'r preferr'd to faints that cannot aid;
His praife poftpon'd, and never to be paid ;
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See the fage hermit, by mankind admird,

With all that bigotry adopts infpir'd,

Wearing out life in-his religious whim,

Till his religious 'whimfy wears out him,

His works, -his abftinerice, his zeal, allow’d,

You think him humble—God accounts him proud.

High in-demand, though lowly in pretence,

Of all us conduét this the genuine fenfe—

My penitential firipes, my fireaming blood,

Have purchas'd heav'n, .and prove my title good.’
Turn eaftward now, and fancy fhall apply

To your weak fight her telefcopic eye.

The bramin kindles on his own bare head

The facred fire—f¢lf-torturing his trade !

His voluntary pains, fevere and long,

Would give a barb’rous air to Britifh fong ;

No grand inquifitor could worfe invent,

Than he contrives, -to fuffer, well content,

Which is the faintlier worthy of the two?

Paft all difpute, yon anchorite fay you.

Your fentence and mine differ, What's a name ?

[ {ay the bramin has the fairer claim.

If fuff’rings, fcripture no where recommends,

Devisd by felf, to anfwer felfith ends,

F 2
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Give faintfhip, then all Europe muft agree
Ten ftarvling hermits fuffer lefs than he.

The truth 1s (if the truth may fuit your ear,
And prejudice have left a paflage clear)
Pride has attain'd its moft luxuriant growth,

And potfon’d ev'ry virtue in them both.

Pride may be pamper'd while the flefh grows lean,
Humihty may clothe an Englith dean;

That grace was Cowper’s—his, confefs'd by all—-
Though plac'd in golden Durham's fecond fiall,
Not all the plenty of 2 bithop's board,

His palace, and his lacqueys, and “ My Lord,”
More nourifh pride, that condefcending vice,
Than abftinence, and beggary, and lices

1t thrives in-misry, and abundant grows;

In mis'ry fools upon themfelves impofe. .

But why before us proteftants produce

An Indian myftic, or.a French reclufe? .
Their fin 15 plain; but what have we to fear,
Refoi'm’d, and well inflrufted ? You dhall hear.

* Yon ancient prude, whofe wither'd features thow
She might be young fome forty years ago,

Her elbows pinion'd clofe upon her hips,

ller head ere&t, her fan:upon her lips,
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Her e}e-brows arch'd, her eyes both gone aftray
To watch yon am'rous couple in their play,
With bony and unkerchief’d neck, defies

The rude inclemency of wintry ikies,

And fails, with lappet-head and mincing airs,
Duly, at clink of bell, to morning pray’rs.

To thrift and parfimony much inclin'd,

She yet allows herfelf that boy behind.

The fhiv'ring urchin, bending as he. goes,

With {lip-thod heels, and dew-drop at his nofe ;
His predecefior’s coat advanc'd to wear,

Which future pages yet are doom'd to thare;
Carries her bible, tuck’'d beneath his arm,

And hides his hands, to keep his fingers warm.
. She, half an angel in her own account;
Doubts not hereafter with the faints to mount,
Though not a grace appears, on firiCteft fearch,
But that the fafts, and, 7zexz, goes to church.
Confcious of age, fhe recollets her youth,

And tells; not.always with an eye to truth,
Who fpann’d her waift, and who, where'er he came;
scrawl'd upon glafs mifs Bridget's lovely name;
Who fiole her flipper, fill'd it with tokay,

And drank the little bumper ev'ry day.
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Of temper as envenom'd as an'afp;

Cenforious, and her ev'ry word a walp;

In faithful mem'’ry fhe records the crimes,

Or real, or fichitious, of the times:

Laughs at the reputations fhe has torn, . .-

And holds them, dangling at arms length, in {corn.
Such are the fruits of fanftimonious pride,

Of malice fed while flefh is mortified: .

Take, Madam, tue reward of all your pray'rs,

Wherehermitsand where bramins meet with theirs;

Your portion 1s with them.—Nay, never frown;

But, if you pleafe, fome fathoms lower down.
Artift, attend ! your bruthes and your paint—

Produce them-—take a chair—now draw a faint.

Oh, forrowful and fad! the fireaming tears

Channel her cheecks—a Niobe appears! .

Is this a faint > Throw tints and all AWaY——r

True piety 1s cheerful as the day;

Will weep, indeed, and heave a pitying groan,

For others’ woes, but {miles upon her own.
‘What purpofe has the King of faints in view:

Why falls the gofpel like a gracious dew?

To call up plenty from the teeming earth,

Or cuife the defert with ~ tenfold dearth?
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Is it that Adam’s offspring may be fav'd
From fervile fear, or be the more enflav'd ?
To loofe the links that gall'd mankind before,
Or bind them fafter on, and add thil more?
The freeborn Chriftian:has no chains to prove;
Or, if a chain, the golden one of love:
No fear attends to quench his glowing fires,
What fear he feels his gratitude infpires.
Shall he for fuch deliv'rance, freely wronght,
Recompenfe ill > He trembles at the thought.
His mafter’s int’reft-and his own, combin’d,
Prompt ev'ry movement of his heart and mind:
Thought, word, -and deed, his liberty evince;
His freedom 1s the freedom of a prince, .

Man’s obligation’s: infinite, . of courfe.
His life thould prove that he perceives their force:
His utmoft he can render is but fmall— .
The principle and motive all 1n all.
You have two fervants——Tom, an arch, ily rogue,
From top to toe the geta now in vogue, |
Genteel 1 figure, eafy in addrefs,
Moves without noife, and {wift as an exprefs, .
Reports a-meflage with a pleafing grace,
Expert in all the duties of his place:
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Say, on what hinge does his obedience move

Has he a world of gratitude and love?

No, not a {fpark—tis all mere fharper’s play;

He likes your houfe, your houfemaid, and your pay;

Reduce his wages, or get nid of her,

Tom quits you, with—Your moit obedient, Sir.
The dinner ferv'd, Charles takes his ufuval fiand,

Watches your eye, anticipates command ;

Sichs, if perhaps your appetite {hould fail ;

And, if he but fufpeéts a frown, turns pale;

Confults all day your int’reft and your eafe,

Richly rewarded if he can but pleafe;

And, proud to make his firm attachment known,

To fave your life would nobly rifk his own.
Now which flands higheft in your ferious

.thought ?
_ Charles, without donbt fay you-—and fo he ought;
One 2&, that from a thankful beart proceeds,

" TExcels ted thoufand mercenary deeds.

Thus heav’n approves, as honeft and fincere;
-The work of gen'rous love and fihal fear;.

But, with averted eyes, th’ omnifeient. Judge

- Scorns the bafe hireling, -and the flayith drudge.
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Where dwell thefe matchlefs {aints *~old Curio
, cres.
| Evn at your fide, Sir, and before your eyes,
} The favour'd few—th’ enthufiafts you defpife.
: And, pl@as";'i at heart, becaufe on holy ground

| Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found,.

| Reproach a peopis with his fingle fall,

And caft his filthy raiment at them all,

§ Attend l—an apt fimilitude fhall thow

§ Whence fprings the conduét that offends you fo.
| See where it fimokes along the founding plain,
 Blown all aflant,  a driving, dathing rain,

 Peal upon peal redoubling all around,
§Shakes 1t again, and fafter, to the ground;
[Now flathing wide, now glancing as in play,
Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away.
lire yet it came the trav’ler urg'd his fteed,

[And hurried, but with unfuccefsful fpeed ;
(Now, drench’d throughout,and hopelefs of his cafe, -
e drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. |
buppofe, unlock'd for in a fcene fo rude,
long hid by interpofing hill or wood,

ome manfion, neat and elegantly drefs'd,
by fome kind hofpitable heart poffefs'd,

Offer him warmth, {ecurity, and reft;
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Think with what pleafure, fafe, and at his eafe,
He hears the tempeft howling in the trees;
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ,
While danger paft is turn'd to prefent joy.

So fares it with the finner, when he feels

A growing dread of vengeance at his heels:
His confcience, like a glafly lake before,

Lafh’d into foaming waves, begins to roar;

The law, grown clamorous, though filent long,
Arraigns bim—charges him with ev'ry wrong—
Afferts the rights of his offended Lord;

And death, or reftitution, 1s-the word : |
The laft impoflible, he fears the firft,

And, having well deferv’d, expetis the worfl.
Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home; -~
Oh for a fhelter from the wrath to come !~
Crufh me; ye rocks; ye falling mountains; hide
Or bury me 1n ocean’s angry tide.—

The fcrutiny of thofe all-feeing eyes

I dare not—And you need not, God replies ;
The remedy you want I freely give: -

The book fhall teach you—read, believe, and dive!
"T1s done—the raging ftorm 1s heard no ‘more,
Mercy receives him on her peaceful fhore ;
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 And-Juftice, guardian of the dread command,

LDmps the red vengeance from his Willing hand,

A foul redeem’'d demands a life of praife ;

Hence the complexion of his future days,

Hence a demeanour holy and unfpeck’d,

And the world’s hatred, as its fure effe&,.

-~ Some lead a life unblameable and juft,

‘Their own dear virtue their unfhaken truft -

éThey never fin—or, if (as all offend)-

ESome trivial {lips their daily walk attend;

'The poor are near at hand, the charge 1s. fmall, -

A {hght gratuity atones for allt .. - ,

For, though the pope has loft his int'reft here,

And pardons are not fold as once they were,.

No papift more defirous to compound, |

Than fome grave finners upon. Englifh ground.

That plea refuted, other quirks they feek—. .

Mercy is infinite, and man is weak 3

The future fhall obliterate the paft, e

And heav’n, no. doubt, fhall be-their home at laft.
Come, then-—a: fiill, fmall whifper in your ear—' -

He-has.no hope whoinever had a fear;."

And he that .never doubted: of his flate,

He may, perhaps—perhaps he may-—too late.




The path to blifs abounds with many a fnare;
Legrning is one, and wit, however rare,
The Frenchmap, firft in literary fame, _
(Mention bhim, if you p]eafe. Voltaire }—Th¢
fame.) N
With fpirit, geniug, eloguence, fupphed
Liv'd long, wrote much, laugh'd heartily, and died,
- The fcripture was his jeft-book, whence he drew
Bon mots to gall the Chriftian and the. Jew.
An infidel 1n health, but what when fick?
Oh~—then a text would touch him at the guick.
View him at Paris, 1n his laft carecr: |
Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere;
‘Exalted on his pedeftal of pride,
And fum'd with frankincenfe on ev'ry fide,
He begs their flatt’ry with his lateft breath;
And, fmotherd in’t dt laft, is. -praisd to.death!
Yon cotiager, who weaves at her own door,
Pillow and bobbins all her little ftore;
Content, thotgh mearn ; and cheerful; if not gay;
Shuffling her threads about the live-long day,
Juft earns a {canty pittance; and at night
Lies down fecure, Her heart and pocket hight:
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She, for her humble fphere by nature fit,-
Has little underftanding, and no wit,
Receives no praife ; but though her lot be fuch,
(Toilfome and indigent) fhe renders much;
Tuft knows, and knows no more, her Bible true—
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never k.new;
And in that charter reads, with fparkling eyes,
Her title to a treafure in the fkies.
Oh, happy peafant! -Ob, unhappy bard
His the mere tinfel, her’s the rich reward ;
He prais'd, perhaps, for ages yet to come;
She never heard of half a mile from home;
He, loft 1n errors, his vain heart-prefers;
She, fafe in the fimplicity of her's.
Not many wife, rich, noble, or profound
In {cience, win one inch of heav'nly ground.
And 1s 1t not a mortifying thought
The poer thould gain it, and the rich thould.not ?
No--the volupt'aries, who ne'er forget _
One pleafure loft, lofe heav'n without regret;
Regret would roufe them, and give birth.to pray'r;
Pray’r would add faith, and faith would fix them
there. o
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Not that the Former of us all in thls, -
Or aught he does, is govern'd by caprice;;
The fappofition s replete with fin,

And bears the brand of blafpheiny burnt 1n.
Not fo—the filver trumpet’s heav’nly call
Sounds for the poor, but founds alike for all:
Kings are invited ; and, would kings obey,
No flaves on earth more welcome were than they:
But royalty, nobility, and fiate, |
Are fuch a dead preponderating weight,
That endlefs blifs, (how ﬁrange {oeer it feem)
In counterpoife, flies up and kicks the beam.,
Tis open, and ye cannot enter—why?
Becaufe ye will not, Conyers would reply—
And he fays much that many may difpute.
And cavil at with eafe, but none refute.
Ob, blefsd effect of penury and want,
Thefeed fown there, how vig'rous is the p]antl |
No foil like poverty for growth divine, -
As leaneft land fupplies the richeft wine,
Earth gives too little, giving only bread,
To nourith pride, or turn the weakeft head:
To them the founding jargon of the ichools
Seems what it is——a cap and bells for fools:
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The light they walk b;_;r;. .kindled from abeve, -
Shows them the fhorteft way to life and love :
They, ftrangers to the controverfial field, .
Where deifts, always foil'd, yet fcorn to yield,
And never check'd by what impedes the wife,
Believe, rufh forward, and poflefs the prize,
. Envy, ye great, the-dull unletter'd finall
éYe have much caufe for envy—but not all.
|Wc boaft fome rich ones whom the gofpel fways,
And one who wears a.coronet, and prays;
Like gleanings of an olive-tree, they fhow
Here and there one upon the topmoft, bough,
How readily, upon the gofpel plan, |
That queftion has its anfwer—What is man : )

sinful and weak, in ev'ry fenfe a wretch ;

An nftrument, whofe chords, upon the firetch,
And firain'd to the laft fcrew that he can bear,
Yield only difcord in his Maker’s ear :
Once the bleft refidence of truth divine,
Glorious as Selyma’s interior fhrine,

Where, in his own. oracular abode, .

Dwelt vifibly.the light-creating God;;

But made long fince, like Babylon. of old,

A den of mifchiefs never to be told:
8
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And fhe, once miftrefs of the realms around,
Now {catter'd wide, and no where to be found

As foon fhall rife and reafcend the throne,
By native pow'r and energy her own,
As nature, at her own peculiar coft,
Reflore to man the glories he has loft.
Go—Dbid the winter ceafe to chill the year;
Replace the wand'ring comet in his fphere ;
Then boalt (but wait for that unhop’d for how)
The felf-reftoring arm of human pow'r.
But what is man in his own proud efteem ?
Hear him—him{elf the poet and the theme:
A monarch, cloth’d with majefty and awe;
His mind his kingdom, and his will his law;
Grace 1n his mien, and glory in his eves,
Supreme on earth, and worthy of the fkies,
Strength in his heart, dominion in his hod,
And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a-God!
So fings he,charm’d with his own mind and fomn
The fong magnificent—the theme a worm !
Himfelf fo much the {ource of his ﬂclight,
His Maker has no beauty 1n his fight.
See where he fits, contemplative and fix'd,
Pleafure and ‘wonder in his features mix’d;

/
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His paflions tam'd, and all at his controul; .
How perfelt the compofure of. his. foul |
Complacency has breath.d:a gentle gale.
('er all his thoughts, and {well’d his eafy fail.:
His books well trimm’d, and in the gayeft fiyle,
Like regimented, coxcombs, rank and file,. .
Adorn his intellets as well as {Helves,
And teach him notions fplendid- as themfelves :
The Bible only: ftands negleéted there—
Though that of all moft worthy of his care;
And, like an infant, troublefome awake,
Is left to fleep, for peace and quiet fake,

What fhall the man deferve of human kind,
Whofe happy kill and induftry, combin’d,
Shall prove (what argument-could never yet)
The Bible an 1mpofture and a cheat?
The praifes of the libertine, profefs'd
The worlt of men, and curfes.of the bet,
Where fhould the living, weeping oer his woés;
The dying, trembling at.the awful clofe; .
Where the betray'd, forfaken, and opprefsid,
The thonfands: whom the. world forbids to reft 5o
Where thould they find, (thofe comfonts at an end

The {cripture yields) or:hope to find, a friend ?
VoL, I, G
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Sorrow might mufe’ herfelf .to madnefs then;

And, feeking exile from the fight of men,

Bury herfelf in folitude profound,

Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground,

Thus often unbelief, grown fick of life, .

Flies to.the tempting pool, or felon knife,

The jury meet, the coroner is fhort,

And lunacy the verditt of the court:

Reverfe the {entence, let the truth be known,

Such lunacy 1s ignorance alone.

They knew not, what fome bifhops may not know,

That fcripture 1s the only cure of woe.

That field of promife, how- it flings abroad

Its odour o'er the Chriftian’s thom}: road !

The foul, repofing on affur'd relief, -

Feels herfelf happy amidft all her grief;

Forgets her labour as fhe toils: along,

Weeps tears of joy, and burfis into. afong,
But the fame word, that, like the polifh'd fhare,

Ploughs :up the roofs of a believer's care,

Kills, too, the flow’ry weeds, where'er they grov,

That bied the finner’s Bacchanalian- brow.

Ob, that unwelcome voice of heav'nly love,

Sad meflenger of mercy from above | -
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How daes it grate upon his thanklefs ear,
r-:'_ Crippling his pleafures with the cramp of fear!
R His will and jJudgment at continyal finfe,

That civil war imbitters all his life -
In vain he points his pow'rs againfl the tkies,
8 In vain he clofes or averts his eyes,
R Truth will intrude—fhe bids him yet bewares -
f Aud thakes the fceptic in the feorner's chair.
| Though various foes againft the truth combine,
Pride above all oppofes her defign ; |
Pride, of a growth {uperior to the reft,
| The fubtleft ferpent, with the lofticg creft, -

Would hifs the cherub’ mercy from- the ftage.
| And is the fonl, indeed, fo loft >—fhe cries

Fall'n from her glory, and too weak to rife?

| Torpid and dull,- beneath a frozen Zone,

Has the no fpark that may be doom’d her own ? -
Grant: her indebted to what zealots call

Grace undefery’d—yet, {urely, not for all |-
Some beams of re@itude fhe yet difplays, - -
Some love of virtue, and fome pow'r to praife-
Can lift herfelf above corporeal things,

And, loaring on her own unborrow'd win gs,

G 2



Poffefs herfelf of all that's good or true,
Affert the fkies, and vindicate her due,
Paft indi{cretion is a venial crime;
And, if the youth, unmellow’d yet by time,
Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and rude,
Fruits of a blighted fize, auftere and crude,
Maturer years fhall happier ftores produce,
And meliorate the well concoéted juice.
Then, confcious of her meritorious zeal,
To juftice the may make her bold appeal;
And leave to mercy, with a tranquil mind,
The worthlefs and unfruitful of mankind.
Hear, then, how mercy, flighted and defied,
Retorts th’ affront againft the crown of pride.
Perith the virtue, as it ought, abhorr'd,
And the fool with it, who infults his Lord.
Th' atonement a Redeemer’s love has wrought
Is not for you—the righteous need it not,
Seeft thou yon harlot, wooing all the meets,
The worn-out nuifance of the pnbhic fireets;
Herfelf, from morn to night, from night to mor,
Her own abhorrence, and as much your {corn!
The gracious thowr, unlimited and free,
Shall fall on her, when‘heav'q denies it thee.
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Of all that wifdom ditates, this the drift—
That man is dead in fin, and life a gift.

[s virtue, then, unlefs of Chriftian growth,.
Mere fallacy, or foolithnefs, or both ?
Ten thoufand fages loft in endlefs woe,
For ignorance of what they could not know?
That {peech betrays at once a bigot’s tongue—
Charge not a God with fuch outrageous wrong !
Truly, not I—the partial light men have,
My creed perfuades me, well employed, may fave;
While he that {corns the noon-day beam, perverfe,
Shall find the blefling, unimprov'd, a curfe,
Let heathen worthies, whofe exalted mind
Left fenfuality and drofs behind,
Poflefs, for me, their undifputed lot,
And take, unenvied, the reward they fonght.
But ftill, 1n virtue of a Saviour’s plea,
Not blind by choice, but deftin’d not to fee.
There fortitude and wifdom were a flame
Celettial, though they knew not whence it came,
Deriv'd from the fame fource of light and 'grace’
That guides the Chriftian in his.fwifter race.
Their judge was confcience, and her rale their law:
That rule, purfued with rev'rence and with: awe,
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Led theém, however falt'ring, faint, and flow,

Fromwhat they knew fo what they wifh'd to knov,

Bat let not him that fhares a brighter day

Traduce the fplendour of a noon-tide ray,

Prefer the twilight of a darker time,

And deem his bafe ftupidity no cnime ;

The wretch, who flights the bounty of the ikie;,

And finks, while favour'd with the means to rift,

Shall find them rated at their full amount,

The good he {corn’d all carried to account.
Marihalling all bis terrors as he came ;

Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring flame;

From Sinai’s top Jehovah gave the law—

Life for obedience—death for ev'ry flaw.

When the great Sov'reign would his will expres,

He gives a perfect rule; what can he lefs?

And guards it with a {fanction as fevere

As vengeance can inflit, or finners fear :

Elfe his own glorious rights he would difclaim,

And man might {afely trifle with his name.

He bids him glow with unremitting love

To all on earth, and to himfelf above;

Condemns th'injunous deed, the flanc 'rous tongue,

The thought that meditates a brother’s wrang: .
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Brings not alone the more confpicuous part—
His conduct—to the teft, but tries his heart, -
Hark! univerfal nature. thook and; groan'd,
Twas the laft trampet—{fee the Judge enthron'd:
Roule all your: courage at your. utmoit need; - -

Now fummon ev'ry virtue—ftand, and plead.
What ! filent? Is your boafting heard no more ?
That {elf-renouncing wifdom, learn'd before,
Had {hed 1mmortal glories on your brow,
That all your virtues cannot purchafe now.
All joy to the believer! He can fpeak—
Trembling, yet happy; confident, yet meek.
- Since the dear hour that brought me to thy foot,
And cat up all my follies by the root,
] never trufted in an arm but thine,
Nor hop'd, but in thy righteoufnefs divine :
My pray‘rs-and alms, imperfedt, and defil'd,
Were but the feeble efforts of a child;
Howe'er perform’d, it was their brighteft part

That they proceeded from a grateful heart
Cleans'd in thine own all purifying blood,
Forgive their evil, and accept their good,
lcaft them at thy feet—my only plea

Is what it was—dependence upon thee:
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While firnggling in the vale of tears below,
That never fail'd, nor fhall it fail me now,

Angelic gratulations rend the fkies:
- Pride falls unpitied, never more to rife;

Humility is crown'd ; and faith receives the priz,
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Tantane, tam patiens, nullo certamine tolls
Dona fines ? Vire.

Wy weeps the mufe: for England > What appears
In England’s cafe to move the mufe to tears:
From fide to fide of her delightful ifle,

Is fhe not cloth’d with a perpetual fmile ?

Can nature add a charm, or art confer

A new-found luxury, not feen 1o her?

Whete under heav'n 1s pleafure more purfued ?
Or where does cold reflection lefs intrude ?

Her fields a rich expanfe of wavy corn,

Pour'd out from plenty’s overflowing horn ;
Ambrofial gardens, in which art fupplies

The fervour and the force of Indian fkies;
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Her peaceful fhores, where bufy commerce waits
To pour his golden tide through all her gates.
Whom fiery funs, that {corch the roflet {pice
- Of eafiern groves, "and oceans floor'd with ice
Forbid in vain to pufh his daring way
To darker climes, or climes of brighter day;
Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll,
From the world’s girdle to the frozen pole;
The chariots, bounding in her wheel~worn ftreets;
Her vaults below, where evry vintage meets;
Her theatres, her revels, and her {ports; '
The {cenes to which not youth alone reforts,
But age, in fpite of weaknefs and of pain,
Still haunts, in hope to dream.of youth again;
All fpeak her happy: let the muie look round
From Eaft to Weft, no forrow, can be found ;
Or only what, in cottages confin'd, -
Sighs unregarded to the pafiing wind.
Then wherefore weep for England ? What appears
In England’s cafe to move the mufe to tears?
The prophet wept for Ifrael; wifh'd his eyes
Were fountains fed with infinite {fupphes:
For Ifrael dealt in robbery and wrong; .
There were the fcorner’s and thedland'rer’s tongue;
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Oaths, us'd as playthings or convenient-tools,
As int'reft bias'd knaves, or fathion fools;
Adult’ry, neighing at:his neighbour’s.door;
Oppreflion, labouring hard to grind the-poor;

The partial balance, and deceitful weight;

 The treach'rous fmile, a matk for fecret hate;

Hypocrify, formality in pray’r, .

And the dull fervice of -the lip, were there.

Her women, infolent and felf-carefs'd,

By vanity's unwearied finger drefs'd,

Forgot the blufh that virgin fears impart

To modeft cheeks, and borrowed one from art;

Were juft fuch- trifles, without worth or ufe;

As filly pride-and idlenefs produce ;

Curl'd, fcented, furbelow'd and flounc'd around, ’

With feet too delicate to touch thé ground,

They ftretch’'d the neck, and roll'd the wanton eye,

And figh’d for ev'ry fool that flutter'd by. |
He faw his people flaves to ev'ry luft,

Lewd, avariéious, arrogant, unjuit;

He heard the wheels of an avenging God -

Groan heavily along the diftant road ;

Saw Babylon fet wide her two-leav'd brafs

To let the military deluge pafs,
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Jerufalem a prey, her glory {oil'd,
Her princes captive, and her treafures {poil'd;
Wept till all Ifrael heard his bitter cry;
Stamp'd with his foot; and {mote upon his thig}
But wept, and ftamp’d, and fmote hs thigh, i
vain—
. Pleafure 1s deaf when told of future pain,
And founds prophetic are too rough to fuit
Ears long accuftom’d to the pleafing lute—
They {corn’d his infpiration and his theme ;
Pronounced bhim frantic, and his fears a dream;
With felf-indulgence wing'd the fleeting hours,
Till the foe found them, and down fell the tow"
Long time Affyna bound them in her chain;
Till penitence had purg'd the public fiain,
And Cyrus, with relenting pity mov'd,
Return'd them happy to the land they lov'd :
There, .proof agaisft profperity, awhile
They ftood the teft of her enfnaring {mile;
And had the grace, 1n {cenes of peace, to thou
The virtue they had learn’d in {cenes of woe.
But man 1s frail, and can but 1ll {fuftain

A long immunity from grief and: pain;
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nd, after all the joys that plenty leads,
Vith tip-toe ftep vice filently fucceeds.
When he that rul'd them with a fhepherd’s rod,

n form a man, in dignity a God,

ame, not expecied in that humble guife, -

o fift and fearch them with unerring eyes,

e found, conceal'd beneath a fair outfide,

he filth of rgttennefs and worm of pride;

heir piety a {yftem of deceit,
cripture employed to fanctify the cheat;
he pharifee the dupe of his own art,
E:lf—idolized, and yet a knave at heart !
When nations are to perith in their fins,
T1s 1n the church the leprofy begins.
The prieft, whofe office is, with zeal fincere,
To watch the fountain and preferve it clear,
Carelefsly nods and fleeps upon the brink,

While others poifon what the flock muft drink;
Jr, waking at the call of luft alone,

nfufes lies and errors of his own.

dis unfufpe@ing theep believe it pure;
And, tainted by the very means of cure,
-atch from each other a coni;agious {pot,
'he foul forerunner of a gep'ral rot,
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Then troth is hufh'd, that herefy may preach;
And all is trath that reafon cannot teach:
Then God’s own image on the foul imprefs'd
Becomes a mock’ry, and 2 flanding jeft;
And faith, the root whence only can arife
The graces of a life that wins the {kies,
Lofes at once all value and efteem,

ronoanc'd by gray-beards a pernicious dream:
Then ceremony leads her bigots forth,
Prepar'd to fight for thadows of no worth;
While truths,  on which eternal things depend,
Find not, or hardly find, a fingle friend:
As foldiers watch the fignal of command,
They learn to bow, to kneel, to fit, to ftand;
Happy to fill rehigion’s vacant place
With hollow form, and gefture, and grimace.

Such; when the teacher of his church was ther,

People and prieft, the:fons of Ifrael were;
Stiff in the letter, lax in the defign
And mport, of their oracles divine ;-
Their learhing legendary, falfe, abfurd,
And yet exalted above God’s own word 3
‘They drew a ciirfe from an intended good,

Puff"d up with gifts they never underfiood.
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He judg'd them with as terrible a frown

Asif not love, but wrath, had brou ght him down:
Vet he was gentle as foft fummer airs;

'r ad grace for others’ fins, but none for theirs.
fThrough all he {poke a noble plainnefs ran—
het‘ric 1s artrfice, the work of man

Jind tricks and turns, that fancy may devif,

B¢ far too mean for him that rules the {kies,

I’ aftomifh’d vulgar trembled while he tore

:i he maik from faces never feen: before :

e ftripp'd th’ impoftors in the noon-day fun ;
puowd that they follow'd all they feem'd to fhun;
[heir pray’rs made public, their exceffes kept

\s private as the chambers where they flept ;

Ihe temple and its holy rites profan’d

by mumm’ries he that dwelt in it difdain'd;
plifted hands, that-at convenient times

ould alt extortion and the worft of crimes,
Val'd with a neatnefs ferupuloufly nice,

d free from ev'ry taint but that of vice.
udgment, however-tardy, mends her pace
Vhen obftinacy once has conquer'd grace.
hey faw diftemper heal'd, and Jife reflor'd,
hantwer to the fiat of his word 3

8
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Confefs'd the wonder, and, with daring tongue,

Blafphem'd th’ authority from which it fprang,

They knew, by fure prognoftics feen on high,

The future tone and temper of the 1ky;

Bat, grave diffemblers! could not underftand

That fin let loofe {peaks punithment at hand.
Aik now of hiftory’s authentic page,

And call up evidence from ev'’ry age;

Difplay with bufy and laborious hand

The bleflings of the moft indebted land ;

‘What nation will you find, whofe annals prove

So rich an int'reft in almghty love?

Where dwell theynow, where dwelt inancient day,

A people planted, water'd, blefi, as they?

Let Egypt’s plagues, and Canaan’s.woes proclan

The favours pour'd upon the Jewifh. name—

Their freedom, purchas'd for them at the coft

Of all their hard oppreflors valued moft ;

Their title to a country not their own'

Made fure by prodigies till then unknown ;

For them, the flates they left made wafte aud void;

For them, the ftates to which they went deftroy'

A cloud to meafure out their march by day,

- By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way;

F
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fThat moving fignal {fummoning, when beft,

Their hoft to move; and, when it ftay'd, to reft.

ifor them the rocks diffolv’'d into a flood,

The dews condens'd into angelic food ;

Their very garments facred—old, yet new,

nd Time forbid to touch them as he flew;

treams, {well’d above the bank, enjoin’d to ftand,
Vhile they pafs'd through to their appointed land;
hetr leader arm’d with meeknef, zeal, and love,

ind grac'd with clear credentials from aboye ;
hemlelves fecur'd beneath th' Almighty wing ;

[icir God their captain *, lawgiver, and king ;

rown'd with a thoufand vift'ries, and at laft -

ords of the conquer'd foil, there rooted faft,

p peace poflefling what they won by war,

heir name far publifh'd, and reverd as far ;

here will you find a race like their’s, endow’d
ith all that rian eer wifh'd, ot heav'n beftow'd 2
They, and they only, amongft all mankind,

ccetv'd the tranfeript of th' eternal mind ;

e trufted with his own engraven laws,

nd conflituted guardians of his caufe;

¥ Vide Jothua v. 14,
VoL. 1. | H
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Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priefily calj,
And theirs, by birth, the Saviour of us all,

In vain the nations, that had feen them rife
With fierce and envious, yet admiring, eyes,
Had fought to crufh them, guarded as they wer
By pow’r divine, and fkill that could not etr.
Had they maintain’d allegiance firm and fure,
And kept the faith immaculate and pure,
Then the proud eagles of all conqu'ring Rome
Had found one city not te be o'ercome;

And the twelve ftandards of the tribes unfurl,
Had bid defiance to the warring world.

But grace abus'd brings forth the fouleft deeds,
As richeft foil the moft luxuriant weeds.

Cur'd of the golden calves, their fathers' fin,
They fet up {elf, that idol god within;
View'd a Delivrer with difdain and hate,
Who left them fiill a tributary fRate;

Seiz’d faft his hand, held out to fet them free
From a worfe yoke, and nail'd it to the tree:
There was the confummation and the crown,
The flow’r of Ifrael’s infamy full blown;
Thence date their fad declenfion, and their fali;
Theirwoes, not yet repeal’d—thence date themal
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' Thus fell the beft infiru@ed in her day,

And the moft favour'd land, look where we may.

Philofophiy, indeed, on Grecian eyes

Had pour'd the day, and clear'd the Roman fkies;

In other climes, perhaps, creative art,

With pow’r furpafling their’s, perform'd her part;

Might give more life to marble; or might fill

The glowing tablets with a jufter fkill,

Might fhine in fable, and grace idle themes

With all th’ embroid’ry of poetic dreams:

‘Twas their’s alone to dive into the plan

That truth and mercy had reveal'd to man;’

And, while the world befide, that plan ubknown,

Detfied ufelefs wood, or fenfeleis ftone, '

They breath’d in faith their well-direGed pray'rs,

And the true God—the God of truth—was their's.
Their glory faded, and their race difpersd ;

The laft of nations now, though once the firft ;

They warn and teach the pmudé{’c, would thiey learn N

keep wifdom, or meet vengeance in your turn:

f we efcap'd not, 1f Heav'n {par'd not us,

Peel'd, featter'd, and extérminated, thus;

fvice receiv'd her retribution due

Vhen we were vifited, what hope for you?

H 2
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When God arifes, with an awful frown,
To punifh luft, or pluck prefumption down;
When gifts perverted, or not duly priz'd,
Pleafure o'ervalued, and his grace defpis'd,
Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand
To pour down wrath upon a thanklefs land;
He will be found impartially fevere ;
Too juft to wink, or {peak the guilty clear,
Oh, Ifrael, of all nations moft undsne!
Thy diadem difplac’d, thy fceptre gone;
Thy temple, once thy glory, fall'n and ras'd,
And thou a worfhipper e€'en where thou may'it;
Thy fervices, once holy without {pot,
Mere fhadows now, their ancient pomp forgot;
Thy Levites, once a confecrated hoft,
No longer Levites, and their Jineage loft,
And thou thyfelf o'er ev’ry country fown,
‘ith none on earth that thou canft call thine own
Cry aloud, thon that fitteft in the duft,
Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjuft;
Knock at the gates of nations, roufe their fears;
Say wrath 1s coming, and the ftorm appears;
But raife the fhrilleft cry in Britifh ears.
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What ails thee, reftlefs as the waves that roar,
And fling their foam againft thy chalky fhore 2
Miftrefs, at leaft while Providence fhall pleafe,
And trident-bearing queen of the wide feas—
Why, having kept good faith, and often fhown
Friend(hip and truth to others, find'ft thou none?
Thou that haft fet the perfecuted free,

None interpofes now to {uccour thee.
Countries, indebted to thy pow’r, that fhine
With light deriv’d from thee, would fmother thine:
Thy very children watch for thy difgrace—
Alawlefs broed! and curfe thee to thy face.
hy rulers load thy credit, year by year,
With fums Peruvian mines could never clear;
s if,. like arches built with {kilful hand,
he more 'twere preft the firmer it would ftand,
The cry in all thy fhips is full the fame—

peed us away to battle and to fame.

hy mariners explore the wild expanle,
Inpatient to defcry the flags of France;
But, though they fight as thine have ever fought,
Return, atham’d, without the wreaths they fought,
Thy {enate 15 a {cene of civil jar,

vhaos of contrarieties at war;
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‘Were fharp and folid, phlegmatic and hght,
Difcordant atoms meet, ferment, and fight ;
Where obftinacy takes his fturdy ftand,
To difconcert what policy has plann'd ;
Wher= policy is bufied all night long
In fetting right what faltion bas fet wrong;
Where flails of oratory threfh the floor,
That yields them chaff and duft, and nothing moye,
Thy rack’d inhabitants repine, complain,
Tax'd till the brow of labour {weats 1u vain;
War lays a burthen on the reeling fiate,
Axnd peace does nothing to relieve the weight ;
Succeflive loads fucceeding broils 1mpofe,
And fighing millions prophefy the clofe.

Is adverfe providence, when ponder'd well,
So dimly writ, or difficult to fpell, -
Thou canft not read with readinefs and eale

Providence adverfe in events like thefe ?

Know, then, that heav'nly wifdom on this ball .

Creates, gives birth to, guides, confummates, all;
That, while laborious and quick-thoughted man

Snuffs up the praife of what he feems to plan,

He firft conceives, -then perfells his defign,
As a mere inftrument in hands divine,
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Blind to the working of that {ecret pow'r

That balances the wings of ev’ry hour,

The bufy trifler dreams him{elf alone,

Frames many a purpofe, and God works his own.

States thrive or wither, as moons wax and wane,

Fv'n as his will and his decrees ordain.

While honour, virtue, piety, bear {fway,

They flourith; and, as thefe decline, decay.

In juft refentment of his injur'd laws,

He pours contempt on them, and on their caufe ;

Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart

The web of ev'ry fcheme they have at heart ;

Bids rottennefs invade and bring to duft

The pillars of fupport, in which they truft,

And do his errand of difgrace and fhame

On the chief firength and glory of the frame.

None ever yet impeded what he wrought;

None bars him out from his mofi {ecret thought :

Darknefs itfelf before his eye is light,

And hell's clofe mifchief naked in his fight,
Stand now, and judge thyfelf.—Haft thou

incurr'd
His anger, who can wafte thee with a word,
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YWho poifes and proportions fea and land,
Weighing. them 1n the hollow of his hand,
And in whofe awful fight all nations feem
As grafshoppers, -as.duft, a drop; a dream ?
Haft thou (a facrilege his foul abhors)

Claim’d all the glory of thy proip'rous wars?
Proud of thy fleets and armies, flol'n the gem
Ot his juft praife, to lavith it on them?

Hait thou not learn'd, what thou art often told,

A truth full facred, and believ’d of old,

That no fuccefs attends on {pears and {words
Unbleft, and that the battle is the Lord’s ?
That courage is his creature, and difmay
The poft that at his bidding {peeds away,
Ghaftly in feature, and his ftamm’ring tongue
With doleful humour and fad prefage hung,
To quell the valour of the ftouteft heart,
And teach the combatanta woman’s part ?
That he bids thoufands fly when none purfue,
Saves as he will, by many or by few,
And claims for ever, as his royal right, -
Th’ event and fure decifion of the fight?
Haft thou, tho' fuckled at fair freedom’s breaf,
Exported flav'ry to the conquer'd Eaft,
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pll'd down ‘the tyrants India ferv'd with dread,
And rais'd thyfelf, a greater, in their‘ftead 3

one thither arm'd and hungry, return’d: full;
¢l from the richeft veins of the Mogul,

defpot big with pow'r obtain'd by wealth,

nd that obtain'd by rapine and by ftealth ?
Vith Afiatic vices ftor'd thy mind,

it left their virtues and thine own’ behind ;

nd, having truck’d thy foul, brought home the fee,
o tempt the poor to fell himfelf to thee?

Haft thou by ftatute fhov'd from its defign

[he Saviour’s feaft, his own bleft bread and wine,
Ind made the fymbols of atoning grace,

ln office-key, a pick-lock to a place,

jhat infidels may make their title good

yan oath dipp'd in facramental blood ?

iblot that will be fhill a blot, in fpite

f all that grave apologifts may write ;

ud, though a bithop toil to-cleanfe the fiain,

ie wipes and fcours the filver cup in vain.

ol hatt thou fworn, on ev'ry flight pretence,
ill perjuries are common as bad pence,

hile thoufands, carelefs of the damning fin,
s the book's ontfide who ne'er look within ?
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Haft thon, when heav'n has cloth’'d thee wij
difgrace,

And, long provok'd, repaid thee to thy face,
(For thou haft known eclipfes, and endur'd
Dimnefs and anguith, all thy beams obfcur'd,
When fin has thed difhonour on thy brow;
And never of a fabler hue than now)
Haft thoun, with heart perverfeand confcience fear(,
Defpifing all rebuke, ftilll perfeverd,
And, having chofen ewil, icorn'd the voice
That cried, Repent l—and gloried in thy choic!
Thy faftings, when calamity at laft
Suggefts th' expedient of a yearly faft,
What mean they? Canft thoudream there is a pow
In lighter diet, at a later hour,
To charm to fleep the threat'ning of the fkies,
And hide paft folly from all-fecing eyes ?
The faft that wins deliv'rance, and fufpends
The firoke that a vindiQive God intends,
Is to renounce hypoerify; to draw
Thy life upon the pattern of the law;
To war with pleafure, idolizd before ;
To vanquith luft, and wear its yoke no more.
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1 fafting elfe, whate’er be the pretence,
815 wooing mercy by renew’d offence;
Haft thoun within thee fin, that in old time
rgught fire from heav’n, the fex-abufing crime,
fWhofe horrid perpetration flamps difgrace
Baboons are free from upon human race »
fhink on the fruitful and well-water'd fpot

IThat fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot,
MWhere Paradife feem’d fill vouchfaf'd on earth,
purning and feorch'd into perpetual dearth,
r, in his words who damn'd the bafe deﬁre,
pufi 1ing the vengeance of eternal fire :

lhen nature, injur'd, feandalizd, defil'd,
[Unveil'd her bluthing cheek, look'd on, and fmil'd ;
beheld with joy the lovely fcene defac'd,
ind prais'd the wrath that laid ber beauties wafte.
Far be the thought from any verfe of mine,
JAnd farther il the form'd and fix'd defign,
lo thruft the charge of deeds that I deteft

gainft an innocent unconfcious breaft :

lhe man that dares traduce, becaufe he can
Vith fafety to himfelf, is not a man:

\n individual is a facred mark,

ot to be pierc’d in play, or in the dark ;
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But public cenfure fpeaks a public foe,
Unlefs a zeal for virtue guide the blow,;

The prieftly brotherhood, devout, fincere,
From mean {elf-int'réft and ambition clear,
Theur hope in Heav'n, fervility their fcorn,
Prompt to perfuade, expoftulate, and wary,
Their wifdom pure, and giv’n them from abore,
Their ufefulnefs enfur'd by zeal and love,

As meek as the man Mofes, and withal

As bold as 1n Agrippa’s prefence Paul,
Should fly the world’s contaminating touch,
Holy and unpollated :—are thine fuch ?
Except a few with Eli’s {pinit blefl,
Hophni and Phineas may defcribe the reft.

Where {hall a teacher look in days like thef,
For ears and hearts that he can hope to pleafe)
Look to the poor—the fimple and the plain
Will hear, perhaps, thy falutary;ftrain :
Humility is gentle, apt to learn,

Speak but the word, will liften and return.
Alas, not fo! the pooreft of the flock .

Are proud, and fet their faces as a rock; . -
Denied that earthly opulence they choofe,
God’s better gift they {coff at, and refufe.
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he rich, the produce of a nobler ftem,

B - more intelligent, at leaft—try them.

B, vain inquiry! they, without remorfe, -

' ? Are altogether gone a devious courfe;

BV here beck’ning pleafure leads them, wildly firay;
flzve burft the bands, and caft the yoke away.

B Now, born upon the wings of truth fublime,
Review thy dim original and prime.

his ifland, {pot of unreclain’d rude earth,

he cradle that receiv'd thee at thy birth,

8125 rock’'d by many a rough Norwegian blaft,
pind Danith howlings fcar'd thee as they pafs'd;-
for thou wafl born amid the din of arms,: |
bnd fuck'd a breaft that panted with alarms. -

P hile yet thou waft a grov’ling, puling chit,

Ihy bones not fathion'd, and . thy joints not knit,
dhe Roman taught thy ftubborn knee to bow,
[lhough. twice a Czfar could not bend thee now:
¥is viCtory was that of orient light, |
[When the fun’s thafts difperfe the gloom of night.
by language at this diftant moment fhows

Flow much the country to the conqu’ror owes ;
txpreflive, energetic, and refin'd,

t{parkles with the gems he left behind : .
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He brought thy land a blefling when he came;
He found thee favage, and he left thee tame;
Taught thee toclothe thy pink'd and painted hids
And grace thy figure with a foldier’s pnide; -
He fowd the feeds of order where he went,
Improv'd thee far beyond his own intent,
And,-while he rul'd thee by the fword alone,
Made thee at laft a warrior like his own.
Religion, if in heav'nly truths attir'd,

Needs only to be feen to be admir'd ;

Rzt t%\ing’ g dark ac witck’nies gf the niglzt_.

Was form'd to harden hearts and fthock the fight
Thy Druids ftruck the well-huag hatps they bor
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at Rome, with forceries and magic wanad, -

oon rais'd a cloud that darken’d ev'ry land

nd thine was fmother'd in the flench and fog

f Tiber's marfhes and the papal-bog.,

hen priefts, with bulls and briefs, and fhaven

crowns,

d griping fifts, and unrelenting frowns,

gates and delegates, with pow’rs from hell,
hough heavenly in pretenfion, fleec'd thee well;
d to this hour, to keep it frefh in mind,

bome twigs of that old fcourge are Jeft hehind *._
Lhy Ibidief)jl, the pope’s well manag'd pack,
FVereitrain';:i d knew the finack,
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But public cenfure fpedks a public foe,
Unlefs a zeal for virtue guide the blow.

The prieftly brotherhood, .devout, fincere,
From mean felf-int’réft and ambition clear,
Their hope in Heav'n, fervility their fcorn,
Prompt to perfuade,. expoftulate, and. warn,
Their wifdom pure, and givin them from above,
Their ufefulnefs enfir'd by zeal and love,

As meek as the man Mofes, and withal

As bold as in Agrippa’s prefence: Paul,
Should fly the world’s contaminating touch,,
Holy and unpollated :—are thine fuch? ..~
Except a few with Eli’s fpirit bleft,

Hophm and Phineas may defcribe the reft.

Where fhall a teacher look in days like thefe,
For ears and hearts that he: can hope:to pleafe?
Look to the poor—the fimple and the piain.
Will hear, perhaps, thy falutary;firain:
Humility 1s gentle, apt to learn, .

Speak but the word, will liften and return,.
Alas, not {o! 'the:paoreft of- the flock .

Are proud, and fet their faces as a rock; . - -
Denied that earthly opul’enﬁe they choofe,
God's better gift they {coff at, and refufe.
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The rich, the produce of a nobler ftem,

Are more intelligent, at leaft—try them,

Ob, vain inquiry! they, without remorfe, -
Are altogether gone a.devious courfe; - i
Where beck'ning pleafure leads them, wildly ﬁray-;
Have burft the bands, and caft the yoke away.

Now, born upon the wings of truth fubhme, -

Review thy dim original and prime.

This ifland, fpot of unreclaim'd rude earth,

The cradle that receiv'd thee at thy birth,

Was rock’d by many a rough Norwegian blaft, :"
And Danifh howlings fcar'd thee as.they pafs'd;
For thou wafl born amid the din of arms,r @ *.
And fuck'd a-breaft that panted with alarms. .
While yet thou waft a grovling, puling chit,

Thy bones not fafhion’d, and.thy joints not knit,

The Roman taught thy ftubborn knee to bow,

‘Though- twice a.Caefar could not-bend thee now:-
His vi€tory was that of orient light, B
When the fun’s thafts difperfe the gloom of night.
Thy language at this diftant moment fhows.
How much the country to the conqu’ror owes;

Expreflive, energetic, and refin'd, .
It fparkles with the gems he left behind 1.
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He brought thy land a blefling when he came;
He found thee favage, and he left thee tame;
Taught thee toclothe thy pink'd and painted hide,
And grace thy figure with a foldier’s pride; -
He fow'd the feeds of order where he went,
Improv'd thee far beyond his own intent,
And,-while he rul'd thee by the {fword alone,
Made thee at laft a warrior like his own.
Religion, if in heav'nly truths attir'd,
Needs only to be feen to beé admir'd ;
But thine, dsdark as witch’ries of the hight,
Was form'd to harden hearts and fhock the fight
Thy Druids ftruck the well-hung harps they bore
With fingers deeply dy'd in human gore ;
And, while the vi¢hm {lowly bled to death,
" Upon therolling chords rung out his dying breath,
Whobrought the lamp, that withawaking beams
Difpell'd thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams,
Tradition, now decrepid and worn out,
Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doubt
But fiill light reach’d thee; and thofe gods of thine,
Woden and Thor, each tott'ring in his fhrine,
¥ell, broken, and defac’d, at their own door,
As Dagon in Philiftia long before.
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ut Rome, with forceries and magic wand, -

Soon rais'd a cloud that darken’d ev'ry land;

And thine was fmother'd in the ftench and fog

Of Tiber's marfhes and the papal-bog.

Then priefts, with bulls and briefs, and {haven
crowns, . ‘

And griping fifts, and unrelentmg frowm, S

Legates and delegates, with pow'rs from hell,

Thoﬁéh heavenly in pretenfion, fleec'd thee well;

And to this hour, to keep it frefh in mind,

Some twigs of that old fcourge ave left behind *.

Thy foldiery, the pope’s well manag'd pack,

Were train’d beneath his lath, and knew the fmack,

And, when he laid them on the {cent of blood, . -

Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood.

Lavith of life; to win an empty tomb, -

That prov'd a mint of wealth, a mine, to Rome,

They left their bones beneath unfriendly fkies;

His worthlefs abfolution all the prize !

Thou waft the verieft flave, in days of yore,

That ever dragg'd a chain, or tugg'd an oar.

Thy monarchs, arbitrary, fierce, unjuft,

Themfelves the flaves of ‘bigotry or luft,

# Which may be found at Doftors’ Commorns. |
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Difdain'd thy counfels; only ini diftrefs
Found thee a goodly fpunge for pow'’r to pref.
Thy chiefs, the lords of many a petty fee,
Provok'd and harafs'd, in return plagu'd thee;
Call'd thee away from peaceable employ,
Domeftic happinefs and rural joy,

To wafte thy life in arms, or lay it down

In caufelefs feuds and bick’rings of their own.
Thy parliaments ador'd, on bended knees,

The fov'reignty they were conven'd to pleafe;
Whate'er was afk’d, too fimid to-refift,
Comply'd with, and were gracioufly difmifs'd;
And, if fome Spartan foul a doubt exprefs'd,
And, blufhing at the tamenefs of the reft, .
Dar'd to fuppofe the fubjet had a choice,

He was a traitor by the gen'ral voice.

Oh, flave! with pow’rs thou didft not dare exert,
Verfe cannot ftoop {o low as thy defert;

It fhakes the fides of {plenetic difdain,

Thou felf-entitled ruler. of the main,

To trace thee to the date when yon fair fea,
That clips thy thores, had no fuch charms for thee;
When other nations flew from coaft to coaft, °
And thou hadfi neither fleet nor flag to boaft.
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Kneel now, and lay thy forehead in the duft;
Blufh, if thou canft; not petrified, thou muft;
A& bat an honeft and a faithful part;
Compare what then thou waft with what thou art;
And, God's difpoﬁng;pro;vidence confefs'd,
Obduracy itfelf muft yield the reft—
Then thou art bound to ferve him, and to prove,
Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love.

Has he not-hid thee, and thy favour'd land,
For ages fafe beneath bis fhelt'ring hand, |
Giv'n thee his bleffing on the cleareft proof,
Bid nations leagu'd againft thee fiand aloof,
And charg'd hoftility and hate to:roar*.
Where elfe they would,* but not upon thy fhore?
His pow'r fecur'd thee when prefumptuous Spain
Baptiz’d her fleet invincible in vain.
Her glootiay monarch, -doubtful and refign'd -
To ev'ry pang that racks an-apsious mind,
Alk'd of the:waves that broke upon his coaf,
What tidings ? :and the furge replied—Ail loit!
and, when the Stuart, leaning on the Scot,
Then too much fear d, and now too much forgot '
Piere'd: to:the very centre of the realm,

And hop'd to feize his abdicated helm,
YoL. I. 1
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*Twas but to prove how quickly, with a frown,

He that had rais'd thee could have pluck'd thes
down. \

Peculiar is the grace by thee poflefs'd,

Thy foes implacable, thy land at reft ;

Thy thunders travel over earth and feas,

And all at home is pleafure, wealth, and eafe.

"Tis thus, extending his tempeituous arm,

Thy Maker fills the nations with alarm,

While his own heav'n furveys the troubled [cene,

And feels no change, unfhaken and ferene.

Freedom, in other lands fcarce known to {hine,

Pours out a flood of fplendour upon thine;

Thou haft as bright an int'reft 1n her rays

As ever Roman had in Rome’s beft days.

True freedom is where no reftraint 1s known

That fcripture, juftice, and good fenfe, difown,

Where only vice and injury are tied,

And all from fhore to fhore 1s free befide.

Such freedom is—and Windfor's hoary tow'rs

Stood trembling at the boldnefs of thy pow'ss,

That won a nymph on that immortal plain,

Like her the fabled Pheebus woo'd in vain:.
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He found the laurel only—happier you
T’ unfading laurel and the virgin too * |
Now think, if pleafure have a thought to fpare
If God himfelf be not beneath her care;
If bus'nefs, conftant as the wheels of time,
Can paufe an hour to read a ferious rhyme;
If the new mail thy merchants now receive,
Or expetation of the next, give leave;
Oh think, if chargeable with deep arrears
For fuch indulgence gilding all thy years,
How much, though long negletted, thining yet,
The beams of heav'nly truth have fwell'd the debt!

When perlecuting zeal made royal fport
With tortur'd 1onocence 1 Mary’s court,

And Bonner, blithe as thepherd at a wake,
Enjoy'd the thow, and danc'd about the flake;
The facred book, its value underftood,
Receiv'd the feal of martyrdom in blood.
Thofe holy men, fo full of truth and grace,
Scem, to refletion, of a diff 'rent Yace;

Meek, modeft, venerable, wife, fincere,

In fuch a caufe they could not dare to fear;

* Alluding to the grant of Magna Charta, which was extorted
frem king John by the Barens at Runnymede near Windfer.
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They could not purchafe earth with fuch a prize,
Or fpare a life too fhort to reach the fkies.
From them to thee convey'd along the tide,
Their fireaming heartspour’d freelywhen theydicd;
Thofe truths, which neither ufe nor years impar,
Invite thee, woo thee, to the blifs they thare.
What dotage will not vanity maintain?

What web too weak .to catch a modern brain:
The moles and bats in full aflembly find,

On fpecial fearch, the keen-ey'd ea gle blind.
And did they dream, and art thou wifer now?
Prove it—if better, I fubmit and bow.
Wifdom and goodnefs are twin-born, one heart
Muft hold both fifters, never {cen apart.

So then—as darknefs overfpread the deep,

Ere nature rofe from her eternal {leep,

And this delightful earth, and that fair {ky,
Leap'd out of nothing, call'd by the Moft Higlh;
By fuch a change thy darknefs is made light,
Thy chaos order, and thy weaknefs might;
And He, whofe pbw‘r mere nullity obeys,

Who found thee nothing, form'd thee for his praile
To praife him 1s to ferve him,' and fulfil,

Doing and {uft'ning, his.unquéﬁion’d wil
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"Tis to believe what mien infpir'd of old,

Faithful, and faithfully inform’'d, unfold;

Candid and juft, with no falfe aim- in-view,

To take for truth what cannot but be true; |
To learn in God's own fchool the Chriftian part,
And bind the tafk affign’d thee to thine heart :
Happy the man there feeking and there found,
Happy the nation where fuch men abound!

How fhall a verfe imprefs thee? by what name
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy thame?
By their’s whofe bright example, unimpeach'd,
Direfts theé to that eminence they reacl’d—
Heroes and worthies of days paft, thy fires?

Or his, who touch'd theirhearts with hallow'd fires?
Their names, alas ! in vain reproach an age,
Whom all the vanities they {corn'd engage;

And his, that feraphs tremble at, 1s hung
Difgracefully on ev'ry tnifler’s tongue,

Or {erves the champion in forenfic war

To flourith and parade with at the bar,

Pleafure herfelf, perhaps, fuggefts a plea,

If int'reft move thee, to perfuade e'en thee.

By ev'ry charm that imiles upon her face, "

By joys poflefs'd, and joys flill held in chafe,
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If dear fociety be worth a thought,
And if the feaft of freedom cloy thee not,
Reflet that thefe, and all that {feems thine own,
Held by the tenure of his will alone,
Like angels in the fervice of their Lord,:
Remain with thee, or leave thee at his word ;
That gratitude and temp’rance in our ufe
Of what he gives, unfparing and profufe,
Secure the favour, and enhance the joy,
That thanklefs wafte and wild abufe deftroy.
But, above all, refleét—how cheap foe’er
~Thofe rights that millions envy thee appear,
And, though refolv’'d to ritk them, and {wim down
The tide of pleafure, heedlefs of his frown—
That bleflings truly facred, and when giv'n
Mark'd with the fignature and ftamp of heav'n,
The word of prophefy, thofe truths divine
Which make that heav'n if thou defire it thine,
(Awful alternative! believ'd, belov'd,
Thy glory; and thy thame, if unimprov'd)
Are never long vouchfaf’d, if pufh'd afide
With cold difguft or philofophic pride;
And that, judicially withdrawn, difgrace,
Error, and darknefs, occupy their place.
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A world 1s-up 1n arms, and thou, a {pot
Not quickly found if negligently fought,

Thy foul as ample as thy bounds are {mall,
Endur'ft the brunt, and dar'ft defy them all :

And wilt thou join to this bold enterprize

A bolder fiill, a conteft with the fkies?
Remember, if he guard thee and fecure,
Whoe'er affails thee, thy {uccefs is fure;

But, if he leave thee, though the {kill and pow'r
Of nations, {worn to {poil thee and devour,
Were all colleCted in thy fingle arm,

And thou couldft laugh away the fear of harm,
That firength would fail, oppos'd againft the puth
And feeble onfet of a pigmy ruth.

Say not (and, if the thought of fuch defence
Should {pring within thy bofom, drive it thence)
What nation amongft all my foes 1s free
From crimes as bafe as any charg'd on me?

Their meafure fill'd, they too thall pay the debt
Which God, though long forborn, will not forget,
But know that wrath divine, when moft {evere,
Makes juftice flill the guide of his career,

And will not punifh, in one mingled crowd,
Them without light, and thee without a clond.
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Mufe, hang this harp upon yon aged beech,
Still murm'ring with the folemn truths I teach;
And, while, at intervals, a cold blaft fings
Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the firings,
My {foul fhall figh in fecret, and lament
A nation {courg’d, yet tardy to repent.

I know the warning fozg 1s fung 1n vain;
That few will hear, and fewer heed the ftrain:
But, if a fweeter voice, and one defign'd

A blefling to my country and mankind,
Reclaim the wand’ring thounfands, and bring home
A flock, {o {catter'd and fo wont to roam,
Then place it once again between my knees;
The found of truth will then be {ure to pleafe:
And truth alone, where'er my life be caft,

In {cenes of plenty or the pining wafte,

Shall be my chofen theme, my glory to the laft.
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doceas iter et facra offia pandas.

Vire. En. 6.

Ask what is human life—the {age replies,
With difappointment low'ring in his eyes,
Apainful paflage o'er a reftlefs flood,

Avain purfuit of fugitive falfe good,
Afcene of fancied blifs and heart-felt care,
Clofing at laft in darknefs and defpair.

The poor, inurd to drodg’ry and diftrefs,
A& without aim, think little, and fee] lefs,
And no where, but in teign'd Arcadian fcenes,

Iafte happinefs, or know what pleaflure means,
Riches are pafs'd away from hand to hand,

4s fortune, vice, or folly, may command.
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As in a dance the pair that take the lead

Turn downward, and the loweft pair {ucceed,

So thifting and {o various is the plan

By which Heav'n rules the mixt aftairs of man:

Viciffitude wheels round the motley crowd,

The rich grow poor, the poor become pur{e-proud;

Bus'nefs is labour, and, man’s weaknefs {uch,

Pleafure is labour too, and tires as much,

The very {enfe of it foregoes ifs ufe,

By repetition pall'd, by age obtufe.

Youth loft in diffipation, we deplore,

Through life’s fad remnant, what no fighs reftore;

Qur years, a fruitlefs race without a prize,

Too many, yet too few to make us wife.
Dangling bis cane about, and taking fnuff,

Lothario cries, What pbilofophic fluff-——

Ob, querulous and weak !-—whofe ufelefs brain

Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain;

Whofe eye, reverted, weeps o'er all the patt,

‘Whofe profpeft thows thee a ditheart’'ning wafte;

Would age 1n thee refign his wintry reign,

And youth invigorate that frame again,

Renew'd defire would grace with other fpeech

Joys always priz'd—when plac’d within our reach.
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For lift thy palfied head, fhake off the gloom

That overhangs the borders of thy tomb,

Sec nature, gay as when the firft began,

With fmiles alluring her admirer man ;

She fpreads the morning over eaftern hills;

Farth glitters with the drops the night diftils;
The fun, obedient, at her call appears

To fling his glories o'er the robe fhe wears;

Banks cloth’d with flow'rs, groves filld with

fprightly founds,
Tne yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, nfing
g'rounds,

Streams edg’d with ofiers, fatt’ning ev'ry field -
Where’er they flow, now feen and now conceal'd;
From the blue rim where {kies and mountains meet,
Down to the very turf beneath- thy feet,

Ten thoufand charms, that only fools defpife,
 Or pride can look at with indiff 'rent eyes,
All fpeak one language, all with one {weet voice
Cry to her univerfal realm, Rejoice !

Man feels the {pur of paflions and defires,
And fhe gives largely more than he requires;;
Not that, his hours devoted all to care,

Hollow.ey'd abftinence, and lean defpair,
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Thewretch maypine, while to his {mell, tafte, fight,
She holds a paradife of rich delight ;

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear,

To prove that what the gives fhie gives fincere,
To banifh hefitatior, and proclaim

His happinefs, her dear, her only aim.

'Tis grave philofophy’s abfurdeft dream,

That heav'n’s intentions are not what they feem,
That only fhadows are difpens'd below,

And earth has no reality but woe.

Thus things terrefirial wear a diff 'rent hue,
As youth or age perfuades; and peither true:
So Flora’s wreath through colour'd cryftal feen,
The rofe or lily appears blue or green,

But fiill th’ imputed tints are thofe alone
The medium reprefents, and not their own.

To rife at noon, fit flipthod and undrefs'd,
To read the news, or fiddle, as {eems beft,
Till half the world comes rattling at his door,
To fill the dull vacuity till foar ;

And, juft when evning turns the blue vault gray,
To {pend two hours in drefling for the day;
To make the fun a bauble without ufe,

Save for the fruits his heav'nly beams produce;
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Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought,
Who bids him fhine, or if he thine or not ;
Through mere necefiity to clofe his eyes

Juft when the larks and when the thepherds rife ;
Is fuch a life, fo tedioufly the fame,

S0 void of all utility or aim,

That poor JoNauiL, with almoft ev'ry breath,
Sighs for hus exit, vulgarly call'd death:

For he, with all his follies, has a mind

Not yet fo blank, or fathionably blind,

But now and then, perhaps, a feeble ray

Of diftant wifdom fhoots acrofs his way,

By which he reads, that life without a plan,

As ufelefs as the moment it began,

derves merely as a foil for difcontent

lothnve 1n; an incumbrance, ere half fpent.
'Oh! wearinefs beyond what affes feel,

That tread the circuit of the ciftern wheel ;
Adull rotation, never at a flay,

Yefterday’s face twin image of to-day;
While converfation, an exhaufted ftock,
Grows drowfy as the clicking of a clock.
No need, he cries, of gravity ftuff’d out
With academic dignity devout,
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To read wife leCtures—vanity the text?
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next;

For truth, felf-evident, with pomp imprefs'q,
Is vamity {urpaffing all the reft.

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound,
Yet {eldom fought where only to be found,
While paflion turns afide from its due {cope
Th' inquirer’s aim—that remedy is hope.
Life is his gift, from whom whate'er life needs,
With ev'ry good and perfe& gift, proceeds;
Beftow'd on man, like all that we partake,
Royally, freely, for his bounty fake:
Tranfient indeed, as is the fleeting hour,

And yet the feed of an immortal flow'r;
Defign’d, in honour of his endlefs love,

To fill with fragrance his abode above;
No tnfle, howfoever thort it feem,
And, how{oever thadowy, no dream;
Its value, what no-thought can afcertain,
Nor all an angel's eloquence explain.
Men deal with life as children with their play,
Who firft mifufe, then caft their toys away;
Live to no fober purpofe, and contend
That their Creator had no fetious end.
6
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When God and man ftand oppofite 1n view,

?Man’s difappointment muft of courfe enfue. -

The joft Creator condq[cends to write,

In beams of inextinguifhable light,

His names of wifdom, goodnefs, pow’r, and-love,
On all that blooms below .or fhines above ; ¢

To catch the wand'ring notice of mankind,

And teach the world, if not perverfely blind,
His gracious attributes, and prove the fhare
His offspring hold in his paternal care,
If, led from earthly things to things divine,
His credture thwart not his auguft defign,
Then praife 15-heard inftéad of reas'ning pride,
And captious cavil and complaint {ubfide.
Nature, employ’d in her allotted place,
Ishandmaid to the purpofes of grace;
By good vouchfaf'd, makes known fuperior good,
And blifs not feen, by bleflings underftood :
That blifs, reveal'd in {cripture, with a glow
Bright as the covenant-enfuring bow,
fires all his feelings with a noble fcorn
Uf fenfual evil, and thus Hope is born.

Hope. fets the ftamp of vanity on all
[hat men have deem’d fubfiantial fince the fall,
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Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe

From emptinefs itfelf a real ufe;

And, while the takes, as at a father's hand,
What health and fober appetite demand,

From fading good derives, with chemic art,
That lafung happinefs, a thankful heart,
Hope, with uplifted foot fet free from earth,
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth,

On fteady wings fails through th’ immenfe abyf;,
Plucks amaranthine joys from bow'rs of blifs,
And crowns the {oul, while yet a mourner here,
With wreaths like thofe triumphant fpirits wear,
Hope, as an anchor firm and f{ure, holds faft
The Chnftian veflel, and defies the blafi.
Hope! nothing elfe can nourith and fecure
His new-born virtues, and preférve him pure.
Hope! let the wretch, once confcious of the joy,
. 'Whom now defpainng.agonies deftroy,

Speak, for he can, and none fo well as he,
‘What treafures centre, what dehghts, in thee.
Had he the gems, the fpices, and the land
That boafis the treaft;rc, all at his command;
The fragrant grove, th' ineftimable mine,

Werelight when weigh'd againft one fmile of thine,
8



Though ¢lafp'd and cradled in his nurfe's arms,
He thine with all a cherub’s artlefs charms,
Man is the genuine offspring of revolt,
Stubborn and fturdy—a wild afs’s colt;
His paffions, like the wat'ry ftores that fleep
Beneath the fmiling furface of the deep,
Wait but the lafhes of a wintry ftorm,
To frown and roar, and thake-his feeble form.
From infancy, through childhood's giddy maze,
Froward at {chool, and fretful in his plays,
The puny tyrant burns to {ubjugate
The free republic of the whip-gig fiate.
If one, his equal in athletic frame,
Or, more provoking ftill, of nobler name,
Dares ftep acrofs his arbitrary views,
An 1liad, only not 1n verfe, enfues:
The little Greeks look trembling at the fcales,
Till the beft tongue, or heavieft hand, prevails.
Now fee him launch'd into the world at large.
If prieft, fupinely droning o'er his charge,
Their fleece his pillow, and bis weekly drawil,
Though thort, too long, the price he pays for all,
If lawyer, loud whatever caufe he plead,

But proudeft of the worft, if that fucceed.
VOL. I, K
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With ev'ry good and perfect gift, proceeds;
Beftow'd on man, like all that we partake,
Royally, freely, for his bounty fake;
Tranfient indeed, as is the fleeting hour,

And yet the feed of an immortal flow’r;
Defign'd, in honour of his endlefs love,

To fill with fragrance his abode above;
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Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe

From emptinefs itfelf a real ufe;

And, while the takes, as at a father’s hand,
What health and {ober appetite demand,
From fading good derives, with chemic art,
That latting happinefs, a thankful heart,
Hope, with uplifted foot {et free from earth,
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth,

On fleady wings fails through th’ 1mmenfe aby
Plucks amaranthine joys from bow'rs of blif,
And crowns the {oul, while yet a mourner her
With wreaths like thofe triumphant {pirits we
Hope, as an anchor firm and {ure, holds fatt
The Chriftian veflel, and defies the blaft.
Hope! nothing elfe can nourifh and fecure
His new-born virtues, and preferve him pure,
Hope! let the wretch, once confcious of thejy
. Whom now defpairing agonies deftroy,
Speak, for he can, and none {o well as he,
What treafures centre, what dehights, in thee.
Had he the gems, the fpices, and the land
That boafts the treafﬁre, all at his command; .

The fragrant grove, th’ ineftimable mine,

Werelicht when weigh'd againft one finile of thix
8
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Though clafp’d and cradled in his nurfe's arms,
e {hine with all a cherub’s artlefs charms,

{an is the genuine offspring of revolt,

tubborn and fturdy—a wild afs’s colt ;

is paffions, like the wat'ry ftores that fleep
eneath the fmiling furface of the deep,

Vait but the lafhes of a wintry ftorm,

o frown and roar, and fhake his feeble form.
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roward at {chool, and fretful in his plays,

he puny tyrant burns to {fubjugate
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Eares ftep acrofs his arbitrary views,

An Iliad, only not 1n verfe, enfues:

[he little Greeks look trembling at the fcales,

1l the beft tongue, or heavieft hand, prevails.
Now fee him launch'd into the world at large.
{ prieft, fupinely droning o'er his charge,
heir fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl,
‘hough fhort, too long, the price he pays for all,
t lawyer, loud whatever caufe he plead,
ut proudeft of the worft, if that fucceed.
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Perbaps a grave phyfician, gath'ring fees,
Punétu’lly paid for.length’ning out difeafe;
No CorroN, whofe humanity fheds rays
That make {operior fkill his fecond praife,

If arms engage him, he devotes to fport

His date of life, fo likely to be fhort,

A foldier may be any thing, i1f brave;

So may a tradefman, if not quite a knave.,
Such fiuff the world is made off ; and mankind,
To pafiion, int'reft, pleafure, whim, refign'd,
Infift on, zs if each were his own pope,
Forgivenefs, and the privilege of hope.

But confcience, 1n fome awful filent hour,
When captivating lufts have loft their pow'r—
Perhaps when ficknefs, or fome fearful dream,
Reminds him of religion, hated themel—
Starts from the down on which fhe lately {lept,
And tells of laws defpis'd, at leaft not kept;
Shows, with a pointing finger but no noife,

A pale procefion of paft finful joys,

All witnefles of bleflings foully fcorn'd,

And life abus'd, and not to be {fuborn'd.
Mark thefe, the fays; thefe, fummon’d from aft,
Begin their march, to meet thee at the bar;
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Qrhere find a Judge inexorably juft,

nd perifh there, as all prefumption muft,

R Peace be to thofe (fuch peace as earth can give)
-, Vho live in pleafure, dead ev’n while they live;
Bora capable, indeed, of heav'nly truth

Put down to lateft age, from earlieft youth,
fheir mind a wildernefs, through want of care,
Brhe plough of wifdom never entring there,
Peace (if mlenfibility may claim

right to the meek honours of her name)
fomen of pedigree, their noble race,

gmuolous always of the neareft place

Bo any throne except the throne of grace.
JLet cottagers and unenlighten’d {wains

evere the laws they dream that heav'n ordains - ;
tefort on Sundays to the houfe of pray’,
nd afk, and fancy they find, ‘bleflings there,)

hemfelves, perhaps, when w eary they retreat
‘enjoy cool nature in a countr y {eat,

exchange the centre of a thoufand trades,

or clumps, and lawns, and temples, and cafcades,
3y now and then their velvet cufhions take,

\nd feem to pray, for good example fake;

! K 2
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Judging, in charity no doubt, the town
Pious enough, and having need of none.
Kind fouls! to teach their tenantry to prize
What they them{elves, without remorfe, defpife.
Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come~
As well for them had prophecy been dumb.
They could have held the condudt they purfue,
Had Paul of Tarfus liv'd and died a Jew;
And truth, propos'd to reas’ners wife as they,
Is a pear] caft—completely caft away.

They die.—Death lends them, pleas'd, and ssis

{port,

All the grim honours of bis ghaftly court.
Far other paintings grace the chamber now,
Where late we {faw the mimic landf{cape glow:
The bufy heralds hang the fable fcene

With mournful ‘{cutcheons, and dim lamp
between;

Prociaim their titles to the crowd around,

But they that wore them move not at the found;

The coronet, plac’d idly at their head,

Adds nothing now to the degraded dead,:

And ev'n the fiar that glitters on the bier

Can only fay—Nobility lies here.
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| Peace to all-fuch—"twere pity to offend,

| By ufelels cenfure, whom we cannot mend ;

Life without hope can clofe but in defpair—
I'Twas there we found them, and muft leave them
 there.

{ As, when two pilgrims in a foreft firay,

{Both may be loft, yet each 1n his own way;

150 fares it with the multitudes beguil'd

In vain opinion’s wafte and dang'rous wild,

fTen thoufand rove the brakes and thorns among,

[Some eaftward, and fome wefiward, and all wrong.
[But here, alas! the fatal diff rence lies—
flach man’s belief is right 1n bis own eyes ;
Aud he that blames, what they have blindly chofe,
Jucurs refentment for the love he thows,
Say, botanift, within whofe province fall
The cedar and the hyfiop on the wall,
f all that deck the lanes, the fields, the bow'rs,
What parts the kindred tribes of weeds and flow’rs?
weet {cent, or lovely form, or both combin'd,
itinguith ev'ry cultivated kind ;
he want of both denotes a meaner breed,
ind Chloe from her garland picks the weed,

|
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Thus hopes of ev’ry fort, whatever fet

Efteem them, fow them, rear them, and prote&,

If wild in nature, and not duly found,

Gethfemane, in thy dear hallowed ground,

That cannot bear the blaze of feripture light,

Nor cheer the fpirit, nor refrefh the fight,

Nor animate the foul to Chriftian deeds,

(Oh caft them from thee!) are weeds, arrant weeds,
Ethelred's houfe, the centre of fix ways,

Diverging each from each, like equal rays,

Himf{elf as bountiful as Apnl rains,

Lord paramount of the furrounding plains,

Would give relief of bed and board to none,

But guefts that fought it in th’ appointed Oxe.

And they might enter at his open door,

Ev'n till his fpacious hall would hold no more.

He fent a {ervant forth by ev'ry road,

"To found his horn and publifh it abroad,

That all might mark—knight, menial, high and

low—

An ordnance it concern’d them much to knovw.

If, after all, fome headfirong hardy lout

Would difobey, though fure to be fhut out,
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 Could he with reafon murmur at his cafe,

Yimfelf fole author of his own difgrace?

No! the decree was juft and without flaw;

And he that made, had right to make, the law;

His fov’reign pow’r and pleafure unreftrain’d,

The wrong was his who wrongfully complain'd.
Yet half mankind maintain a churlith firife

With him the Donor of eternal life,

Becaufe the deed, by which his love confirms

The largefs he beftows, prefcribes the terms.
Compliance with his will your lot enfures—
EAccept it only, and the boon is your's.

lAnd fure it is as kind to {mile and give,.

As with a frown to fay—Do this, and live !
Me is not pedlar's trumpry, bought and {fold ;
He will give freely, or he wi/l withhold ;

His foul abhors a mercenary thought,

And him as deeply who abhors it not ;

He flipulates, indeed, but merely this—

That man will freely take an unbought blifs,
Will truft him for a faithful gen'rous part,

Nor fet a price upon a willing heart.

) alt the ways that feem’d to promile fair,

[0 place you where his faints his prefence fhare,



1360 HOPE.

This only can; for this plain caufe, exprefs'q
In terms as plain—himf{elf has fhut the ref,
But oh the firife, the bick’ning, and debate,
The tidings of unpurchas'd heav'n create !

The flirted fan, the bridle, and-the tofs,
All {peakers, yet all language at 4 lofs.

|
From fhicco'd walls {mart arguments rebound;

And beaus, adepts in ev’ry thing profound,
Die of dildain, or whiitle off the found.
Such 1s the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites,
Th’ explofion of the levell'd tube excites,
Where mould'ring abbey-walls o’erhang the glads
And oaks coeval {pread 2 mournful {hade.
The {creaming nations, hov'ring in nud arr,
Loudly refent the firanger’s freedom there,
And feem to warn him never to repeat
His bold intrufion on their dark retreat.
Adien, Vinofa cries, ere yet he fips
The purple bumper, trembling at his lips,
Adieu to all morality—if grace
Make works a vain ingredient in the cafe!

The Chriftian hope is—Waiter, draw the cork-
If I miftake not—Bleckhead ! with a fork —
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ithout good works, whatever fome may boaft,
ere folly and delufion—Sir, your toaft l—

y firm perfuafion 18, at leaft fometimes,

hat heay’n will weigh man'svirtues and his crimes -
ith nice attention, in a righteous {cale,

d fave or. damn as thefe or thofe prevail,

plant my foot upon this ground of truft,

od filence ev'ry fear with—God 1s juff,

ot if perchance, on {ome dull drizzling day,
thought intrude that fays, or feems to fay,
thus th’ important caufe 1s to be tried,

ppole the beam {hould dip on the wrong fide;
foon recover from thefe needlefs frights,

nd, God is merciful~—{ets all to nghts.

hus, between juftice, as my prime fupport,

nd mercy, fled to as the laft refort,

olide and fteal along with heav'n in view,
ind—pardon me—the bottle fiands with you.

I never will believe, the col’nel cries,

he fanguinary fchenres that fome devife,

Vho make the good Creator, on their plan,
| being of lefs equity than man,

| appetite, or what divines call luft,

Fhich men comply with, €'en becaufe they muft,
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Be punifh’d with perdition, who is pure?

Then their's, no doubt, as well as.mine, is fure

If fentence of eternal pain belong

To ev'ry fudden {lip and tranfient wrong,

Then heav'n enjoins the fallible- and frail

An hopelefs tatk, and damns them 1f they fail!

My creed {whatever fome creed-makers mean

By Athanafian nonfenfe, or Nicene)

My creed 1s—he is fafe that does his beft,

And death’s a doom fufficient for the reft.
Right, fays an enfign; and, for aught I fee,

Your faith and mine fubftantially agree ;

The beft of ev'ry man’s performance here

Is to difcharge the duties of his fphere.

A lawyer’s dealings fhould be juft and fair—

Honefty fhines with- great advantage there,

Fafting and pray'r fit well upon a prieft—

A decent caution and referve at leaft.

A foldier’s beft 1s courage in the field,

With nothing here that wants to be conceal'd :

Manly deportment, gallant, caly, gay;

An hand as libral as the light of day.

The foldier thus endow’d, who never fhrinks,

Nor clofets up his thought, whate'er he thinks,
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Mo fcorns to do an injury by flealth,

Bt go to heav’n—and I muft drink his health.
Sir Smug, he eries, (for loweft at the board—

fult made fifth chaplain of his patron lord,

is houlders witnefling by many a thrug _
ow much his feelings fuffered—fat Sir Smug)
B our office 18 to winnow falfe from true;-

Lome, prophet, drink, and tell us—What think
| you ?

| Sighing and {miling as he takes his glafs,
Which they that woo preferment rarely pafs,
gallible man, the church-bred youtlr replies,

g ftill found fallible, however wife ;

fnd diff ing judgments ferve but to declare

[That truth lies fomewhere, if we knew but where.
Of all it ever was my lot to read,

)f eritics now alive, or long fince dead,

I'he book of all the world that charm’d me moft
Vas—well-a-day, the title page was loft |

The writer well remarks, an heart that knows

lo take with gratitude what heaven beflows,

Vith prudence always ready at our call

L0 guide our ufe of it, is all in all.
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Doubtlefs it is—To which, of my own ftore,
I fuperadd a few effentials more;
But thefe, excufe the liberty & take,
I wave juft now, for conver{ation fake,~—
Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim,
Arnd add Right Rev'rend to Smug’s honour'd name!
And yet our lot i1s giv'n us in a land
Where bufy arts are never at a ftand;
‘Where {cience points her telefcopic eye,
Famihar with the wonders of the fky;
Where bold inquiry, diving out of fight,
Brings many a precious pearl of .truth to light;
‘Where nought eludes the perfevering quett,
That fafhion, tafte, or luxury, fuggeft.
But, above all, in her own light array'd,
See mercy's grand apocalypfe difplay'd !
The facred book no longer fuffers wrong,
Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue;
But {peaks with plainnefs, art could never mend,
What fimpleft minds can {ooneft comprehend.
God gives the word—the preachers throng around,
_Laive from his lips, and fpread the glorious found:
"That found befpeaks falvation on her way,
The trumpet of a life-reftoring day!
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'Tis heard where England’s eaftern glory fhines, -
And in the gulphs of her Cornubian mines.
And fiill it {preads. See ‘Germany fend forth

Her fons * to pour it on the fartheft north -
Fird with a zeal peculiar, #Zey defy

The rage and rigour of a polar iky,
And plant {uccefsfully fweet Sharon’s rofe
On icy plains, and in eternal {nows.

Ob, bleft within th’ enclofure of your rocks,
Nor herds have ye to boaft, nor bleating flocks ;
No fertilizing freams your fields divide,

That thow, revers’d, the villas on their fide;
No groves have ye; no cheerful found of bird,
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard ;

Nor grateful eglantine regales the fmell

Of thofe that walk at ev'ning where ye dwell
but winter, arm’d with terrors here unknown,
Sits abfolute on his unfhaken throne 5

lles up his fiores amidft the frozen wafte,

d bids the mountains ke has built ftand faft;
eckons the legions of his ftorms away

fom happier fcenes, to make your land a prey;

* The Moravian miflionaries in Greenland, Vide Kiantz, -




142 HOPE,

Proclaims the foil a conqueft he has won,
And {corns to thare it with the diftant fun,
—Yet truth 1s your's, remote, unenvied ifle!
And peace, the genuine offspring of her fmil;
+ The pride of letter'd ignorance, that binds
In chains of errour our accomplith’d minds,
That decks, with all the {plendour of the trye,
A falfe religion, is unknown to you.

Nature 1ndeed vouchfafes, for our delight,
The {weet viciffitudes of day and night;

Soft airs and genial moifture feed and cheer
Field, fruit, and flow’r, and ev’ry creature here;
But brighter beams, than bis who fires the fki;,
Have risn at length on your admiring eyes,
That fhoot into your darkeft caves the day,
From which our nicer optics turn away.

Here {ee th’ encouragement grace gives to vice
The dire efte&t of mercy without price!!
What were they? what fome fools are made by ar
They were by nature—atheifts, head and heart,
The grofs idolatry blind heathens teach
Was too refin'd for them, beyond their reach.
Not ev'n the glorious fun—though men revere
‘The monarch moft that feldom will appear,
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ind tho' hisbeams, that quicken where they thine,
N2y clzim fome right to be efteem’d divine— -
ot ¢'en the {un, defirable as rare,
qu bend one knee, engage one vot'ry there1
ey were, what bafe credulity believes
rueChrifbians are, diffemblers, drunkards, thieves.
fhe full-gorged favage, at his naufeous feaft
ent half the darknefs, and {nor'd out the reft,
a5 one whom jufiice, on an equal plan,
enouncing death upon the fins of man,

ight almoft have indulged with an efcape,
1argeable only with an human fhape.
| What are they now ?~~Morality may {pare
ke grave concern, her kind fufpicions, there:
he wretch, who once fang wildly, danc'd and

laugh'd,

d fuck'd in dizzy madnefs with his draught,
fas wept a filent flood, revers'd his ways, -
 fober, meek, benevolent, and prays, -

eds {paringly, communicates his ftore,

hors the craft he boafted of before—
nd he that flole has learn'd to fieal no. more,
fell pake the prophet, Let the defert fing,

here {prang the thorn the {piry fir thall f pring,

7
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And where unfightly and rank thiftles grew
Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew,
Go now, and with important fone demand
On what foundation virfue is to ﬁand,‘ -
If felf-exalting claims be turn’d adrift,
And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift,
The poor reclaim’d inhabitant, bhis eyes
Glift'ning at once with pity and {urprife,
Amazd that fhadows fhould obfcure the fight
Of one whofe birth was in a land of light,
Shall anfwer, Hope, {weet hope, has fet me fre
And made all pleafures elfe mere drofs to me, |
Thefe, amidft {cenes as wafte as i1f denied
The common care that waits on all befide,
Wild as-if nature there, void of all good,
Play'd only gambols in a- frantic mood,
(Yet charge notheav’nly fkill with having plans
A play-thing world, unworthy of his hand!)
Can fee his love, though fecret evil lurks
In all we touch, ftamp'd plainly on his works;
Deem life a bleffing with its numerous woes,
Nor fpurn away a gift a God beftows.
Hard tafk, indeed, o'er ar@ic feas to roam!

Is Bope exotic? grows.it not at home?
3
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es, but an objed, bright as orient morn,

lay prefs the eye too clofely to be born ;

\ diftant virtue we can all confefs,

t hurts our pride, .and moves our envy, lefs.

Lenconomus (beneath well-founding Greek

flur a name 3 ‘poet muft not fpeak)

btood pilloried on' infamy’s high flage,

h1d bore the peiting fcore of half an age ;

The very butt of flander, and the blot

or evry dart that malice ever fhot.

Ihe man that mentioned /Zinz at once difmifs’'d

All mefcy from his lips, and foeer'd and hifs'd 3

His crimes were fuch as Sodom never knew,

pnd perjury ftood up to {wear all true ;

is.aim was mif{chief, and his zeal pretence, -

s [peech rebellion againft common fenfe ;

A knave, when tried on honefty’s plain rule,

ind, when by that of reafon, a mere fool 5

Lhe world’s beft comfort was, his doom was pafs'd;

ie when he might, he muft be damd'd at Jaft,
Now, truth, perform thine office ;. waft afide

fhe curtain drawa by prejudice and pride,

ieveal (the man is dead) to wond’ring €yes

{his more.than monfler in his proper guife,
VoL, 1, L
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He lov'd the world that bated him: the teg
That dropped upon his Bible was fincere:
Aflail’d by fcandal and the tongue of firife,
His only anfwer was, a blamelefs life;

And he that forg’d, and he that threw, the dart,
Had each a brother's int’reft in his heart!
Paul’s love of Chnift, and fteadinefs unbrib'd,
‘Were copied clofe in him, and well tranfcrib',
He followed Paul—his zeal a kindred flame,
His apofiolic charity the fame.

Like him, crofsd cheerfully tempeftuous feas,
Forfaking country, kindred, friends, and eafe;
Like him he labour'd, and, like him, content
To bear it, {fuffier'd thame where'er he weot.

Blufh, calumny! and write upon his tomb,
If honeft eulogy can fpafe thee room,

Thy deep repentance of thy thoufand les,
Which,aim’d at him, bave pierc'd th’offended fkies;
And fay, Blot out my fin, confeis'd, deplord,
Againft thine image in thy faint, oh Lord'

No blinder bigot, I maintain 1t fhll,

Than he who muft have pleafure, come what will
He laugts, whatever weapon truth may draw,
And deems her fharp artillery mere ftraw,
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Scripture, indeed, is plain; but God and he,

On feripture-ground, are {ure to difagree ;

Some wifer rule muft teach him how to live,

Than this his Maker has feen fit to give;;

Supple and flexable as Indian cane,

To take the bend his appetites ordain ;

Contriv'd to fuit frail nature’s crazy cafe,

And reconcile his lufts with faving grace.

By this, with nice precifion of defign,

He draws upon life’s map a zig-zag line,

That thows how far ’tis fafe to follow fin,

And where his danger and God’s wrath begin,

By this he forms, as pleas’d he {ports along,

His well pois'd eftimate of right and wrong;

And finds the modifh -manners of the day,

Though loofe, as harmlefs as an infant’s play.
Build by whatever plan caprice decrees,

With what materials, on what ground, you pleafe;
Your hope fhall ftand unblam'd, perhaps admir'd,
If not that hope the {cripture has requir'd,
The firange conceits,vain projects, and wild dreams,
With which hypocrify for ever teems,
(Though other follies ftrike the public eye,
And raife a laugh) pafs unmolefted by;

L2
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But if, unblameablé in word and thought,

A man arife—a man whom God has taught,

With all Elijah’s dignity of tone,

And all the love of the beloved John—

To fiorm the citadels they build 1n arr,

And {mite th’ untemper'd wall; "tis death to fpare]

To fweep away all refuges of lies,

And place, infiead of guirks them{elves devife

Lama [abactham before their eyes;

To preve that without Chrift all gain 1s lof,

All hope defpair, that ftands not on his crofs;

Except the few his God may have imprefs'd,

A tenfold frenzy {eizes all the refi.
Throughout mankind, the Chriftian kind atleaf,

There dweils a confcioufnels in ev'ry breafl,

That folly ends where genuine hope begins,

And he that finds his heav’'n muft lofe his fins,

Nature oppofes, with her utmoft force,

This riving ftroke, this ulfimate divorce;

And, while religion feems to be her view,

Hates with a deep fincerity 24 zrue:

For this—of all that ever influenc'd man,

Since Abel worfhipp'd, or the world began—

"This only fpares no luft ;- admits no plea ;

But makes him, if at all, completely free;
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Sounds forth the fignal, as the mounts her car,
Of an eternal, univerfal war ;

Rejelts all treaty; _ﬂenetrates all wiles ;

Scorns with the fameindiff rence frowns and fimiles ;
Drives through the realms of fin, where riot reels,
And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels !
Hence all that is in man—pride, paffion, art,
Pow’ss o the mind, and feelings of the heart—
Infenfible of truth’s almighty charms,

dtarts at her firft approach, and founds, To arms!
While bigotry, with well diffembled fears,

His eyes fhut faft, his fingers in his ears,
Mighty to parry and puth by God's word
With fenfelefs noife, his argument the fword,
Pretends a zeal for godlinefs and grace,
nd fpits abhorrence in the Chriftian’s face.

Parent of hope, immortal truth! make known
hy deathlefs wreaths and triumphs, all thine own:
be filent progrefs of thy pow'r is fuch,
hy means {o feeble, and defpis'd fo much,
bat few believe the wonders thou haft wrought,

d none can teach them but whom thou haft
taught,

b, {fec me fworn to ferve thee, and command
painter’s {kill into a poet’s hand !
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That, while I, trembling, trace a work divine,

Fancy may ftand aloof from the defign,

And light, and fhade, and ev'ry firoke, be thipe,
If ever thou haft felt another’s pain,

If ever when he figh'd hait figh'd again,

If ever on thy eye-lid ftood the tear

That pity had engender'd, drop one here!

This man was happy—had the world’s good worg

And with it ev’ry joy it can afford;

Friendfhip and love feem’d tenderly at firife,

Which moft thould {weeten his untroubled life;

Politely learn'd, and of a gentle race,

Good-breeding and good fenfe gave all a grace,

And, whether at the toilette of the fair

He langh’d and trified, made him welcome ther,

Or, if in mafculine debate he thar'd,

Enfor'd him mute attention and regard.

Alas, how chang'd !—Expreffive of his mind,

His eyes are funk, arms folded, head reclin'd;

Thofe awful {yllables, hell, death, and fin,

Though whifper'd, plainly tell what works withis

That confcience there performs her proper par

And writes a doomf{day fentence on his heart!

Forfaking, and forfaken of all friends,
He now perceives where earthly pleafure ends;
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Hard tatk—for one who lately knew no care,

- And harder ftill, as learnt beneath defpair |

His hours no longer pafs unmark’d away,

A dark 1mportance faddens every day;

He hears the notice of the clock, perplex'd,

And cries—perhaps eternity firikes next !

Sweet mufic is no longer mufic here,

And laughter founds like madnefs in his ear:

His grief the world of all her pow'r difarms ;

Wine has no tafte, and beauty has no charms :

God's holy word, ence trivial in his view,

Now by the voice of his experience true,

deems, as it is, the fountain whence alope

Muft fpring that hope he pants to make his own,
Now let the bright reverfe be known abroad ;

Yy man’s a worm, and pow’r belongs to God.
AS when a felon, whom his country’s laws

Have jultly doom’d for fome atrocious caufe,

ExpeQs, in darknefs and heart—chilling fears,
The thameful clofe of all his mifpent years ;
If chance, on heavy pinions {lowly born,

A tempeft uther in the dreaded morn,

Upon his dungeon walls the lightning play,
The thunder {feems to fummon him away,
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“The warder at the door his key épplies,

Shoots back the bolt, and all his-courage dies:
If then, juft then, all thoughts of mercy lof,
When hope, long ling'ring, at laft yields the ghot
The {ound of pardon pierce his ftartled ear,

He drops at once his fetters and his fear;

A tranfport glows in all he looks and fpeaks,
And-the firft thankful tears bedew his cheeks.

~ Joy,: far fuperior joy, that much outweighs
The comfort of a few poor added days,
Invades, poflefles, and o'erwhelms, the fonl |
Of him, whom hope has with a touch made whol.
"T'is heav'n, all heav'n, defcending on the wing
(Of the glad legions of the King of kings;
“Tis more—'tis God diffus'd through ev'ry part,
"T1s God him{felf triumphant in his heart!

Ch, welcome now the fun’s once hated light,

His noon-day beams were never half {o bright,
Not kindred minds alone are cail'd t’ employ
Their hours, their days, in hift'ning to his joy;
Unconf{cious nature, all that he furveys,

Rocks, groves, and ftreams, muft join him in b
_praife. |
Thefe are thy glorious works, eternal truth,

The fcoff of wither'd age and beardlefs youth;
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hefe move the cenfure and illib'ral grin

f fools that hate thee and dehight in fin: =~ 7

at thele fhall laﬁ when night has quench 'd the’
pole, - ,

nd heav'n 1s all departed as a fcroll 5

nd when, as juftice has long fince decreed,

bis earth fhall blaze, and a new world fucceed,

hen thefe thy glorinus works, and they who thare

hat hope which can alone exclude defpair,

hall live exempt from weaknefs and decay,

be brighteft wonders of an endlefs day. -

Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong

0 him that blends no fable with his fong)

hofe lines, uniting, by an honeft art,

he faithful monitor’s and poet's part,

ek to delight, that they may roend mankind,

nd, while they captivate, inform the mind :

il happier, if he till a thankful foil,

nd fruit reward his honourable toil ;

it happier far, who comfort thofe that wait

{o hear plain truth at Judah's hallow’d gate,

[heir language fimple, as their manners meek,

\o thining ornaments have they to feek ;

\or labour they, nor time, nor talents, wafte,

1 forting flow'rs to fuit a fickle tafte;




154 HOPR,

But, while they fpeak the wifdom of the fkies,

Which art can only darken and difguife,
Th' abundant harveft, recompenfe divine,

Repays their work—the gleaning only mine,
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Qua mihul majus meliufve terris

Fata donavere, bonig; divi,

Nec dabunt, quamvis redeant in aurum
Tempora prifcum.

Hog. Lib. IV. Ode 2.

FaresT and foremoft of the train, that wait
On man’s moft dignified and happieft flate,
Whether we name thee Charity or love,
Chief grace below, and all in all above,
Profper (I prefs thee with a pow'rful plea)
Atalk T venture on, impell'd by thee s
Oh, never feen but in thy bleft effes,

Or felt but in the foul that heay’n feleQs;
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Who feeks to praife thee, and to make thee knoy,

To other hearts, muft have thee 1n his own,

Come, prempt me with benevolent defires,

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires,

And, though difgrac’'d and {lighted, to redeem

A poet’s name, by making thee the theme.
God, working ever on a focial plan,

By various ties attaches man to man:

He made at firft, though free and unconfind,

One man the common father of the Iund

That ev'ry tribe, thouo'h placed as he fees beft,

Where feas or deferts part them .from the reft,

Diff'ring in language, ma‘nn'ers:, or in face,

Miglﬁ: fecl themfelves allied to all the race.

When Cook—Ilamented, and with tears as juft

As ever mingled with heroic duft—

Steer'd Britain’s oak into a world unknown,

And in his country’s glory fought his own,

W herever he found man, to nature true, -

The rights of man were facred in his view.

He footh'd with gifts,” and greeted with a {mile,
The fimple native of the new-fonnd ifle;

He fpurn’d the wretch that flighted or withftood
The tender argument of Kindred blood,
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Nor would endure that ahj thould coritron]
His free-born brethren of the fouthern pole. !
But, though fome nobler minds a Jaw refpec’t )
That none fhall with i impuhity negledt,
In bafer fouls unnumber'd evils meet,- & .
To thwart 1ts influence, and its end defeat.. .
While Cook 1s lov'd for {avage lives he favid, -
fte Cortez odious for a world enflay'dl .. .
Where waft thou then, fweet Charity? where then )
Thou tutelary friend of helplefs men ?
Watt thou in monkith-cells and nunn'ries found, -
Or building hofpitals on Englith ground ?
No.—Mammon makes the world his légatee
Through fear, not love ; and heav'n abhors the fee.

Wherever found, (and all men need thy care)
Nor age nor infancy could find thee there,

The hand that flew, till it could flay no more, -
Vas gli'd to the {word-hilt with Indian gore, -
beir prince, as juftly feated on his throne

s vamn imperial Philip on his own,

lrick'd out of all his royalty by art,

bat firipp'd him bare, and broke his honeft heart,
Died, by the fentence of a fhaven prieft,

for icorning what they tanght him to deteft.

L
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How dark the veil that intercepts the blaze
Of heav'n’s myfierious purpofes and ways!
God ftood not, though he feem'd to fland, aloof;
And at this hour the conqu’ror feels the proof:
The wreath he won drew down an 1nftant curfe
The fretting plague 1s 1n the public purfe,
The canker'd {poil corrodes the pining ftate,
Starv'd by that indolence their mines create,
Oh, could their ancient Incas rife again,
How would they take up Ifrael’s taunting ftrain!
Art thou too fall'n, Iberia? Do we fee
The robber and the murd’rer weak as we?
Thou, that haft wafted earth, and dard defpife
Alike the wrath and mercy of the fkies,
Thy pomp 1s in the grave, thy glory laid
Low in the pits thine avarice has made |
We come with joy from our eternal ref,
To fee th’ oppreflor in his turn opprefs'd.
Art thou the god, the thunder of whofe hand
Roll'd over all our defolated land,
Shook principalities and kingdoms down,
And made the mountains tremble at his frown
The fword fhall light upon thy boafted pows,
And wafte them, as thyfword has wafted ours.
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'Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils,

And vengeance executes what juftice wills,
Again—the band-of commerce was defign'd

T aflociate all the branches of mankind ;

And, if 2 boundlefs plenty be the robe,

Trade 1s the golden girdle of the globe,

Wife to promote whatever end he means,

God opens fruitful nature's various fcenes -

Bach climate needs what other climes produce,

And ofters fomething to the gen'ral ufe 3

Noland but liftens to the common call,

Aud In return receives fupply from all.

Ihis genial intercourfe, and mutual aid,

Cheers what were elfe an univerfal fhade,

Calls nature from her ivy mantled den,

Aud foftens human rock-work into men,

Ingenious Art, with her expreflive face,

Jteps forth to fathion and refine the race ;

Not only fills neceflity’s demand,

But overcharges her capacious hand :

Capricious tafte itfelf can crave no more
Than the fupplies from her abounding ftore :
dhe firikes out all that luxury can afk,

And gains new vigour at her endlefs tafk.
8
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Her’s is the fpacious arch, the fhapely fpire,
The painter’s pencil, and the poet’s Iyre;
From her the canvafs borrows light and fhade,
And verfe, more lafﬁng, hues that never fade,
She guides the finger o'er the dancing keys,
Gives difficulty all the grace of eafe,

And pours a torrent of {weet notes around,
Faft as the thiriting ear can drink the found.

‘Thefe are the gifts of art ; and art thrives mof
Where commerce has enrich’d the bufy coaft

He catches all improvements in his flight,
Spreads foreign wonders in his country's fight,
Imports what others have invented well,
And fiirs his own to match them, or excel.
*Tis thus, reciprocating each with each,

Alternately the nations learn and teach;

While providence enjoins to ev'ry foul

An union with the vaft terraqueons whole:
Heav'n fpeed the canvafs, gallantly unfurld

To furnifth and accommodate a world,

To give the pole the produce of the fun,

And knit th’ unfocial climates into one.—

Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave

Impel the fleet whole errand is to fave,
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To fuccour, wafted regions, and replace

The fmile of opulence in forrow’s face.—

Let nothing adverfe, nothing unforefeen,

Jmpede the bark that plows the deep ferene,
*Charg'd with a freight tran{cending in its worth.
The gems of- India, nature’s rareft birth,

That flies, like Gabrie] on his Lord's commands,
An herald of God’s love to pagan lands.

But, ah! what with can profper, or what pray’s,
for merchants, rich in cargoes of de(pair,

Who drive a loathfome traffic, gage, and {pan,
And buy, the mufcles and the bones of man 2

he tender ties of father, hufband, friend,

\ll bonds of nature, in that moment end ;

ind each endures, while yet he draws his breath,
Aftroke as fatal as the fcythe of death.

he fable warrior, frantic with regret

Jf her he loves, and never can forget,

loles in tears the far recedin g thore,

but not the thought that they muft Ineet no more;
Uepriv'd of her and freedom at a blow,

hat has he left that he can yet forego 2

16, to deep fadnefs fullenly refign'd, -

He fecls his body’s bondage in his mind ;

| VOL, 1. M
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Puts off his gen'rous nature; and, to fuit

His maaners with his fate, puts on the brute,
Obh, moft degrading of all ills that wait

On man, a mourner in his beft eftate !

All other {orrows virtue may endure,

And find fubmiffion more than half a cure;

Grief is itfelf a med’cine, and beftow’d

T’ improve the fortitude that bears the load,

To teach the wandrer, as his woes increafe,

The path of wifdom, all whofe paths are peace;

But flav'ry l—virtue dreads 1t as her grave:

Patience itfelf is meannefs in a flave,

Or, if the will and fov'reignty of God

Bid fuffer 1t awhile, and kifs the rod,

Wait for the dawning of a brighter day, .

And fnap.the chain the moment when you may.

Nature imprints upon whate’er we f{ee, .
That has a heart and life in it—Be free! |
The beafts are charter’d—neither age nor force
Can quell the love of freedom in a horfe: :
He breaks the cord that held him at the rack;
And, confcious of an unincumber’d back,
Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein,

Loofe fly his forelock and bis ample mane;
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Refponfive to the diftant neigh he neighs;

Nor ftops, till, overleaping all delays,

¢ finds the pafture where his fellows graze,
Canft thou, and honour'd with 4 Chriflian Dame;,

buy what is woman-born, and feel no fhame >
[de in the blood of innocence, and plead

ixpedience as a warrant for the deed ?

may the wolf, whom famine has made hold
oquit the foreft and invade the fold -

o may the ruffian, who with ghoftly olide,
ageer in hand, fteals clofe to your bedfide ;
ot he, but his emergence forc'd the door,

it found it inconvenient to he poor.

5 God then giv'n its fiveetnefs to the cane—
nlefs his laws be trampled on—in vaip »

tlta brave world, which cannot yet fubfift,
uiels his fight to rale it be difmifs'd ?

ipudent blﬂafphemy I—So folly pleads,

1, av'rice being judge, with eafe {ucceeds.
But grant the plea—and let it ftand for juft,
4l man make man his prey becaufe he 7z,
il there is room for pity to abafe,

 foothe, the forrows of {o fad a flate, -
M2
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A Briton knows—or, if he knows it not,
The Scripture plac'd within his reach, he ough.
That {ouls have no difcriminating hue,
Alike important in their Maker’s view;
That none are free from blemifb fince the fill;
And love divine has paid one price for all.
The wretch that works and weeps without relid
Has one that notices his filent grief.
He, from whofe hands alone all pow’r proceed;
Ranks its abufe among the fouleft deeds,
Confiders &/ 1njaftice with a frown ;
But mzarks the man that treads his fellow down,
Begone !—the whip and bell in that hard hand
Are hateful enfigns of ufurp'd command.
Not Mexico could purchafe kings a claim
To {courge him, wearinefs his only blame.
Remember, heav'n has an avenging rod—
To fmite the poor is treafon againft God!
Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brook'd,
While life’s fublimeft joys are overlook'd:
We wander o'er a fun-burnt thirfty foil,
Murm’ring and weafy of our daily toil,
Forget t’ enjoy the palm-tree’s offer'd fhade,
Or tafte the fountain in the neighb'ring glade:



CHARITY. 165

 .| )fe who would lufe, that had the pow'r £ improve,

I\ occafion of tranfmuting fear to love?

|
Dh, 'tis a godlike privilege to fave !
i0d he that fcorns it is himfelf a flave.
oform his mind—one flath of heav’nly day
‘ould heal his heart and melt his chains away.
‘ Beauty for afhes” 1s a gift indeed !
And flaves, by truth enlarg’d, are doubly freed.
Then would he fay, fubmiffive at thy feet,
hile gratitude and love made fervice {weet,
Iy dear deliv'rer out of hopelefs night,
Vhole bounty bought me but to give me light,
was a bondman cn my native plain; '
n forg'd, and ignorance made faft, the chain;
0y lips have thed infiruion as the dew,
faoght me what path to thun and what purfue;
arewell, my former joys! I fich no more
or Africa’s once lov’'d, benighted fhore ;
perving a benefaltor, I am free—
it my beft home, if not exil'd from thee.
some men make gaina fountain,whence proceeds
Litream of lib’ral and heroic deeds.
fhe fwell of pity, not to be confin'd
Within the fcanty limits of the mind,
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Difdains the bank, and throws the golden fand
A rich depofit, on the bord’ring lands:
Thele have an ear for bis paternal call,
Who makes fome rich for the {upply of ali;
God’s gift with pleafure 1n his praife employ,
And TaorxToON 15 famuliar with the joy,
Oh, could I worfhip aught beneath the fkie
That earth hath feen, or fancy can devife,
Thine altar, facred liberty, fhould ftand,
Built, by no mercenary vuigar hand,
With fragrant turf, and flow’rs as wild and fa

As ever drefs'd a bank, or {cented {ummer ai!

Duly, as ever on the mountain’s height
The peep of morning fhed a dawning hght,
Again, when ev'ning in her fober veft
Drew the gray curtain of the fading weft,
My foul fhould yield thee willing thanks and pr

For the chief bleflings of my faireft days:
But that were facrilege—praife is not thine,

But his who gave thee, and preferves thee mi

Elfe I would fay, and as I {pake bid fly
A captive bird into the boundlefs 1ky,

This triple realm adores thee—thon art come
From Sparta hither, and art here at home.
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We feel thy force fiill ‘ative, at this hour

Enjoy immunity from prieffly pow'r,

While conicience, happier than in ancient years,
Owns no fuperior but the God fhe fears.

Propitious fpirit! yet expunge a wrong

Thy rights have [uffer'd, and our land, too long.
Teach mercy to ten thoufand hearts, that thare
The fears and hopes of a comuinercial care,

Prifons expet the wicked, and were built

To bind the lawlefs, and to punifh guilt;

But thipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood,
Are mighty mifchiefs, not to be withftood s

And honeft merit ftands on flipp’ry ground,

Where covert guile and artifice abound,
Let juft refiraint, for public peace defign'd,

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ;
The foe of virtue has no claim to thee—

éBut let infolvent innocence g0 free.

~ Patron of elfe the mioft defpis'd of men,
Accept the tribute of a ftranger’s pen ;
Verfe, like the laurel, its immortal meed,
should be the guerdon of a noble deed ;

I may alarm thee, but I fear the thame
(Charity chofen as my theme and 3im)

L mutt incur, forgetting Howarp's name.
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Bleft with all wealth can give thee, to refign
Joys doubly {weet to feelings- quick: as thine,

To qut the blifs thy rural {cenes beftow

To feek a nobler amidft {cenes of woe,

To traverfe feas, range kingdoms, and bring home,
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome,
But knowledge {uch as only dungeons teach,
And only fympathy like thine could reach;
That grief, fequefterd from the public fiage,
Might fmooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage;
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal,

The boldeft patriot might be proud to feel,

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate,

That pleads for peace till it difturbs the {tate,
Were hufh'd in favour of thy gen'rous plea—

The poor thy elients, and heav'n’s fmile thy fee!
Philofophy, that does not dream or firay,

Walks arm in arm with pature all his way;

Compafles earth, dives into it, afcends

Whatever fteep tnquiry recommends,.

Sees planetary wonders {moothly roll

Round other fyftems under her control,

Drinks wifdom at the milky fiream of light

That cheers the filent journey of the night,
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nd brings, at his return, a bofom charg’d

vith rich inftraion, and a foul enlarg’d.

The treafur'd {weets of the capacious plan

That heav'n fpreads wide before the view of man,

\ll prompt his pleas'd purfuit, and to purfue

till prompt him, with a pleafure always new;
e, too, has a connelting pow'r, and draws
lan to the centre of the common caufe;

\iding a dublous and deficient fight

Vith a new medium, and a purer light,

il trath is prectous, if not all divine s

And what dilates the pow’rs muft needs refine,

Ie reads the fkies, and, watching ev'ry change,

rovides the faculties-an ampler range ;

nd wins mankind, as his attempts prevail,
 prouder ftation on the gen'ral fcale.

it reafon fill, unlefs divinely taught,

hate'er fhe learns, learns nothing as the ought;
he lamp of revelation only thows—

'hat human wifdom cannot but eppofe—

at man, in nature’s richeft mantle clad,
nd grac'd with all philefophy can add,

hough fair without, and luminous within,
{tll the progeny and heir of fin.



170 CHARITY,

Thus taught, down falls the plumage of his prij,
He feels his need of an unerring guide,

And knows that, falling, be fhall rife no more
Unlefs the pow'’r that bade him ftand reftore,
This is indeed philofophy; this, known, .
Makes wifdom, worthy of the name, his own;
And, without this—whatever he difcufs;
Whether the fpace between the ftars and wus,
Whether he meafure earth, compute the fea,
Weigh fun-beams, carve a fly, or fpit a flea—
The folemn trifler, with his boafted {kill,
Toils much, and is a folemn trifler fill:
Blind was he born, and, his mifguided eyes
Grown dim in trifling ftudies, blind he dies.
Self-knowledge, truly learn’d, of courfe implics
The rich pofleffion. of a nobler prize;

For f{elf to felf, and God to man, rcveal’a,
(Two themes to nature’s eye for ever {eal'd)
Are tanght by rays that fly with equal pace
From the fame centre of enlight'ning grace.
Here ftay thy foot ;—how copious and how cle
Th’ o'erflowing well of Charity {prings here!
Hark ! ’tis the mufic of a thoufand rills !
Some thro’ the groves, fome down the floping hill
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Winding a fecret or an open courfe,

And all fupplied from an eternal {ource.

The ties of nature do but feebly bind,

And commerce partially reclaims, mankind
Philofophy, without his heav'nly guide,

May blow up felf-conceit, and nourifh pride s
But, while his province is the reas'ning part,
Has ftill a veil of midnight on his heart:

Tis truth divine, exhibited on earth,

Gives Charity her being and her birth.

Suppofe (when thought 1swarm, and fancy flows,
What will not argument fometimes fuppofe ?)
An ifle poflefs'd by creatures of our kind,
Endu'd with reafon, yet by nature blind.

Let {uppofition lend her aid once more,

And land fome grave optician on the fhore s

He claps his lens, if haply they may fee,

Clofe to the part where vifion ought to be ;

But finds that, though his tubes affift the fight,
They cannot give it, or make darknefs light,

He reads wife leGures, and defcribes aloud

A fenfe they know not, to the wond’ring crowd ;
He talks of light and the pri(matic hues,

As men of depth in erudition ufe;
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But all he gains for his harangue is—Well,

What monitrous lies fome travellers will teli!
The foul, whofe fight all-quick'ning gri

renews,

Takes the refemblance of the good fhe views,

As di'monds, fiript of their opaque difguife,

Refle& the noon-day glory of the 1kies.

She fpeaks of him, her author, guardian, friend,

Whofe love knew no beginning, knows o end,

In language warm as all that love infpires;

And, in the glow of her intenfe defires,

Pants to communicate her noble fires.

She fees 2 world ftark blind to what employs

Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys;

Though wifdom hail them, heedlefs of*her call,

Flies to fave fome, and feels a pang for all :

Herfelf as weak as her fupport 1s firong,

She feels that frailty the denied {o long;

And, from a knowledge of her own difeale,

Learns to compaffionate the fick fhe fees,

Here fee, acquitted of all vain pretence,

The reign of genuine Charity commence,

Though {corn repay her {fympathetic tears,

She fiill is kind, and ftill fhe perfeveres;
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The trath the loves a fightlefs world blafpheme—

Tis childith dotage, a delirious dream !

The danger they difcern not they deny;

Jaugh at their only remedy, and die.

But fiill a foul thus touch’d can never ceafe,

Whoever threatens war, to fpeak of peace:

Pure in her aim, and in her temper mild,

Her wifdom feems the weaknefs of a child.

She makes excufes where the might condemn

Reviled by thofe that hate her, prays for them;

Sufpicion lurks not in her artlefs breaft ;

The worft fuggefted, fhe believes the beft ;

Not foon provok'd, however ftung and teas'd ;

And, if perhaps made angry, foon appeasd ;

She rather waves than will difpute her right ;

And, injur'd, makes forgivenefs her delight.
Such was. the portrait an apoftle drew;

The bright original was one he knew;

Heav'n held his hand—the likenefs muft be true.
When one, that hiolds communion with the ikies,

Has filled his urn where thefe pure waters rife,
And once more mingles with us meaner things,

Tis ev'n as if an angel thook his wings;
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Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide,
That tells us whence his treafures are fupplied,
So, when a fhip, well freighted with the fiores
The fun matures on India’s fpicy thores,

Has dropt her anchor and her canvafs furl'd
In fome fafe haven of our weftern world,
'Twere vain inquiry to what port the went;
The gale informs us, laden with the feent,

Some feek, when queafy confcience has ifs
qualms,

To Iull the painful malady with alms;

But charity, not feign'd, intends alone
Another’s good—their’s centres in their own;
And, too thort }iv'd to reach the realms of peace,
Matt ceafe for ever when the poor fhall ceafe.
Flavia, moft tender of her own good name,
Is rather carelefs of her fifter’s fame:

Her fuperfluity the poor fuppiies,

But, if fhe touch a chara&ef, it dies.

The feeming virtue weigh'd againft the vice,
She deems all fafe, for fhe has paid the price:
No charity but alms aught values fhe,
Except in porcelain on her mantle-tree,
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How many deeds, with which the world has rung,
i?roxn pride, in league with ignorance, have fprung!
But God o'errules all human follies flill,

And bends the tough materials to his will.

A conflagration, or a wintry flood,

Has left fome hundreds without home or food ;
Fxtravagance and av'rice fhall {ubfcribe,

While fame and {elf-complacence are the bribe.

The brief proclaim’d, it vifits ev'’ry pew,
ut firft the {quire’s—a compliment but due:
With flow deliberation he unties

is glittring purfe—that envy of all eyes!!

nd, while the clerk juft puzzles out the pfalm,
lides guinea behind guinea in his palm ;
il finding (what he might have found before)
A fmaller piece amidft the precious ftore,
inch'd clofe between his finger and his thumb,
e half exhibits, and then drops the fum.

0ld, to be fure l—Throughout the town ’tis told
ow the good fquire gives never lefs than gold.
fom motives fuch as his, though not the bes,
prings in due time fupply for the diftrefs'd ;

Vot lefs effeCtual than what love beftows—

cept that office clips it as it goes.
8
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But, left I feem to fin againft a friend,
And wound the grace I mean to:recommend,
(Though vice derided with a juft-defign
Implies no trefpafs againtt love divine) - .. .
Once more I would-: adopt the:graver. fiyle— -
A teacher fhould be fparing of his fmile,

Unlefs a love of virtue light the ﬁame,:-
Satire 15, more than thofe he brands;: to blame:
He hides behind a magifterialairi«.. .
His own offences, and {irips others bare;.
Afle(ts, indeed, a moft-humane.concern,
That men, if gently tutor'd, will not learn;
That mulith folly, not-to'be reclaimd-
By {ofter methods, muft be made atham'd ;.
Bat (I might inflance in:St. Patrick’s dean)
Too often rails to gratify.his fpleen. -~
Moft {at'mfts are indeed a: public feourge; -
Their mildeft phyfic 18 a farrier’s purge;
Their acnd temper_turns, -as foon-as flirr'd; -
The milk of their .good purpole-all-to curd. -
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearfe, -
By leandefpair upon an.empty purfe;~ +:w -
The wild affaffins ftart into the:ftreet;: ... " 1
Prepar’d to poignard whomfoe'er they:meet, '

6
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o fkill in fwordmanthip, however juft,

an be fecure agalnft a madman’s throft;

nd even virtue, fo uufalrly match'd,

though immortal, may be prick'd or fcratch'd
'hen fcandal has new minted an old lie,

rtaxd invention for a freth fupply,

is called a fatire, and the world appears

thring around 1t with ere&ed ears

thoufand names are tofs'd into the crowd ;

ome whifper'd fottly, and fome twang'd aloud;
uft as the fapience of an author’s brain

iggells 1t fafe or dang’rous to be plain,

range ! how the frequent interje@ed dafh
puickens a market, and helps off the trafh;

[ important letters, that include the reft,

jerve as a key to thofe that are fupprefs'd ;
njecture gripes the victims in his paw,

be world is charm’d, and Scrib. efcapes the Jaw.
ywhen the cold damp fhades of night prevail,
orms may be caught by either head or tail ;
jorcibly drawn from many-a clofe recefs,

fhey meet with little pity, no redrefs; ;

lingd in the fiream, they lodge upon the mud,
[uod for the famifh'd rovers of the flood.
l YOL, I, N
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A1l zeal for a reform, that gives ‘offence
To peace and chéﬁty, 1S Iére pretence:
A bold remerk ; but which, if well applied,
Wouldghumble fanya tovw ring foet's pride.

Perhaps the man was in a [portive fit,

And had no othér play-place for his wit;
Perhaps, enchantéd with' the love of fame,
He fought the jewel 1n his ﬁ&igl{bahr's {hame;
Perhaps—whatever end he miglit purfiie,

The caufe of virtue could not be his view.

At ev'ry firoke wit flathes in our eyes ;

The turns are quiick; the polifl’d ‘points {urprifs
But {hine with cruel and tremendous-charms,
Tirat, while they pleafe, poffefs us 'with alarms;
So have I feen, (and hdften'd to the fight

On all the wings of - holiday -delight)

Where ftands that monuiment of ancient POWT;
Nam'd with emphatic dignity—=the tow’,
Guans, halberts, fwords, and piftols,'gréatand fml
In fiarry forms difpos'd upon the wall.

We wonder, as wegézing ftarid below,.

That brafs-and fieel thould make fo fine 2 fhov;
But, though we praife th' exa& defigner’s fkill,

Account ‘them implements of mifchief ftill. }
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| No works dhall find acceptance, in that day
When all-difguifes {hall be rent away,

That [quare:not truly with the feripture plan,

Nor fpring from }ove to.God, or love to man,

As be ordains things, fordid in their birth,

To be refelv'd dnto- their parent earth;

od, though:the foul thall feek fupeiior orbs,

Whate'er this world: produces, it abforbs;

$o felf ftarts nothing but what tends apace

Home to the.goal where it began the race,

Such as our-motive is our aim muft be;

If this be fervile, thatcan ne'er be free -

If felf emplay us, what{o'er is wronght,

Ve glorify that felf, mot him we ought.

uch virtues had .need prove their own reward,

The Judge of all men owes them no regard,
ue Charity, a-plant divinely nurs'd,

ed by the love from which it rofe at firft,

Thrives againft hope ;- and, in the rudeft fcene,

vlorms but-enliven its unfading green ;

Exubrant is-the fhadow- it fupplies ;

sfruit on earth, its growth above the fkies.

10 look at.him, who form'd -us and redeem’d ;

0 glorious now, though once fo difefteem’d ;

N 2
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To {ee a God firetch forth his human hang,

T’ uphold the boundlefs {cenes of his commang;
To recolle€t that, in a form ke our’s,

He bruis'd beneath his feet th' infernal pow's,
Captivity led captive, rofe to claim

The wreath he won fo dearly in our name;
That, thron'd above all height, he condefcends
To call the few that truft in him his friends;
That, in the heav’n of heav'ns, that {pace he acens
Too fcanty for th’ exertion of his beams,
And fhines, as if impatient to befiow

Life and a kingdom upon worms below;
That ficht imparts a never-dying flame,
Though feeble in degree, in kind the {ame.
Like him, the foul, thus kindled from above,
Spreads wide her arms of unmiverfal love;
And, fill enlarg'd as fhe receives the grace,
Includes creation in her clole embrace.
Behold a Chriftian I—and, without the fires
The founder of that name alone infpires,
Though all accomplithment, all knowledge mee!
To make the fhining prodigy complete,

Whoever boafts that name—Dbehold a cheat!

G
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Were love, in thefe the world’s lafl doting years,
‘ - As frequent as ‘the want of 1t appears,

‘The churches warm'd, they would no longer hold
Such frozen figures, ftiff as they are cold ;
ERelenting forms would lofe their pow’, or ceale
And ev'n-the dipt and fprinkled live in peace:
TFach heart would quit-its prifon in the breaft,
And flow in free communion with the reft,

The ftatelman; {kill'd in.projects dark and deep,
Might burn his ufelefs Machiavel, and fleep ;

His budget, often fill'd, yet:always poor,

Might fwing at eafe behind his frudy door,

No longer prey upon our annual rents,

Or feare the nation with its big contents :
Difbanded legions freely might: depart,

anl flaying man' would ceafe to be an art,

o learned difputants would take the field,

ure not to conquer, and fure not to yield ;

th fides- deceiv’d,  if rightly inderflood,

tlting each other for the . public good.

id charity, prevail, the prefs would prove

Lvehicle of virtue, truth, and love;

nd I might fpare myfelf-the pains to thow

hat few can learn, and all fuppofe they know.
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Thus have I fought to grace a ferious lay
With many a wild, indeed, but flow’ry fpray,
In hopes te gain, what elfe I muft have lof,
Th' attention pleafure has {o much engrofs'd,
But if, unhappily deceivd, 1 dream,

And prove too weak for fo divine a theme,
Let Chanty forgive me a miftake

That zeal, not vanity, has chanc'd to make,
And fpare the poet for his fubjell’s. fake.
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Nam neq; me tantum venieniis fibilus aufiri,
Nee percuffa guvant flulti tam litora, nec quse
Saxefas inter decurrunt flumina valles,

Vire. Ecl, 5.

TnoveH natare weigh our talents, and difpenfe
To ev'ry man his modicum of {enfe,

And Converfation, in its better part,

May be efteem’d a gift and not an art,

Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil,

On culture, and the fowing of the foil.

Words learn'd by rote a parrot may rehearfe,

But talking is not always to converfe ;

Not more diftin@ from harmony divine,

The conftant creaking of a country fign,
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As alphabets in ivory employ,

Hour after hour, -the yet unletter'd boy,

Sorting and puzzling with a deal of glee

Thofe feeds of fcience call'd his 4 B ¢;

So language in the mouths of the adul,

Witnefs its infignificant refult,

Too often proves an implement of play,

A toy to {port with and pafs time away.

Colleét at ev'ning what the day brought forth,

Comprefs the fum into its folid worth,

And, if it weigh th’ importance of a fly,

The fcales are falfe; or Algebra a lie.

Sacred interpreter of human thought,

How few refpelt or ufe thee as they ought!

But all fhall give account of ev'ry wrong,

Who dare dithonour-or defile the tongue;

Who profiitute it in the caufe of vice,

Or fell their glory at a market-price;

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon—

The dear-bought placeman, and the cheap buffoon.
There is a prurience in the {peech of fome,

Wrath fiays him, or elfe God would firike them
dumb : |
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His wife forbearance has-their end in view;

They fill their meafure, and receive their due,
The heathen law-givers of ancient days,

Names almoft worthy of a Chriftian’s praife,
Would drive them forth from the refort of men,
And thut up ev’ry fatyr in his den.

Oh, come not ye near innocence and truth,

Ye worms that.eat into the bud of youth |
Infectious as impure, your blighting pow'’r

Tants in its rudiments the promis'd flow’r;

Its odour perifh’d and its charming hue,
Thenceforth “tis hateful, for it fiells of you.
Not ev'n the vigorous and headlong rage

0f adolefcence, or a firmer age,

\ffords a plea allowable or juft

for making {peech the pamperer of luft;

jut, when the breath of age commits the fault,
is naufeous as the vapour of a vault.

o wither'd ftumps difgrace the {ylvan fcene,

o longer fraitful, and no ldnger green ;

The faplefs wood, divefted of the bark,

fows fungous, and takes fire at evry fpark,
Oaths terminate, as Paul obferves, all firife—
‘me men have furely then a peaceful life.l
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Whatgver fubjeQ; occupy difeonrfe,
The feats of Veftris, or the naval force,
Afleveration, blufi’ring in your face,
Makes contradiftion fuch an-hopelefs cafe :
In evry tale they tell, er falfe or trye,
Well known, or fuch as no man ever. knew,
They fix attention, heedlefs of your pain,
With oaths, like rivets, forc'd into the brain;
And ev'n when fober truth prevatls throughay,
They fwear it, till affirmance breeds a doubt.
A Perfian, humble fervant:of the fun,
Who, though devout, yet bigotry had nope,
Hearing a lawyer, grave in his addrefs,
‘With adjuratidns ev'ry word imprefs,
Suppos'd the man a bifhop, or at leaft,
God’s name fo much upon his lips, a prieft;
Bow'd at the clofe with all his graceful airs,
Aund begg'd an int'ref in his frequent pray's,
Go, quit the rank to which ye fiopd preferri,
Henceforth affociate in one common herd;
Religion, virtue, reafon, common fenfe,
Pronounce your human form a falfe pretence;
A mere difguife, in which a devil lurks,
Who yet betrays his fecrst by his works,
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Yeppw'ts whesule,the tongug,if fuch there ave;
nd make colloqumiak happinefs:youscare, - « - ;|
referve me from. the thing I dread and hate—s
| duel in the: fovm ofia debate. :

he clath of arguments and jar of wosdg, .
Vorfe than the mortal bront of rival fwerds, .’
ecide no queftion with their tediops lepgth, i+
For oppofitiom gives opinion firength) -

Divert the champions, prodigal of breath,

And put the peaceabiy-difppfed to death.

)b, thwart me not, fis Sopb, at ev'ry turp, .

or carp at evry flaw you may difcern;

[hough {yllogifms hang not on my tongue,. .-
am not furely alwa}zs:in the wropg |-

Iis hard 1f-all 1s falfe that I advance—

A fool muft-now: and then be right, by chance,. -
ot that alt freedom of- diffent I blamg ;
\o—there | grant-the privilege I claim.

A difputable point is no man’s ground ;

love where you-pleafe, . 'tis common -all around.
Jilcourfe may-want.an animated—No,

o brath the furface and to- make it flow ;.
jut (till remember, if yau mean to. pleafe,
0 prefs your point with modefly and eafe.
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The mirk; at which:my- jufteraiin T take,

Is contradi&tion for-its'own dear:fake. -

Set your opinion- atwhatever/pitch;:

Knots and impedimentsimake fomething hiteh,

Adopt his own,'tis.equally:in vain,: ..

Your thread. of argumentiis fnapt again;

The wrangler, -rather-than. accord: with you,

Will judge himfelf deeeiv'd; and: prove it too,

Vociferated logic kills. me quite;.:. -

A noify man is always'in theinght—

I twirl my thumbs; falk back into my chair,

Fix on the wainfcot a diftrefsful ftare, -

Aund, when T hope his blunders are all out,

Reply difcreetly—To be:fure—no doubt!
Dusrus is fuch a {fcrupulous-good man-—

Yes—you may-catch-him tripping:if you can.

He would not, with a peremptory. tone, -

Affert the nofe upon his-face his.own;

With hefitation admirably:flow, .. - ~

He humbly hopes—prefumes—it may-be fo,

His evidence, if he were.call'd by law.

To {wear to-fome enormity-he faw, .

For want of prominence:and juft:reliefy: .

Would hang an -honeft-man, and fave a-thief.
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wrough-conflant dread- of  giving-truth oﬁ'encq,
e ties up all :his hearers in. fufpenfe; .

pows what he; knows.as if he knew 1t,nqt, -

hat he.remembers.feems to have forgot ; .
is {ole opinion; whatfoe’er befall,

ptring at laft in having none at all; - _
et, though he teafe and baulk your lift'ning ear,
e makes one .ufeful point exceeding clear; V-

owe'er ingenious on his darling theme:

(ceptic in philofophy may feem, - ;... - 4

educ'd to practice, his beloved rule: - i

ould only prove him a:confummate-fool; .- -+
elefs in him alike both brain and. fpeech,:

ate having plac’d-all truth above his reach,

is ambiguities his total fum, |

e might as-well-be blind, and deaf, and damb. -
Wheremenof judgment creepand feel their way;
¢ pofitive:pronounce without difmay;~ . ..~

Fheir want of light ahd intelle& fupplied -

by fparks abfurdity firikes out of pride:

Without the means.of knowing right from- wrong,
[hey always are decifive, clear, and firong, -

Where others toil with philofophic force, . -

[heir nimble nonfenfe takes a fhorter courfe;

L
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Flitigs at your head €8nvidion in the lumy,
And gains remote: conédufions at a jamp:
Their own defedt, invifible:to them,
Seen in another, they at dtice condeinn ;
And, though felf-idoliz'd in ev'ry cafe,
Hate their own likenefs 1 a brother’s face,
The caufe 1s plamn, and mot to be 'dented,
The proad are-at®ways moft provok’d by pride.
Few compétitions but engender fpite’;
And thofe the moft, where neither:has a right,
The point of hongur has been deem’d of ule,
To teach :good manneis, andto corb abufe.
Admit 1t trae, ‘the confequence 1s-clear,
Our polifh'd myanners dre-a:malk we wear,
" And at the bottom barb'reasifil] and rade;
We are reftrain’d, indeed, ‘but not fubdoeed.
The very remedy. ‘however fure,
Springs from the mifcinef it intendsto cure,
And favage in'its prinvipleiappears,
Trieds~as it fhonld be, by the fruit 1t-bears.
"Tis hard, 1ndeed, if:nothing will-defend
Mankind. fror -guarrels but their fatal end;
That now-and thén an’hero muft.deceafe,

That the furviving werld may livein peace.. .



perhaps at Jaft ‘clofe fcrdtiny may fhow

Thie practice: daftardly, -and: mean, ‘and ;}d'\vg
That mén €ngage’in it compel’d by force -
And fear, not coufage; - 15'1ts proper faurce.,
The fear of tyiant ¢iffom, ‘and fhe fear

eft fops fhonld ‘cenfure Gs, and fools thoild fHver
tleatt to tramplé on our Maker's l4ws,

And hazard dife! for any or mo-cavfe,

To ruth into a fixt-eternal Gate

Jut of thie- very fldthés of rage and Bate,

Or fend anothier ‘Ihiw'ffing to.thebar. - -

ith all the -:gu‘i'lt of- fuch ‘tnnat'ral <war;
Whatever dfe tnay urge, or honour pleid; - -
On reafon’s verdi&t is a ‘madnvan’s ‘deed.

Am I to fet: 'rﬁ_v}r'iiﬁe-‘tfpdh a'throtw,

A moral, ferifible, ‘and well-bred man

Vill not affronit me, ‘and ‘ho'other ‘can.

ere I empow’r'd 'to retilate the lifts,

They thould encounter with well-loaded fits ;

1 Trojan combat would be fortething néir.

¢t Dares beat EivrerLus black and Blhe ;

Then each mlght 'ﬂlOW, to his- aﬁmn'mfr fl’lEI]dS,E
0 honotirable buimps hisirich amenids;

8
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¢

Becaufe-a bear s rude and furly? No-— K
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And carry, in contuﬁenﬁof his {ku]l
A fatisfalory receipt in full; - -
A flory, in whl_ch;mtmer:-humour reigns,
Is often ufeful, always.entértains: .« -
A graver fa&, enlified on your fide, -
May furnifh illuftration, well applied ;.
But fedentary weavers of-long tales .-
Give me the fidgets, and my.patience fails,
*Tis the moft afinine employ.on'earth; -+
'To hear them tell of parentage and-birth,
And echo converfations, 'dell and dry;
Embellith'd with-—He: faid; and: 8o faid I

At ev'ry interview their; route:the fame, - -

The repetition makes: attention lame;” -
We buftle up with: unfaceefsful {peed, +
And in the faddefl part: cry-'—'-Dro?I‘ frideed !
The path of narrative with-caré- purfue,
Still making probability your clue; ;

On all the veftigesof trath attend; <

And let them guide you to-a decent.end; *
Of all ambitions man may-entertain; - "/’
The worft that can invade-a fickly brain °

Is that which angles-hourly forfurprife;s”

And baits its hook with prodigies and lies.
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£ rcdulous infancy, or age as weak,

e fitteft auditors for {uch to feek,

Vho to pleafe others will themfelves difgrace ;
et pleale not, but affront you to your face.

" b
'

A oreat retailer of this curious ware,

wing unloaded and made many f{iare,

_ an this be true /¥ —an arch obferver cries,

Yes, (rather mov’d) I faw it with thefe eyes !

ir! [ believe 1t on that ground alone;

f could not, had I feen it with my own.

? A tale fhould be judicious, clear, fuccin@;
he language plain, and incidents well link'd ;
cll not as new what ev'ry body knows :
dnd, new or old, ftill haften to a clofe s 3

There, centring in a focus round and neat,

g,ﬁ-t ull your rays of information meet.

§Vhat neither yields us profit nor delight

Elike a nurfe’s lullaby at night

BU) Karl of Warwick and fair Eleanore,

Dr gant killing Jack, would pleafe me more.
The pipe, with folemn interpofing puff,

Hahes half a fentence at a time enough ;

l’hf dozing fages drop the drow(y ftrain,

;ht‘n paule, and puff—and fpeak, and paufe again,
H}L I, O
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Such often, like the tube the}r;fo admire,
Important triflers! bave more fmoke than fie,
Pernicious weed ! whofe feent the fair annoys,
Unfriendly to fociety’s chief joys,
Thy worft effe&t is banifhing for hours
The fex whofe prefence civilizes our's :
Thou art, indeed, the drug a gard'ner wants,
To poifon vermin that infefi his plants;
But are we fo to wit and beauty blind,
As to defpife the glory of our kind,
And thow the fofte minds and faireft forms
As little mercy as he grubs and worms?
They dare not wait the riotous abufe,
Thy thirft-creating fieams at length produce,
VWhen wine has giv'n 1indecent language birth,
And forc'd the flood-gates of licentious mirth;
For {ea-born Venus her attachment fhows,
Still to that element from which fhe rofe,
And, with a quiet which no fumes difturb,
Sips meek infufions of a milder herb.

Th’ emphatic fpeaker dearly loves t’ oppol,
In contatt inconvenient, nofe to nofe,
As if the gnomon on his neighbour’s phiz,
Touch’d with a magnet, had attraéted his.
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His whifper'd theme, dilated ‘and af large,
Proves after all 2 wind-gun’s airy charge,
n extract of his diary—no more,

L tafelefs journal of the day before,

He walk'd abroad, o’ertaken in the rajin

alld on a friend, drank tea, ftept home again,
tefum’d his purpotfe, had a world of talk

Vith one he frumbled on, and loft his walk,
I interrupt him with a {udden bow,

die, dear Sir! left you fhould lofe it now.

I cannot talk with civet in the room,

\ fine pufs-gentleman that's all perfume;;

he fight's enough—no need to fmell a beay—
ho thrufts his nofe into a raree-fhow?

His odoriferous attempts to 'plca (e,

ferhaps might profper with a fwarm of bees;
put we that make no honey, though we fling,
pocts, are fometimes apt to maul the thing,

Is wrong to bring into a mixt refort,
'hat makes fome fick, and others 4.z
“argament of cogence, we may fay,
Dy fuch an one fhonld keep himfelf away,
A graver coxcomb we may fometimes fee,
duite a5 abfurd, though not {o light as he:
O 2

~20rt -
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A thallow bram behind a ferious mafk,

An oracle within an empty catk,

The folemn fop; fignificant and budge;

A fool with judges, amongft fools a judgé.

He fays bat little, and that little faid

Ouwes all 1ts weight, like loaded dice, to lead,

His wit invites you by his looks to come,

But when you knock it never is at hnme

"T1s like a parcel -fent you by the ftage,

Some handfome prefent; as your hopes prefage;

"Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove

An abfent friend’s ﬁdehty and love,

Bat when unpackd your dlfappomtment gT0ANs

To find it ftuff'd with brickbats, earth, and ftones,
Some men empluy.theu health, an ugly trick

In making known how oft they have been fick,

And-give'-ﬁ‘s, in recitals of difeafe,

A do&or's trouble, but without the feess

Relate how inaﬁy weeks tﬁey kept therr bed,

How an emetic or-cathartic fped ; 5

Nothing is flightly touch'd, much Tefs forgot,

Nofe, ears, and eyes, -feem prefent on the fpot.

Now the diftemper, fpite of draught or pill

Viftonious {feem’d, and now the doCor's {kill;
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And now—alas for unforefeen mithaps !
They put on a démp night-cap and relapfe;
They thought they muft have died they were fo
bad—
Their peevith hearers almoft with they had.
Some fretful tempers wince at ev'ry touch,
You always do too little or too much :
You [peak with.life, in hopes to entertain,
Your elevated voice goes through the brain;
You fall at once into a lower key,
That's worle—the drone-pipe of an humble bee.
The fouthern fafth admits.too firong a light,
You rife and drop the curtain—now it’s night.
He thakes with cold—you fuur the fire and firive
To make a blaze—that’s roafting him alive.
Serve him with.ven’fon, and he choofes ﬁ{h
With foal—that's juft the fort he would not with.
He takes what he at firft profefs'd to loath,
And in due time feeds heartily on both 3
Yet ftill,. o'erclouded with.a conﬁant frown,
He does not fwallow, but he gulps- J,t down,
Your hope to pleafe him, vain on ev'ry plan,
Hmfelf fhould work that fwon.de'r, if he can—
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Alas! his efforts double his difirefs,
He likes your's hittle, and his own ftill lefs.
Thus always teafing others, always teas'd,
His only pleafure is—to be difpleas'd.

I pity bathful men who feel the pain
Of fancied {corn and undeferv’d difdain,
And bear the marks, upon a blufhing face,

Of needlefs {hame and felf-ympos’d difgrace.
Our 1enfibilities are {o acute,

The fear of being filent makes us mute.

We fometimes think we could a {peech produce,
Mouch to the purpofe, if our tongues were loofe;
But, being tried, it dies upon the lip,

Faint as a chicken’s note that has the pip:
Our wafted oil unprofitably burns,

Like hidden lamps in old {epulchral urns,
Few Frenchmen of this evil have complain'd;
It feems as if we Britons were ordain'd,

By way of wholefome curb upon our pride,
To fear ¢ach other, fearing none befide.

The caufe perhaps inquiry may defery,
Self—féarching with an introverted eye,
Conceal’d within an unfufpeted part,

The vaineft corner of our own vain heart:
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i For ever aiming at the world’s efteem,
Qur {elf-importance ruins its own {cheme ;
In other eyes our talents rarely thown,
Become at length fo fplendid in our own,
We dare not rilque them into public view,
Left they mifcarry of what feems their due.
True modefty is a difcerning grace,
And only blufhes 1n the proper place;
But counterfert 1s blind, and fkulks through fear,
Where 't1s a thame to be atham'd t’ appear :
Humility the parent of the firft;
The laft by vanity produc'd and nurit.
The circle form'd, we fit in filent ftate,
Like igures drawn upon a dial-plate;
Yes ma'am, and no ma‘am, utter'd foftly, fhow
Evry five minutes how the minutes go;
Fach individual fuffering a conftraint
Poctry may, but colours cannot paint ;
And, if in clofe committee on the 1ky,
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry;
And finds a changing clime an happy fource
Of wife refieftion and well-tim'd difcourfe.
We next inquire, but {oftly and by ftealth,
Like confervators of the public health,
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Of epidemic throats, if- fuch there are, |

And coughs, and rheums, and phthific,and catam,

That theme exhaufted, a wide chafm enfues,

Fill'd up at lait with interefting news;

Who danc'd with whom, and who are like to wed,

And who is hang'd, and who 13 brought to bed;

But fear to call 2 more important caufe,

As if 'twere treafon againft Englith laws.

The vifit paid, witﬁecﬁafywe come,

As from a feven-years traniportation, ‘home, -

And there refume an unembarrafs’d brow,

Recov'ring what we loft we know not how,

The faculties that feem'd reduc’d to nought,

Expreffion and the- privilege of ‘thought.
The recking, roaring hero of the chafe,

I give him over as-a defp'rate cafe.

Phyficians write in bopes to work a-cure, .

Never, if honeft ones, when death 1s fure;

And though the fox he follows may be tamd,

A mere fox-follower never 1s reclaim’'d.

Some farrier thould prefcribe his proper courfe,

Whof= only fit companion is his horfe,

Or if, deferving of a better doom, - |

The noble beaft judge otherwife, his groom. -
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Yetev'n the roguesthat ferves him, though he ftand
To take his"honour's: orders, :cap in-hand,

Prefers his fellow-grooms, with. much good. {enfe;
Their {kill a truth, his-maiter’s a pretence,

f neither horfe nor groom affeé the {quire,

Vhere can at laft his jockeyfhip retire ?

Dh to the club, the fcene of favage JOYs,

he fchool of eoatfe good fellowthip-and noife ;
There, in the {weet fociety of thofe,

hofe friendfhip fron his boyifh years he chofe,
et him 1mprove his talent if he can,

Jill none but beafts acknowledge him a man.
Man’s heart -had been:impenetrably feal'd,

tke their’s that-cleave the flood or graze the field,
fad not his Maker's all-beffowing -hand - .

ivn him a foul, and bade him underftand ;

e reas’ﬁing pow’r vouchfaf’d of courfe inferr'd
he pow'r to clothe that reafon with his word ;

or all is perfect that God works on earth, |

nd he that gives conception;. aids the birth.

this be plain, ’tis plainly underitood, -

hat ufes of his boon the giver would.

e mind, difpatch’d upon her bufy toil, |
ould range where Providence has bleft the foil ;




202 CONVERSATION,

Vifiting ev'ry flow'r with labour meet,

And gathering all her treafures fweet by {west,
She fhould 1mbue the tongue with what fhe fips
And thed the balmy blefling on the lips,
That good diffus'd may more abundant grow,
And {peech may praife the pow’r that bids it floy
Will the {weet warbler of the live-long night,
That fills the lift'ning lover with delight,
Forget his harmony, with rapture heard,

To learn the twitt'ring of a meaner bird,

Or make the parrot’s mimicry his choice,
That odious libel on an human voice?
No—nature unfophifticate by man,

Starts not afide from her Creator’s plan;

The melody that was at firft defign’d

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind,

Is note for note deliver’d in our ears, -

In the laft {cene of her fix thoufand years:
Yet fathion, leader of a chatt'ring train,
Whem man for his own hurt permits to reig,
Who {hifts and changes.all things but his tha
And would degrade her vot'ry to an ape,
The fruitfp! parent of abufe and wrong,
Holds an ufurp'd dominion o'er his tongue;
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here fits and prompts him with his own difgrace,
(cribes the theme, the tone and the grimace,
od, when accomplifh’'d 1n her wayward fchool; '
alls gentleman whom fthe has made a fool.

is an unalterable fix'd decree

hat none could frame or ratify but {he,
[hat heav'n and hell, and righteoufnefs and fin,

nares in his path and foes that lurk within,
I}ud and his attributes (a field of day
Where 'tis an angel's happinefs to firay),
its of his love and wonders of his might,
e never nam’d in ears efteem'd polite.
hat he who dares, when .fhe forbids, be grave,
hall ftand profcrib'd, a madman or a knave,
.clofe defigner not to be believ'd,
r, if excus'd that charge, at leaft deceiv'd.
h folly worthy of the nurfe’s lap,
ive it the breaft, or ftop its mouth with pap!
it incredible, or can it feem |
.dream to any except thofe that dream,
hat man thould love his Maker, and #iat fire,
farming his heart, thould at his lips tranfpire 2
now then, and modeftly let fall your eyes,
nd vetl yaur daring creft that braves the ikies ;
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That air of infolence affronts your God,
You need his pardon, and provoke his rod:
Now, in apofture that becomes you more
Than -that herotc firnt aflum’d before,
Know, your arrears with ev'ry hour accrue,
For mercy fhown, while wrath 1s juftly due.
The time is fhort, and there are fouls on earth, |
Though future pain may ferve for prefent mirth
Acquainted with the woes that fear or thame,
By fafhion taught, forbade them ence to name,
And, having felt the pangs you deem a jef,
Have prov'd them truths too big to be exprefst
Go, feek on revelation’s hallow'd ground,
Sure to-fucceed, the remedy they found;
Touch'd by that pow’r that you have dar'd to mo
That makes feas ftable, and diffolves the rock,
Your heart {hall yield a life-renewing ftream,
That fools, as you have done, fhall call a dream,
It happen'd, on a {olemn even-tide,
Soon after He that was our Surety died,
Two bofom friends, each penfively inclin'd,
The {cene of all thofe forrows left behind,
Sought their own village, bufied as they went;
In mufings worthy.of the great event:

—r
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hey fpake of ‘him they lov'd, of him whofe life,
hough blamelefs, had mcurrd perpetual firife,
hofe deeds:bad left, in {pite of hoftile arts, .
deep memorial graven on their hearts.

he recolle€tion, like a vein of ore,

he farther trac'd, enrich'd them fiill the more .
hey thought him, and they juftly thought him, one
nt to do more than be appear'd t’ have done;
‘exalt a people, and to-place them high

Lhove all elfe, and wonder'd he fhould die.

e yet they brought their journey:to.an end,

| firanger join'd them, courteous as a friend,

ind afk’d them, with a kind engaging air,
Vhat their afliCtion was, and begg'd a-thare, -
hform'd, he gather’d ﬁp the broken thread,

ind, truth and wifdom gracing all he faid, -
xplain’'d, illuftrated, and fearch’d fo well,

he tender theme .on which they chefe to dwell,

at reaching home, the night, they faid, is near,
Ve muft not now be parted, fojourn here—

he new acquaintance foon became a gueft, _

ind made fo- welcome at their fimple feaft, .|
le blefs'd-the bread, but-vanifh'd at the word, -
knd left them both exclaiming, "Twas the Lord !
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Did not our hearts feel all he deign'd to fay,
Did they not burn within us by the way?
Now their’'s was converfe fuch as it behoyes
Man to maintain, and fuch as God approves:
Their views indeed were indiftinét and dim,
But yet fuccefsful, being aim’d at him.
Chnft and his charaéer their only fcope,
Their objec, and their fubje, and their hop,
They felt what 1t became them much to feel,
And, wanting him to loofe the facred feal,
Found him as prompt as their defire was troe
To {pread the new-born glories 1n their view.
Well—what are ages and the lapfe of time,
Match'd againft truths, as lafling as fublime?
Can length of years on God himfelf exa,
Or make that fi¢hon which was once a fad?
No—marble and recording brafs decay,
And like the graver's mem'ry pafs away;
The works of man inherit, asis jufl,
"Their authors’ frailty, and return to duft;
But truth divine for ever ftands fecure,
Its head is guarded as its bafe is fure;
Fix'd in the rolling flood of endlefs years,

The piliar of th' eternal plan appears,
0

-
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he raving ftorm and dafhing wave defies,

ailt by that archite¢t who built the fkies,

carts may be found, that bharbour at this hour
hat Jove of Chrift 1n all its *quick’ning power ;
ad lips unftain’d by folly or by firife,

Vhote wifdom, drawn from the deep well of life,
altes of 1ts healthful ongin, and flows

Jordan for th’ ablution of our woes.

h days of heav'n, and nights of equal praife,
erene and peaceful as thofe heav’nly days,

Vhen fouls drawn upwards, in communion fweet,
njoy the ftillnefs of fome clofe retreat,

ifcourfe, as if releas'd and fafe at home,

f dangers paft and wonders yet to come, -

nd {pread the facred treafures of the breaft
Upon the lap of covenanted reft.

What, always dreaming over heav’nly thin o5,
like angel heads in ftone with pigeon-wings?
(anting and whining out all day the word,

And half the night? fanatic and abfurd !

Riine be the friend lefs frequent in his pray’rs,
Vho makes no buftle with his foul’s affairs,
Whofe wit can brighten up a wintry day,

And chafe the {plenetic dull hours away;
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Content on-earth'in earthly things to thins,
Who waits for-heav'n ere:he:becomes divine, *
Leaves fzints t"enjoy thofe altitudes-they- teach;
And plucks the fruit plac’d more within his res

Well fpoken, Advocate.of: fin dnd fthame,
Known by thy bleating-—Ignorance thy name,
Is fparkling wit the world's exclufive right,
The fixt fee-fimple of the vain and light? ..
Can hopes of heav'n, bricht profpeéts.of an hoy
That come-tfo waft us out of forrow’s pow’,
Ob{cure or quench a faculty that finds
Its happieft foil in the {fereneft minds ?
Religion curbs indeed its wanton play,
And brings the trfler under ng'rous {way,
But gives it ufefulnefs unknown before,
And, purifying, makes it,fhine the more.
A Chnfhan’s wit 1s inoffenfive light,
A beam that aids, but never grieves the fight;
Vig'rous in age as in the flufh of youth,
"Tis always a&ive on the fide.of .truth ;.
Temp'rance and peace infure its healthful ﬁate,
And make it brighteft at its lateft date.
Oh I bave feen (nor bope perbaps in vain,
Ere life go down, to fee fuch fights again)

8
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:'f 8 A velTan warrior in the Chriftian field,

Who never faw the fword he could not wield ;
Giaxe without dulnefs, learned without pride,
Esa&, yet not precile, though meek, keen-ey'd;
man that would have foiled, at their own play,

1 dozen wonld-be's of the modern day;

Hu, when occaflton juflified its ufe,

§ ad wit as bright as ready to produce,

ould fetch from records of an earlier age,
?l from philofophy’'s enlighten’d page,

qu rich materials, and regale your ear

Wit ftrains it was a privilege to hear:

}'EI, above all, Ins luxury {upreme,

nd his chief glory, was the gofpel theme;
:hr:re he was copious as old Greece or Rome,
T happy eloquence feem'd there at home,
ﬁmbitious not to fhine or to excel,

But to treat juftly what he lov'd {o well.

E,‘It moves me more perhaps than folly ought,
When fome green heads, as void of wit as thought

z
uppole #hernzfelves monopolifts of fenfe,

g!.nd wifer men’s ab{lity pretence,
E‘houn‘h time will wear us, and we muft grow old,
%uch men are not formt as {oon as cold

£
E
E

YOL. I, P
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Their fragrant mem’ry-%il} otit-Jaft thelr tomh,
Embalm'd for ever-in its owh perfome: - .
And, to faytruth, thougli'in itsearly prime; |
And when unfiain'd with any groffer erime, '. .
Youth has a fprightlinefs-and fire to boaft,
That 1n the valley of -decline areloft, -~ -« "
And virtue with peculisr charms appears, |
Crown'd with the garland: of life’s blooming yean;
Yet age, by leiig experience well inform’d,
Well read, well teiiper'd; with religion warm
That fire abated which:imptls rath youth, = -
Proud of his-fpeed to overthoot the truth,
As time improves the grape's-authentic juice, -

Mellows and makes the fpeech more fit for ufe,
And claims a rev'renice in its thort'ning day,
That ’tis an honour-and 2 joy to pay.~ =
The fruits of agé, -lefs- faie, are 'yet more found,
Than thofe & brighter feafon: peurs around; ¢
And, like the-flores'autumpnal fons ratiire, -

Through mastry tigours unimpait'd ‘endure;

What is fabatic frenay, fcorn'd foinach; -

And dreaded more than a confagious touch?

I grant it dang’rous; “and approve our:fear, -

That fireis catching if you draw- 100 hear; -
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.
L3 *_"

E (1ge obfervers oft mflake the flame,
¥ Aud give true piety that odious name.

o tremble (as the creature of an hour

ught at the view of an almighty power)
{;ﬁn-e his prefence, at whofe awful throne,

,, | iremble, in all worlds, exéept your own,
.'. o fupplicate his mercy, love his ways,

*md prize them above pleafure, wealth, or praife,
houfrh common ienfe allow’d a cafting voice,
And, free from bias, muft approve the choice,
Conn&s a man fanatic in th' extreme,

nd wild as madnefs 11 the world’s efteem.
tBuL that difeale, when {oberly defin'd,

s the falfe fire of an o'erheated mind;

t views the truth with a diftorted eye,

EAnd cither warps or lays it ufelefs by;

Efls narrow, {eltifh, arrogant, and draws

its fordid nourithment from man’s applaufe;
EAm while at heart fin unrelinquifh’d lies,

3
?refumes it{elf chief fav'rite of the fkies.

Tis fuch a light as putrefaction breeds

fly-blown flefh whereon the maggot feeds,
hines in the dark, but, ufher'd into day,

he ftench remains, the luftre dies away.
P 2
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True blifs, if man may reach it, is composy
Of hearts in union mutué]ly difclos’d ;. -
And, farewell elfe all hope of pure delight,
Thofe hearts Thould be reclaim’d, renew'd, upri lit,
Bad men, profaning friendfbip’s hallow'd name,
Form, 1n its flead, a covenant of thame,

A dark confed’racy againfl the laws

Qf virtue, and religion’s glorious caufe:

They build each other up with dreadful {kill,
As baftions fet point blank aﬂ'amﬁ God’s will;
Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt,

Deeply refolv'd to fhut a Saviour out ;

Call legions up from hell to back the deed;
And, curft with conqueft, finally fucceed

But {ouls that earry on a bleft exchange
Of joys they meet with in théi; heav'nly range,
And with a fearlefs confidence make known
The forrows {ympathy efteems its own, _

Daily derive mcreaﬁng hght and force
From fuch communion in their pleaf; ant courf
Feel lefs the journey’s roughnefs and its length,

Meet their oppofers with united ftrength,
And, onein heart 1in int ref’c and deﬁn'n )

Gird up each ot_her to the race dmne

f.
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But Converfdtmh, éhoofe what theme we may,
And chiefly when feligioﬁ lcﬂds the way,
Should flow, like waters after fummer {how rs,
Not as if rais d by mere mechanic pOW'TS,
The Chriftian, in Whofe foul thouﬂ'h nowdlﬁrefs’d,
Lives the dear thought of ; Joys he once poﬁ'efs d,.-
| When all his glowing language lﬂ'ued forth
Vith God’s deep ﬁamp upon its curr ent worth,
Will fpeak w:thout dlfu'ulfe, and muﬁ 1mpart
Sad as it is, his undlﬁ'embhn I heart,
Abhors conftraint, and dares not fewn a zeal,
Or feem to boaft a ﬁre, he does not feel.
The fong of Sion is a taﬁelefs thln
Unlefs, shien r1ﬁncr oh a _]oyful wm
The foul can ‘mix thh the celeftial bands
And give the firain the compafs it demands.
Strange. tldmgs thefe" to tell a world who treat
All but their own exPenence as deceit |
Wil they bélieve, though credulous enough
To fwallow much upan much weaker proof,
That there are bleﬁ inhabitants of earth,
Partakers of a new ethereal birth,
Their hopes, deﬁres and purpofes eﬁlang d

from things terreﬁnal and dwm..,ly chang’d, .
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Their very language of 2 kind that fpeaks
The foul's fure int'reft in thé‘good fhe feeks,
Who deal with feripture, its impottance fel,
As Tully with' philofophy once dealt,

And in the filent watc¢hes of the night,

And through the fcenes of toilrenewing light,
The focial walk, or folitary ride,

Keep fhill the dear companion at their fide? .-
No—fhame upon a felf-difgracing age,

God's work may ferve an ape apon a ftage
With fuch a jeft as fill'd with hellith glee- -
Certain invifibles as threwd as he's

But veneration or refpe& finds none,

Save from the fubjes of that'work alone.
The world growti 'old, her deepdifcernment thow,
Claps fpeQacles-on her fagacious'nofe, -
Perufes clofely the troe Chriftian’s face,

And finds ‘it a mere mafk of ily grimace, -
Ufurps God’s office, ‘lays his bofoni bare,

And finds hypocrify clofe lurking there,
And, ferving God herfelf, throdgh mere:confiraint
Concludes his unfeign'd love of him, a feint.
And yet, God knows, look human riatare throngh
(Apd in due time the world fhiallknow it too)
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That fince: the floaw'rs.of Eden felt the blaft,

That aftex man's defefion Jaid all wafie,

Sincerity towards th' heart-fearching God,

Has made the:new=born creature her abode,

Nor fhall be found 1n unregen’rate fouls,,

Till the latt fire burn, all between the poles.
Smcerity' Whiy 'tis his only pride;.

Weak and imperfedt in-all grace befide,

He knows that-God demands his heart entire,
Aud gives -him all his jutt demands require,
Without it, ;lus:pretenfions were, as vain,

As, having it, he deems the world% difldain;
That great defeét would coft him not alone |
Man's favourable judgment,, but his own ;

tis birthright fhaken, and no longer clear,

Than while his.condut proves his heart fincere,
Retort the charge, . and Jet the world be told

She boafts-a eonfidence fhe doesnot hold; |
That, confcions of her crimes, fhe feels ﬁlgﬁgﬁﬂ -.
A cold mifgiving, aod a killing dl:ead;, | o
That, while in. health,; the ground- pf her ﬁ’apport
Is madly to forget-that life is fhort;. .,

Ihat fick-fhe trembles knowing fhe mﬂﬁ dle;
Her hope prefumption,: and. her faith a-lig;

‘o
-
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That while the dotes, and dreams that fhe belieya,

She mocks her Maker, and herfelf deéceives,

Her utmoft reach, hiftorical affent, -

The do@rines warpt:to what they:never meant; :

That truth itfelf is in-her head as dull, .

And ufelefs, as a candle in a fcull;-

And all her love of God a:groundlefs claim,

A trick upen the canvafs, painted flame.

Tell her again, the {neer upon her face,

And all her cenfures of .the work of grace, . -

Are infincere, meant only to:conceal -

A dread fhe would not, vet isforc'd to feel; -

That in her.heart the Chriftian the reveres,

And while the feems:to {corn him; -only fears, -
A poet does not work by: fquare or line,

As {miths and joiners perfeftia defign; -

At leaft- we moderns, our attention lefs;

Beyond th’ example of our fires, digrefs,

And claim a right to fcamper and run wide,

Wherever chance,. eaprice, or fancy guide.

The world and I fortuitoufly met; - -

I ow'd a trifle, and have paid the debt; -

She did me wrong, I-recompens'd the deed,

And, having ftruck the balance, -now. proceed.
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erhaps, however, -as fome-years have pafs'd,
Since thé-and I convers'd together laft,

\nd I have liv'd-reclufe in rural fhades, . -

Vhich feldom. a- diftin€t report pervades;

reat changes and new manners have occur'd,

ind bleft reforms that I have never heard,-.

And the may now be-as difcreet and wife,

As once abfurd in all difcerning eyes;: -

bobriety, perhaps, may now be found, .

Vhere once intoxication pre{s'd the ground ;

The fubtle and injurious may be juft; -+«

ind he grown chafte that was the flaveiof luft
irts once efteem'd ‘may be with thame difmifs'd ;
hanity mdy-relax the mifer’s fift ;

The gamefler may have caft his -cards awayi,

forgot to curfe, and only kneel to pray.

[t has indeed:-‘been told me (with what welght
0w credibly, *tis hard for me to flate)

Ihat fables old, that feem'd for ever mute,

fevivd, are haft'ning into frefh repute,’ * - -

ind gods and goddeflés difcarded: long,* -

tke ufelefs lumber, or a firoller’s fong,: -

e bringing. into vogue their heathen-train,

ind Jupiter bids fair-to ruléagain;
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That certain feafts are infituted pow, . .-
Where Venus hears the lover's tendesvowy ;-
That all Olympus through the couatry roves;
To confecrate our few retnaining:groves, - ;-
.And echo learns politely to repeat ~-... -
The praife of names for ages-obfolete; . i .-
That having prov'd the weaknefs, it fhould feem
Of revelation’s 1neffeCtual beam,...: ..~ - ‘
To bring the paflions:under fober {way, - -
And give the moral fprings their proper play, °
They mean to try what may at laft -be-done, .
By ftout fubftantial.geds of wood and:fione; . .4
And whether Roman rites may. not. produce
The-virtues of old Rome:for Englithule. . .
May fuch fuccefs attend the: pious plan,

May Mercury once-mare embellifh man,
Grace him-again with long forgotien arts,.
Reclaim his tafte and brighten up his parts,
Make him athletic as in days.of old,” - .
Learn’'d atthe bar, an the pa]mﬁta bold,
Diveft the rougher {fex of female a:irs, e
Aud teach'the fofter not. to capy.their’s i, .
The change fhall-pleafe, nor: fhall.it: matter augh
Wha Warks_ the ﬂar'qndq:,,_ if. it be bt -wreught,
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Tis time, “however, if the cafe flands thus, - |
for us plain. folks, ‘and-all who fide with us, :
To build opr altar, confident and bold, .
And fay as-ftern Eljjah-faid of old—
The firife now ftands upon a fair-award, -,
If Iirel's Lord be'God, then ferve the Lord - -
If he be:filent, faith is all a.whim,
Then Baal 1s the God, and worthip, him.
Digreflion-is fo-much: ih modern ufe; . .
hought is- fo rare, .and fancy:fo profufe,
jome never feem’ fo wide of theirintent; i ...
s when returning to 'the theme they meant
As mendicants, whofe bufinefs is-to redm, . : .
Make ev'ry parifh, bat:their own, their:home, "
Though fuch continual Zigzags in a book,
juch dranken reelings have an awkward Jook, ..
And I had rather :creep to what is true, 11 -~
than rove and: flagger with no mark in view;,-:
Yet to confult a little, feem'd no crime, - : -
The freakith humour-of- the prefent-time: .
ut now to gather.ap what feems difpers’d,

ind touch' the: fubje® I defign'd at firft, . - -
May prove, theugh much befide the rules 0f ait, -
Bett for:the public; and my wifeft part. '
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And firft, let no inan cHarge me that I mean
To clothe in {able ‘éver);' focial fcene,
And give good cotpany a face fevere,
As if they miet around'a fa_théris'biéfjg;
For tell fome meii, that pleafure all‘theit bent:’
And Yaughtér all their work, .is Yifé mifpent,
Their wifdom burfts into’ this fage°reply,
Then mirth 1§ i, and we fliould 'atlﬁ*f'ajs‘ cry,
To find the meédium afks fome fhate of wit,"
And therefore 'tis a mark fools ‘neverhit.”
But though life’s valley bé a vale of ‘tears; <~

A brighter fcene beyond ‘that vale ‘appéars,

Whofé glory, with a light that never fades,
Shoots between fcatter'd rocks and op’ning thad:
And, while it thows the land the {oul defires,
The language of the land fhe feeks, in{pires.

Thus touch’d, the tongue receives a facred cure

Of all that was abfurd, profane, impure;-
Held within modeft bounds, the tide of {pecch
Puarfues the courfe that truth and nature teach;
No longer labours merely to produce

The pomp of {ound, or tinkle without ufe:
Where'er it winds, the falutary ftream,
Sprightly and freih, enriches ev'ry themie,
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hile all the bappy man poies’d, before,

he gift of nature, or the claffic fiore,

smade fubfervient to the grand defign,

ot which- heav'n form’d the faculty_d{vinc.

, thould an idiot, while at large he firays,
ind the {weet lyre on which an artift plays, -

ithrath and awkward force the chords he fhakes,
id grins with wonder at the jar he makes;

it let the wife and well-infiru@ed hand

Juce take the fhell beneath his juft command

p gentle founds it feems as it complain’ d

)f the rude injuries it late fuftain’d, .

il tun'd at length to fome immortal fang, N
llounds Jehovah’s name, and pours his praifealong

4
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HACKNBY'D in bnﬁnefs, wcanzd at that ear
Which thoufands, oncefaft chain'd to, quit nomore,
But which, when hfe at ebb runs weak : and low,
All wifh, or feem to w1{h they could foregn,
The fratefman, ]awyer, merchant, man of trade,
Pants for the refuge of fome rural fhade,
Where, all his long anxieties forgot.

Amid the charms of a fequefter'd {pot, -

Or recolleCied only to gild o'er

And add a {mile to what was fweet beforc,

He may pqﬁefs the ; JOYS hf; thinks he fees,,
Lay his old age upon the Jap of eaft,

-
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] mprove the remnant of his wafted {pan,

§i0d, having liv'd a trifler, die a man.
B hus confcience pleads her caufe within the brea i,
-_?7?.1 hough long rebell'd againft, not yet fupprefs'd,
find calls a creature forn’d for God alone,

4 or beav'n’s high purpofes, and not his own :
alls lim away from felfifh ends and aims,

From what debilitates and what inflames,
From cities, humming with a refilefs crowd,
pordhd as allive, ignorant as Joud,
B hofe higheft praifc is that they live in vain,
he dupes of pleafure, or the flaves of gain,
here works of man are clufierd clofe around,
And works of God are hardly to be found,
o regions where, in fpite of fin and woe,
Finces of Eden are fill feen below,

here mountain, river, foreft, field, and grove

eind him of his Maker’s power and love.

!Tls well if, look'd for at {o late a day,
[n the laft fcene of fuch a fenfelefs play,
Iric wifdom will attend bis feeble call :

ind grace his aion ere the curtain fall.

7

uls that have long defpis'd their heav'nly birth,
fheir wifhes all impregnated with earth,
| 8
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For threefcore years employ'd with-ceaflefs cap
In catching_i;mokc and feeding upon a,. .
Converfant only with the ways of men, e
Rarely redeem the.thort remaning ten. T
Invet'rate habits chgke th’ unfruitful heart,
Their fibres penetrate its tend'reft part, .

And, draining jts nutritious pow’rs to feed- i
Their noxious g}'owth, frarve ev'ry better feed,
Happy, if tull of days—but happier far,

If, ere we yet difcern life’s evning flar,

Sick of the fen_ric:'e of a world that feeds . ..
Its patient dmdgcé with dry gha,ﬂf"@l}d,..Wéeds,
‘We can efcape from cuftom’s 1diot {way, .

(Infinite ikill) in al that he has made
To trace, in nature’s moft minute defign,
The ﬁgnai;ure and ftamp of pow’t divine,
Contrivance intricate,  exprefs'd with,eafe,
Whel;g: unafhifted fight no beauty fees, -
The thapely limb and lubricated joint,. .
Within the fmall dimenfions of a.point,
Mufcle and nerve miraculoufly fpun, . . .o, .

I‘il-'
4 ;-I '1{"‘“"

His mighty work, who fpeaks and:it is done, -

l..
[ ]
= f
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‘1ovifible in things fcarce feen reveald,

0 whom an atom is an ample field ;

o wonder at a thoufand infe® forms,

hefe batch’d, and thofe refufcitated worms,

lew life ordain’d and brighter fcenes to (hare,

Juce prone on earth, now buoyant upon arr, .

Vhole fhape would make them; had they bulk and
fize, |

ore hideous foes than fancy can devife 5

ith helmet heads and dragon feales adorn'd,

he mighty myriads, now fecurely {corn’d,
ould mock the majefty of man's higli birth,
Jefpife his bulwarks, and unpeople earth ;
hen with a. glance of fancy to furvey,

4t as the faculty can firetch away,

n thoufand rivers pour'd at his command
tom urns that never fajl through every land
tefe like & deluge with 1mpetuous force,

hofe winding modeftly a filent courfe :

he cloud-farmounting alps, the fruitfu] vales;:
%S on which-év'ry nation fpreads her fails ;
[be fun, 2 world whence other worlds drink hight;

[be crefeent moon » ‘the diadem of night
YOL. 1, @




226 RETIREMENT.

Stars countlefs, each in his appointed place,
Faft-anchor'd in the deep abyfs of fpace—
At fuch a fight to catch the poet’s flame,
And with a rapture hike his own exclmim,
Thele are thy glorious works; thou fource of good,
How dimly {cen, how faintly underftood !
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care,

'This univerfal frame, thus wondrous fair:
Thy pow’r divine, and bounty beyond thought,
Ador'd and prais'd in all that thou haft wrouglt,
Abforb'd in that immenfity I fee, .

T thrink abas'd, and yet afpire to thee;
Infiru& me, guide me, to that heav'nly day
Thy words more clearly than thy works difplay,
That, while thy truths my groflfer thoughts refin
I may referable thee and call thee mine,

Oh bleft proficiency! {urpaffing all

That men errcneouf]y thetr glory call,

The recompenfe that arts or arms can yield,
The bar, the fenate, or the tented field. .
Compar'd with this fublimeft life below,

Ye Kings and rulers, what have-courts to fhow!
Thus ftudied, us'd and confecrated thus,

On earth what is, {feems form’d 1ndeed for us;
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Not as theé: plaything of 4 froward child,
retful unlefs'diverted and beguil'd,
Much lefs‘to feed and fan the fatal fires
Of pride, ambition, or impure defires,
But as'a fcale by Which the fouil afcends

From mighty mieans to more 1mportant ends,

. ecurél}r, though by fteps but farely trod,

ounts from inferior beings up to God, -

d fees, by no fallacibus light or dim,

Farth made for man, and man himfelf for him.
Not that T mean ¢’ approve, or would enforee,

-

luperflitious and moniaflic corirfe's -

nd fills the world of traffic and the thades,

ind may be fear'd amidft'the bufes feenes,

Iricorn’d where bufinefs never intervenes.

but tis not eafy with 4 mind Jike our’s,
on{cious of weaknéfs in 1ts nobleft pow’rsJ

ind in a world where, other ills apart,

Lhe roving eye mifleads the carelefs heart,

10 limit thought, by nature prone fo‘ﬂray
Vherever freakifh fancy points the ‘way ;

1o bid the pleadings of felf-love be full,

Uefign our own and feek our Maker's will; ...

Q 2
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Jo fpread the page of. {cripture, “and compare

Our condu with the laws engraven:there:

To meafure all that pafies in the breaft, -

Faithfully, fairly, by that facred teft; .

To dive into the fecret. deeps within, -

To fpare no paffion and. no fav’rite fin,

And fearch the themes, important above all,

Ourfelves and.our recov‘r.jr from our fall.

But leifure, -filence, and a:mind releas'd

From anxious -thoughts. how. wealth- may, be in.

creas'd,. .

How to fecure in fome propitious hour .

The point of int'reft or<the poft of paw'r,

A {oul ferene, -and equally retird

From objefts too much dreaded or defir'd,.

dafe from the clamours of perverfe difpute, |

At leaft are friendly to the great purfuit.
Op'ning the map of God's extenfive plan,

We find a little ifle, this life of man

Eternity’s unknown expanfe appears

Circling around and limiting his years. -/

The bufy race examine, and explore~' .

Each creck and cavern-ofthe dang'rousi fhore, -

r =y, w0 -I.I 1 I 1 ]
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With care:colle® what-in- thejr eyes excels,

Some thining pebbles, and fome weeds and: thells;

Thus laden; dream that tliey are rich apd great, :

And happieft he that- groans beneath his weight .

The waves o’ertake them in thejr ferious play,

And ev'ry hour {weeps miltitudes-away;

They fhriek and fink, furvivors fart and weep; -

Purfue their fport, and follow to the deep. -

A few forfake the throng ; with lifted eyes

Ak wealth'of heav'n, and: gain-a real prize—

Truth, wifdom, grace, and peace like that above;

Stal'd with his fignet whom they- ferve and love

Scorn'd by 'the refty with patient hope they wait -

A kind releafe from their imperfe& ftate, - -

And, unregretted,’ are foon: fhatch'd away .

trom {eenes of forrow into glorious -day,
Nor'thefe alone prefer-a life reclufe,

Who feek retitement for its: proper ufe;

The love of change that lives in. evry breaft,

Genius, and temper, and defire of reft,

Difcordant motives in one centre meet, .

and each inclines. its votTy to.retreat.

Suine minds.by nature are averfe-to noife,

and hate the tumult half the world enjoys,
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The lure of avrice, or the pompous prize:
That courts difplay before ambitious eyes;

The fruits that hang on pleafure’s flow’ry ftem,
Whate'er enchants them, are no {nares to them.
To them the deep recefs of dutky groves,

Or foreft where the deer {ecurely roves,

The fall of waters, and the fong of birds,

And hills that echo to the diftant herds, .

Are luxuries excelling all the glare

The world can boaf, and her chief fav'rites thare,
With eager ftep, and carelefsly array'd,

For fuch a caufe the poet feeks the fhade,
From all ke fees he catches new delight,
Pleas'd fancy claps her pinions at the fight,
The rifing or the fetting orb of day,

The clouds that {lit, or {lowly float away,
Nature in all the various thapes fhe wears,
Frowning 1o florms, or breathing gentle airs,
The fnowy robe her wintry ftate aflumes,

Her {fummer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes-
All, all alike tranfport the glowing bard,
Succefs in thyme his glory and reward.

Oh nature! whofe Elyfian fcenes difclofe

His bright perfettions at whofe word they roft,




REPIREMENT, 231

Next to that pown who form’d :thee and. fuftains,
Be thou. the great infpirer of my:ftrains. -
Still, as I 4ouch the lyre, do thou expand -
Thy genuine charms; -and gude. an artlefs hand,
That I may-catch-a fire but rarely known, -
Give ufeful light though I fhould wmifs renown, -
And, poring on thy page, whofe ev'ry line
Bears proof of an intelhigence divine,
May feel an heart enrich'd by what it pays,
That builds its glory on its Maker’s praife., -: -
Woe to the man whofe wit difclaims-its ufe, . -
Glitt’ring in vain, or only to feduce;
Who itudies nature with a wanton eye, - .
Admires the work, -but flips-the leflon hyj
His hours of Jet{ure and recefs -employs
In drawing. pi€tures of forbidden, joys,...
Retires. to blazon. his own worthlefs name;... .
Or fhoot the carelefs with a {urer aim, . .

The lover too fhuns bufinels and alarms,
Tender idolater of abfent.charms. - . ., -
Saints offer nothing in their warmeft pray’rs, -
That he devotes not with.a zeal like, their's ;
'Tis confecration: of his heart,: foul, time,
And ev'ry-thought that wanders; : is. a.crite,
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In fighs he worfhips his fapremely fairy> 1. .
And weeps a {ad libation in defpair, .+
Adores a creature, and, devout in vain, *
Wins in return an anfwer of difdain. -
As woodbine weds the plant within her reach,
Rough elm, or imooth-grain'd ath, or glofly beech;
In {piral rings afcends the trunk, and lays
Her golden taflels on the leafy {prays, -
But does a mifchief while the lends a grace,
Strait'ning its growth by fuch a ftri® embrace—
So love, that clings around the nobleft minds,
Forbids th’ advancement of the foul he binds;
The fuitor’s air indeed ‘he foon improves,
And forms it to-the ‘tafte of “her-he‘loves, -
Teaches his eyes-a langnage, and-no lefs
Refines his fpeech and fafhions'his addrefs::
But farewell promifes of -happier fruits, -~ -
Manly defigns, and learning's grave purfuits;
Girt with a:chain he cannot with:to- break,
His oly bhfs 1s {orrow:for-her faké; : * . ¢
Who will may-pant for glory and excel, :
Her {mile his aim, 2ll-lagher aims farewellt
hyrfis, Alexis, ot whatever name - :
May leaft offend againft fo pure a flams, - -
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Though fage-advice of friends the moft fincere ..
Sounds harthly 1n fo delicate-an ear,

And lovers of allcreatures, tame or wild,

Can leaft brook management, however mild,

Yet let a poet (poetry difarms

The fierceft animals with magic charms).

Rifque an intrufion on thy penfive mood,

And woo and win thee to thy proper good.
Paftoral images and fhll retreats,

Umbrageous walks and folitary feats, ,
Sweet' birds in-eoncert with harmonious fireams, -
Soft airs; nocturnal vigils, and day.dreams,

Are all enchantments in a cafe like.thine,
Confpire againft thy peace with.one. defign, - .
Sooth thee to make thee but a f{urer prey, _
And feed the fire that waftes thy. pow’rs away,. -
Up—God has form'd thee with:a. wifer view, p
Not to be-led in chains, but to {fubdue, .. - .. .
Calls thee to cope with enemies, and firft .

Points out a confli&t with thyfelf, the worf,.
'Woman indeed, a. gift.-he wounld beftow

When he defign’d.a paradife below, ... . .
I,The richeft earthly boon. his hands aﬁ'ord,! -
Deferves to be belov'd,. but:not ador’d. -
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Poft away {wiftly to more altive {cenes,

Collect the fcatter'd truths that ftady gleans,

Mix with the world, but with its wiler part,

No longer give an image all thine heart ;

Its empire 1s not ker's, nor is 1t thine,

"T1s God’s juft claim, prerogative divine.
Virtuous and faithful HegerpeEn! whofe kil

Attempts no tafk it cannot well fulfil,

Gives melancholy up to nature’s care,

And fends the patient into purer air.

Look where he comes—in this embow’r'd alcove~

Stand clofe conceal’d, and fee a ftatue move:

Lips bufy, and eyes fixt, foot falling {low,

Arms hanging 1dly down, hands clafp'd below,

Interpret to the marking eye diftrefs,

Such as 1ts {fymptoms can alone exprefs.

That, tongue 1s filent now; that filent tongue

Could argue once, could jeft or join the fong,

Could give advice, could cenfure or commend,

Or charm the forrows of a drooping friend.

Renounc’d alike its office and its {port,

Its brifker and its graver ftrains fall thort ;

Both fail beneath a fever’s fecret {way,

And, like a fummer-brook, are paft away.
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Th15 is a fight for pity to perufe

“Till the refemble faintly what the views,

Till {ympathy contradt a kindred pain,

' Pierc'd with the woes that the laments in vain.
This, of all maladies that man infeft,

Claims moft compaffion, and receives the leaft:
Job felt it, when he groan'd beneath the rod
And the barb’d arrows of a frowning God;

And fuch emollients as his friends could fpare,
Friends fuch as his for modern Jobs prepare.
Bleft, rather curft, with hearts that never feel,
Kept fnug in cafkets of clofe-hammerd fteel,
With mouths made only to grin wide and eat,
And minds that deem derided pain a treat,
With limbs of Britifh oak, and nerves of wire,
And wit that puppet-prompters might infpire,
Their {fov'reign noftrum is a clumfy joke,

On pangs enforc’d with God'’s fevereft firoke, -
But, with a foul that ever felt the fiing

Of forrow, forrow 1sa facred thing:

Not to moleft, or irritate, or raife

Alaugh at his expence; 1s-flender praife ;

He that has not ufurp’d the name of man

Does all, and deems too little all, he can,
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T alTuage t_he:-th_rdbbings-_éﬁ_-the feﬁéﬁd!'parf;:. Hy
And ftaunch the bleedings 6f-a broken heart, -
"Tis not, ‘as-hedds-that mever.ache fuppofe; -]
Forg'ry of fancy;‘and a dream of woess +i.v - °
Man is an harp:whofe chords-elude the fight,
Each yielding barmony difpos'd aright ;.. -

The fcrews revers'd {(a tafk iwhich if he pleafe -
God in a moment executes with eafe); ~ i+
Ten thoufand thoufand. firings:at-once-go loofe, -
Lofi, till he tune them, all their-powirand.ufe:.
Then neither heathy wilds; nor-{cenes.as fair: ..
As ever recompensd the peafant’s-care,.. -
Nor foft declivities with tufted hills,. -~ - .
Nor view-of-waters turning-bufy mills, . . .+ ...
Parks in which art preceptrels nature weds,

Nor gardens interfpers'd with: flow'ry-beds,
Nor gales that catch the fcent-of. blooming groves,
And waft it to:the mourner as he:roves,: .+ . .
Can call up.;.lilf:into-his faded eye;ji: 1 v
That paffes all he fees unheedéd-by: - .
No wounds like thofe a. wounded-{pirit-feels,
No cure for fuch, till:God whoniakes them, heals.
And thou, fad {uff'rer undesnamelefs:all;;.
That yields not.to the-touch of shumanidkill, .. -
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jmprove-the:kind occafion, underftand -

A Father's frown, and kifs his chaft'ning hand :
To thee the day-fpring, and the blaze of noon, - -
The purple evning:and refplendent moon,

The ftars that, fprinkled o'er the vault of night;
Seem drops defcending in a thow’r of light, -
Shine not, or undefir'd and hated fhine,

Seen through the medium of a. cloud like thine:
Yet feek him, in -his favour life is found,

All blifs befide—a fhadow or afound: .
Then heav'n; eclips’d {olong, and this:dull earth;
Shall feem to.ftart 1nto a {econd birth; - -
Nature, afluming a more lovely face, . -~
Borrowing aibeauty‘from the works of.grace, -
Shall be defpis'd and overlook’d no more, -

Shall fill thee with: delights -unfelt before, -
Impart to things inanimate a voice,

And bid her.mountains and her hills rejoice; -
The found fhall run-along the winding vales,
And thou enjoy.an-Eden ere-it fails.

Ye groves (the ftate{man at his defk exclaims;-
Sick of.a thoufand: difappointed aims,) i o -
My patrionial-treafure-and-myipride; . -
Beneath:your:fhades-your gray t‘pﬁﬁéﬂ'm% hide, <
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Receive me languithin g for that repofe
The fervant of the public never knows.
Ye faw me once (ah, thofe regretted days

When boyith innocence was all my praife!)
Hour after hour delightfully allot

To ftudies then familiar, fince forgot,
And cultivate a tafie for ancient fong,

Catching its ardour as I mus'd along ;

Nor feldom, as propitious heav’n might fend,
What once I valued and could boaft, a friend,
Were witneffes how cordially I prefs'd

His undiffembling virtue to my breaft;
Receive me now, not uncorrupt as then,

Nor guiltlefs of corrupting other men,

But vers'd in arts that, while they feem to ftay
A falling empire, haften its decay.

To the fair haven of my native home,

‘The wreck of what I'was, fatign'd, I come;
For once I can approve the patriot’s voice,

And make the courfe he recommends ry choice;
We meet at laft 1n one fincere defire,

His with and mine both prompt me to retire.
"T'is done—he fteps into the welcome chaife,

Lolls at his eafe bebind four handfome bays,
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That whirl away from bufinefs and debate

The difincumber’d Atlas of the ftate.

Afk not the boy, who when the breeze of morn
Firlt fhakes the glitt’ring drops from every thorn
Unfolds his flock, then under bank or buth

Sits linking cherry ftones, or platting ruth,

Bow fair 1s freedom >—he was always free:

To carve his ruftic name upon a tree,

To {nare the mole, or with ill-fathion'd hook
To draw th' 1ncautious minnow from the brook,
Are life’s prime pleafures in his fimple view,

His flock the chief concern he ever kiiew-—

She thines but little in his heedlefs eyes,

The good we never mifs we rarely prize:

But-atk the noble drudge in flate affairs,

Efcap’d from office and its conftant cares,

What charms he fees in freedom’s fmile exprefsd,
In freedom loft fo long, now repoflefs'd ; | _
Thetongue whofe ftrains were cogent ascommands,
Rever'd at home, and felt in foreign lands,

Shall own itfelf a flamm’rer in that caufe,

Or plead its filence as its beft applaufe.

He knows indeed that, whether drefs'd or rude,:

Wild without art, or artfully fubdu'd,
8
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Nature in ev'ry form infpires delight,
But never mark'd her with fo juft a fight.
Her hedge-row fhrubs, a vanegated flore,
With woodbine and wild rofes mantled o'er,
Green balks and furrow'd lands, the fiream that
fpreads
Its cooling vapour o'er the dewy meads,
Downs that almoft efcape th’ inquiring eye,
That melt and fade into the diftant tky,
Beauiies he lately flighted as he pafs'd,
Seem all created fince he travell'd laft.
Mafter of all th’ enjoyments he defign'd,
No rough annoyance rankling in his mind,
What early phiiofophic hours he keeps, -

How regular his meals, how found he fleeps!
Not founder he that on the mainmaft head,

While morning kindles with a windy red,

Begins a long look-out for diftant land,

Nor quits, till ev'ning watch, his giddy ftand,

Then iwiit defcending with a feaman’s hafle,

Slips to his hammoc, and forgets the blafi.

He chooles company, but not the {quire’s, . -

Whofe wit 15 radenefs, whofe good breeding tires;
N B T : SRV
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| Nor yet the parfon’s, who would gladly come,

§ Oblequious when abroad, though proud at home;
Nor can he much affeét the neighb'ring peer,
Whofe toe of emulation treads too near;

! But witely fecks a more convenient friend,

¢ With whom, difmifling forms, he may unbend!

-4

- A man whom marks of condefcending grace
E Teach, while they flatter him, lis proper place;
E Who comies when call’d, and at a word withdraws,
Speaks with referve, and liftens with applaufe;
Some plain mechanic, who, without pretence
To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence;
On whom he refis well-pleas'd his weary pow’rs,
And talks and laughs away his vacant hours,
Ihe tide of life, {wift always 1n its courle,
i May run in cities with a britker force,

- But no where with a carrent fo ferene,

3

gOr half fo clear, as in the rural fcene,

iy

i Yet how tallacious is all earthly blifs,
What obvious truths the wifeft heads may mifs;
some pleafures live a month, and {ome a year,

But thort the date of all we gather here;

S LN B O WSl Lo A S L e Pl LR b o

No happinefs is felt, except the true,

That does not charm thee more for being new,
VoL, I, R
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This obfervation, as it chanc'd, not made,

Or if the thought occurr'd, not duly weigh'd,
He fighs—for, after all, by flow degrees,

The {pot he lov'd has loft the pow'r to pleafe;
To crofs his ambling pony day by day,

Séems at the beft but dreaming life away;

The profpe&, {uch as might enchant defpair,
He views it not, or fees no beauty there;
With aching heart, and difcontented looks,
Returns at noon to billiards or to books,

But feels, while grafping at his faded joys,

A fecret thirft of ‘his renounc’d employs.

He chides the tardinefs of ev'ry poft,

Pants to be told of battles won or loft,

Blames his own indolence, obferves, though late
"Tis criminal to leave a finking ftate,

Flies to the levee, and, receiv'd with grace, ;
Kneels, kiffes hands, and fhines again in place.

Suburban villas, highway-fide retreats,
Thatdread th’ encroacheent of our growing ftrects,
Tight boxes, neatly fath'd, andin a blaze |
With all a July fun’s colletted rays,

Delight the citizen, 'who, ga{ping there,
Breathes clouds of duff, and:calls it country air
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Ob fweet retirement, who would balk the thought,

That could afford retirement, or could not ? |

'Tis {uch an eafy walk, fo fmooth and ftraight,

The fecond mileftone fronts the garden gate ;

A ftep if fair, and, if a fhower approach,

You find fafe fhelter in the next ftage-eoach.

There, prifon’d in a parlour fnug and fmall,

Like bottled wafps upon a fouthern wall,

The man of bus'nefs and his friends comprefs'd,

Forget their labours, and yet find no reft;

But @ill 'tis rural—trees are to be {een

from ev'ry window, and the fields are green s

Ducks paddle in the pond before the door,

And what could a remoter {cene fhow moye 3

A fenfe of elegance we rarely find

Ihe portion of a mean or volgar mind,

And ignorance of better things makes man,

Who canpot much, rejoice in what he can ;

dnd he that deems his leifure well beflow'd

In contemplation of a turnpike road,

Is occupied as well, employs his hours

As wifely, -and as much improves his pow'rs,

As he that flumbers in pavilions grac'd

With all the charms of an aceomplifh'd tafe.
L2
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Yet hence, alas! infolvencies; and hence

The unpitied vichm of ill-judg’d expence,,

From all his wearifome engagements freed,

Shakes hands with bufinefs, and retires indeed,
Yourprudent grand-mammas, ye modern belles,

Content with Briftol, Bath, and Tunbridge-wels,

When health requir'd it would confent to roam,

Elfe more attach'd to pleafures found at home,

But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife,

Ingenious to diverfify dull life,

In coaches, chaifes, caravans, and hoys,

Fly to the coaft for daily, nightly joys,

And all, impatient of dry:land, agree,

VVith one confent, to rufh into-the fea.—

QOcean exhibits, fathomlefs and broad,

Much of the power and majefty of God.

He fwathes about the {welling of the deep,

That thines and refts, as infants {fmile and fleep;

Vaft as it 15, 1t anfwers as 1t flows |

The breathings of the lighteft air that blows ;

Curling and whit'ning over all the watte,

The rifing waves obey th’ increafing blaft,

Abrupt and horrid as the tempeft roars, .

Thunder and flath upon the fiedfat thores,
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T1ll he that rides the whirlwind checks the rein,
Then, all the world of waters fleeps again,—
Nereids or Dryads, as the fathion leads,
Now 1n the floods, now panting in the meads,
Votries of pleafure ftill, where'er {he dwells,
Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells,

1 grant a poet leave to recommend
(4 poet fond of nature, and your friend)
Her flighted works to your admiring view;
Her works muft needs excel, who faihion'd you. |
Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride,
With fome unmeaning coxcomb at your fide,
Condemn the prattler for his jdle pains,
To wafte unheard the mufic of his ftrainsg,
And, deaf to all th' Impertinence of tongue,
That, while it courts, affronts and does you wrong,
Mark well the finifh'd plan without a fault,
The feas globofe and huge, th’ o'erarching vault,
Earth’s millions daily fed, a world employ'd
g[ngath’ring plenty yet to be enjoy'd,

i gratitude grew vocal in the praife
) God, beneficent in all his ways ;

brac'd with fuch wifdom, how would beanty {hine
:Yﬁ want but that-to feem indeed divine,
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Anticipated rents, and bills unpaid,
Force many a fhining youth into the fhade,
Not to redeem his time, but his eftate,
And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate,
There, hid in loath'd obfcurity, remov'd
From pleafures left, but never more belov'd,
He juft endures, and with a fickly {pleen
Sighs o'er the beauties of the charming fcene.
Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme;
Streams tinkle {fweetly in poetic chime;
The warblings of the blackbird, clear and ftrong,
Are mufica) enough 1in Thom{fon’s fong ;
And Cobham’sgroves, and Windfor’s green retreats,
When Popedefcribesthem, havea thoufand fweets;
e likes the country, but in truth muft own,
Sioft hkes 1t, when he fiudies it in town.

Poor Jack—no matter who—for when I blame
I pity, and muft therefore fink the name,
Liv'd 1n his faddle, 1ov'd the chafe, the courle,
And always, ere he mounted, kifs'd his horfe,
Th’ eftate his fires had own’d in ancient years
Was quickly diftanc'd, match’d againft a pecr's.
Jack vanifh'd, was regretted and forgot ;

Tis wild good-nature’s never-failing lot.
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At length, when all bad long fuppos’d him dead,

By cold {ubmerfion, razor, rope, or lead,

My lord, alighting at his ufual place,

The Crown, took notice of an oftler’s face.

Jack knew his friend, but hop'd in that difguife

He might efcape the moft obferving eyes,

And whiftling, as if unconcern’d and gay,

Curried his nag, and look'd another way.

Convinc'd at laft, upon a nearer view,

Twas he, the fame, the very Jack he knew,

(O'erwhelm'd at once with wonder, grief, and JOYs

He prefs'd him much to quit his bafe employ;

His countenance, his purfe, his heart, his hand,

Inflence and pow’r, were all at his command :

Peers are not always gen'rous as well-bred,

But Granby was, meant truly what he {aid.

Jackbow'd,and wasoblig'd—confefs'd 'twas firange

That fo retir'd he fhould not wifh a change,

But knew no medium between guzzling beer,

And his old ftint—three thoufand pounds a year.
Thus fome retire to nourifh hopelels woe;

Some {eeking happinefs not found below;

Some to comply with humour, and a mind

To focial fcenes by nature difinclin'd;



248 RETIREMENT.

Some {way'd by fafhion, fome.by.deep difouft;

Some {elf-impov'rifh'd, and becaufe they muft;

But few that court Retirement are aware

Of half the toils they moft pncdunter there.
Lucrative offices are {eldom loft

For want of pow'rs proportion'd to the poft:

Give e'en a dunce th’ employment he.defires,

And he foon finds the talents it, requires ;

A bufinefs with an income at his heels.

Furnifhes always oil for,its own wheels.

Bat in his arduous enterprife.to clofe

His alive years with indolent repofe, - -

He finds the labours of that ftate exceed

His utmoft faculties, fevere indeed.

"Tis eafy to refign a toil{ome place, .,

But not to manage leifure witha grace;

Ablence *of. occupation -ié notreff, .

A mind quite vacant-1s a.mind difires'd. .

The vetran fteed, excusd his i;aﬂ,{i at, length,

In kind compaffion of his failing firength,

And turn'd into the park.or.mead fo graze,

Exempt from future fervice all_his days, ..

There feels a pleafure pe;jf_e:&__ mr its kind, -

Ranges at liberty, apd fnufls; the wiond.:;
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But when his lord would quit the bufy road,
To tafte:a joy like that he has beftow'd,

He proves lefs happy than his favour'd brute,
A life of eafe a difhcult purfuit.

Thought, to the man that never thinks, may feem
As natural as, when afleep, to dream;

But reveries (for human minds will at)
Specious in thow, impofiible 1n fak,

Thofe fiimfy webs that break as foon as wrought,
Attain not to the dignity of thought:

Nor yet the {fwarms that occupy the brain,
Wheredreams of drefs, intrigue, and pleafurereign;
Nor fuch as ulelefs converfation breeds,

Or luft engenders, and indulgence feeds,
Whence, and what are we? to what end ordain'd ?
What means the drama by the world fuftain’d?
Bufinefs or vain amufement, care or mirth,” -
Divide the frail inhabitants of earth.

Is duty a mere {port, or an employ*

Life an intrufted talent, or a toy?

ls there, as‘reafon, confcience, {cripture, {4y,
Caufe to provide for a great future day;’

When, earth's-affign’'d duration at an end,

Man thall be fummon’d: and the dead attend ?
8
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The trumpet—will it found ? the curtain rife?
And thow th’ auguft tribunal of the {kies,
Where no prevarication fhall avail,
Where eloquence and artifice fhall fail,
The pride of arrogant diftinctions fall,
And confcience and our conduét judge us all ?
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil
To learned cares or philofophic toil,
Though I revere your honourable names,
Your ufeful labours and important aims,
And hold the world indebted to your aid,
Ennch'd with the difcoveries ye have made;
Yet let me ftand excus’d, if I efteem
A mind employd on fo fublime a theme,
Pufhing her bold inquiry to the date
And outline of the prefent tranfient flate,
And, after poifing her advent'rous wings,
Settling at laft upon eternal things,
Far more intelligent, and better taught
The {irenuous ufe of profitable thought,
Than ye, when happieft, and enlighteu;d moft,
And higheft in renown, can juftly boaft.

A mind uonerv'd, or indifpos’d to bear
The weight.of fubje@s worthieft of her care,
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Whatever hopes a change of {cene infpires,
Muit change ber nature, or in vain retires,
An idler i1s a watch that wants both hands,
As ufelefs if it goes as when 1t ftands.
Books thierefore, not the fcandal of the thelves,
In which lewd fenfualifts print out themfelves; -
Nor thofe in which the ftage gives vice a blow, -
With what fucce{s let modern manners fhow;
Nor his who, for the bane of thoufands born,
Built God a church, and laugh’d bis word to fcorn,
Skilful alike to {feem devout and juft, .
And ftab religion with a fly fide-thruft;
Nor thofe of learn’d philologifts, who chafe
A panting {yllable through time and fpace,
Start it at home, and hunt it in the dark,
To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah’s ark;
But fuch as learning without falfe pretence,
The friend of truth, th’ aflociate.of found fenfe,
And fuch as in the zeal of good defign,
Strong judgment lab’ring in the {cripture mine,
All fuch as manly and great fouls produce,
Worthy to live, and of eternal ufe: .
Behold in thefe what leifure hours demand,
Amufement and true knowledge hand in hand.
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Luxury gives the mind a childith caft,

And while the polithes, perverts the tafte;
Habits of clofe attention, thinking heads,
Become more rare as diffipation {preads,
Till-authors hear at length, one gen'ral cry,
Tickle and entertain us, or we die.

The loud demand, from year to year the fame,
Beggars invention and makes fancy lame,

Till farce itfelf, mofi mournfully jejune,

Calls for the kind afliftance of a tune ;

And novels (witnefs ev'ry month’s review)
Belie their name, and offer nothing new,

The mind, relaxing into needful fport,
Should turn to writers of an abler fort,
Whofe wit well manag’d, and whofe claffic fiyle,
Give truth a luftre, and make wifdom fmile.
Friends (for I cannot fiint, as fome have done,
Too rigid in my view, that name to one ;
Though one, I grant it, 1n the gen'rous breaft
Wil ftand advanc'd a {tep above the reft:
Flow'rs by that name promif{cnoudly we call,
But one, the rofe, the regent of them all)—
Triends, not adopted with a féhool-boy’s halte,

But cholen with a nice difcerning tafle,
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Well-born, well-difciplin'd, who, placd apart
From vulgar .minds, have honour much at héar,t,”
And, tho’ the world may think th’ i'ngrediftnts:qdd,-
The love of virtue, and the fear of God! . .
Such friends prevent what elfe would {oon fucceed,
A temper ruftic as the life we lead, = . ..
And keep-the polith of the manners clean,

As their's who bufile in the bufieft (cene

Tor folitude, however fome may. rave, .

seeming a fanftoary, proves a grave, o
A fepulchre:in which the hving lie,, . o
Where all.good qualities grow fick and die, .
I'praiie the Frenchman #, his ,remark was fhrew&-—
How {weet, how pafling {weet, 1s folitude !
But grant me fill a friend in my retreat,:,
Whom I may whifper—folitude is fweet e
Yet neither thefe delights, nor aught beﬁdc T
That appetite can afk, or wealth provide,. ., |

Can fave us always from a tedious day, g
Or fhine the dulnefs of @ill life away; .. o -

Divine communion, carefully. enjoy'd, . |
Or fought with energy, muft il the vmd

1
©oH U L el
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Oh [acred art, to which alone life owes

Its happieft feafons, and a peaceful clofe,
Scorn’d in a world, indebted to that {corn

For evils daily felt and hardly born,

Not knowing thee, we reap, with bleeding hands,
Flow'rs of rank odour upon thorny lands,

And, while experience cautions us in vain,
Grafp {eeming happinefs, and find it pain.
Defpondence, felf-deferted in her grief,

Loft by abandoning her own relief,

Murmuring and ungrateful di{content,

That fcorns afflitions mercifully meant,

Thofe humours tart as wines upon the fret,
Which idlenefs and wearinefs beget ;
Thefe,and a thoufand plaguesthat haunt the breafi,
Fond of the phantom of an earthly reft,

Divine communion chafes, as the day

Drives to their dens th’ obedient beafts of prey.
See Tudah'’s promis'd king, bereft of all,

Driv’n out-an exile from the face of Saul,

To diftant caves the lonely wand'rer flies,

To feek that peace a:tyrant’s frown denies.
Hear the {weet accents of his tuneful voice,
Hear bim, o'erwhelm'd with forrow, yet rejoice:;



RETIREMENT, Q55

No womanith or wailing grief has part,

No, not a moment, in his royal heart ;

'Tis manly mufic, fuch as martyrs make,

Suff'ring with gladnefs for a Saviour's {ake;

His foul exults, hope amimates his lays,

The fenfe of mercy kindles into praife,

And wilds, familiar with a lion’s roar,

Ring with ecflatic founds unheard before

'Tis love like his that.can alone defeat

The foes of man, or make a defert {fweet,
Religion does not cenfure or exclude

Unnumber'd pleafures harmlefsly purfu'd 5

To ftudy culture, and with artful toil

To meliorate and tame the ftubborn fo1l ;

To give diffimilar yet fruitful lands

The grain, or herb, or plant, that each demands;

To cherifh virtue in an humble ftate,

And fhare the joys your bounty may create ;

To mark the matchlefs workings of the pow'r

That {thuts within 1its feed the future flow’r,

Bid thefe in elegance of form excel,

In colour thefe, and thofe delight the fmel],

Sends nature forth the daughter of the fkies, -

To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes;

7
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To teach the canvafs innocent deceit,

Or lay the land{cape on the {fnowy fheet—

Thefe, thefe are arts purfu’'d without a crime,

That leave no ftain upon the wing of time,
Me poetry (or, rather, notes that aim

Feebly and vainly at poetic fame)

Employs, fhut out from more important views,

Faft by the banks of the flow winding Oufe;

Content if, thus fequefterd, I may raife

A monitor’s, though not a poet’s praife,

And while I teach an art too hittle known,

To clofe life wifely, may niot wafte my owan.



L .
Reas'NING at every flep he treads,
Man yet miftakes his way, SRR
While meaner things, whom infliné leads,
Are rarely known to ftray,
11,
One Glent eve I wander'd late,
And heard the voice of love ;
The turtle thus addrefs'd her mate,
- And footh'd the lift'ning dove—
HI.,
Our mutual bond of faith and truth, .
No time fhall difengage ;
Thofe bleffings of our early youth,
Shall cheer our lateft age :
VoL, 1. S



258 THE DOVES,

IV,

While innocence without difguife,
And conftancy fincere,

Shall fill the circles of thofe eyes,
And mine can read them there;

V.
Thofe ills that wait on all below

Shall ne'er be felt by me,
Or, gently felt, and only fo,
As beming {frar'd with thee.
V1.
When lightnings flath among the trees,
Or Kites are hov'ring near,
I fear left thee alone they feize,
And know no cother fear.
VIL
"T1s then T feel myfelf a wife,
And prefs thy wedded fide,
Refolv'd an union form’d for life
Death never fhall divide.
VIII.
But, oh! if, fickle and unchafte,
(Forgive a tranfient thought)
Thou could become unkind at laft,

And {corn thy prefent lot,



A FABLE,

IX.
No need of lightnings from on high,
Or kites with cruel beak ;
Denied th’ endearments of thine eye,
This widow'd heart would break.
- x
Thus fang the fweet fequefter'd bird
Soft as the paffing wind,
And I recorded what I heard—
A leflon for mankind.

A FABLE

A Raven, while with glofly breaft
Her new-laid eggs fhe fondly prefs'd,
And on her wicker-work high mounted
He chickens prematurely counted,
(A fault philofophers might blame
If quite exempted from the {ame)

' S 2
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260 A FABLRE,

Enjoy'd at eafe the genial day;

‘Twas April as the bumkins fay,

The lemflature call'd it May.

But {oddenly a wind as high

As ever {wept a winter {ky

Shook the young leaves about her ears,
And fil'd her with a thoufand fears,

Left the rude blaft thould fnap the bough,
And {pread her golden hopes below.

But juft at eve the blowing weather,
And all ker fears were hufh'd together:
And now, queth poor unthinking Ralph,
"Tis over, and the brood 1s {afe;

(For Ravens, though, as birds of omen,
They teach both conj'rers and old women
To teil us what 1s to befall,

Can’t prophefy themfelves at all.)

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge,
Who long had mark’d her airylodge,
And deftin’d all the treafure there

A gift to his expe&ing fair,

Climb'd like a {quirrel to his dray,

And bore the worthlefs priie away.
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M OR A L.
'Tis Providence alone fecures,

In every change, both mine and your's:
Safety confifts not in efcape

From dangers of a frightful thape;

An earthquake may be bid to {pare

The man that’s ftrangled by a harr,

Fate ftedls along with filent tread,
Found oft’'neft in what leaft we dread,
Frowns in the ftorm with angry brow,
Bat in the funfhine ftrikes the blow.

A COMPARISON.

Tue lapfe of time and rivers 1s the fame;
Both {peed their journey with a refllefs fiream;
The filent pace with which they fteal away

No wealth can bribe, no pray'rs periuade to flay 5
Alike irrevocable both when patt,

And a wide ocean {wallows both at laft.



162 A COMPARISON,

Thoungh each refemble each i ev'ry part,
A difference firikes at length the mufing heart;
Streams never flow in vain; where ftreams abound,

How laughs the land with various plenty erown'd!
But time that fhould enrich the nobler mind,

NegleGted, leaves a dreary wafte behind.

ANOTHER.

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY,

SwezT fiream that winds through yonder glade,
Apt emblem of a virtuous maid—

Silent and chafte the fteals along,

Far from the world’s gay bufy throng,
With génﬂe, yet prevailing, force,

Intent upon her deftin'd courfe ;

Graceful and ufeful all the does,

Blefling and bleft where'er the goes,
Pure-bofom'd as that wat'ry glals,

And heav'n refleCted in her face.



YERSES BY A. SELKIRK. 203

VERSES

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY ALEXANDER SELe
KIEK, DURING HIS SOLITARY ABODE IN THE

ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ,

1.
I Am monarch of all I furvey,
My right there 1s none to difpute;
From the centre all round to the {ea,

I am lord of the fowl and the brute,
Ob, folitude! where are the charms
That fages have feen in thy face?
Better dwell in the midft of alarms,

Than reign in this horrible place.

11,
I am out of humani'ty’s reach,

I mutt finith my journey alone,
Never hear the fweet mufic of {peech ;
[ ftart at the found of my own,
The beafls, that roam over the plain,
My form with indifference fee ;
They are fo unacquainted with man,
Their tamenefs is thocking to me,

4
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I11.
Society, friendfhip, and love,

Divinely beftow'd upon man,
Oh, had I the wings of a dove,

How foon would 1 tafte you again |
My forrows I then might afluage

In the ways of religion and truth,

Might learn from the wifdom of age,
And be cheer'd by the fallies of youth.,

IV.
Religion! what treafure untold
Refides in that heavenly word!
More precious than filver and gold,
Or all that this earth can aftord.
But the found of the church-going bell
Thefe vallies and rocks never heard,
Ne'er figh'd at the found of a knell,
Or {fmil’d when a {fabbath appear'd.

V.
Ye winds, that have made me your {port,
- Convey to this defolate fhore
Some cordial endearing report -
Of a land I thall vifit no more.



VERSES BY A, SELKIRK,

My friends, do they now and then fend
A with or a thought after me ?

O tell me I yet have a friend,
Though a friend I am never to fee,

VL
How fleet 1s a glance of the mind!

Compar'd with the fpeed of its flight,
The tempeft itfelf lags behind,

And the {wift winged arrows of light,

When I think of my own native land,
In a moment I feem to be there
But alas! recolle@ion at hand

Soon hurries me back to defpair,

VIIL. *

But the fea-fowl is gone to her neft,

The beaft is laid down in his lair,
Ev'n here 1s a feafon of reft,

And I to my cabin repair.
There’s mercy in every place;

And mercy, encouraging thought !
Gives even affliGion a graée,

And reconciles man to his lot,

205



266 ON E. THURLOW, ES@.

ON THE PROMOTION OF
EDWARD THURLOW, ESQ

FO THE LORD HIGH CHANCELLORSHIP or
ENGLAND,

L
Rouxp Thurlow’s head, in early youth,
And 1n his fportive days,
Fair {cience pour'd the light of truth,
And genius fhed his rays,

II.
See ! with united wonder, cried
Th’ experienc'd and the fage,
Ambition in a boy fupplied
With all the {kill of age !

L

Difcernment, eloquence, and grace,
Proclaim him born to fway

The balance in the higheft place,
And bear the palm away,

8

S



ODE TO PEACE,

1V,

he praife beftow'd was juft and wife;
He fprang impetuous forth,

ecure of conqueft where the prize
Attends fuperior worth.

V.
150 the beit courfer on the plain
b Ere yet he flarts is known,

And does but at the goal obtain
What all had deem’d his own.

-—*—

I,
Cong, peace of mind, delightful gueft,
Return and make thy downy neft
Once more in this fad heart !

Nor riches I, nor pow’r, purfue,

Nor hold forbidden joys in view;
~ We therefore need not part.

ODE TO PEACE.
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268 ODE TO PEACE.

II.
Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me,
¥rom av'rice and ambition free,

And pleafure’s fatal wiles >
For whom, alas! doft thou prepare
The {weets that I was wont to thare,
The banqguet of thy fmiles?

HI,

The great, the gay, fhall they partake
The heav'n that thou alone canft make ?
And wilt thou quit the ftream
That murmurs through the dﬁWj; mead,
The grove and the fequefter'd fhed,
To be a gueft with them?

A
For thee I panted, thee I priz'd,
For thee I gladly facrific'd
Whate'er I lov'd before ;
And fhall I fec thee flart away,

And, belplefs, hopelefs, hear thee fay——
Yarewell! we meet no more?



NUMAN FRAILTY.

HUMAN FRAILTY.

L.
WeAR and irrefolute is man ;

The purpofe of to-day,
Woven with pains into his plan,
To-morrow rends away.

I,
The bow well bent, and fmart the (pring,
Vice feems already flain ;

But paffion rudely fnaps the ftring,
And it revives again,

IIL.
Some foe to his upright intent
Finds out his weaker part;
Virtue engages his affent,
But pleafure wins his heart,

IV, .
Tis here the folly of - the wife
Through all his art we view; ..

His confcience owns it true,

And, while his tongue the charge denies,



270 THE MODERN PATRIOT.

V.
Bound on a voyage of awful length
And dangers little known,
A ftranger to fuperior ftrength,
Man vainly trufts his own.
VI.
But oars alone can ne’er prevail
To reach the diftant coaft,
The breath of heav'n muft fwell the fail,
Or all the toil is loft. |

A —

THE MODERN PATRIOT.
1.

ResELLION 1s my theme all day;
I only wifh ’twould come .
(As who knows but perhaps it may ?)
A little nearer home.

11,
Yon roaring boys, who rave and fight

On t'other fide th’ Atlantic,
I always held them 1n the right, -
But moft fo when moft frantic.



THE MODERN PATRIOT.

II1.

When lawlefs mobs infult the court,

That man thall be my toaft,
If breaking windows be the fport,
Who bravely breaks the moft,
V.
But oh! for him my fancy culls
The choiceft flow'rs the bears,
Who conftitationally pulls
Your houfe about your ears.
. v
Such civil broils are my delight;
Tho' {fome folks can’t endure ’em,
Who fay the mob are mad outnght,
And that a rope muft cure em.
| VI |
Arope! I with we patriots had

duch firings for all who need ‘em—

What! hang a man for going mad-
Then farewell Britith freedom.
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272 NAMES OF LITTLE NOTE,

ON OBSERVING

SOME NAMES OF LITTLE NOT

RECORDED IN THE BIOGRAPHIA BRITANNICA,

O, fond attempt to give a deathlefs lot

To names i1gnoble, born to be forgot |

In vain, recorded in hiftoric page,

They court the notice of a future age:

Thofe twinkling tiny luftres of the land

Drop one by one from Fame's neglefting hand;
Lethzan gulphs receive them as they fall,
And dark oblivion foon abforbs them all.

So when a child, as playful children ufe,
Has burnt to tinder a ftale laft year's news,
The flame extint, he \news the roving fire—
There goes my lady, and there goes the {quire,
There goes the parfon, oh! illuftrious fpark,
And there, fcarce lefs illuftrious, goes the cletk’

7




BEPQRT OF A LAW CASB. 279

REPORT
oF AN ADJUDGED CASE, NOT TO BE FOURD
IN ANY OF THE BOOKS,

I,

BerwEerN Nofe and Eyes a ftrange conteft arofe—
The fpefiacles fet them unhappily wrong ;
The point in difpute was, as all the world knows,
To which the faid fpeacles ought to belong.
I1.
So Tongue was the Jawyer, and argued the eaunfe
With a great deal of {kill,and a wig full of learn-
Ing ;
While chief baron Ear fet to balance the laws,

So fam'd for his talent in nicely difcerning.-
I11. |

In behalf of the Nofe, it will quickly appear,
And your lordfhip, hefaid, will undoubtedly find,

That the Nofe has had fpeétacles always in wear,
Which amounts te poffeflion time out of mind.

IV. |

Then holding the fpe@acles up to the coyrt~

Your lordfhip obferves they are made with a
ftraddle,

YoL. 1. ° T
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As wide as the ridge of the Nofe is; in fhort,
Defign'd to fit clofe to it, juft like a faddle.
| V.
Again, would your lordthip a moment fuppofe
('Tis a cafe that has happen’d, and may be again)
That the vifage or countenance had not a nofe!

Pray who wou'd, or who cou’d, wear {petacles
then?

VI
On the whole, 1t appears—and my argument {hows,

With a reafoning the court will never condemn,

That the {fpe&tacles plainly were made for the Nofe,

And the Nofe was as plainly intended for them.
VII.

Then, fhifting his fide, (as a lawyer knows how)
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes:

But what were his algu'nents few people know,
F or the courtdid not think theywere equallymfe

VIIL

So his lordfhip decreed, with a grave folemn tone,
Decifive and clear, without one if or but—

That, whenever the Nofe put his fpectacles on,
By day-light or candle- hght—-Eyes thould be

fhut |




BURNING LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY. 275

ON THE BURNING OF
LORD MANSFIELD’S LIBRARY,
TOGETHER WITH HIS  -MSS.

BY THE MOB, IN THE MONTH OF JUNE 1780.

1.
So then—the Vandals of our ifle, -
Sworn foes to {enfe and law,
Have burnt to duft a nobler pile
Than ever Roman {aw !

IL.
And Muxray fighs o'er Pope and Swift,
And many a treafure more,
The well-judg'd purchafe and the gift
That grac’'d his letter'd ftore.

1IL.
Their pages mangled, burnt, and torn,
The lofs was /s alone;
But ages yet to come fhall mourn

The burning of /Zs own.
' T 2



270 BURNING LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY.

ON THE SAME.

I.
WaEN wit and genius meet their doom
In all devouring flame,

They tell us of the fate of Rome,
- And bid us fear the fame.

II.
O'er Murr2Y's lofs the mufes wept,
They felt the rude alarm,
Yet blefs'd the guardian care that kept
His facred head from harm.

I11.
There mem'ry, like the bee that’s fed
From Flora’s balmy fiore,
The quinteflence of all he read
Had treafur'd up before.

IV.
The lawlefs herd, with fury blind,
Have done him cruel wrong ;
The flow'rs are gone—but ftill we find _
The honey on his tongue,



NYPOCRISY DETECTED, 277

THE

LOVE OF THE WORLD REPROVED;

OR,

HYPOCRISY DETECTED*,

Tuus {ays the prophet of the Turk-——
Good muflulman, abftain from pork;
There is 4 part in ev'ry {wine

No friend or follower of mine

May tate,’whate’er his inclination,
On pain of excommunication.

Such Mahomet's myfierious charge,
Aud thus he left the point at large,
Had he the finful part exprels'd,
They might with fafety eat the reft;
But for one piece they thought it hard
From the whole hog to be debarr'd,
And fet their wit at work to find
What joint the prophet had in mind.

* [t may be proper to inform the reader that this piece has
already appeared in print, having found its way, though with
fome unneceffary additions by an unknown handy into the Letds
Journal, without the author’s privitys

&



275 HYPOCRISY DETECTED.

Much controverfy ftraight arofe—
Thefe choofe the back, the belly thofe;
By fome ’tis confidently faid

He meant not to forbid the head;
While others at that doCtrine rail,

And pioudly prefer the tail.

Thus, confcience freed from ev'ry clog,
Mahometans eat up the hog.

You Jaugh—"tis well.—The tale applied
May make you laugh on t'other fide,
Renounce the world—the preacher cries.
We do—a multitude replies.

W hile one as innocent regards

A fnug and friendly game at cards;

And one, whatever you may fay,

Can fee no evil in a play;

Some love a concert, or a race;

And others—fhooting, and the chafe.
Revil'd and lov'd, renounc'd and follow'd,
Thus, bit by bit, the world 15 {wallow'd;
~ Each thinks his neighbour makes too free,
Yet likes a flice as well as he;

With fophiftry their {auce they {weeten,
Till quite fiom tail to {fnout 'tis eaten.
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THE LILY AND THE ROSE.

THE LILY AND THE ROSE.

; L

Tae nymph mutt lofe her femalc frlend

If more admir'd than the—
But where wﬂ_l fierce contention end,
It flowers can difagree

IT.
Within the garden’s peaceful fcene

Appeard two lovely foes,
Afpiring to the rank of queen—
The Lily and the Rofe.

1L
The Rofe foon redden’d into rage,

And, {welling with difdain,
Appeal’d to many a poet’s page
To prove her right to reign,

1V,

'The Lily's height befpoke command— - -

A fair imperial flow'r ;

She feem'd defign’d for Flora’s hand, | ._

The fceptre of her pow'r.

279



280 IDEM LATINE REDDITUM.

V.
This civil bick’ring and debate
The goddefs chanc'd to hear,
And flew to fave, ere yet too late,
The pride of the parterre—
VL.
Your's 15, the faid, the nobler hue,
And your’s the flatelier mien ;
And, till a third furpafies you,
Let each be deem'd a queen.
VII.
Thus, footh'd and reconcil'd, each fecks
The faireft Britith fair;
The feat of empire is her cheeks,
They reign united there,

IDEM LATINE REDDITUM.

I.
Hevu inimicitias quoties parit zmula forma,
Quam raro pulchra, pulchra placere poteft ?
Sed fines ultra folitos difcordia tendit,
Cum flores ipfos bilis et ira movent.



IDEM EATIN® REDDITUM. 281

11,
Hortus ubi dulces praebet tacitofque receflizs,

Se rapit in partes gens animofa:duas-;
Hic fibi regales Amarylhs candida cultds,
Illic purpureo vindicat ore Rofa.

i1
Ira Rofam et meritis quafita foperbia tangunt,

Mnuitaque ferventi vix cohibenda fing,
Dum fibi fautorum ciet undique nomina vatim,

Julque fuum, multo carmine fulta, probat,

1V.
Altior emicat illa, et celfo vertice nutat,

Ceu flores inter nopn habltura parem,
Faftiditque alios, et nata videtur in ufis

Imperii, fceptrum, Flora quod ipfe gerat.
V.

Nec Dea non fenfit civilis murmura rixz,
Cui curz eft pittas pandere ruris opes.

Deliciafque fnas nunquam non prompta tueri,
Dum licet et locus eft, ut tueatur, adeft.

VL
Et tibi forma datur procerior omnibus, inquait,

Et tib1, principibus qui folet effe, color,
Et donec vincat quaedam formofior ambas,
Et tibi reginz nomen, et efto tibi.



282 THE -NIGHTINGALE

VII.
His ubi fedatus furor eft, petit utraque nympham,
Qualem inter Veneres Anglia fola parit ;
Hancpenésimperiumeft,nihil optantamplius;hujus
Regnant in nitidis, et fine lite, genis.

THE

NIGHTINGALE axo GLOW-WORM,

A NIGHTINGALE, that all day long
Had cheer'd the village with his {ong,
Nor yet at eve his note fnfpended,
Nor yet when eventide was ended,
Began to feel, as well he might,

The keen demands of appetite ;
When, looking eagerly around,

He f{pied far off, upon the ground,

A fometiaing fhining in the dark,

And knew the glow-worm by his fpark ;
So, ftooping down from hawthorn top,
He thought to put him in his crop.
The worm, aware of his intent,
Harangu'd him thus, right eloquept—-;



AND ‘GLOW-W ORM. 283

Did you admire my lamp, quoth he,
As much as I your minﬂrelf},
You would abhor to do me wrong,
As much as I to{poil your fong; SR
For ‘twas the felf-fame pow'r divine
Taught you to fing, and me to fhine;
That you with mufic, I with light,
Might beautify and cheer the night.
The fongfter heard his fhort oration,
And, warbling out his approbation,
Releas'd him, as my flory tells,
And found a fupper fomewhere elfe;
Hence jarring {eCaries may learn
Their real int’reft to difcern;
That brother thould not war with brother,
And worry and devour each other; l
But fing and fhine by {fweet confent, -
Till life’s poor tranfient night is {pent,
Refpecting in each: other’s cafe
The gifts of nature and of grace. -
Thofe Chriftians befl deferve the name
Who ftudioufly make peace their aim;
Peace, both the duty and the prize-
Of him that creeps and him that flies.
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VOTUM

O MATUTINI rotes, aurzque falubres,

O nemora, et letz rivis felicibus herbz,
Graminei colles, et aman= in vallibus umbraz!
Fata modo dederint quas olim: in rure paterno
Delicias, procul arte, procul formidine novi,
Quam vellem ignotus, quod mens mea {emper

avebatf,

Ante larem proprium placidam expectarefenedtam,
Tum demum, exa&is non infeliciter annis,

Sortiri tacitum lapidem, aut fub cefpite condi!

ON A GOLDFINCH

STARVED TO DEATH 1IN HIS CAGE,

1.
Tinme was when I was free as air,
The thiftles downy {feed my fare,
My drink the morning dew;
I perch'd at will on ev'ry {pray,
My form genteel, my plumage gay,
My firains for ever new,
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L
But gaudy plumage, fprightly firain,
And form genteel, were all in vain,
And of a tranfient date s

For, caught and cag'd, and flarv'd to death,

In dying fighs my little breath
Soon pafs'd the wiry grate.

II.
Thanks, gentle fwain, for all my woes,

And thanks for this effeftual clofe
And cure of ev'ry ill!

More cruelty could none exprefs;

And I, if you had thown me lefs,
Had been your pris'ner fiill.

286

THE PINE-APPLE AND THE BEE,

TxE pine-apples, in triple row,
Were bafking hot, and all in blow;
A bee of moft difcerning tafte

Perceiv'd the fragrance as he pafs'd,
0 .
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On eager wing the fpoiler came,

And fearch’d for crannies in the frame, .-

Urg'd his attempt on ev'ry fide, - -

To ev'ry pane his trunk applied;. ... .-

But fiill in vain, the frame was tight,. . -

And only pervious to the light;:-

Thus having wafted half the.day, -

He tnmm’d his flight another way,
Methinks, I faid, in thee I find

The fin and madnefs of. mankind.

To joys forbidden man afpires,

Confumes bis foul with vain defires;

Folly the {pring of his purfuit,

And difappointment all the fruit.

While Cynthio ogles as fhe péﬁ‘es |

The nymph between two chariot glaffes,

She is the pine-apple, and he

The filly unfuccefsful bee.

The maid, who views with ﬁehﬁl}e air

The thow-glafs fraught with glitt'ring ware,

Sees watches, bracelets, -rir'lgs*, and lockets,

But fighs at thought of empty pockets;

Like thine, her appetite is keen,’

But ah, the cruel glafs between !
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Our dear delights are often fuch;
Expos'd to view, but not.to touch: -
The fight our foolith ‘heart inflames, -
We long for pine-apples in frames:
With hopelefs with one léoks and lingers ;
One breaks the glafs, and cuts his fingers s
But they whom truth and ‘wifdom lead;
Can gather honey from'a weed. "

I

F - '| "

HORACE. Boox the 2d. Obk the 10th.

L.

Recewve, dear friend, the truths I teach,
So thalt thou live i:)eyond the reach

Of adverfe Fortune’s pow'r;
Not always tempt the diflant deep,
Nor always timoroufly cref;p:

Aloﬁg the treach’rous fhore. |

4 L

He, that holds faft the golden mean,
And lives contentedly between

The little and the great,

e
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Feels not the wants that pinch the poor,
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door,
Imbittring all his fiate, ’
1H.
The talleft pines feel moft the pow'r
Of wintry blafts; the loftieft tow'r
Comes heavieft to the ground ;
The bolts, that {pare the mountain’s fide,
His cloud-capt emtnence divide,
And {pread the ruin round.
IV.
The well-inform’d philofopher
Rejoices with an wholefome fear,
And hopss, in {pite of pain;
If winter bellow from the north,
Soon the {weet {pring coraes dancing forth,
And nature laughs again:. |
V.
"‘What 1if thine heav’'n be overcaft,
The dark appearance will not laft;
Expe& a brighter 1ky.
"The God that finngs the filver bow
Awakes fomefimes the mufes foo,
And lays his arrows by.
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VI,
If hindrances obftru& thy way,
Thy magnanimity difplay,

And let thy firength be feen;
But oh! if Fortune fill thy f{ail
With more than a propitious gale,

Take half thy canvafs in.

A REFLECTION -

ON THE FOREGOING ODE,

Axp 1s this all? Can reafon do no more

Than bid me fhun the deep ind dread the {hore?
Sweet moralift! afloai on life’s rough fea,

The Chriftian has an art unknown to thee:

He holds no parley with unmanly fears;

Where duty bids he confidently fieers,

Faces a thoufand dangers at her call,

And, trufting in his Gﬂd, fufﬁlounts’them'all.

VOL, I. - U
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TRANSLATIONS FROM VINCENT BOURNE,

I. THE GLOW-WORM.

I..
BeneaTH the hedge, or near the fiream,
A worm is known to firay;
That thows by night a lucid beam,
Which difappears by day.
11,
Difputes have been, and fiill prevail,
From whence his rays proceed;
Some give that honour to his tail,

And others to his head.
i III-

Bat this is fure—the hand of might,
That kindles up the fkies,
Gives %im a modicum of light
Proportion'd to his fize.
IV.
Perhaps indulgent nature meant,
By fuch a lamp beftow'd,
To bid the travller, as he went,
Be careful where he trod:
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V.
Nor cruth a worm, whofe ufeful hight
Might ferve, however finall,

To fhew a ftumbling ftone by night,
And fave him from a fall.
VL.
Whate'er the meant, this truth divine
Is legible and plain, |
'Tis pow'r almighty bids him fhine,
Nor bids him thine in vain,
VII.
Ye proud and wealthy, let this theme
Teach humbler thoughts to you,
Since fuch a reptile has its gem,
And boafts its fplendour too.

II. THE JACKDAW.,

Il
THERE is a bird who, by his coat,

And by the hoarfenefs of his note,
Might be fuppos'd a crow;
" U2
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A great frequenter of the church,.
Where, bifhop-like, he finds a perch,
And dormitory too.
II.
Above the fteeple thines a plate,
That turns and turns, to indicate
From what pont blows the weather,
Look up—your brains begin to {wim,
"T1s 1n the clouds—that pleafes him,
He choofes it the rather.

I1I.
Fond of the fpeculative height,

Thither he wings his airy flight,
And thence {fecurely fees
The buftle and the raree-thow
That occupy mankind below,
Secure and at his eafe.
IV.

You think, no doubt, he fits and mufes
On fuature broken bones and bruifes,
If he {hould chance to fall.
No; not a fingle thought like that
Employs his philofophic pate,
Or troubles 1t at all.
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V.
He fees, that this great roundabout—

The world, with all its motley rout,
Church, army, phyfic, law,

Its cuftoms, and its bus'nefles,

Is no concern at all of hs,

And fays—what fays he ’—Caw.

VI,
Thrice bappy bird! I too have feen
Much of the vanities of men ;
And, fick of having {een ‘em,
Would cheerfully thefe limbs refign
For {uch a pair of wings as thine,
And fuch a head between 'em.

III. THE CRICKET,

1.
Lirrre inmate, full of mirth,
Chirping on my kitchen hearth,
Wherefoe'er be thine abode,
Always harbinger of good,

203
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Pay me for thy warm retreat
With a fong more foft and fweet ;
In return thou fhalt receive

Such a firain as I can give.

II.
Thus thy praife fhall be expreft,
Inofienfive, welcome gueft |
While the rat 1s on the {cout,
And the moufe with curious {nout,.
With what vermin elfe infeft
Ev'ry difh, and {poil the beft;
Frifking thus before the fire,
Thou haft all thine heart’s defire.

I11.
Though in voice and fhape they be
Form'd as if akin to thee,

Thou furpaffeft, happier far,
Happiefl grafshoppers that are;
Thetr’s 1s but a fummer’s {ong,
Thine endures the winter long,
Unimpair'd and fhrill and clear,
Melody throughout the year.
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IV,
Neither night, nor dawn of day,
Puts a period to thy play:
Sing then—and extend thy fpan
Far beyond the date of man.
Wretched man, whofe years are fpent
In repining difcontent,
Lives not, aged though he be,
Half a fpan, compar'd with thee.

'_""""*———

V. THE PARROT.

I.
In painted plumes fuperbly-dreft,
A native of the gorgeous eaft,
By many a billow toft;
Poll gains at length the Britith fhore,
Part of the captain’s precious ftore—s
A prefent to his toaft.

IL
Belinda’s maids are foon preferr'd

To teach him now and then a word,
As Poll can mafter it

.

205
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But "tis her own important charge
To qualify him more at large,
And make him quite a wit.
IIL,
Sweet Poll! his doating miftrefs cries,
Sweet Poll! the mimic bird replies,
And calls aloud for fack.
She next inftru&ts him in the kifs;
"Tis now a little one, like Mifs,
And now a hearty {fmack.
1V.
At firfl he aims at what he hears;
And, lift'ning clofe with both his ears,
Juft catches at the found;
But f{oon articulates aloud,
Much to th' amufement of the crowd,
And ftuns the neighbours round.
V.
A querulous old woman’s voice
His hum’rous talent next employs—
He {colds and gives the lie.
And now he fings,- and now is fick—
Here Sally, Sufan, come, come quick;

Poor Poll is like to die!
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VI.
Belinda and her bird ! ’tis rare

To meet with fuch a well match'd pair,
The language and the tone,

Each charalter in ev'ry part

Suftain’d with fo much grace and art,
And both in unifon.

VII,
When children firft begin to fpell,

And ftammer out a {yllable,
We think them tedious creatures ;
But difficulties foon abate, -
When birds are to be taught to prate,
And women are the teachers,

v

THE SHRUBBERY.

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION.

1,
On, happy fhades—to me unblefi !

Friendly to peace, but not to me!
How ill the fcene that offers reft,
And heart that cannot reft, agree!

b
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nl
This glafly fiream, that fpreading pine,

Thofe alders quiv'ring to the breeze,
Might footh a foul lefs hurt than mine,

And pleafe, if any thing could pleafe.

IIII

But fix'd unalterable care
Foregoes not what fhe feels within,

ghows the fame {adnefs ev'ry where,
And fiights the feafon and the {cene..

1V.

For all that pleas'd in wood or lawn,
While peace poflefs'd thefe filent bow'rs,
Her animating {mile withdrawn,
Has loft its beauties and its pow'rs.

V.

The faint or moralift thould tread
This mofs-grown alley, mufing, flow;
They feek, like me, the fecret {hade,
But not, like me, to nourith woe!



THE WINTER NOSEGAY.

VI.
Me fruitful {cenes and profpeéts wafte

Alike admonifh not to roam
Thefe tell me of enjoyments paf,
And thofe of forrows yet to come,

THE WINTER NOSEGAY.

I.
WaaT nature, alas! has denied
To the delicate growth of our 1fle,
Art has 1n a meafure fupplied,
And winter is deck’d with a fmile,
See, Mary, what beauties I bring
From the fhelter of that funny fhed,

299

Where the flow’rs have the charms of the fpring,

Though abroad they are frozen and dead.

I1.
"Tis a bow'r of ‘Arcadian {weets,
Where Flora is ftill in her prime,
A fortrefs, to which the retreats
From the cruel affaults of the clime.
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While earth wears a mantle of {now,
Thefe pinks are as freth and as gay

As the faireft and fweeteft that blow
On the beautiful bofom of May.

111,

See how they have fafely furviv'd
The frowns of a {ky fo fevere;

Such Mary’s true love, that has hiv'd
Through many a turbulent year.

The charms of the late blowing rofe
Seem grac'd with a livelier hue,

And the winter of {forrow beft thows
The truth of a friend {ueh as you.,

MUTUAL FORBEARANCEL

NECRSSARY TO THE HAPPINESS OF THE MARRKRIEPR
STATE.

Tae lady thus addrefs'd her-fpoufe—
What a mere dungeon is this houfe !

By no means large enough; and, was it,
Y=t this dul! room, and that dark clofet—
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Thofe hangings, with their worn-out graces,

Long beards, long nofes, and pale faces—

Are fuch an antiquated fcene,

They overwhelm me with the fpleen!

Sir Humphry, thooting in the dark,

Makes anfwer quite befide the mark :

No doubt, my dear, I bade him come,

Engag’d myfelf to be at home,

And fhall expe him at the door

Precifely when the clock firikes four.
You are fo deaf, the lady cried,

(AAnd rais'd her voice, and frown'd befide)

You are {o fadly deaf, my dear,

What fhall I do to make you hear
Difmifs poor Harry! he replies;

Some people are more nice than wife—

Yor one flight trefpafs all this ftir?

What if he did ride whip and fpur,

"Twas but a mile—your fav'rite horfe

Will never look one hair the worfe.
Well, I proteft 'tis paft all bearing—

Child! I am rather hard of hearing—

Yes, truly—one muft fcream and bawl

I tell you, you can’t hear at all!
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Then, with a voice exceeding low,

No matter 1f you hear or no.
Alas! and is domeftic firife,

That fcreft 1ll of human life,

A plague {o little to be fear'd,

As to be wantonly incurr'd,

To gratify a fretfol paffion,

On ev'ry trivial provocation ?

The kindeft and the happieft pair

Will find occafion to forbear;

And fomething, ev’ry day they live,

To pity, and, perhaps, forgive.

But if infirmities that fall

In common to the lot of all—

A blemith or a fenfe impair'd—

Are crimes fo little to be fpar'd,

Then farewell all that muft create

The comfort of the wedded ftate;

Inftead of harmony, ’tis jar

And tomult, and intefhne war.

- The love that cheers life’s lateft ftage,
Proof againft ficknefs and old age,
Preferv'd by virtue from declenfion,
Becomes not weary of attention;
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But lives, when that exterior grace
Which firt infpir'd the flame decays.
'Tis gentle, delicate, and kind,

To faults compaffionate or blind,

And will with {ympathy endure

Thofe evils it would gladly cure:

But angry, coarfe, and harth expreflion
Shows love to be a mere profeflion ;
Proves that the heart is none of his,

Or foon expels him if it is,

TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON.

AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY,

I
Tue {wallows in their torpid fiate
Compofe their ufelets wing,
And bees in hives as idly wait
The cali of ear]j{ {pring.
6 ~
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I1.

The keeneft froft that binds the fiream,
The wildeft wind that blows,

Are neither felt nor fear'd by them,
dSecure of their repofe,

II1.

‘But man, all feeling and awake,
The gloomy fcene furveys; -

With prefent ills his heart muft ake,
And pant for brighter days.

IV,

Old winter, halting o'er the mead,
Bids me and Mary mourn;

But lovely {pring peeps o'er his heaﬂ,
And whifpers your return.

V.

Then April, with her fifter May,
Shball chafe him from the bow’rs,

And weave freth garlands ev'ry day,
To crown the fmiling hours.
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VL
And, if a tear, that fpeaks regret
Of happier times, appear,

A glimpfe of joy, that we have met,
Shall fhine, and dry the tear.

TRANSLATION OF PRIOR’S
CHLOE AND EUPHELIA.

L.
MERCJ;TOR, vigiles ociulos ut fallere pofiit,
Nomine fub fito trans mare mittit opes 3
Lené fonat liquidumque meis Euphelia chordis,
Sed folam exoptant te, mea vota, Chloe.

, 11.
Ad fpeculum ornabat nitidos Eupheha crines,
Cum dixit mea lux, heus, cane, fume lyram.
Nanique lyram juxta pofitam cum carmine vidit,
Suave quidem carmen dulcifonamque lyram,
VOL, I, ° X
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I{.
Fila lyre vocemque paro, {ufpiria furgunt,
Et mifcent numeris fmfirmirg meefta mgisy 7
Dumque tuz MEmorg lﬁifdés",‘fEuph:elia; formas,
Tota anima intered pentlet 1b-6re Chiges:” -
Subrabet illa pudore, et contrahit altera frontem,
Me torquet mea mens confcia, .pfallo, tremo.;
Atque Cupidines digit Dea ci-n'&a,coropa,
Hen! fallendi artem quam didice}:[e--p_ar,l}}gﬁ -

L

—

r b
L]
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BOADTICE A: -

TR

AN OD.R&E,..

I.-
WaEN the Britith warrior queen,
Bleeding from thé Roman rods,
Songht, with an iq@lg*?gqt fﬁign, |
Counfel of her country’s gods,



BOADICEW,

S |
Sage beneath the {preading oak .
Sat-the Druid, hoary chief;
Ev'ry burning word he.fpoke ..
Full of rage, and full of grief.
T, S 3
Princefs! if our aged cyes
Weep upon' thy’ matchlefs wron gs
"Tis bécatfe refenthient ties -

All the terrors of our tongues.

v

Rome fhall perith—write that word

In the blood that fhe has {pilt
Perith, hopelefs and abhorr'd,
Deep in ruin as in guilt,

V.

Rome, for empire far renown’d,
Tramples on a thonfand flates;

Soon her pride fhall' kifs the ground—

Hark! the Gaul 15 at hejf‘”ga'te"s '
X 2
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V‘I‘.‘ |
Other Romans {hallr _ar}fé, | ,_: ‘i- "
Heedlefs of a foldlers ngg?e : | n
Sounnds, not arms, ﬂmu f?_m the Pnzeﬂ- " .} ;; |
Harmony the path to fame, -
VH o N S T R 1Y Fe R
Then the progeny that {prings_ ... . ~,.i3

—

Armd with thunder, clad with;wings, =c:. .-

From the forefis of our land; . , .., . Sy
Shall a wider world command,

- VH L -
Regions Cafar never knew

Thy pofierity fhall {way,
Where his eagles.never. flew,

None invincible as they.

IX, .
Such the bard’s praphetic words,
Pregnant with 'éeleﬁi;_alf fire, . . e
Bending, as he fwept the chords . o
Of his {fweet but awfol lyre.- = . . ..~
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X.
She, with all a monarch’s prldc, | |
Felt them-in her bo['om glow: Yol -
Rufh'd to battle, tought and dled L
Dying, hurl d them at the foe. coe BT

S

XI,
Rufhans, pitilefs as proud,

Heav'n awards the vengeance duej::. =
Empire is on us beflow'd,: . = - ©iu. sl
Shame and. ruin wait for yom.::: # .10 g

2 T

HEROISM

. ;‘__ “1(" -:l. v ]-

S A
THERE was a time when Atna’s filent fire

Slept unperceiv'd, the mountain yet entire
When, confcious of no.danger:from below, -+ >
She tow’r'd a cloud-capt pyramid of fnow: - -«
No thunders fhook: with: deep.inteftine found .- -
The bloommo' groves that girdled her:around;
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Her un&uous olives, and her purple vines, .
{Unfelt the fury of thofe burfling mines) -
The peafant's hopes, and not 19 vam,. alfur'g, ;-
In peace upon her floping fides-matur'd. -+ ..
'When on a day, like that of .the laft doom,
A conflagration lab'ring in her womb,
She teem’d and heav’d with. an infernal birth,. .
That fhook the circling feas and folid earth. - -
Dark and voluminous. the vapoars-rife,
And hang their horrors in the-neighb’ring kies,:
While through the flygian veil that blots-the day,
In dazzling ftreaks, the vivid lightnings play..
Bat, oh! what mufe, and in what pow’rs of fong,
- Can trace the torrent as it burns along ?
Havoe and devaftation .in the'van, - *
It marches o'er the profirate works of man—~ - -
Vines, olives, berbage, forefts, difappear, -
And all the charms of a Sicthian year.
Revelving {eafons, fruitlefs as they pafs, -
See 1t an umpform'd and 1idle mals; _‘
Without a foil t invite the tiller’s care, - - .
Or blade that might redeem it from defpair, . °
Yet time at length (what will not time achieve ?}
Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce live.



HEROIS M 311

Once mote the fpiry myrtle crowns the glade, -
And ruminating flocks enjoy the fhade. . -~ -
Oh, blifs precarious, -and-unfafe retreats;"
Oh charming paradife of fhort-liv'd-fweets? - -
The felf-fame gale that wafts the fragrance round -
Brings to the diftant ear a fullén found ;-
Agaifi the mountain feels th’ imprifon’d foe; -
Again pours ruin on the vale below:: - |
Ten thoufand {wains the waﬁed‘feeﬂe’ deplbre;v %
That only future ages can reftore, -+ -»  *.
''Ye'monarchs, whom:the Jure of honotr draws,
Who write in blood the merits of yeur ¢caufe,
Who ftrike the blow, then plead yeur own de-
fenices— , L .
Glory your aim, bt juftice your-pretetice; - *
Behold in‘ /Etna’s emiblemiatic fites '
The milchiefs your ambitious-pride infpirest. -
Faft by the fiream that beunds your juftdomain,
And tells you where ye have a right to réign, - -
A nation dwells, not envious of your throne;
Studious of peace, their neighbours’, and their own.
Ill-fated race ! how deeply muft they ru¢ - a
Their only crime, viginity to you! =~ |

L
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The trumpet fouinds; -yoir degions {fwarm abroad;
Through the ripe harveft lies'their  deflin'd xoad;. -
At ev'ry ftep beneath:therr:-fect<they tread -~ ~.« »
The life of muftitudes; ‘@ nation’s bread) =0
Earth feems a garden in-its lovelieft drefsrei .-
Before them,-and behind:a‘wildernefs. - »oviy o°
Famine, and peftilence,’ her firfi-born:fofy ¢
Attend -to finith-what: the:fword. begtn;oq vind -
And, echoing praifes {fuchas.fiends might eard;"
And folly pays, refound at your returny. -+
A calm fucceeds<=but plenty; with her tramn!
Of heart-felt-joys, fucceeds. not-foon:dgain, ni¥;
And years-of pining indigence muft-thow /-
What {courges are the gods that rule below.::: .;
Yet man, laborious man, by flow degrees,
(Such is his thirft of opulence and eafe)
Plies all the finews of induftrious toil, -
Gleans up the refufe of the gen’ral fpoil,
Rebuilds the tow’rs that {mok’d upon the plamn,
And the fun gilds the {hining fpires again.
Increafing commerce and reviving art
Renew the quarrel on the conqu’rors’ part ;
And the {ad leflon muft be learn’'d once more,

That wealth within is ruin at the door.
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What:are ye; monarchs, laurel'd: heroes;: fay— -
But Aitnas of ‘the {uff’ring-world ye {way?. . .
Sweet nature; firipp'd-of -hier embroider'd robe; -
Deplores the:wafted:zegions-of - her globe;
And ftands a witnefs:at truth’s awful Bar,'
To prove you,- there, deftroyers as ye are. -
Oh, place me in:fome. heav'n ‘protedted ifle,
Where peace, :and. equity, ‘and freedom ﬁmle ,“ “
Where nmovolcano pours-his fiery flood, ,
No crefted warrior dips his plume in bloqd ;"
Whererpow'r fecures-what indufiry has wonis - -
Where:to fucceed is not to bé undene; "
A land that'diftant tyrants hate.in-vain,
In Britain's ifle, beneatha George’s reign!?

" = N

I .o
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THE POET, THE OYSTER, AND
SENSITIVE PLANT.

AN Opyfter, caft upon the fhore,

Was heard, though never heard before,

Complaining in a fpeech. well worded,.

Aind worthy thus to be recorded— -
Ah, haplefs wretch! condemn’d to dwell

For ever in my native fhell ;

Ordain’d to move when others pleafe,

Not for my own content or eafe ;

But tofs’d and buffeted about,

Now 7z the water and now oxz:

"T'were better to be born a ftone,

Of ruder fhape, and feeling none,

Than with a tendernefs like mine,

And fenfibilities {o fine !

I envy that unfeeling fhrub,

Faft-rooted againft ev'ry rub,

The plant he meant grew not far off,

And felt the fneer with {corn enough ;
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Was hurt, difgufied, mortified,
And with afperity replied.
When, cry the botanifts—and flare—
Did plants call'd fenﬁtitfe_grow there ?
No matter when—a poet’s mufe is
To make them grow juft where the choofes,
You, thapelefs nothing in a dith—
You, that are but almoft a fith—
I {corn your coarfe infinuation,
And have moft plentiful occafion
To wifh myfelf the rock I view,
Or {uch another dolt as you :
For many a grave and learned clerk,
And many a gay unletter'd fpark,
With curious touch examines me,
If I can feel as well as he; .
And, when I bend, retire, and fhrink; -
Says—Well, ’tis more than one would think}
Thus life is fpent (oh, fie upon’t 1)
In being touch'd, and crying—Don’t|
A poet, in his ev'ning walk,
O'erheard and check’d this idle talk.
And your fine fenfe, he {aid, and yousr's,
Whatever evil it endures,. .. .- . ..
© 8
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Deferves not, if {o foon offended,
Much to be pitied or commended.
leputes, though {hort are far too Iong,
Where both alike aré in' the Wrong ;
Your feelings, in their foll amount,
Are all upon your own account.
You, in your grotto-work enclos'dy -+ -
Complain of being thus expos'd ;
Yet nothing feel in that rough coat, . . ..,
Save when the knife is at'your throat, . ..\
Wherever driv'n by wind or tide, - ... 51,15 ¢
Exempt from ev'ry ill befide, JRSTLTS
And, as for you, my Lady Squeamlﬂm
‘Who reckon ev'ry touch a blemith;
If all the plants that can be found.
Embellifhing the fcene around -
Should droop and wither where they grow,
You would not feel at all—not you,
The nobleft minds their virtue prove
By pity, {fympathy, and love ;
Thefe, thefe are feelings truly fine,
And f:rove their owner half divine, -
His cenfure reach’'d them as he dealt

‘And each by fhrinking thow'd he felt it.
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)

'ON THE RECEIPT OF

MY MOTHER’S PICTURE

OUTTOF: NORFOLK: - : '
TAUSY T L L . o
THE GIFT OR MY, COUSIN ANN.BODHAM..
SR AR PSR B G RN Turvery
On that thofe lips had langtiage ! *Life has:pafs'd
With me but 'rb‘ﬁb‘hly fince' I-héard thee'laft,
Thofe lips are thine—thy own' {weet Tmiles I ek,
The fame that oft in.childhood folaceéd me;
Voice only fails, elfe, how ‘diftinét they fay, -
« Grieve not, my-child, chafe-all thy feais: hway‘“
The meek intelligence of- thofc dedr eyes
(Bleft be the art that: can immortalize; tii- 2.
The art that baffles time’s tyrannic claim -
To quench it) here fhines on mé'fiill- the fame.
Faithful remembrancer o6f one fo dear;"
Oh welcome gueft, though unexpeéted, here! -
Who bidd'ft me honour with an artlefs fang,
Affeétionate, a-mother loft {0-long. |
I will obey, not-willingly-alone, -~ - . :"':
But gladfy , as:the precept were her own;
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And, while that face renews my filial grief, |
Fancy fhall weave a charm for my relief—
Shall fteep me 1n Elyfian reverte,

A momentary dream, that thou art fhe.

My mother! whenIlearn'd that thou waft dead,
Say, waft thou confcions of the tears I fhed ?
Hoved thy fpirit o'er thy. forrowing fon, "
Wretch-even then, life's journey juft begun?"
Perhaps thou gav'ft me, thouo*h urfeen, 'a kifs; - -
Perhaps a. tear, if fouls can WEBP inblifs=— = -
Ah that materhal fmile! it anfwers—Yes; *' >
1 heard the bell tol’d on thy burial day,

I faw the Learfe that bore thee flow away, ™
And, turning from my nus’ ry window, drew'

A long, long figh, and wept a laft adiea ! °

But was it fach ?—It was.—Where thou art gone
Adiens and farewells are & found tnknown,
May I but meet thee on that peaceful thore, ‘-
The parting found thall pafs my lips no miore!
“Thy maidens griev'd themfelves at my concern n,* '
Oft gave me promife of a quick return, - =~
What ardently I wifh'd, I long believ'd,

And, difappointed ftill, was ftill deceiv'd;
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By difappointment every day beguil'd,

Dupe of zo-zzorrow even from a child.

Thus many a {ad to-morrow came and went, -

Till, all my ftock of .infant {orrow fpent,. .

I learn’d at laft fubmiffion to my lot,

But, though I lefs deplor'd thee, ne'er forgot. . -
Where once we dwelt ourname is heard nomorey

Children not thine have tfod_ my nurs’ry fioor;

And .Wl;iere the gard’ner Robin, day by: day,

Drew me to fchool aioqg tfle public wﬁy,

Delighted with my -bauble coach, and wrapt -

In {carlet mantie warm, and velvet:capt, .

"Tis now becomé a hiftory little known,

That qnéé we call'd the paft'ral houfe our aws.

Short liv'd poffeffion | -but the record fair,

That_mem’}y keeps of all thy kind_nefs:ihere,'

5till ‘oujtJ]ivcs _many a ftorm that has effac'd

A thou[’ﬁnd other themes lefs deeply trac'd.

Thy nightly vifits to my chamber made, ...

That Ehp;u: [ fght"ﬁ know me fafe and warmly laid;

Thy morniﬁg bounties ere I]left my home;

The bifcuit, or confeftionary plum ;

The fragrant waters on my cheeks beftow'd,

By thy.own hand, till frefh they fhone and glow'd:
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All this, and, more endearing fill than ali,
Thy conftant flow of love, that knew ne fall,
Ne'er roughen’d by thofe cataraéts and breaks
" That humeur interpos'd too often makes;
All this fiill legible in mem’ry’s page,
And ftill to be fo, to my lateft age,
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay
Such honours to thee as my numbers may;
Perhaps a frazl memorial, but fincere,
vot {corn'd in heayen, though little notic'd hére,

Could time, his flight revers'd, reftore the hours
When, playing with thy vefture’s tiffued flow’rs,
The violet, the pink, and jeflamine,
I prick’d them into paper with a pin,
{And thoa waft happier than myfelf the while,
Would'&tfoftly {peak,and firoke my head and {mile)
Could thofe few pleafant hours again appear,
Might one with bring them, would I wifh them

here ? .

I would not truft my heart—the dear delight
Seems fo to be defir'd, perhaps I might,—
But no~—what here we call our life is fuch,
So little to be loved, and thou fo much,
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That I thould: i requite thee:to conftrain
Thy ubbound fpirit into-bonds again. -~ -

Thou; asa gallant bark-from: Albion’s-coaft <
(The florms all weathet’d and the’ ocean‘crofs'd)
Shoots into port at.fomé well-haven’d ifle, ' -
Where fpices-breathé and brighter feafons:{mile,
There fits guieféent on the floods that thow - - -
Her beauteous form refle@ed clear below; -
While airs-impregnated with incenfe play - -
Around her, farining light hef ftreanets ‘gay; ,‘
Sothon, with: faﬂs hbw fmft' haﬁ *reslch’d the

Cfhore - T- et i
“« Where tempeits neverbeat ‘nor’ bﬂloWs rozﬂlr‘?‘"r .
And thy loved confort on-the dang'rous tide -
Of life, long fince, his anichor'd a“t‘thy*ﬁﬁe.fif
But ‘nie;-fearce hoping to attain that teft, =5 =
Always.from port withheld, always diftrefs'd—
Me howling winds drive devious, tempefl tofs'd,
Sails ript, feams op'ning wide, and compals loit,
And day by day fome-current’s thwarting force
Sets me more diflant from a profp’rous courfe.

i.:: Gf'?th' .
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But oh the thought, that thou art fafe, and he!
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me.
My boatt is not that I deduce my birth

From loins enthron'd, and rulers of the earth ;
But higher far my prond pretenfions rife—
The fon of parents pafs'd into the fkies.

And now, farewell—time, unrevok'd, has run
His wonted courfe, yet what I wifl'd is done,
By contemplation’s help, not fought in vain,
I feem t’ have liv’d my childhood o'er again;
To have renew'd the joys that once were mine,.
Without the fin of violating thine;

And, while the wings of fancy flill are free,
And I can view this mimic thew of thee,

Time has but half fucceeded in his theft——
Thyfelf removed, thy power to foothe me left.
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TO THE

REV. WILLIAM CAWTHORNE UNWIN.

I.
UNWIN, I thould but ill repay
The kmdnefs of a frlend o
\Vhol'e worth deferves as warm a lay .
As ever fr 1end1h1p penna,
Thy name omitted in a page
That would reclaim a vicious age.

II.
An union form'd, as mine with thee,
Not rafhly, or in fport, |
May be as fervent in degree,
And faithful in its fort,

And may as rich 1n comfort prove,
As that of true fraternal love.

I11.
The bud inferted in the rind,
The bud of peach or rofe,
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Adorns, though diff nng in its kind,
The ftock whereon it grows,

With flow’r as fweet, or fruoit as fair,

As if produc’'d by nature there.

IV,
Not rich, I render what I may—
1 {eize thy name in hafte,
And place 1t 1n this firft effay,
Left this thould prove the lait.
"Tis where it thould be—in a plan
That holds in iew the good of man.

V.

The poet’s lyre, to fix his fame,
Should be the poet’s heart ;-
Affeftion lights a brighter flame

Than ever blaz'd by art.
No mufes on thefe lines attend,
I fink the poet in the friend.

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME,
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