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ADVERTISEMENT.

T'ue hiftory of the following produion is briefly
this :—A lady, fond of blank verfe, demanded a
poem of that kind from the author, and gave him
the Sora for a {ubjet. He obeyed ; and, having
much leifure, conne@ed another {ubjeé&t with it 3
and, purfuing the train of thought to which his
- fituation and turn of mind led him, brought forth

at length, inftead of the trifle which he at firft
intended, a ferious affair—a Volume !

In the Poem on the fubje& of Education, he

would be very forry to ftand fufpe@ed of having
aimed his cenfure at any particular fchool. His
obje@ions are fuch as naturally apply themfelves -
to chools in general. If there were not, as for
the moft part there is, wilful negle& in thofe who -
manage them, and an omiffion even of fuch difci-
pline as they are fufceptible of, the objedls are yet
A2



IV ADVERTISEMENT,

too numerous for minute attention; and the aching
hearts of ten thoufand parents, mourning under the
bittereft of all difappointments, atteft the trath of
the allegation. His quarrel, therefore, 1s with the
mifchief at large, and not with any particular in-
flance of 1it.
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ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST BOOK.

Hifborical deduction of [eats, from the flool 2o the Sofa,
— A School-boy's ramble.~=A walk in the countr,
—The fcene defcribed.~—~Rural founds.as well a
Sights delightful — Another walk.—Miflake con.
cerning the charms of [folitude corrected.—Colon-
nades commended,—Alcove, and the view fron: i,
—Te wildernefs.—The grove—The threfher.—
T#e neceffity and the benefits of eéxercife.~Tle
works of nature fuperior to, and in fome inflances
mimitable by, art.—The wearifomenefs of what i
comnzonly called a life of pleafure,—Change of fcen:
Jometimes expedient ~—A common defcribed, and the
charaller of crazy Kate mtraduced.—Gipfies—
The bleffings of civilized life.~That flate mo
Javourable to wvirtue.—The South Sea iflanders
compaffionated, but chiefly Omai.—His prefent flate
of mind fuppofed —Civilized life friendly to virtue,
but not great cities—Great cities, and London
particular, allowed their due praife, but cenfured
—Fete champetre—The book concludes with a
reflection on the fatal effeds of 'Jfﬂ!}baz‘fan and eff¢-

minacy upon our public meafures.




THE TASK

BOOK L

THE SOF¥A,

I siwe the Sora. I, who lately fang

Truth, Hope, and Chanty *, and touch’d with awe
The folemn chords, and with a trembling hand,
Efcap'd with pain from that advent'rous flight,
Now feek repofe npon an humbler theme;

The theme though humble, yet auguft and prond
Th’ océaﬁon—-—for the Fair commands the fong.

Time was, when clothing fumptuous or for ufe,
Save their own painted fkins, our fires had none,
As yet black breeches were not ; fatin fmooth,

¥ ‘Sce Poems, vol. 1.
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2 THE TASK. BOOK 1.

Or velvet foft, or plufh with fhaggy pile:

The hardy chief upon the rugged rock

Walih'd by the fea, or on the gravly bank
Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud,
Fearlefs of wrong, repos'd his weary firength,
Thofe barb'rous ages paft, {ucceeded next

The birth-day of invention; weak at firft,
Dull in defign, and clomiy to perform.
Joint-ftools were then created ; on three legs
Upborn they flood. Three legs upholding firm
A mafly {lab, in fafhion {quare or round.

On fuch a fiool immortal Alfred {at,

And fway'd the fceptre of his infant realms:
And fuch in ancient halls and manfions drear-
May fiill be feen; but perforated fore,

And drill'd in holes, the folid oak is found,

By worms voracious eating through and through.

At length a generation more refin’d
Tmprov'd the fimple plan; made three legs four,
Gave them a twifted form verm"iculaf,
And o'er the feat, with plenteons wadding. fiuff’d,
Induc'd a fplendid cover, green and blue,
Yellow and red, of tap'firy richly wrought
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And waven clofe; or needle-work fablime, - ¢ 77

There might yeifee the piony fpread wide, 1 o

The fu‘ll-b]nwn*rofé, the {hiepherd and his-lafs;.

Lap-dog atid lambkin with black fiaring eyes, . !

And parrots with twin cherries in their beak. - -
Now camethecanefrom India,{mooth and bright

With Nature'’s varnifh ; fever'd into firipes

That interlac’'d each other, thefe {fupplied

Of texture firm a lattice-work, that brac'd

The new machine, and it became a chair.

But reftlefs was the chair; the back ereét

Diftrefs'd the Weﬁry loins, that felt no eafe;

The flipp'ry feat betray'd the fliding part

That prefs'd it, and the feet hung dangling down,

Anxious in vain to find the diftant floor.

Thefe for the rich : the reft, whom fate had plac'd

In modeft mediocrity, content

With bafe materials, fat on well-tann’d hides,

Obdurate and unyielding, glafly {mooth,

With here and -there a tuft of crimfon yarn,

Or fearlet crewel, in the cufhion fixt; |

[f cufhion might be call’d, what harder feem’d

Than the firm oak of which the frame was form'd.

B 2



yl THE TASK. BOOK 1.

No want of timber then was felt or fear’d

In Albion’s happy ifle. The umber ftood
Pond'’rous and fizt by its own mafly weight.
But elbows ftill were wanting ; thefe, fome fay,
Aaq alderman of Cripplegate contrivd :

And {ome afcribe th’ invention to a prieft
Burly and big, and ftudious of his eafe,

Buf, rude at firft, and not with eafy flope
Receding wide, they prefs'd againft the ribs,
And bruisd the fide; and, elevated high,
Taught the rais'd fhoulders to invade the ears.
Long time elaps'd or e€'er our rugged fires
Complain’'d, though incommodiouily pent in,
And il at eafe behind. The ladies firft

‘Gan murmur, as became the fofter fex.
Ingenious fancy, never better pleas'd

Than when employ'd t’ accommodate the fair,
Heard the {weet moan with pity, and devis'd
The foft {ettee; one elbow at each end,

And in the midft an elbow it receiv'd,

United yet divided, twain at once.

So fit two kings of Brentford on one throne ;
And fo two citizens who take the air,

Clofe pack'd, and {mling, in a chaife and one.
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But relaxation of the languid frame,

By foft recumbency of outftretch'd limbs,
Was blifs referv'd for happier days. So flow -
The grewth of what is excellent; fo hard

1" attain perfetion in this nether world, -
Thus firft neceflity invented flools, |
Convenience next fuggefted elbow-chairs,

And luxury th' accomplifh’d sora latt.

The nurfe {leeps fweetly, hir'd to watch the fick,
Whom fnoring fhe difturbs.  As {weetly he
Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour
To fleep within the carriage more fecure,

His legs depending at the open door.

Sweet fleep enjoys the curate in his defk,

The tedious rector drawling o'er his head ;

And {weet the clerk below. But neither fleep
Of lazy nurfe, who fnores the fick man dead, =
Nor his who quits the box at midnight hour

To flumber in the carriage more fecure,

Nor fleep enjoy'd by curate in his defk,

Nor yet the dozings of the clerk, are fiveet,
Compar'd with the repofe the sora yields.
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Oh may I live exempted (while I live |
Guiltlefs of pamperd appetite obfcene)
From pangs arthritic, that infeft the toe
Of libertine excefs, The sora {uits
The gouty limb, ’tis true; but gouty limb,
Though on a sora, may I never feel:

For I have lov'd the rural walk through lanes -
Of grafly {warth, clofe cropt by nibbling fheep,
And {kirted thick with intertexture firm

Of thorny boughs; have lov'd the rural walk
O'er hills, throngh vallies, and by rivers’ brink,
E'er fince a truant boy I pafs’d my bounds
T" enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames;
And fill remember, nor without regret |
Of hours that forrow fince has much endear’d,
How oft, my fiice of pocket flore conium’d,
Still hung'ring, pennylefs and far from home,
I fed on {carlet hips and fiony haws,

Or blufhing crabs, or bernies, that 1mbofs

The bramble, black as jet, or floes anfiere.
Hard fare! but fuch as boyifh appetite
Difdains not; nor the palate, undeprav'd

By cuolinary arts, unfavry deems.

No sora then awaited my return;
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Nor sora then I needed. Youth repairs - -
His wafted fpirits quickly, by-long toil
Incurring -fhort fatigue ; and, though our years.
As life declines {peed rapidly away,

And not a year but pilfers as he goes -
Some-youtliful grace that age would gladly keep ,f
A tooth or auburn lock, and by degrees |
Their length and colour from the locks they fpare;
Th’ elaftic {pring of an unwearied foot |
That mounts the ftyle with eafe, or leaps the fence, |
That play of lungs, inhaling and again
Refpiring freely the freth air, that makes
Swift pace or fieep afcent no toil to me,
Mine have not pilfer'd yet; nor yet impair'd = -~
My relith of fair profpelt; fcenes that footh’d
Or charm'd me young, no longer young, I find
Still foothing, and of pow'r to charm me fill,
And witnefs, dear companion of my walks, .
Whofe arm this twentieth winter I perceive
Faft lock’'d in mine, with pleafure fuch as jove,
Confirm'd by long experience of thy worth
And well-tried virtues, could alone infpire—
Witnefs a joy that thou haft doubled long. =
Thoa know'ft my praife of nature mof: firidere, ' :
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And that my raptures are not COD_]I.II 'd-up -

To ferve occafions of poetic porap,. © : 4 .+ .
But genuine, and art partner of them:all.

How oft upon yon eminence our pace R
Has flacken'd to a paufe, and we have born.: - .
The roffling wind, {carce confcious that 1t blew, -
‘While admiration, -feeding at the eye,

And full unfated, dwelt upon the feene:

Thence with what pleafure have we. juft difcern’d
The diftant plough flow moving, and. befide - - .
His lab’ring team, that fwerv'd not from the track’
The fturdy fwain diminifh’'d to a boy! . -
Here Oulfe, flow winding through a level plain -
Of fpacious meads with.cattle {prinkled o'er,
Conduéls the eye-along his finuous courfe ..
Delighted. There, faft rooted in their bank,
Stand, never overlook’d, our favrite elms, - -
That {creen the herdfman’s folitary hut;
‘While far beyond, and overthwart the fiream
That, as with molten slafs, 1nlays the vale,
The {loping land recedes into the clouds s
Dilplaying on its varied fide the grace

Of hedge-row beauties numberlefs, {quare tow'r,
Tall fpire, from which the {found of gh;efful bells
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Juft undulates upon the Jift ning ear, e -
Groves, heaths, and {moking villages; remote.
Scenes muit be beautiful, which, -daily view'd,
Pleafe daily, and whofe novelty furvives’

I Long knowledge and the fcrutiny of years,

' Praife juftly due to thofe that I defcribe,

- Nor rural fights alone, but rural {founds,
“Exbilarate the fpirit, and reftore

The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds,
That {weep the fkirt of fome far-fpreading wood
Of ancient growth, make mufic not unlike ..

The dath of ocean on hls winding fhore,

And lull the {pirit while they fill the mind ;
Unnumber'd branchies waving 1n the blaft,

And all their-leaves faft flutt'ring, all at once.
Nor les compofure waits upon the.roar

Of diftant ﬂoods, or on the fofter voice

Of neighb'ring fountain, or of nlls that flip
'l‘hfough the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall
Upon loofe pebbles, lofe themfelves at length

In matted grafs, that with a livelier green
Betrays the fecret of their filent courfe.

Nature inanimate employs fweet founds,
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But animated aature fweeter ftill, -

To footh and fatisfy the human éar. -

Ten thoufand warblers cheer- the day, and one
The live-long night : nor thefe alone; whofe notes
Nice finger'd art muft emulate in vain, -

But cawing rooks, and kites that fwim-fublime:
In fiill repeated circles, fcreaming loud,

The jay, the pie, and év'n-the boding owl
That hails the rifing moon; have charms for me.
Sounds inharmonious in themfelves and harfh,
Yet heard in feenes where peace-for ever relgns,
And only there, pleafe hlghly for their fake,

Peace to the artift, whole ingeﬂious thou oht-
Devis'd the weather-houfe, that ufeful toy!
Fearlefs of humid air and-gathering rains,
Yorth fteps the man—an emblém of myfelft
More delicate, his tim'rous mate retires.

When Winter foaks the fields, and female feet,.l

Too weak to firuggle with tenacious clay,
Or ford the rivulets, are beft at home,

The tafk of new difcov'nies falls on me. L
At fuch a feafon, and with fuch a charge,:

Once went I forth ; and found, till then unknown,
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A cottage, whithet oft we fince. repair :

"Tis perch’d upon:the green-hill top; but clofe‘._
Environ'd with a ring of branching elms." * .-
That overhaiig the-thatch, 1tfelf unfeen-
Peeps at the vale below ; {o thick befet - @
With foliage of {uch dark redandant growth,.

I call'd the low-roof’d lodge the peafant's nefi:
And, hidden as it 1s, and far remote

From fuch unpleafing founds as haunt the ear - -

In village or 1n town, the bay of curs
Tnceffant, clinking bammers, grinding wheels,

And infants clam’rous whether pleas'd or pain'd, N

Oft have I wifh'd the peaceful covert mine.
Here, I have faid, at leaft I thould poffefs -
The poet’s treafure, filence, and indulge

The dreams of fancy, tranquil and fecure.
Vain thought ! the dweller in that fiill retreat
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords.

Its elevated {cite forbids the wretch .
To drink {weet waters of the cryftal well; -
He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch,

And, heav‘y-laden, brings his bev'rage home;
Kar fetch'd and little worth; nor feldom waits,
Dependant. on the baker’s punctual call,

IT

T r
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To hear his creaking panniers at the door,
Angry and fad, and his laft craft confum’d.
So farewell énvy of the peafant's nefl ]’

If folitude make fecant the means of life,
Society for me l—thou {eeming {weet,

Be fiill a pleafing obje® in my view;

My vifit fill, but never mine abode.

Not diftant far, a length of colonnade
Invites us. Monument of ancient tafie,
Now {corn’d, but worthy of a better fate.
Our fathers knew the value of a fereen
From fultry funs; and, in their thaded walks
And long-protra@ted bow’rs, enjoy’d at noon
The gloom and coolnefs of declining day.
'We bear our fhades about us; felf-depriv'd
Of other {creen, the thin umbrella {pread,
And range an Indian wafte without a tree.
Thanks to Benevolus ¥*—he fpares me yet
Thefe chefnuts rang’d in correfponding lines;
And, though bimfelf fo polifh'd, fiill reprieves
The obfolete prolixity of fhade.

#* John Courtney Throckmorten, Efg. of Wefton Underwood,
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Defcending now (but cautious, left too faft) .
A fudden fteep, upon 2 raftic bridge. = © .
We pafs a gulph, in'which the willows dip |
Their pendent boughs, ftoopingas if to drink, '
Hence, ancle-deep in mofs and flow’ry thyme,
We mount again, and feel at ev'ry ftep
Our foot half funk in hillocks green and foft,
Rais'd by the mole, the miner of the foil.

He, -not unlike the gréat ones of -mankind,
Disfigures earth-; and, plotting in the dark,
Toils much to earn-a monumental pile,
That may record the mischiefs he has done.

The fummit-gais'd, behold-the proud alcove
That crowns it! yet not all its pride {ecures
The grand retreat from injuries imprefs'd
By rural carvers, who with knives deface
The pannels, leaving an obicure, rude name, -
In c¢haradters uncouth, and {pelt amifs.

So firong the zeal t' immortalize himfelf
Beats in the breaft of man, that'ev'na few
Few tranfient years, won from th’ abyfs abhorr'd-
Of blank oblivion, feema glorious prize;
And even to a clown. Now roves the eye;
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And, pofted on this.fpeculative height, -

Exults in its.command. The theep-fold here

Pours out: its fleecy tenants o'er the glebe.

At firft, progreflive as a ftream, they feek : -

 'The middle field ; but, fcatter'd by degrees,

Each to his choice, foon whiten. all the land.

There, from the fun-burat bay-ficld, homeward
creeps o

The loaded wain; while, lighten'd of its charge,

The wain that meets it pafles fwiftly by;

The boorith driver leaning o'er his team

Vocif'rous, and impatient of delay.

Nor lefs attraltive 1s the woodland fcene,

Diverf:fied with trees of ev'rjf gi'owth,

Alike, yet various. Here the gray fmooth trunks

Of afh, or lime, or beech, diftinétly fhine,

Within the twilight of their diftant fhades

There, loft behind a rifing ground, the wood

Seems funk, and fhorten'd to its topmotft boughs.

No tree in all the grove but has its charms,

Though each its hue pecualiar; paler fome,

And of a wannith grey; the willow {uch,

And poplar, that with filver lines his leaf,

And ath far-firetching his umbrageous arm ;
8
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Of deeper green the elm; and deeper fill; " ..
Lord -of thé woods, the Iongfurviving:oak.f .
Some glofly:leav’d, -and thining in-the {un,
The maple; iand the beech of -aily nuts ‘
Prolific, and:the lime at dewy eve

Diffufing odours: nor unnoted pafs

The {fycamore, capricious 1 attire,

Now green, now tawny, and, ere autumn yet
Have chang’'d the woods, in {carlet honours bright.
D'er thefe, bat far beyond (a fpacious map

Of hill 'and*v'sﬂley interpos'd between),

Che Oufe, dividing the well-water'd land,
Now glitters in the fun, and now retires, . .

As bafhful, yet impatient to be feen.

Hence the declivity is ﬂlarpﬁand thort,
And fuch the re-afcent; between them weeps
A little naiad her impov'rith’d urn
All fammer long, which winter fills again.
[he folded gates would bar my progrefs now,
Jut that the * lord of this enclos’d demeine,
sommupicative of the good he owns,

#* See the foregoing note.
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Admits me to a fhare; the guiltlefs eye
Commits no wrong, nor waftes what it enjoys.
Refrething change! where now the. blazing fun!
By fhort tranfition we have loft his glare,

And ftepp'd at once 1nto a cooler clime.

Ye fallen avenues! once more 1 mourn

Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice

That yet a remnant of your race furvives.

How airy and how light the graceful arch,
Yet awful as the confecrated roof

Re-echoing pious anthems! while beneath

The chequer'd earth feems reftlefs as a flood
Bruth'd by the wind. So {portive is the Jight
Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance,
Shadow and funfhine intermingling quick,

And dark’ning and enlight’ning, as the leaves
Play wanton, ev'ry moment, ev'ry {pot.

And now, with nerves new-brac’d and fpirits
cheer'd,
We tread the wildernefs, whofe well-roll'd walks,
With curvature of flow and eafy fweep—
Deception innocent—give ample fpace

To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next;
6
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Between the upright fhafts of whofe tall elms
We may difcern the threfher ‘at his tafk;:" -
Thurip after thump refounds thé conftast flail;
That feems to fwing uncertain, and yet falls "
Full on the deftin’'d ear, Wide flies thé chaff,
The rufthng firaw fends up a frequent. mift:
Of atoms,- fparkling in the noon-day beain, ~
Come hitlier, ye that prefs your beds of down,
And fleep not : fee him fweating o'er his bread
Before he eats 1t.—"T'is the primal curfe,

But foften'd into mercy; made the pledge

Of cheerful days, -and hights without a groan.

By ceafelefs altion all that is fubfifis,
Conftant rotation of th’ unwearied wheel
That nature rides upon maintains her health,
Her beauty, ‘her fertility. She dreads
An inftant’s paufe, and lives but while fhe moves,
Its own revolvency upholds the world.
Winds from all quarters agitate the air,

And fit the limpid element for ufe,
Elfe noxious: oceans, rivers, lakes, and fireams,

All feel the frefh'ning impulfe, and-are cleans'd

By reftlefs undulation ;: ev'n the oak
YOL. II, C



Thrives by the rude concuffion of the ftorm :
He feems indeed indignant, and to feel

Th’ impreflion of the blaft with proud difdain,
¥rowning,
He held the thunder: -but the monarch owes
His firm ftability to what he fcorns— -
More fist below, the more difturb’'d above.
The law, by which all creatures elfe are bound,
Binds man the lord of all. Hingfélf derives

No mean advantage from a kindred caufe,

as if 1n his unconfcions arm

From firenuous toil his hours of {weeteft éafe.
The fedentary firetch their Jazy length

‘When cuflom bids, but no refrefhment find,
For none they need : the languid eye, the cheek
Deferted of its bloom, the flaccid, fhrunk,
And wither'd mufcle, and the vapid fou],
Reproach their owner with that love of reft

"To which he forfeits ev'n the reft he loves.

Not {uch th’alert and aftive. Meature life

By its true worth, the comforts it affords, .
And their’s alone feems wa_rthyiof the name,
Good health, and, its affociate in moft,

Good temper; {pirits prompt to undertake,

And not foon fpent, though in an arduous tafk;
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The pow’rs of fancy and firong thought are their's;
Ev'n age itfelf feems priveleg'd in them,

With clear exemption from its own defe@s.

A fparkling eye beneath a'wrinkled front

The vet'ran fhows; and, gracing a gray beard
With youthfunl {miles, defcends toward the - gravc
Sprlghtly, and old almoft without decay.

Like a coy maiden, eafe, when courted moft,
Fartheft retires—an idol, af whofe {hrine
Who oft'neft facrifice are favour'd léaft,
The love of Nature, and the fcenes fhe draws,
Is Nature’s dictate, Strange! therethould befound,
Who, {elf-imprifon’'d in their proud faloons,
Renounce the odours of the open field
For the unfcented fiftions of the loom ;
Who, fatisfied with only pencil’d fcenes,
Prefer to the performance of a God
Th’ inferior wonders of an artift’s hand !
Lovely indeed the mimic works of art;
But Nature's works far lovelier, 1 admire—-
None more admires—the painter's magic fkill
‘Who fhows me that which I fhall never i’ec,

Conveys a diftant country into mine,
C2
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Thrives by the rude concuffion of the ftorm
He feems indeed indignant, and to fee]
Thimpreflion of the blaft with proud difdain,
¥rowning, as if in his unconfcious arm

He held the thunder : “but the monarch owes
His firm ftability to what he fcorns— -
More fixt below, the more difturb'd above,
The law, by which all creatures elfe are bound,
Binds man the lord of all. Himfelf dexives
No mean advantage from a kindred caufe,
From ftrenuous teil his hours of fwceteﬁ é_afe.
The fedentary firetch their lazy length

When cuflom bids, but no refrefhment find,
For none they need : the languid eye, the cheek
Deferted of its bleom, the flaccid, {hrunk,
And wither'd mufcle, and the vapid fou],
Reproach their owner with that love of reft
Yo which he forfeits ev'n the reft he loves.

Not {uch th’ alert and a&ive. Meafure lifa

By its true worth, the comforts it affords,
And their’s alone feems worthy of the name.
Good health, and, its affociate in motft,

Good temper; fpirits prompt to undertake,
And not foon fpent, though in an arducus tafk;



BOOK L. THER SOFA. 19

The pow’ss of fancy and ftrong thought are their's;
Ev’n age itfelf {feems Priveleg'_d 1in them,

With clear exemption from its own defeés.

A fparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front

The vet’ran thows; and, gracing a gray beard
With youthful fmiles, defcends toward the gravc
Sprightly, and old almoft without decay,

Like a coy maiden, eafe, when courted moft,
Fartheft retires—an 1dol, af whofe fhrine
Who oft’neft {acrifice are favour'd léaft.
The love of Nature, and the fcenes the draws,
Is Nature's diCtate, Strange! there fhould befound,
Who, {elf-imprifon'd in their proud faloons,
Renounce the odours of the open field
For the unfcented fiGions of the loom ;
Who, fatisfied with only pencil’d fcenes,
Prefer to the performance of a God
Th' inferior wonders of an artift’s hand !
Lovely indeed the mimic works of art;
But Nature's works far lovelier, I admire—
None more admires—the painter's magic fkill
Who fhows me that which I fhall never fee,

Conveys a diftant country into mine,
C 2



‘20 THE TASK, BOOK 1.

And throws Italian light on Englith walls:
But imitative firokes can do no more

Than pleafe the eye—{weet Nature ev'ry fenfe.
The air {alubricus of “her lofty hills,
The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales,
And mufic of her woods—no works of man
May rival thefe; thefe all befpeak a pow'’r
Peculiar, and exclufively her own.

Beneath the open fky the {preads the feaft;
"T1s free to all—'tis ev'ry day-renew’d;
‘Who {corns it {tarves defervedly at home.
He does not fcorn it, who, imprifer’d long

In fome unwhoiefome dungeon, and a prey
To fallow ficknefs, which the vapours, dank

And clammy, of his dark abode have bred,
Efcapes at laft fo-liberty and light:

His cheek recovers-foon its healthful hue;

His eye relumines its extinguith'd fires;

He walks, he leaps, he runs—is wing'd with joy,
And riofs in the {weets of ev'ry breeze.

He does not {corn:it, who has long endur'd

A fever's agoniés, and fed on drugs.

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflam’d

With acrid falts; his very heart athirft
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To gaze at Nature in lier green array,
Upon the fhip's tall fide he ftands, poffefs'd
With vifions prompted by intenfe defire:

Fair fields appear below, fuch as he left

Far diftant, fuch as he would die to find—
He feeks: them headlong, and.is feen-no more..

The fpleen is feldom felt where Flora reigns ;
The low’ring eye, the petulance, the frown,
And fullen fadnefs, that o'erthade, diftort,

And mar the face of beauty, when no-caufe
For {fuch immeafurable woe appears,.

Thefe Flora banithes, and gives the fair
Sweet {miles, and bloom lefs tranfient than her own.
It is the conftant revolution, ftale

And taftelefs, of the fame repeated: joys,

That palls and fatiates, and makes languid life
A pedlar’s pack, that bows the bearer down.
Health fuffers, and the {pirits ebb ; the heart
Recoils from its own choice—at the full feaft
Is famifh’d—finds no mufic in the fong,

No fmartnefs in the jeft; and wonders why.
Yet thoufands flill defire to journey on,

Though halt, and weary of the path they tread..
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The paralytic;, who can hold her cards,

But cannot play them, borrows a friend’s hand
To deal and fhuffle, to divide and fort,

Her mingled fuits and fequences; and fits,
Speatrefs both and fpeQacle, a fad

And filent cypher, while her proxy plays.
Others are dragg’d into the crowded room
Between fupporters; and, once feated, fit,
Through downright inability to rife,

Till the flout bearers lift the corpfe again,
Thefe fpeak a lond memento. Yet ev'n thefe
Themfelves love life, and cling to 1t, as he
That overhangs a torrent to a twig.

They love it, and yet loath it; fear to die,
Yet fcorn the purpofes for which they live,
Then wherefore not renounce them? No—thedread,
The flavith dread of {olitude, that breeds
RefleGion and remorfe, the fear of fhame,
Aud: their invet’rate habits, all forbid.

‘Whom call we gay? That honour has been long
The boaft of mere pretenders to the name,
The innocent are gay—the lark is gay,
That dries hLis feathers, faturate with dew,
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Beneath the rofy clodd, while yét the beams

Of day-{pring overfhoot his humble neft.

The peafant too, a witnefs of his fong,

Himf{elf a {fongfter, is as gay as he.

But fave me from the gaiety of thofe

Whofe head-aches nal them to‘a noon-day bed ;
And fave me too from-théir’s whofe haggard eyes
Flath defperation, and betray their pangs

For property firipp’d off by cruel chance;

From gaiety that fills the bonés with pain,

The mouth with blafphémy, the heart with woe.

The earth was made {o various, that the mind
Of defultory man, ftudious of change,
And pleas’d with novelty, might be indulg’d.
Profpells, however lovely, may be feen
Till half their beauties fade; the weary fight,
Too well acquainted with their fmiles, flides off,
Faftidious, feeking lefs familiar {cenes. '
Then fuug enclofures in the fhelter'd vale, -
Where frequent hedges intercept the eye,
Delight us; happy to renounce awhile,
WNot fenfelefs of its charms, what ftill we love,
That {uch fhort abfence may eridear it more.
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‘Then forefts, or the {avage rock, may pleafe,
That hides the fea-mew in his hollow clefts
Above the reach of man. His hoary head,
Confpicuous many a league, the mariner,
Bound homeward, and in hope already there,
Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waift
A girdle of half-wither’d thrubs he thows,

And at his feet the baflied billows die.

The common, overgrown with fern, and rough
With prickly gorfe, that, thapelefs and deform’d,
And dang’rous to the touch, has yet its bloom,
And decks itfelf with ornaments of gold,

Yields no unpleaﬁﬁg ramble; there the turf
Smells frefh, and, rich in odorif’rous herbs
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the fenfe
With luxury of unexpetted {weets.

There often wanders one, whom better days
Saw better clad, in cloak of fatin trimm'd
With lace, and hat with {plendid ribband bound.
A ferving maid was fhe, and fell in love |
Vith one who left her, went to {ea, and died.
Her fancy follow’d him through foaming waves
To diftant fhores; and fhe would fit and weep
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At what a failor fuff'ersj fancy, too,

Delufive moit where warmeft withes are,.

Would df; anﬁcipa_te his glad return,.

And dream of tranfports the was not to know..

She heard the doleful tidings of his death—

And never fmil'd again! and now fher oams:

The dreary wafte; there fpends the livelong day,.

And there, unlefs when charity forbids,

The livelong night. A tatter'd apron hides,.

Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown.

More tatter'd fiill ; and both but ill conceal

A bofom heav'd with never-ceafing ﬁghéw

She begs an idle pin of all the meets, " | K

And hoards them in her fleeve ; but H"C§E1fé1: _fc_xp:‘I,‘,‘,

Though prefs'd with hunger oft, or comelier clothes,

Though pinch’'d with cold, afks never—Kate is
crazd | '

| I_fee'a column of flow rifing fmoke
O'ertop the lofty wood that fkirts the wild,
A vagabond and ufelefs tribe there eat

- Their miferable meal. A ketile, flung
Betw@en two poles upon a ftick traniverfe,
Receives the morfel—fleth obfcene of dog,
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Or vermin, or, at beft, of cock purloin’d

From his accuftom'd perch., Hard farning race!

They pick their fuel out of ev'ry hedge,

Which, kindled with dry leaves, juft faves un.
quench'd

The fpark of life. The {portive wind blows wide

Their flutt'ring rags, and thows a tawny fkin,

The vellum of the pedigree they claim.

Great ikill have they in palmiftry, and more

To conjure elean away the gold they touch,

Conveying worthlefs drofs into its place ;

Loud when they beg, dumb only when they fteal,

Strange ! that a creature rational, and caft

In human monld, thould brutalize by choice

His nature; and, though capable of arts

By which the world might profit, and himfelf,

Self-banifh’'d from fociety, prefer

Such {qualid {loth to honourable toil |

Yet even thefe, though, feigning ficknefs oft,

They fivathe the forehead, drag the limpirig limb;
And vex their flefh with artificial fores,

Can change their whine into a mirthful note
When fafe occafion offers; and, with dance,
And mufic of the bladder and the bag,
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Jeguile their woes, and make the woods refound.
such health and gaiety of heart enjoy

T'he houfelefs rovers of the fylvan world ;
And,breathing wholefomeair,and wand’ring much,
Need other phyfic none to heal th' effelts

Of loathfome diet, penury, and cold.

Bleft he, though undiftinguifh’d from the crowd
By wealth or dignity, who dwells {ecure,
Where man, by natuare fierce, has laid afide
His fiercenefs, having learnt, though flow to learn,
The manners and the arts of civil life.
His wants, indeed, are many; but {fupply
Is obvious, plac'd within the eafy reach
Of temp'rate wifhes and induftrious hands,
Here virtue thrives as in her proper {oil ;
Not rude and furly, and befet with thorns,
And terrible to fight, as when fhe fprings
(If e'er the {pring {pontaneouns) in remote
And barb'rous. climes, where violence prevails,
And ftrength:is lord of all; but gentle, kind,
By culture tam’d, by liberty refrefh'd,
And all her fruits by radiant truth matur'd,
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War and the chafe engrofs the favage whole;
War follow'd for revenge, or to fupplant

The envied tenants of fome happier {pot,

The chafe for {uftenance, precarious truft!
His hard condition with fevere confiraint
Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth

Of wifdom, proves a fchool in which he learns
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate,’

Mean felf-attachment, and fcarce aught befide,
Thus fare the thiv'ring natives of the north,
And thus the rangers of the weftern world,
‘Where it advances far into the deep,

Towards th’ antarftic. Ev'n the favour'd ifles,
So lately found, although the conftant fun
Cheer 2ll their {eafons with a gratefui {mile,
Can boaft but little-virtue ; and, inert
Through plenty, lofe in morals what they gain
In manners—victims of luxurious eafe,

Thefe therefore I can pity, plac'd remote
From all that fcience traces, art invents,

Or infpiration teaches; and enclofed

In boundlefs oceans, never to be pafs'd

By navigators uninformed as they,
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r plough’d perhaps by Britith bark again-+
E‘ut,- far béyond the reft, ‘and with moft caufc,‘
hee, gentle *favage! whom no love-of thee
br thine, but curiofity perhaps,
Dr elfe vain glory, prompted us to draw
orth from thy native bow’rs, te {how thee here
;Vith what {uperior {kill we can abufe
The gifts of Providence, and {quander life.
&he dream 1s paft; and-thou haft found again
Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams,
And homeftall thatch’d with leaves, But haft thou
, found
Their-former charms? And, having feen our fiate,
QOur palaces, our ladies, and our pomp
Of equipage, -our gardens, and our {ports,
And heard our mufic; are thy fimple friends,
:Thy-ﬁmple fare, and all thy plain delights,
As dear to thee as once? And have thy joys
Loft nothing by comparifon with our’s ?
Rude-as thou art, (for we return'd thee rude
And ignorant, except of outward thow)
I cannet think thee yet {o dull of heart

# Omiaz, LT
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And fpiritlefs, as never to regret

Sweets tafted here, and left as {foon as known.
Methinks T {ee thee ftraying on the beach,
And alking of the furge that bathes thy foot
If ever it has wafh'd our diftant fhore.” .

I {ee thee weep, and thine are honeft tears,

A patriot’s for his country: thou ar't‘fa_d

At thought of her forlorn and abje&t fiate,
From which no pow'r of thine can raile her up.
Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err,
Perhaps errs little when fhe paints thee thus.
She tells me, too, that duly ev'ry morn
Thou climb'ft the mountain top, with eager eye
Exploring far and wide the wat'ry wafte

For fight of fhip from England. Ev’ry {peck
Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale

With confli of contending hopes and fears.
But comes at laft the dull and dufky eve,

And {ends thee to thy cabin, well-prepar'd

To dream all mght of what the day denied,
Alas! expettit not. We found no bait

To tempt us 1n thy country. Doing good,
Difinterefted good, 1s not our trade.

We travel far, ’tis trae, but not for nought;

/
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s nd muft be brib’d, to compafs earth again,
By other hopes and richer fruits than your's.

{ But, though true worth and virtue 1a the mild
And genial foil of cultivated life
hrive moft, and may perhaps thrive only there,
¥V et not in cities oft: in proud and gay
And gain-devoted cities., Thither flow,
As to 2 common and moft noifome few'’r,
The dregs and feculence of ev'ry land.
In cities foul example on moft minds
Begets its likenefs. Rank abundance breeds
FIn grofs and pamper'd cities floth and luft,
| And wantonnefs and gluttonous excefs.
 In cities vice is hidden with moft eafe,
Or feen with leaft reproach ; and virtue, taught
By frequent lapfe, can hope no triumph there
 Beyond th’ achievement of fuccefsful flight.
I do confefs them nurs'ries of the arts,
In which they flourith moft ; 'where, in the beams
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye
Of public note, they reach their perfedt fize.
Such London 1s, by tafte and wealih proclaim’d
| “The faireft capital of all the world,
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By riot and incontinence the worft.

There, touch’d by Reynolds, a dull blank becoms
A lucid mirror, in which Nature fees
All her refle@ed features. Bacon there

.- *Gives more than female beauty to a fone,

And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips. -

Nor does the chiflel occupy alone

The pow'ss of fcudpture, but the ftyle as much;
Each province of her art her equal care.

'With nice inctfion of her guided ftecl

She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a foil
So flerile with what charms foeer the will,

The richeft {cen’ry and the lovelieft forms.
Where finds philofophy her eagle eye,:: -

‘With which fhe gazes at-yon-burning difk-
Undazzled, and dete&s and counts his fpots ?
In London : where her implements exal;, -
'With which fhe calculates, computes, and {cans,
All diftance, motion, magnitude, and now
Meafures an atom, and now girds a world ? .
In London. Where has commerce {uch a mart,
So rich, fo throng’d, fo drain’d, and. fo fupplied,
As London—opulent, enlarg’d, and ftill

Increafing, London? Babylén of old.: .« -
8
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Not more the glory of the earth than fhe,
A more accomplifh’'d world's chief glory now.

She has her praife. Now mark a fpot or two,
That {fo much beauty would do well to purge ;. »
And fhow this queen of cities, that fo fair
May yet be foul; fo witty, yet not-wife,-
It is not {feemly, nor of good report,.
That fhe is flack in difcipline ; more prompt
T’ avenge than to prevent the breach of law:
That fh 1s rigid in denouncing death
On petty robbers,. and induiges life
And liberty, and.oft-times honour too,
To peculators of the public gold :
That thieves:at home muft hang ; but he, that puts
Into his overgorg’d and bloated purfe
The wealth of Indian provinces, efcapes,
Nor 15 it well, nor can it come to good,
That, through profane and irfidel contempt
Of holy writ, the has prefum’d t’ annul
And abrogate, as roundly as {he may,
The total ordinance and will of God;
Advancing fathion to the poft of truth,
And cent’ring all authority in modes

VOL, I, D
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And cuftoms of her own, till {fabbath rites
Have dwindled into unrefpected forms,

And knees and haflocs are well-nigh divorc'd.

God made the country, and man made the towr
What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts
That can alone make {weet the bitter draught
That life bolds out to all, fhould moft abound
And leaft be threaten'd 1n the fields and groves:
Poflefs ye, therefore, ye, who, born about
In chariots and fedans, know no fatigue
But that of idlenefs, and tafle no {cenes
But {uch as art contrives, poflefs ye flill
Your element ; there only can ye thine;

There only minds like your’s can do no harm.
Our groves were planted to confole at noon
The penfive wand’rer in their thades. At eve
The moon-beam, fliding foftly in between
The fleeping leaves, is all the light they wifh,
Birds warbling all the mufic. We can fpare
The {plendour of your lamps; -;they but eclipfe
Our {ofter {atellite, Your fongs confound

Our more harmonious notes: the thruth depart:
Scar'd, and th’ offended nightingale is mute.
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here is a public mifchief in your mirth;

It plagues your country. Folly fuch as your's,

Grac'd with a fword, and worthier of a fan,
Has made, what enemies could ne'er have done,

Our arch of empire, ftedfaft but for you,
A\ mutilated ftru&ture, {oon to fall.

D2
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ARGUMENT OF THE SECOND BOOEK.

Reflections [uggefied by the conclufion of the former

book.—Peace among the nations recommended, on
the ground of their common fellowfhip in forrow,
—Prodigies enumerated.—Sicilian earthquakes. =
Alan rendered obnoxious 1o thefe calamities by fin.
—God tie agent in them.—The phibfophy tha
flops at fecondary caufes reproved.— Qur own late
mifcarriages accounted for.—Satirical notice taken
of our trips to Fontainbleau.—But the pulpit, ot
Satire, the proper engine of reformation.—Tle Re-
verend Advertifer of engraved fermons— Petit-
maitre parfon.—1 fe good preacher.~—Piclures of a
theatrical clerical coxcomb.—$ tory-tellers and jeflers
in the pulpit reproved.—Apofirophe to popular ap-
plaufe.— Retailers of ancient philofophy expoftulated
with—Sum of the whole matter—Effecis of fa-
cerdotal mifmanagement on the laity.—Their folly
and extravagance.~1Lhe nufchiefs of profufion.—
Profufion 1tfelf, with all iis confequent evils, af-
cribed, as to its principal caufe, 1o the want of dif-
cipline 1n the univerfities,
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THE TIME-PIECE.

1 for a'lodge in {fome vaft wildernefs,

ome boundlefs contiguity of fhade,
Vhere rumour of oppreffion and decett,
)f unfuccefsful or fuccefsful war,
Tight never reach me more. My ear 1s pain’d,
Ty foul 1s fick, with ev'ry day’s report
Of wrong and outrage with which earth is fill'd,
There is no fieth in man’s obdurate heart,
It does not feel for man; the nat’ral bond
Of brotherhood is fever'd as the flax
That falls afunder at the touch of firc.
He finds his fellow guilty of a {kin
iNot colour’d like his own; and, having pow'r
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T’ enforce the wrong, for fuch a worthy caufe
Dooms and- devotes him as:bis lawful prey.
Lands interfeted by a narrow frith

Abhor each other. Mountains interposid
Make enemies of nations, who had elfe,

Like kindred drops, been mingled into one.
Thus man devotes his brother, and deftroys;;
And, worfe than all, and moft to.be deplor'd,
As human nature’s broadefi, fouleft blot,
Chains him, and tafks-him, -and exalls his fweat
With firipes, that mercy, with a bleeding heart,
Weeps when fhe fees infliCted on a beaft,

Then what is man-? -And ‘what man, {eeing this,
And baving human feelings, does not blufh,
And bang bis head, to think himfelf a man?

I would not have a {lave to till my ground,

To carry me, to fan me while I {leep,

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth
That finews bought and fold have ever earn’d.
No: dear as freedom 15, and in my heart’s

Juft eftimation prizd above all price,

I had much rather be myfelf the flave,

And wear the bonds, than faften them on-him.

'We have no flaves at home.—Then why abroad?
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nd they themfelves, once ferried o'er the wave
That parts.us, are emancipate and leosd.
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; 4f their lungs
Receive our air, that. moment they are free;
They touch our.country, and their fhackles fall,
hat's noble, and befpeaks a.nation proud
And jealous of the blefling. Spread it then,
And Jet it circulate through.ev'ry vein
Ut all your empire; that where Britain's pow’r
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too.

Sure there is need of focial intercourfe,
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid,
Between the nations, in a world .that feemns

o toll the death-bell of its own deceafe,
And by the voice of all its elements
Yo preach the gen'ral doom*, When were the
winds
Let {lip with fuch a warrant to deftroy 2.
When did the waves fo haughtily oerleap
Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry?
Fires from beneath, and meteors + from above,

* Alluding to the calamities at Jamaica.
‘l‘ Auguﬂ: 18, 1?83|
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Portentous, unexampled, unexplain'd,

Have kindled beacons in the fkies; and th' old
And crazy earth has had her fhaking fits
More frequent, -and forgone her ufual reft.

Is it a time to wrangle, when the props

And pillars of our planet {feem to fail,

And Nature ¥ with a dim and fickly eye

To wait the clofe of all? But grant her end
More diftant, and that prophecy demands

A longer refpife, unaccomplith’d yet;

Still they are frowning fignals, and befpeak
Difpleafure in his breaft who {mites the earth
Or heals it, makes it languifh or rojoice.
And ’tis but {feemly, that, where all deferve
And fiand expos'd by common peccancy

To what no few have felt, there thould be peace,
And brethren in calamity fhould love.

Alas for Sicily! rude fragments now
Lie {catter’d where the fhapely column ftood.
Her palaces are duft. In all her fireets
The voice of finging and the {prightly chord

-* Alluding to the fog that covered both Europe and Afia during
the whole fummer of 1783, |
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re filent. Révelry, and dance, and thow
uffer a {fyncope and folemn paufe;

hile God performs upon the trembling ftage

f his own works his dreadful part alone.

ow does thé earth receive him >—With what figns
f gratulation and delight, bher king?
ours The not all her choiceft fruits abroad,

er fweeteft flow’rs, her aromatic gums,

ifclofing paradife where'er he treads.?
he quakes at his approach. Her hollow -womb,
onceiving thunders, through a-thoufand deeps
hd fiery caverns roars beneath his foot, °
he hills move lightly, and the mountains {moke,
or he has touch’'d them. From th’ extremeft point
f elevation down into th’ aby{s

is wrath is bufy, and his frown is felt.
he rocks fall headlong, and the vallies rife, -

he rivers die into offenfive pools,

nd, charg’d with putrid verdure, breathe a grofs
nd mortal nuifance into all the air.

hat-folid was, by transformation firange,

rows fiuid ; and the fixt and rooted earth,
ormented into billows, heaves and {wells,

r with vortiginous and hideous whirl
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Sucks dewn its prey infatiable. Immenfe
The tumult and-the overthrow, the pangs
- And agoenies of human and-of brate
‘Multitudes, fugitive on ev'ry fide,
And fugitive in vain, The fylvan fcene
Migrates uplifted-; and, with all its o1l
Alighting in far diftant fields, finds out
A new pofleflor, and {urvives the change.
Ocean has caught the frenzy, and, upwrought
To an enormous and o'erbearing: height,
Not by a mighty wind, but-by that voice
‘Which winds and waves obey, invades the thore
Refiftlefs. Never fuch a fudden flood,
Upridg'd fo high, and fent on fuch a charge,
Poflefs'd an inland fcene. 'Where now. the throng
That prefs'd the beach, and, hafty to depart,
Look’d to tke fea for fafety+ They are gone,
Gone with the refluent weve into the deep—
A prince with half his people! Ancient tow'ss,
And roofs embattled high, the gloomy fcenes
‘Where beauty oft and letter'd worth confume
Life in the unprodu@ive fhades of death, ..
Fall prope : the pale inhabitants come forth, .
And, happy in their unforefeen releafe ...

8
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rom all ‘the rigours’ of réftrairit; ‘enjoy ©
The terrors of the day that fets theri free.
Who then, that has thee, would not hold thee fa[{
Frcedom' whom they that: lofe thee fo regret

That ev'n 2 judgment,’ making way for thee,
Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy fakes

Such evil fin hath wrought; and fuch a flame
Kindled in heaven, that it burns down to earth,
And, in the furious inqueft that it makes-

On God's behalf; lays‘wafte his faireft works. -

The very elements, though each'be meant

The minifter of man, to {erve his wants,

Confpire againft him, With his breath he draws

A plague into his blood ; and cannot ufe - '

Life's neceflary means, but he muft die.

Storms rife t oerwhelm him: or, if ftormy
winds -

Rife not, the waters of the deep fhall rife,

And, needing none afliftance of the ftorm,

' Shall roll themfelves afhore, and reach him there.

The earth fhall fhake him out of all his holds,

 Or make his houfe his grave: nor {o content,

- Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood,
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And drown him in her dry and dufty gulphs.
‘What then !—were they the wicked above all,
And we the righteous, whofe faft anchord iile
Mov'd not, while their's was rock'd, like alight {kiff
- The fport of ev’ry wave? No: none are clear,

And none than we more guilty. But, whete all

Stand chargeable with guilt, and to the fhafts
Of wrath obnoxious, God may choofe his mark:
May punith, if he pleafe, the lefs, to warn
The more malignant. If he {par'd not them,
Tremble and be amaz'd at thine efcape,

Far guiltier England, left he fpare not thee!

Happy the man who fees a God employ'd
In all the good and 1ll that chequer life!
Refolving all events, with their effects
And manifold refults, into the will
And arbitration wile of the Supreme.

Did not his eye rule all things, and intend
The leaft of our concerns (fince from the leaft
The greateft oft originate); could chance

Find place in his dominion, or difpofe

One lawlefs particle to thwart his plan;

Then God might be furpris'd, and unforefeen -
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ontingence might alarm him, and difiurb

he {mooth and equal courfe of his affairs.

his truth philofophy, though eagle-ey’d
a nature's tendencies, oft overlooks; |

nd, having found bis inftrument, forgets,

r difregards, or, more prefumptuous fill,

enies the pow’r that wields it. God proclaims
is hot difpleafure againft foolith men,

hat live an atheift life : involves the heav’n

n tempefts; quits his gra{p upon the winds,

nd gives them all their fury; bids a plague

indle a fiery boil upon the ikin,

nd putrify the breath of blooming health.

e calls for famine, and the meagre fiend
lows mildew from between his fhrivel'd lips,
nd taints the golden ear. He fprings his mines,
nd defolates a nation at a blaft.

orth fieps the {pruce philofopher, and tells
f homogenial and difcordant {prings

nd principles; of caufes, how they work

y neceflary laws their {ure effedts;

f ation and re-action. He has found

he fource of the difeafe that nature feels,

nd bids the world-take heart and banifh fear,
7
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Thou fool ! will thy difeovery of thecaufe
Sufpend th'eflet, or heal 1t ? Has not God  j
Still wrought by meansfince firft he made th‘eworld!
And did he not of old employ his means |
To drown 1t ? What 1s his creation lefs
"Than a capacious refervoir of means
Form'd for his ufe, and ready at his will? ._
Go, drefs thine eyes with eye-falve; afk of him}
Or aik of whomfoever he has taught ;
And learn, though late, the genuine caufe of all.

England, with all thy faults, I love thee ftill~]
My country! and, while yet a nook is left |
Where Englifh minds and manners may be found
Shall be conftrain'd to love thee, Though thyclim
Be fickle, and thy year-moft part deform’d
With dripping rains, or wither'd by a froft,

I wounld not yet exchange thy fullen fkies, |
And fields without a flow'r, for warmer France '

With all her vines; nor for Aufonia’s groves
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bow'rs.

To fhake thy fenate, and from heights fublime
Of patriot eloquence to flath down fire |

Upon thy foes, was never meant my tafk:
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ut I can feel thy fortunes, and partake
'hy joys and forrows, with as true a heart
s any thund'rer there, And I-can feel
hy follies, too; and with a juft difdain

own at effeminates, whoie very looks
oflet difhonour on the land I love.
ow, in the name of foldierfhip and fenfe,
ould England profper, when fuch things, as
{mooth |
nd tender as a girl, all effenc'd o'er
ith odours, and as profligate as {weet;

ho fell their laurel for a myrtle wreath,
nd love when they-fhould fight; when fuch as
thefe

efume to Jay their hand upon the ark

f her-magnificent and awful caufe?

ime was when it was praife and boaft enough .
ev'ry clime, and travel where we might,

hat we were born her children. Praife enough

o fill th’ ambition .of a private man,

hat Chathaim’s language was his mother tongue,

nd Wolfe’s great name compatriot with his own,

arewell thofe honours, and farewell with them

he hope of fuch hereafter! They have fall'n

VOL. II. E



50 . THE TASK. "BOOK 11

Each in his field of glory; one in arms,
And one in council—Wolfe upon the lap
Of {mihing vitory that moment won,
And Chatham heart-fick of his country’s thame!}
They made us many foldiers. Chatham, fiill §
Confulting England’s happinefs at home, 1
Secur'd it by an unforgiving frown, - _
If any wrong'd her. Wolfe, where'er he fough]
Put fo much of his heart into his aét,

That his example had a magnet's force,

And all were {wift to follow whom all lov'd.
Thofe {uns are fet. Oh, rife fome other fuch!
Or all that we have left 1s empty talk

Of old achievements, and defpair of new.

Now hoift the fail, and let the ftreamers float
Upon the wanton breezes. Strew the deck
With lavender, and {prinkle liquid {weets,
That no rude {avour maritime invade -

The nofe of nice nobility! Breathe foft,

Ye clarionets; and fofter ftill, ye flutes;
That winds and waters, lull'd by magic founds,
May bear us fmoothly to the Gallic thore |
True, we have loft an empire—let it pafs. -
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True; we may thank the perfidy of France,
That pick’d the jewel out of England’s crown,

With all the cunning of an envious fhrew,"

And let that pafs—'twas but a trick of ftate!

A brave man knows no malice, but at once
Forgets in peace the injuries of war,

And gives his direft foe a friend’s embrace.
And, tham'd as we have been, to th’ very beard
Brav'd and defied, and in our own {ea prov'd
Too weak for thofe decifive blows that once
Enfured us maftry there, we yet retain

Some fmall pre-eminence; we juftly boaft

At leaft fuperior jockeyfhip, and claim
The-honours of the turf as all our own'!

Go, then, well worthy of the praife ye feek,
And thow the thame ye might conceal at home
In foreign eyesl—be grooms, and win the plate
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown l—
'Tis gen’rous to communicate your 1kill

To thofe that need it. Folly 1s foon learn'd :
And, under fuch preceptors, who can faill

There is a pleafure in poetic pains
Which only poets know. The {hifts and turns,
E.2
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Th’ expedients and inventions, multiform,
To which the mind reforts, in chafe of terms
Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win-—
T arreft the fleeting 1mages that fill

The mirror of the mind, and hold them faft,
And force them fit till he has pencil'd off -
A faithful likenefs of the forms he VIEWS ;

Then to difpofe his copies with fuch art,

That each may find its moft propitious light,
And fhine by fitnation, hardly lefs

Than by the labour and the {kill 1t coft;

Are occupations of the poet's mind

So pleafing, and that fieal away the thought
‘With fuch addrefs from themes of fad import,
That, loft in his own mufings, happy man'!
He feels th® anxieties of life, denied

Their wonted entertainment, all retire.

Such joys has he that fings. But ah! not {uch,
Or feldom fuch, the hearers of his fong.
Fafhdious, or elfe liftlefs, or perhaps

Aware of nothing arduous in a tatk

They never undertook, they little note

His dangers or efcapes, and haply find

There leaft amufement where he found the mof,
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But is amufement all ? ftudious of fong,

And yet ambitious not to fing in vain,

I would not trifle merely, though the world

Be loudeft in their praife who do no more.

Yet what can fatire, whether grave or gay?

It may corrett a foible, may chaftife

The freaks of fafhion, regulate the drefs,
Retrench a {word-blade, or difplace a patch;
But where are 1ts fublimer trophies found »

What vice has it fubdu'd ? whofe heart reclaim'd
By rigour, or whom laugh'd into reform ?

Alas! Lewiathan is not fo tam’d :

Laugl'd at, he langhs again; and, fricken haid

2

Turns to the firoke his adamantine feales,
That fear no difcipline of human hands.

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it fill'd
With folemn awe, that bids me well beware
With what intent I touch that holy thing)—
The pulpit (when the fat'rift has at laft,
Strutting and vap'ring in an empty fchool,
Spent all his force and made no prolelyte)—
I fay the pulpit (in the fober ufe
Of its legitimate, peculiar pow’rs) .
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Muft fland acknowledg'd, while the world fhall
ftand,

The moft important and effetual guard,
Support, and ornament, of virtue's caafe.
There ftands the meflenger of truth : there fands
The legate of the fkies '—His theme divine,
His office facred, his credentials clear.

By him the violated law fpeaks out

Its thunders; and by him, in firains as {weet
As angels ufe, the gofpel whifpers peace.

He ’ftablifhes the {trong, reftores the weak,
Reclauns the wand'rer, binds the broken heart,
And, arm’d himfelf in panoply complete

Of heav'nly temper, furnithes with arms,
Bright as his own, and trains, by ev'ry rule

Of holy difcipline, to glorious war,

The {acramental hoft of God’s eléct !

Are all fuch teachers—would to heav'n all were!
But hark—thedo&tor's voicel—faft wedg'd betwee:
Two empirics he ftands, and with {woln checks
Infpires the news, his trampet. Keener far
Than all inveéhive 1s his bold harangue,

While through that public organ of report

He bails the clergy; and, defying {hame,
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" Announces to the world his own and their's !

He teaches thofe to read, whom (chools difmifs d
And colleges, untaught; fells accent, tone,
And emphafis in fcore, and gives to pray’c

Th' adagio and andante 1t demands.

He grinds divinity of other days

Down into modern ufe; transforms old print

To zig-zag manuicript, and cheats the eyes

Of gall'ry critics, by a thoufand arts.

Are there who purchafe of the dotor’s ware ?
Oh, name it not in Gath !—1t cannot be,

That grave and learned clerks fhould need .{' uch aid.

He doubtlefs is in fport, and does but droll,
Afluming thus a rank unknown before—

Grand caterer and dry-nurfe of the church!

I venerate the man whofe heart is warm,

Whofe hands are pure, whofe doftrine and whofe
life,

Coincident, exhibit lucid proof
That he is honeft in the facred caufe.
To fuch I render more than mere refpe,
Whofe actions fay that they refpect themfelves,
Bat, loofe in,rﬁorals, and 1n manners vaio,
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In converfation frivolous, 1n drefs

Extreme, at once rapacious and profufe;
Frequent 1n park with lady at his fide, -
Ambling and prattling {candal as he goes;

But rare at home, and never at his books,

Or with his pen, fave when he {crawls a card;
Confiant at routs, famihiar with a round

Of ladythips—a firanger to the poor;
Ambitious of preferment for its gold,

Arnd well-prepar'd, by ignorance and {loth,

By infidelity and love of world,

To make God’s work a finecure; a flave

To his own pleafures and his patron’s pride :
From {uch apoftles, oh, ye mitred heads,
Preferve the church! and lay not carelefs hands
On {culls that cannot teach, and will not learn.

Would I defcribe a preacher, fuch as Paul,
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own—
Paul fhould himfelf direCt me. I would trace
His mafter-firokes, and draw from his defign.

1 would exprefs him fimple, grave, fincere;
In doétrine uncorrupt; in language plain,
And plain in manner; decent, folemn, chafte, -
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\nd tender in addrefs, as well becomes

& meflenger of grace to guilty men.

lehold the picture !—1Is it like >—Like whom ?
rhe things that mount the rofiram with a fkip,

;lnd then {kip down again; pronounce a text;
Fry—-hem; and, reading what they never wrote,
uft fifteen minutes, huddle up their work,

\nd with a well-bred whifper clofe the fcene!

- In man or woman, but far moft in man,
;knd moft of all in man that minifters

And ferves the altar, in my foul I loath
;Ml affeCtation. "Tis my perfet {corn;
}ijet’c of my implacable difguft.

Vhat !—will a man play tricks, will he indulge
\ filly fond conceit of his fair form,

\nd juft proportion, fathionable mien,
\nd pretty face, in prefence of his God?
Jr will he feek to dazzle me with tropes,
As with the di'mond on bis lily hand,
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And play his brilliant parts before my eyes,

When 1 am hungry for the bread of life?

He mocks his Maker, proftitutes and thames

His noble office, and, infiead of truth,

Difplaying his own beauty, ftarves his flock |

Therefore avaunt all attitude, and ftare,

And fiart theatric, . pratifed at the glafs !

I {feek divine fimplicity in him

Who handles things divine; and all befides,

Though learn'd with labour, and though much
admir'd

By curious eyes and judgments ill-inform'd,

'To me is odious as the nafal twang

Heard at conventicle, where woi‘thy men,

Mifled by cuftom, ftrain celefhial themes

Through the preft noftril, {pectacle-beftrid.

Some, decent in demeanour while they preach,

That tafk perform’d, relapfe into themfelves;

And, having {poken wifely, at the clofe

Grow wanton, and give proof to ev'ry eye—

Whee'er was edified, themfelves were not!

Forth comes the pocket mirror.—Firft we ftroke

An eye-brow; next, compofe a firaggling lock;

Then with an air, moft gracefully perform’d,
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.|l back into our {eat, extend an arm,

\nd lay it at its eale with gentle.éare,

Jvith handkerchief in hand depending low:
I'he better hand, more bufy, gives the nofe
bergamot, or aids th’indeoted eye

hvith opra glafs, to watch the moving {cene,
f\nd recognize the flow-retiring fair.—

Now this is fulfome; and offends me more

I'han in a churchman flovenly negle&t
nd ruftic coarfenefs would. An heav'nly mind

May be indiff'rent to her houfe of clay,

And flight the hovel as beiieath her care;

ut how a body fo fantaftic, trim,

And quaint, in 1ts deportment and attire,

o lodge an heav'nly mind—demands a doubt,

| He that negociates between God and man,
As God's ambaffador, the grand concerns

Of judgment and of mercy, fhould beware
Of lightnefs 1n his fpeech. 'Tis pitiful

1o court a grinywhen you {hould woo a foul;
To break a jeft, when pity would infpire |
Pathetic exhortation ; and t' addrefs

The fkittifh fancy with facetious tales,
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‘When fent with God’s commiffion to the heart!
So did not Paul. Direét me to a quip

Or merry turn in all he ever wrote,

And I confent you take it for your text,
Your only one, till fides and benches fail.
No: he was ferious in a {erious caufe,

And underftood too well the weighty terms

That he had ta'en in charge. He would not ftog

To conquer thofe by jocular exploits,
Whom truth and fobernefs affa1l'd in vain.

Ob, popular applanfe! what heart of man
Is proof againft thy {weet {feducing charms?
The wileft and the beft feel urgent need
Of all their caution in thy gentlett gales ;
But, {fwell'd into a guft—who then, alas!
With all his canvafs fet, and inexpert,

And therefore heedlefs, can withftand thy pow':
Praife from the rivel'd lips of toothlefs, bald
Decrepitude; and in the looks of lean

And craving poverty; and in the bow
Refpeéiful of the fmutch’d artificer;

Is oft too welcome, and may much difturb

The bias of the purpofe. How much more,
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our'd forth by beauty {plendid and polite,
n lan,uage foft as adoration breathes?
h, {pare your idol! think him human ftll.

harms he may have, but he has frailties too!

ote not too much, nor {poil what ye admure.

All truth is from the {empiternal {ource

f light divine. But Egypt, Greece, and Rome,
rew from the fiream below.. More favour'd, we

rink, when we choofe it, at the fountain head.
o them it. low’d much mingled and defil'd

With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams

;fllluﬁve of .philofophy, fo call'd,

But falfely. Sages after fages firove

i;In vain to filter off a cryftal draught

%Purc from the lees, which often more enhanc'd

The thirft that flak’d’it, and not {eldom bred

Intoxication and delirium wild.

In vain they pufli'd inqlury to the birth

And {pring-time of the world; afk’d, Whence 1s.
man ?

Why form'd at all? and wherefore as he is?

Where muft he find his Maker? with what rites

Adore him? 'Will he hear, accept, and blefs?
8
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Or does he fit regardlefs of his works?"
Has man within him an immortal {feed ?

Or does the tomb take all? If he furvive.
His afhes, where? and 1n what weal or Wwoe?
Knots worthy of folution, which alone

A Deity could folve. Their anfwers, vague,
And all at random, fabulous, and dark,
Left them as dark themfelves.:: Their rules of lif;

Defe@ive and unfanftion'd, provd too: weak

~ To bind the roving appetite, -and lead
Blind natare to a God not yet reveal'd.

'Tis revelation fatisfies all doubts,

Explains all myfteries, except her cwn,
And fo 1lluminates the path of life,

That fools difcover it, and ftray no more.
Now tell me, dignified and fapient fir,
My man of morals, nurtur'd in the fhades
Of Academus—is this falfe or true?

Is Chrift the abler teacher, or the fchools?

If Chnfi, then why refort at ev'ry turn
To Athens or to Rome, for wifdom fhort.

Of man’s occafions, when in him refide -
Grace, knowledge, comfort—an unfathom'd ftore!

How oft, when Paul has ferv'd us with a text,
/
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Has Epittetus, Plato, Tully;, preach'd!i.

Men that, 1f now alive, would fit'content

And humble learners of a Saviour’s worth,

Preach itwho might. Such was their love of truth,
Their thirft of knowledge, and their candour too |

And thus it 15.—The paftor, either vain
By nature, or by flatt'ry made fo, taught
To gaze at his own {plendour, and t'exalt - .
Abfurdly, not his office, but himfelf;
Or unenlighten’d, and too proud to learn; -
Or vicious, and not therefore apt to teach;
Perverting often, by the firefs of lewd
And loofe example, whom he thould inftruét; -
Expofes, and holds up to broad difgrace,
The nobleft funétion, and difcredits much -
The brighteft truths that man has ever feen, -
For ghoftly counfel ; if it either fall
Below the exigence, or be not back'd
With fhow of love, at leaft with hopeful proof -
Of fome fincerity on th’ giver's part ;
Or be difthonour'd, in th’ exterior form
i‘\Eld mode of 1ts conveyance, by fuch tricks:
As move derifion, or by foppifh airs
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And hiftribnic mumm'ry, that let down

The pulpit to the level of the ftage;

Drops from the lips a difregarded thing.

The weak perhaps are mov'd, but are not taught
‘While prejudice in men of {tronger minds

Takes deeper root, confirm'd by what they fee,
A relaxation of religion’s hold

Upon the roving and untutor'd heart
Soon follows, and, the curb of confeience fnapt,
The laity run wild.—But do they now?

Note their extravagance, and be convinc'd.

As pations, ignorant of God, contrive
A wooden one, fo we, no longer taught

By monitors that mother church fupplies,

Now make our own. Poftenity will afk

(If e'er pofterity {ee verfe of mine)

Some fifty or an hundred luftrums hence;-
‘What was a monitor in George’s days-.

My very gentle reader, yet unborn, g

Of whom I needs muft angur better things,
Since heav’n would fure grow weary of a world
Produtive only of a race like our's, . . | |
A monitor is wood—plank thaven thin. |
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Ve wear it at our backs.” There, clofely brac'd
nd neatly fitted, it comprefles hard

1'he prominent and moft unfightly bones,

And binds the thoulders flat. We prove its ufe
Bov'reign and moft effetval to fecure

form, not now gymnaftic as of yore,

From rickets and diftortion, elfe our lot.
But, thus admonifh'd, we can walk ere@—
Die proof at leaft of manhood! while the friend
Sticks clofe, a Mentor worthy of his charge.

ur habits, coftlier than Lucullus wore,
iAnd by caprice as multiplied as his,

uft pleafe. us while the fathion is at full,
But change with ev'ry moon. The {ycophant, -

Yho waits to drefs us, arbitrates their date;
Sutveys his fair reverfion with keen eye;
Finds ove ill made, another obiolete,

This fits oot nicely, that is ill conceiv'd;
And, making prize of all that he condemns,
With our expenditure defrays his own.

Variety's the very fpice of life,
:'l'hat.,gives if:-al}‘ its flavour, We have run-
Through ev’ry change that fancy at the loom,
Exhaufted, has bad genius to {upply;

VOL. 1T, K
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And, ftadious of mutation fiill, difcard

A real elegance, .a Iittle us'd,

For monfirous novelty and ftrange difguife.
We facrifice to drefs, till houfehold joys

Aud comforts ceafe. Drefs drains our cellar dy
And keeps our larder lean; puts out our fires;
And introduces hunger, froft, and wo,
Where peace and hofpitality might reign.
What man that lives, and that knows how to lix
Would fail t’ exhibit at the public thows

A form as fplendid as the proudeft there,
Though appetite raife outcries at the coft ?

A man o' th’ town dines late, but foon enough,
‘With reafonable forecaft and difpatch,

T infure a fide-box flation at half price.

You think, perhaps, {o delicate his drefs,

His daily fare as delicate, Alas!

He picks clean teeth, and, bufy as he feems
With an old tavern quill, is hungry yet!

The ront 1s folly's circle, which fhe draws
With magic wand. -~ So potent is the {pell,
That none, decoy'd into that fatal ring, -
Unlefs by heaven's peculiar grace, efcape.

There we grow carly gray, but never wife;
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here forin conpexions, but acquire no friend ;
plicit p]’ezifure,* hopelefs of fuccefs; |
afte youth in occupations only fit

or fecond childhood, and devote old age

b fports which only chiildhood could excufe.

here they are happieft who diffemble beft

heir wearinefs; and they the moft polite

fho fquander time and treafure with a fmile,
hough at their own deftrultion.- She, that atks
er dear five hundred friends, contemns them all,
d hates theircoming. They (whatcan theylefs?)
ake juft reprifals ; and, with cringe and fhrug,
d bow obfequious, hide their hate of her.

Il catch the frenzy, downward from her grace,

hofe flambeaux flath againft the morning fkies,
nd gild our chamber ceilings as they pafs,

o her who, frugal only that her thrift

ay feed excefles fthe can ill afford,

hackney'd home unlacquey’d; who, in hafte
lighting, turns the key in her own door,

nd, at the watchman’s lantern borrowing light,
jnds a cold bed her only comfort left.

ivesbeggar hufbands, hufbands ftarve their wives,

n fortune’s velvet altar off 'ring up -
F 2
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Their laft poor pittance—fortune, moft fevere
Of goddefles yet known, and coftlier far

Than all that held their routs in Juno's heav'n~
So fare we in this prifon-houf= the world.

And ’tis a fearful fpeftacle to fee

So many maniacs dancing ia their chains,
They gaze upon the links that hold them faft
With eyes of anguifh, execrate their lot, |
Then fhake them in defpair, and dance again!

Now bafket up the family of plagues
That wafte our vitals; peculation, {ale
Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds
By forgery, by fubterfuge of law,

By tricks and lies as num’rous and as keen
As the neceflities their authers feel ; .
Then caft them, clofely bundled, ev'ry brat
At the right door. Profufion 1s the fire.
Profufion unrefirain’d, with all that’s bafe
In charalter, has litter'd all the Jand,

And bred, within the mem'ry of no few,

A priefthood fuch as Baal’s was of old,

A people fuch as never was till now.

It 1s a hungry vice :—it eats up all
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hat gives fociety its beauty, firength,
onvenience, and feéﬁriiy; and ufe:

akes Then miere Vermin, worthy to be trapp'd
nd gibbetted as faft a5 catchpole claws

an feize the flipp'ry préy: unties the knot

f union, and coniverts the facred band

hat holds mankind together to a feourge.
ofufion, deluging a flate with lufts

f grofleft nature and of worft effets,

epares 1t for 1ts ruin : hardens, blinds,

nd warps, the confciences of public men,

i1l they can laugh at wirtue; mock the fools
hat truft them ; and, in th' end, difclofe a face
hat would have fhock'd credulity herfelf, - -
nmatk'd, vouchfafing this their fole excufe—
nce all alike are félfith, why not they?

his does profufion, atid th’ accurfed caufe

f fuck deep mifchief has itielf a caufe.

:
:

l

In colleges and halls, in ancient days,

Vhen learning, virtue, piety, and truth,
yere precious, and inculcated with care, -
here dwelt a fage call'd D1f01p11ne "His head,
ot yet by time completely filyer'd o'er, |
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Befpoke him paft the bounds of frea,kiﬂ;_.y‘bpth,{g:
But ftrong for fervice ftill; and ﬁnimpair'df" o J
His eye was meek and gentle, and a fmile. - _r';' t-f
Play'd on his lips;;-and in his fpeech was heard ]
Paternal {weetnefs, dlo'mty, and: love,: © ~ -,
The occupation deareft to his heart SR
Was to encourage goodnefs. He Would ﬁroke
The head of modeft and ingentious worth,
That blufh’d at its own praife ; and prefs the youlh
Clofe to his fide that pleas'd him. Learning grew,
Beneath his care, a thriving vigirous plant; -
The mind was well inform’d, the paffions. held
Subordinate, and diligence waskcl}mce L

If €'er it chanc'd, -as-fometimes charce 1t muf,
That one among {o many overleap'd . -

The limits of controul, his gentle eye

Grew flern, and darted a {evere rebuke:.
His frown was full of terror, and his voice:
Shook the delinquent with fuch fits of awe

As left him not, till penitence had won .

Loft favour back again, and clos'd the breach

- But Difcipline, a faithful {fervant long, -
Dechin'd at-length into the vale of yéars:

A palfy ftruck his arm; his {parkling eye.

-.r"_-.-"-:'# N
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Was quench’d inrheurns of age; hisvoice, unftrang g,
Grew tremulous, and mov'd derifion more’

Than rev'rence in perverie rebellious youth.

S colleges and halls negle@ted much .
Their good old friend ; and Difcipline at length,
Oerlook’d and unemploy'd, fell fick and died,
Then ﬁudy languifh’d, emulation flept,

Aod virtue fled. The {chools became a fcene

Of folemn farce, where Ignorance in flilts,’

His cap well lin'd with logic not his own,

With parrot tongue performd the {cholat’s part,
Proceeding foon a graduated dunce.

Then compromife had place, and fcrutiny

Became fone-blind ; precedenice went in truck,
And he was competent whofe purfe was fo. .

A diffolution of all bonds enfued;

The curbs, invented for the mulith mouth .
Of bead-firong youth, were broken ; bars and bolts
Grew rufty by difufe; and mafly gates

Forgot their office, op'ning.with a touch;

Till gowns atilength are found mere mafqﬁerdﬂe;,
The taffell'd cap 'and the fpruce band a jeft, ' |
Amock'ry of the world! What need of thefe

for gameflers, jockeys, brothellers impure,

g , . 4
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Spendthrifts, and booted {port{men, oft’ner feen
‘With belted waift and pointers at their heels
Than in the bounds of duty? What was learn’,
If aught was learn’d in childhood, 1s forgot;
And fuch expenfe as pinches parents blue,

And mortifies the lib'ral hand of love,

Is {quander'd in purfuit of idle {ports

And vicious pleafures; buys the boy a name,
That fits a fligma on his father's houfe,

And cleaves through life infeparably clofe

To him that wears it. What can after-games
Of riper joys, and commerce with the wotld,
The lewd vain world, that muft receive him foon,
Add to fuch erudition, thus acquir'd,

Where fcience and where virtue are profeisd?
They may confirm his habits, rivet faft

His folly, but to fpoil him 1s a tafk

That bids defiance to th' united pow IS

Of fafhion, diffipation, taverns, ftews.

Now, blame we moft the nurflings or the nurfe!
The children, crook’d, and twifted, and deform’d
Through want of care; or her, whofe winking ey
And {lumb'ring ofcitancy mars the brood ?

The nurfe no doubt. Regardlefs of her charge,
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he needs herfelf correftion; needs to learn,
That it is dang'rous fporting with the world,
BWith things fo facred as a nation’s truft,

The nurture of her youth, her deareft pledge.

E All are not fuch, I had a brother once— -

Peace to the mem'ry of a man of worth,

A man of letters, and of manners too! - . -
?:i manners {weet as virtue always wears, =~ -
RV hen gay good-nature drefles her in fmiles.
¢ gracd a college ¥, in which order yet -"
Vas facred ; and was honour'd, lov'd, and wept,
By more than one, themfelves confpicuous there.
fome minds are temper'd happily, and mixt

Vith fuch ingredients of good fenfe and tafte

Ut what is excellent in man, they thirft

With fuch a zeal to be what they approve,

[hat no reftraints can circumfcribe them more
[han they themfelves by choice, for-wifdom’s fake;
Nor can example hurt them : what they fee

)i vice in others but enhancing more
[hie charms of virtue in their juft efteem.

* Ben’et Coll. Cambridge. X
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If fuch efcape contagion,' and emerge

Pure, from {o foul a pool, to thine abroad,
And give the world their talents and themfelves
Small thanks to thofe whofe negligence or floth
Exposd their inexperience to the fnare,

And left them to an undirefted choice,

See, then, the quiver broken and decay'd,
In which are kept our arrows! Rufting there
In wild diforder, and unfit for ufe,

What wonder if, difcharg'd into the world,
They thame their fhooters with a random flight,
Their points obtufe, and feathers drunk with wine!

Well may the church wage unfuccefsful war,
With fuch artill'ry arm’d. Vice parries wide
Th’ undreaded volley with a {fword of firaw,

And ftands an impudent and fearlefs mark.

- Have we not track’d the felon home, and found
His birth-place and his dam? The county mourns-

Mourns, becaufe ev'ry plague that can infeft
Society, and that faps and worms the bafe
Of th’ edifice that policy has rais'd,

Swarms in all quarters; meets the eye, the ear,
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nd fuffocates the breath at ev'ry turn.

rofufion breeds them; and the caunfe itfelf
f that calamitous mifchief has been found:

round, too, where moft offenfive, in the fkirts
f the rob'd pedagogue! Elfe, let th’ arraign’d
tand up unconfcious, and refute the charge.
So, when the Jewith leader firetch’'d his arm,
And wav'd his rod divine, a race obfcene,

irSpa's'm"c:l in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth,
%Pol]uting Egypt: gardens, fields, and plains,
Were cover'd with the peft; the fireets were fill'd;
The croaking nuifance lurk'd in ev'ry nook ;

Nor palaces, nor even chambers, *{cap’d ;

And the land ftank—fo num'rous was the fry.
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ARGUMENT OF THE THIRD BOOK,

Self-recollection and reproof. —Addrefs to domefi;
happinefs.—Some account of myfelf —The vanly
of many of their purfuits who are reputed wife~
Fuflsfication of nzy cenfures.—Divine illuminaiin
mcgﬂézz_'y fo the m;ﬂ expert pﬁf]qﬁapﬁcr —TLhe gm:j-
tom, What 1s truth? anfwered by other queflion,
— Domeflic happinefs acfcéfgﬁd again. — F
lovers of the country—My tame hare.~QOccupa
tions of a reiired gentleman in fus- garden—Prur
ing.— Framing.—Greenfoufe.—Sowing of flowe-
feeds.—The country preferable to the towwn evenin
the winter—Reafons wwhy it is deferted at thi
[feafon.—Runous effelts of gaming and of expor
five improvement .— Beok concludes with an ap).
Zrophe to the metropolis,
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s one who, long in thickets and in brakes.
tangled, winds now this way and now that
Jis devious courfe uncertain, feeking home;
Ir, having long in miry ways been foil'd
nd fore difcomfited, from flough to flough

Junging, and half defpairing of efcape;

chance at Jength he find a greenfward {inooth
nd faithful to the foot, his fpirits rife,

Je chirrups brifk his ear-ereting fteed,

nd winds his way with pleafure and with eafe;
) I, defigning other themes, and call'd

“adorn the Sofa with eulogium due,

o tell 1ts flumbers, and to paint its dreams, '
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Have rambled wide. In country, city, feat
Of academic fame (howe'er deferv'd),

Long held, and f{carcely difengag’d at laft,
But now, with pleafant pace, a cleanlier road
I mean to tread, I feel myfelf at large,
Courageous, and refrefh’d for future toil,

If toil await me, or if dangers new.

Since pulpits fail, and founding-boards refle
* Moft part an empty ineffeftual found,
'What chance that 1, to fame f{o little known,
Nor converfant with men or manners much,
Should fpeak to purpofe, or with better hope
Crack the fatiric thong? 'Twere wifer far
For me, enamour'd of fequefter'd {fcenes,
And charm'd with rural beauty, to repofe,
Where chance may throw me, beneath elm or vin,
My langnid limbs, when fummer fears the plam;
Or, when rough winter rages, on the foft
And fhelter'd Sofa, while the nitrous air .
Feeds a blue flame, sind makes a cheerful hearlh
There, undifturb’d by folly, and appriz'd
How great the danger of difturbing her,
To mufe in filence, or at leaft confine

8
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emarks that gall {o many to the few

Ty partners in retreat. - Difguft conceal'd
} oft-times proof of wifdom, when the faylt
 obftinate, and cure beyond our reach,

Domeftic happinefs, theu only blifs
f Paradife that has furviv'd the fall !
Jhough few now tafte thee unimpaird and pure,.
r, tafting, long enjoy thee; too infirm,
too incautious, to preferve thy fweets
nmixt with drops of bitter, which negle®
r temper {heds into thy cryflal cup.
hou art the nurfe of virtue—in thine arms
he fimiles, appearing, as in truth fhe 1s, -
eav'n-born, and deftin'd to the {kies again.
pou art not known where pleafure is ador'd,
it reeling goddefs with a zonelefs waift -
hd wand’ring eyes, ftill leaning on the arm
f novelty, her fickle frail fupport ;
r thou art meek and conflant, hating change,
d finding, in the calm of truth-tried love,
s that her flormy raptures never yield.
rlaking thee, what fhipwreck have we made

bonour, dignity, and fair renown !
VoL, 11, G




Till proftitution elbows us afide

In all our crowded fireets; and fenates {eem
Conven'd for purpofes of empire lefs

Than to releafe th’ adultrefs from her bond.
‘Th’ adultrefs! what a theme for angry verfe!
What provocation to th’ indignant heart
That feels for injur'd love! but I difdain
The naufeous tafk to paint her as fhe is,
Cruel, abandon'd, glorying in her {hame !
No:—let her pafs, and, chariotted along

In guiity fplendour, fhake the public ways;
The frequency of crimes has wafh'd them whi
And verfe of mine fhall never brand the wretd

Whom matrons Tnow, of charalter unﬁmrchd
And chafie themfelves, are not atham’d to own,
Virtue and vice had bound’ries in old time,
Not to be pafs'd: and fhe, that had renounc'd
Her. {ex’s honour, was renounc’d herfelf
By all that prizd it; not for. prud’ry’s fake,
But dignity’s, refentful of the wrong.
+T'was hard, perhaps, on here and there.a wa,
Defirous to return, and not receiv'd ;
But was an wholefome rigour in the main,
And taught th’ unblemifh'd to preferve with c
8
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That purity, whofe lofs was lofs of all,

Men, tov, were nice in honour in thofe days,

And judg'd offenders well. 'Then he that tharp'd,
And pocketted a prize by fraud obtain’d, =~
Was mark’d and fhunn’d as odious. He that {old
His country, or was {lack when fhe requir'd

iHis ev'ry nerve in ation and at firetch,

Paid, with the blood that he had bafely fpar'd;

| The price of his default. But now—yes, now
EWe are become fo candid and fo fair,

?So lib'ral in conftruétion, and fo rich

?In Chriftian charity, (good-natur'd age!)

‘That they are fafe, finners of either fex,

‘Tranfgrefs what laws they may. Well drefs'd, well
bred,

Well equipag'd, is ticket good enough
To pafs us readily through ev'ry door.
Hypocrify, deteft her as we may,
(And no man’s hatred ever wrong’'d her yet)
May claim this merit ftill—that fhe admits
The worth of what the mimics with fuch care,
And thus gives virtue indiret applaufe ;
But fhe has burnt her mafk, not needed here,
Where vice has fuch allowance, that her fhifts
And fpecious femblances have loft their ufe.

G 2
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I was a firicken deer, that left the herd
Long fince; with many an arrow deep infixt,
My panting fide was charg’d, when I withdrey
To {eck a tranquil death in diftant fhades.
There was I found by one who had himf{elf
Been hurt by th’ archers. In his fide he bore,
And 1n bis hands and feet, the cruel {cars.
With gentle force foliciting the darts,

He drew them forth, and heal’d, and bade me liv
Since then, with few afiociates, in remote
And filent woods 1 wander, far from thofe
My former partners of the peopled {cene;
‘With few affociates, and not wifhing more,
Here much I ruminate, as much I may,

'With other views of men and manners now
Than once, and others of a life to come.

I fee that all are wand'rers, gohe aftray

Each in his own delufions; -they are loft

In chafe of fancied happinefs, fiill woo'd

And pever won., Dream after dream enfues;
And ftill they dream that they fhall il fucceed,
And fill are difappointed. Rings the world
With the vain fir. I fum up half mankind,
And add two thirds of the remaining half,
And find the total of their hopes and fears
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freams, empty dreams. The million flit as gay .
ks if created only like the fly,

fhat preads bis motley wings in th’ eye of noon,
b fport their fealon, and be feen no more.

he reft are fober dreamers, grave and wife,

hd pregnant with difcov'ries new and rare.

dme write a narrative of wars, and feats

| herees little known ; and call the rant

n hiftory : defcribe the man, of whom

is own coevals took but little note ;

ud paint his perfon, charafter, and views,
they had known him from his mother’s womb.

hey difentangle from the puzzled fkein,

) which obicurity has wrapp'd them up, . .

he threads of politic and threwd defign,

hat ran through all his purpofes, and charge

s mind with meanings that he never had,

r, having, kept conceal'd, Some drill and bore

he folid earth, and from the firata there

xtrat a regifter, by which we learn,

hat he who made it, and reveal’d its date

0 Mofes, was miftaken in its age,

me, more acute, and more induftrious fiill,
ontrive creation ; travel nature up
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To the fharp peak of her {fublimeft height,
And tell us whence the ftars ; why fome are fix}
And plapetary fome; what gave them firft
Rotation, from what fountain flow’d their light
Great conteft follows, and much learned duit
Involves the combatants; each claiming truth,
And truth difclaiming both. And thus they {pey
The little wick of life’s poor {hallow lamp,

In playing tricks with nature, giving laws

To diftant worlds, and trifling in their own.
Is't not a pity now, that tickling rheums
Should ever teafe the lungs and blear the fight
Of oracles like thefe? Great pity toc,
That, having wielded th' elements, and built
A thoufand fyfiems, each in his own way,
They fhould go out in fume, and be forgot?
Ah! what is life thus fpent? and what are they
But frantic who thus {pend it? all for {moke—
Eternity for bubbles, proves at laft

A fenfelefs bargain. When I {ee fuch games
Play'd by the creatures of a pow’r who {wears
That he will judge the earth, and call the fool
To a fharp reck’ning that has iv'd in vain;
And when I weigh this feeming wifdom well,



Rook 11l THE GARDEN, 87

hnd prove it in th' infalhible refult

Ko hollow and {o falfe—I feel my heart

iﬂ"olve in pity, and account the learn’d,

§f this be learning, moft of all deceiv'd.

Great crimes alarm the confcience, but it {leeps
AWhile thoughtful man is plaufibly amus'd.
Mefend me, therefore, common fenfe, fay I,
From reveries {o airy, from the toil

Of dropping buckets into empty wells,

#And growing old in drawing nothing up!

'Twere well, fays one fage erndite, profound,

Terribly arch’'d and aquiline bis nofe,

\nd overbmlt with moft impending brows,

Twere well, could you permit the world to live
s the world pleafes, What's the world to you?—

Muach, I was born of woman, and drew milk,
s {weet as charity, from human breafts,

I thiok, articulate, I laugh and weep,

And exercife all fun&ions of a man,

How then fhould [ and any man that lives

Be ftrangers to each other? Pierce my vein,

Take of the crimfon fiream meand'ring there,

And catechife it well ; apply thy glafs,
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Search it, and prove now if it be not blood
Congenial with thine own : and, 1f 1t be,
What edge of {ubtlety canft thou fuppofe
Keen enough, wife and fkiiful as thou art,

To cut the link of brotherhood, by which
One common Maker bound me to the kind *
True ; I am no proficient, I confefs,

In arts like your’s, I cannot call the {wift
And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds,
And bid them hide themielves in earth beneath;
I cannot analy{e the air, nor catch

The parallax of yonder luminous point,

That feems half quench’d in the immenfe abyfs:
Such pow’rs 1 boaft not~neither can I reft

A filent witnefs of the headlong rage

Or heedlefs folly by which thoufands die,

Bone of my bone, and kindred fouls to mine,

God never meant that man fhould fcale the heav'ns
By firides of human wifdom. In his works,
Though wondrous, he commands us in his word
To feek /im rather, where his mercy fhines.
‘T'he mind indeed, enlighter’d from above,

Views him in all; afcribes to the grand' caufe



Boox11. THE GARDEN. 80

e orand effeét; acknowledges with joy

) is manner, and with rapture taftes his fiyle.
But never yet did philofophic tube,

fhat brings the planets home into the eye

l obfervation, and difcovers, elfe

N0t vifible, his family of worlds,

Bifcover him that rules them; fuch a veil
B1:ngs over mortal eyes, blind from the birth,
B\ nd dark in things divine, Full often, too,
Dur wayward intelle®, the more we learn

Df natare, overlooks her author more;

Fiom inftrumental caufes proud to draw
Lonclufions retrograde, and mad miftake.

ut if his word once teach us, fhoot a ray

[[hrough all the heart’s dark chambers, and reveal
ruths undifcern'd bat by that holy hight,

[Then all 15 plain,” Philofophy, baptiz'd
in the pure fountain of eternal love,
as eyes indeed ; and, viewing all fhe fees
ns meant to indicate a God to man,
ves Zum his praife, and forfeits not her own.
Eﬁﬂming has born fuch fruoit in other days
u all her branches: piety has found
triends 1n the fiiends of {cience, and true pray’r .
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Has flow'd trom lips wet with Caftalian' dews,
Such was thy wifdom, Newton, childlike fage! .
Sagacious reader of the works of God,

And in his word fagacious. Such too thine,
Milton, whofe genius had angelic wings,
And fed on manna! And fuch thine, in whom
Our Britith Themis gloried with juft caufe,
Immortal Hale! for deep difcernment prais'd

And found integrity, not more than fam'd
For fantity of manners undefil'd.

All fleth is grafs, and all its glory fades
Like the fair flow'r difhevell'd in the wind;

Riches have wings, and grandeur 1s a dream:

The man we celebrate muft find a tomb,
And we that worfhip him ignoble graves.
Nothing is proof againft the gen'ral curie

Of vanity, that feizes all below.

The only aramanthine flow’r on earth

Is virtue; th' only lafting treafure, truth.
But what 1s truth? twas Pilate’s queftion, 'put
To Truth itfelf, that deign’d him no reply.
And wherefore? will not God impart his light
To them that afk it >~Freely—"tis his joy,



| oK 111. THE GARDEN,. 01

 ' s glory, and s nature, to impart.
B: to the proud, uncandid, infincere,
negligent, inquirer not a {park.
What's that which brings contempt upon a book,
Bd him who writes it; though the ftyle be neat;
e incthod clear, and argument exa& ?
fhat makes 2 minifter in holy things
b joy of many, and the dread of more,
s name a theme for praife and for reproach ’—
hat, while it gives us worth in God’s account,
epreciates and undoes us in our own ?
®Vhat pearl 1s it that rich men cannot buy,
hat learning 1s too proud to gather up;
But which the poor, and the defpis'd of all,
feck and obtain, and often find unfought?
ell me—and I will tell thee what is truth.

| 0, friendly to the beft purfuits of man,
rieudly to thought, to virtue, and to peace,
Jomeftic life in raral leifure pafs'd !

ew know thy value, and few tafte thy fweets;
Though fnany* boaft thy favours, and affe&

10 underftand and choofe thee for their own.
jut foolith man foregoes his proper blifs,

[
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Ev'n as his firft progenitor, and quits,
Though placed in paradife, (for earth has fill
Some traces of her youthful beauty left)
Subftantial happinefs for tranfient joy.
Scenes form’d for contemplation, and to nurfe
The growing feeds of wifdom ; that fuggef,
By ev'ry pleafing image they prefent,
Reflections fuch as mehiorate the heart,
Compofe the paffions, and exalt the mind;
Scenes fuch as thefe 'tis his fupreme delight
To fill with riot, and defile with blood.
Should fome contagion, kind to the poor brates
'We perfecite, annihilate the tribes

That draw the {port{fman over hill and dale,

Fearlzfs, and rapt away from all his cares;
Should never game-fowl hatch her eggs again,

Nor baited hook deceive the fifh’s eye;

Could pageantry and dance, and feaft and fong,
Ee quell’'d in all our fummer-months’ retreat;
How many felf-deluded nymphs and {wains,
‘Who dream they have a tafte for fields and grove,
Would find them hideous nurs’ries of the {pleen,
And crowd the roads, impatient for the town!
They love the country, and none elfe, who feck
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-' + their own fake 1ts filence.and its fhade,
g]ights which who would leave, that has a heart
{ceptible of pity, or a mind .
Rultor'd and capable of fober thought,
or all the favage din of the {wift pack,
nd clamours of the field ?—Detefted fport,
owes 1ts plea{'ures to another’s pain; |
fhat feeds upon the fobs and dying fhrieks
§f harmlefs nature, dumb, but yet endu'd .
§ith eloquence, that agonies infpire,
)f filent tears and heart-diftending fighs >
fain tears, alas, and fighs, that never find
) correfponding tone in jovial {ouls
jcll—one at leaft 1s fafe. One fhelter’d hare
Has never heard the fanguinary yell
)f cruel man, exulting in her woes.
jinocent partner of my peaceful home,
Vhom ten long years’ experience of my care
las made at laft famihar; fhe has loft .
{uch of her vigilant inftinfive dread,
Vot needful here, beneath a roof like mine.
es—thou may’ft eat thy bread, and lick the hand
fhat feeds thee; thou may't frolic on the floor

it evening, and at night retire fecure




To thy firaw couch, and flamber unalarm'd;

For I have gain'd thy confidence, have pledg|
All that 15 human 1n me to protett

Thine unfufpeflting gratitude and love.
If I furvive thee I will dig thy grave;
And, when I place thee in it, fighing, fay,
I knew at leaft one hare that had a friend.

How various his employments, whom the wo

Calls idle ; and who jufily, in return,
Efteems that bufy world an idler too!
Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pep,
Delightful indufiry enjoy'd at home,
And nature in her cultivated trim

Drefs'd to his tafte, inviting him abroad—
Can he want occupation who has thefe?
Will he be idle who has much t’ enjoy?

Me, therefore, ftudious of laborious eafe,
Not flothful ; happy to deceive the time,
Not wafte it ; and aware that human life

Is but a loan to be repaid with ufe, |
‘When He {hall call his debtors to account
From whom are all our bleflings; bus'nefs finds

Ev'n here: while fedulous I feek t’ improve,
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At leaft negle&t not, or leave unemploy’d,

The mind he gave me; driving it, though flack
Too oft, and much impeded in its work

By caufes not to be divulg’d in vain,

To its juft point—the fervice of mankind.

He that attends to his interior felf,

That has a heart, and keeps 1t; bas a mind
That hungers, and fupplies it; and who feeks
A focial, not a diffipated life;

Has bufinefs; feels himfelf engag’d t’ achieve
No unimportant, though a filent, tafk.

Alife all turbulence and noife may feem,

To him that leads it, wife, and to be prais’d;
But wifdom 1s-a pear] with moft fuccels

Sought 1n fhill water, and beneath clear fkies. =
He that is ever occupied in florms,

Or dives not for it, or brings up inftead, -

Vainly induftrious, a difgraceful prize,

The morning finds the felf-fequetter'd man.
Frefh for his tafk, intend what tafk he may.
Whether inclement feafons recommend
His warm but fimple home, where he enjoys,
With her who fhares his pleafures and his heart,
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Sweet converfe, fipping calm the fragrant lymy

Which neatly fhe prepares; then to his book,
Well chofen, and not fullenly perus'd -
In {elfith filence, but imparted oft g
As aught occurs that the may {mile to hear,
Or turn to nourithment, digefted well.

Or, if the garden with its many cares,

All well repaid, demand him, he attends

The welcome call, - confcious how much the hay
Of lubbard labour needs his watchful eye,

Oft loit'ring lazily, if not o'erfeen,

Or mifapplying his unfkilful ftrength.

Nor does he govern only or dire&t,

But much performs himfelf. No works indeed
That afk robuft tough finews, bred to toil,
Servile employ; bat fuch as may amulfe,

Not tire, demanding rather fkill than force.
Proud of his well-fpread walls, he views his tres
That meet (no barren interval between)

With pledfure more than ev’'n their fruits afford,
'Which, {ave himfelf who trains them, none can feel
Thefe, therefore, are his own peculiar charge;
No meaner hand may difcipline the fhoots,
None but his fieel approach them. What is wea
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Diftemper'd, or has loft prolific pow’rs,

Jmpair'd by age, his unrelenting hand |

Wooms to the knife: nor does he fpare the foft

BAnd fucculent, that feeds its giant growth,

Put barren, at th’ expence of neighb'ring twigs

fl.cfs oftentatious, and yet ftudded thick o

Vith hopeful gems. The reft, no portion left

That may ﬂifgrace his art, or difappoint

Jarge expeftation, he difpofes neat

At mealur'd diftances, that air and fun,

Admited freely, may afford their aid,

And ventilate and warm the fwelling buds,

ence fummer has her riches, autump hence,

nd hence ev'n winter fills his wither'd hand

Vith blufhing fruits, and plenty, not his own ¥,

air recornpenfe of labour well befiow’d,

\od wile precaution; which a clime fo rade
lakes needful fill, whofe fpring is but the child -
f churlith winter, in her froward moods
Jifcov'ring much the temper of her fire,
or oft, as if in her the ftream of mild

Maternal nature.had revers'd its courfe,

¥ Miraturque novos fructus et non fua poma, Virg,

OL. 11, H



93 THE TASK, BOOK I,

She brings her infants forth with many {miles,
But, once deliver'd, kills them with a frown,
He, therefore, timely warn'd, himfelf fupplies
Her want of care, fcreening and Keeping warm
The plenteons bloom, that norough blaft may e
His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft
As-the fun peeps and vernal airs breathe mild,
The fence withdrawn, he gives them ev'ry beam,
And fpreads his hopes before the blaze of day.

To raife the prickly and green-coated gourd,
So grateful to the palate, and when rare
So coveted, elfe bafe and difefteem’d—
Food for the vulgar merely—is an art
That toiling ages have but juit matur'd,
And at this moment unaffay’d in fong.
Yet ¢nats have had, and frogs and mice, long finc,
Their eulogy; thofe fang the Mantuan bard,
And thefe the Grecian, in ennobling firains;
And in thy numbers, Pbillips, fhines for aye
The folitary fhilling. Pardon then,
Ye fage difpenfers of poetic fame, ,
Th' ambition of one, meaner far, whofe pow's, \
Prefuming an attempt not lefs fublime,
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BPant for the praife of drefling to the tafte -
ROf critic appetite, no fordid fare,
! cucumber,. while coftly yet and fcarce. |

B The ftable yields a ftercoraceous heap,
mpregnated with quick fermenting falts,

And patent to refift the freezing blaft :

For, ere-the beech and elm have caft their lca
Deciduous, when now November dark

Checks vegetation in the torpid plant

Jiixposd to his cold breath, the tafk begins,
Warily, therefore, and with prudent heed,

He feeks a favour'd fpot ; that where he builds

T’ agglomerated pile his frame may front
he fun’s meridian difk, and at the back

Enjoy clofe {helter, wall, or reeds, or hedge
mpervious to the wind. Firft he bids {pread
Dry fern or litter'd hay, that may imbibe
Th' alcending damps ; then leifurely impofe,
ind lightly, fhaking it with agile hand
rom the full fork, the faturated firaw, ‘
Vhat longeft binds the ‘clofeft forms fecure
The thapely fide, that as-it rifes takes,
by juft degrees, an overhanging breadth,

H 2
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Shelt'ring the bafe with its projefted eaves:
Th' uplifted frame, compa@ at ev'ry joint,
And overlaid with clear tranflucent glafs,
He {ettles next upon the floping mount,
Whofe fharp dechvity fhoots off fecure
From the dafh’d pane the deluge as it-falls,
He fhuts it clofe, and the firft labour ends,
Thrice muft the voluble and reftlefs earth
Spin round upon her axle, ere the warmth,
Slow gathering in the midft, through the {quare maf
Diffus'd, atfain the furface: when, behold!
A peftilent and moft corrofive fteam,

Like a grofs fog Beeotian, nfing faft,

And faft condens'd upon the dewy fafh,
Afks egrefs; which obtain'd, the overcharg'd
And drench’d confervatory breathes abroad,
In volumes wheeling flow, the vapour dank;
And, purified, rejoices to have loft

Its foul inhabitant. But to affuage

Th’ impatient fervour which it firft conceives
Within its reeking bofom, threat’'ning death
To his young hopes, requires difcreet delay.
Experience, flow preceptrefs, teaching oft
The way to glory by mifcarriage foul, .
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Muft prompt him,  and admonifh how to catch -
Th' aufpicious moment, when the temper'd heat,
Friendly to vital motion, may afford

| oft fomentation, and invite the feed.,

The feed, felected wifely, plump, and fmooth,
nd glofly, he commits to pots of fize

Diminutive, well fill'd with well-prepar'd =

A\nd fruitful foil, that has been treafur'd long; =
JAnd drank no motfture from the dripping clouds:
hefe on the warm and genial earth, that hides
The fmoking manure and o'erfpreads it all,

e places lightly, and, as time fubdues

Ihe rage.of fermentation, plunges deep "
n the foft medium, till they fand immers'd,

Ihen rife the tender germs, upftarting quick,
find fpreading wide their fpongy lobes;- at firft - -
fale, wan, and livid ; but affuming foon, |

f fano'd by balmy and nutritious air, B
traind through the friendly mats, a vivid green. -
w0 leaves produc’d, two rough indented leaves,
autious he pinches from the fecond fialk

A pimple, that portends a future fprout,

nd interdi@ts its growth, Thence fraight fucceed *
e branches, . frurdy to.bis utmoft wifh ; |
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Prolific all, and harbingers of more.

The crowded roots demand enlargement now,

And tranfplantation 1n an ampler {pace.

Indulg’d in what they with, they foon fupply

Large foliage, overfhadowing golden flow’s,
lown on the fummit of th’ apparent fruit,

Thefe have their feges; and, when fummer fhines

The bee tranfports the fertilizing meal.

~ From flow’r to flow’r, and ev'n the breathing ai

Wafis the nich prize to its appointed ufe.

Not fo when winter {cowls. Affiftant art

Then ats in nature’s dffice, brings to pafs

The glad efpoufals, and enfures the crop.

Grudge not, ye nich, (fince luxury muft have
His dainties, and the world’s more num’rous half
Lives by contriving delicates for-you)
Grudge not the coft.  Ye little know the cares,
The vigilance, the labour, and the fkill,

That day and night are exercis’d, and hang |
Upon the ticklith balance of fufpenfe,

That ye may garnifh your profufe regales
With fummer fruits brought forth by wintry fun!
Ten thoufand dangers lie in wait to thwart
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aaaaaaaaaa

Iulﬁura and drough_t, mice, worms, and fwam;;pg_
I - flies, - -
PMinute a3 duft, and number]efs, oft work
Dire difappointment, that admits no cure, .
And which no care can obviate, It were long, .
00 long, to tell th’ expedients and the fhifts - -
Vhich he that fights a feafon (o fevere
Devifes, while he guards his tender truft;
ud oft, at laft, 1n vain. The learn'd and wife
parcalic would exclaim, and judge the fong
Cold as its theme, and, like its theme, ‘the fruit .-
Of too much labour, worthlefs when produc’d.

| Who loves a garden loves a green-houfe too.
uconfcious of a lefs propitious clime,

[here blooms exotic-beauty, warm and {nug,
Vhile the winds whiftle and the fhows defcend.
The {piry myrtle with unwith’ring leaf

puines there, and flourithes. The golden boaft

Uf Portugal and weftern India there, !

Lhe ruddier orange, and the paler lime,

Peep through their polifh'd foliage at the form,

And feem to fmile at what they need not fear.
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Th' amomum there with intermin_gling flow'rs
And cherries hangs her twigs. -Geraninm boafi
Her crimfon honours, and the fpangled beau,
Ficoides, glitters bright the winter long, -
All plants, of ev'ry leaf, that can endure

The winter's frown, if {creen’d from his threwd bite
Live there, and profper. Thofe Aufonia clains,
Levantine regions thefe; th’ Azores {end
Their jeflamine, her jeflamine remote
Caffraia: foreigners from  many lands,

They form one focial thade, as if conven’d

By magic fommons of th’ Orphean lyre.

Yet juft arrangement, rarely brought to pafs
But by a mafter’s hand, difpofing well

The gay diverfities of leaf and flow'r,

Mutft lend its aid t’ illuftrate all their charms,
And drefs the regular yet various fcene.
P}aﬁt behind plant afpiring, in the van |
The dwarfith, ip the rear retir'd, but fiill
Sublime above the reft, the ftatelier ftand. -
So once were rang'd the fons of ancient Rome,
A noble thow! while Rofcius trod the ftage;
And fo, while Garrick, as renown'd as he,
The fons of Albion; fearing each to lofe
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ome note of Nature’s mufic from his lips,

And covetous of Shakefpeare’s beauty, feen .+ -
| evry flath of his far-beaming eye. |
Nor tafte alone and well-contriv'd difplay
uffice to give the marthall’d ranks the grace
f their complete effet.  Much yet remains
[nfung, and many cares are yet behind,

And more laborious; cares on which depend

Fheir vigour, injur'd foon, not foon reftor'd. .

fhe foil muft be renew’d, which, often wafh'd,- -
ofes its treafure of falubrious falts,

Wnd difappoints the roots; the flender roots

lofe interwoven, where they meet the vafe,

luft {fmooth be {thorn away; the faplefs branch
Muft fly before the knife; the witherd leaf
Mult be detach’d, .and where it firews the floor
Prept with 2 woman'’s neatnefs, breeding elfe
ontagion, and diffeminating death,

Difcharge but thefe kind offices, (and who -
Vould fpare, that loves them, offices like thefe ?)
Well they reward the toil. The fight is pleas'd,
The feent regal'd, each odorif’rous leaf, - |
tach op'ning. bloffom, freely breathes abroad
s gratitude, and thanks him with its fweets.
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So manifold, all pleafing-in their kind,
All healthful, are th’ employs of rural life,
Reiterated as the wheel of time

Runs round ; fhll ending, and beginning fiil), .
Nor are thefe all. To deck the fhapely knoll,
That, foftly {well'd and gaily drefs'd, appears
A flow'ry ifland, from the dark green lawn
Emerging, muft be deem'd a-labour die

To no mesn hand, and afks the toach of tafte.
Here alfo grateful mixture of well-match'd
And forted hues (each giving each relief,

And by contrafied beaaty fhining more)
Isneedfol. Strengthmay wield the pond'rous fpade,
May turn the clod, and wheel the compoft home;
But elezance, chief grace the garden fhows,
And moft attrative, is the fair refult

Of thought, the creature of a polith’d mind.
Without it all is gothic as the {cene

To which th’ infipid citizen reforts

Near yonder heath ; where indufiry mifpent,
But proud of his uncouth ill-chofen taik,

Has made a heav’n o earth; with funs and moon:

Of clofe-ramm’d ftones has charg’d th’ encumberd
foll, . |
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And fairly laid the zodiac in the duften - 7

e, therefore, who would fee his flow’rs difpos'd |
ightly and i juft order, ere he gives.
The beds the trufted treafure-of their {eeds, : -
arecafts the future whole; that, when the {cene
bhall break into its preconceiv'd difplay,
ich for it{elf, and all as with one voice
Confpiring, may atteft his bright defign.
Nor even then, difmiffing as-perform’d.

is pleafant work, may he foppofe it done.
Few {elf-fupported flow'rs endure the wind
Uninjur'd, but expéedt th’ upholding aid

f the fmooth-fhaven prop, and, neatly tied,
wre wedded thus, like beauty to old age,
yor int'reft fake, the living to the dead.
pome clothe the foil that feeds them, far diffus’d
And lowly creeping, modeft and yet fair,
Like virtue, thriving moft where little feen s

pome, more afpiring, catch the neighbour fhrub
With clafping tendrils, and mveﬁ his branch,
Flfe unadorn d, with many a gay feftoon

nd fragrant chaplet, recompenfing well

bhe ftrength they borrow with the grace they lend.
Ail hate the rank fociety of weeds,
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Noifome, and ever greedy to exhauft

Th’ impov'rifh'd earth ; an overbearing race,
That, like the multitude made faction-mad,
Difturb good order, and degrade true worth,

Oh, bleft feclufion from a jarring world,
Which he, thus occupied, enjoys! Retreat
Cannot indeed to guilty man reftore
Loft innocence, or cancel follies paft;

But it has peace, and much fecures the mind

From all affaults of evil; proving fiill

A faithful barrier, not o'erleap’'d with eafe

By vicious cuftom, raging uncontroll’d

Abroad, and defolating public life.

When fierce temptation, feconded within

By traitor appetite, and arm'd with darts

Temper'd in hell, invades the throbbing breaft,

To combat may be glorious, and fuccefs

Perhaps may crown us; but to fly 1s {afe.

Had I the choice of {fublunary good,

‘What could I wifh that I poflefs not here?

Health, leifure, means t' improve it, friendfhip,
. peace, |

No loofe or wanton, though a wand'ring, mule, .
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ad conftant occupation. without care.

Fhus blett, I draw a piGure of that blifs;

Jopelefs, indeed, that diffipated minds, "
ind profligate abufers of a world

reated fair fo much 1n vain for them,

ould feek the guiltlefs joys that I defcribe,
pllur'd by my report: but fure no lefs, -
fhat, felf-condemn’d, they muft negle the prize,
ind what they will not tafte muft yet approve.
hat we admire we praife; and, when we praife,
\dvance it into notice, that, its worth
\cknowledg'd, others may admire it too.

therefore recommend, though at the nik

f popular difguft, yet boldly fiill,

he caufe of piety and facred truth,

And virtue, and thofe fcenes which God ordain’d
fhoold beft fecure them and promote them moft;

cenes that I love, and with regret perceive
urfaken, or through folly not enjoy’d.

fure is the nymph, though lib'ral of her finiles, -
nd chafte, though unconfin'd, whom I extol.

ot as the prince in Shufhan, when he call'd,
ain-glorious of her charms, his Vathti forth

¥o grace the full pavilion. His defign
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Was but to boaft his own peculiar good,
Which all might view with envy, none partake,
My charmer is not mine alone; my (weets,
And fhe that {weetens all my bitters too,
Nature, enchanfingNatur&, in whofe form
And lineaments divine I trace a hand

That errs not, and find raptures ftill renew’d,
Is free to all men-—univerfal prize.

Strange that {o fair a creature thould yet want
Admirers, and be defhin’'d to divide

With meaner obje&s ev'n the few fhe finds!
Stripp’d of her ornaments, her leaves and flow’s,
She lofes all her influence, Cities then
Attract us, and neglefted Nature pines,
Abandon’d, as unworthy of our love.

But are not wholefome airs, though unperfum’d
By rofes; and clear funs, though fcarcely felt;
And groves, if unharmonious, yet fecure
From clamour, and whofe very filence charms;
To be preferr'd to fmoke, to the echpfe

That Metropolitan volcanos make,

Whofe Stygian throats breathe darknefs all dgy
long ;

And to the fiir of commerce, driving flow,
8
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od thund'ring loud, with histen thoufand wheels?
ey would be, were not madnefs in the head,
nd folly in the heart; were England now

Vhat England. was; plain, hofpitable, kind,
\nd undebauch'd. . But we have bid farewell

o all the virtues of thofe better days, _
And all their honeft pleafures. Manfions once

Knew their own mafters; and laborious hinds,

Yho had furviv'd the father, ferv'd the fon,

Now the legitimate and rightful lord

Is but a tranfient gueft, newly arriv'd,

And {oon to be fupplanted. He that faw .

His patrimonial timber caft its leaf,

%lls the laft {fcantling, and transfers the pricd

To fome fhrewd tharper, ere it buds again.

Eftates are landfcapes, gaz'd upon a while,

Then advertis'd, and auCtioneer'd away.

The country flarves, and they that feed th’ o'er-
charg’d

And furfeited lewd town with her fair dues,

By a juft judgment frip and ftarve themfelves.

The wings that waft our riches out of ﬁghi:

Grow on the gamefter’s elbows; and th’ alert

And nimble motion of thofe refilefs joints,
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That never tire, foon fans them all away,
Improvement too, the idol of the age,

Is fed with many a vi&im. Lo, he comes!
Th' omnipotent magician, Brown, appears!
Down falls the venerable pile, th’ abode

Of our forefathers—a grave whifker'd race,
But taftelefs. Springs a palace In its ftead,

But in a diftant fpot; where, more expos d,

It may enjoy th’ advantage of the north,

And agnifh eaft, till time fhall have transformd
Thofe naked acres to a fhelt'ring grove.

He fpeaks. The lake in front becomes a fawn;
Woods vanifh, hills fubfide, and vallies nfc:
Arid fireams, as if created for his ufe,

Purfue the track of his direing wand,
Sinuous or ftraight, now rapid and now flow,
Now murm'ring foft, now roaring in cafcades—
Ev'n as he bids! Th’ enraptur'd owner fmiles.
*Tis finifh’d, and yet, finifh'd as it feems,

Still wants a gracé, the lovelieft it'could {how,
A mine to fatisfy th' enormous coft.

Drain'd to the laft poor-item of his wealth,

He fighs, departs, and leaves th’ accomplifh'd pi2
That he has touch’d, retouch'd, many a long ¢y

7
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iLahcmr"d and many a night purfu'd in dreams,

]uft when it meets his hopes, and proves the heav'n

He wanted, for'a wealthier to enjoy!

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come,

When, having no flake left, no pledge t’ endear

Her int'refts, or that gives her facred caufe
moment’s operation on his love,

e barns with moft intenfe and flagrant zeal

o ferve his country. Mivifterial grace

zals him out money. from the public cheft;

i, 1f that mine be fhut, fome private purfe’

upplies his need with an ufurious loan,

0 be refunded duly when his vote,

cll-manag’d, fhall have earn’d its worthy price,
hinnocent, compar'd with arts like thefe,

ape, and cock’d piftel, and the whiftling ball
ut through the trav’ller’s temples ! He that finds
¢ drop of heay'n’s fweet mercy in his cup,

i dig, beg, rot, and perith, well content,

he may wrap himfelf in honeft rags

this 1aft gafp ; but could not for a world -

ibup his dirty and dependent bread

om pools.and ditches of the commonwealth,

iid and fick'ning at bis own fuccefs.

oL, 11, 1
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Ambition, av'rice, penury Incurr'd
By endlefs riot, vanity, the luft
Of pleafure and variety, difpatch,
As duly as the {wallows difappear,

The world of wand’ring knights and {fquirestotoy
London ingulphs them all! The fhark is ther,
And the fhark’s prey; the {fpendthrift, and the e
That fucks him. There the fycophant, and he
Who, with bare-headed and obfequious bows,
Begs a warm office, doom'd to 2 cold jail
And groat per diem, if his patron frown.
The levee {warms, as if, in golden pomp,
Were chara&ter'd on ev'ry ftatefman’s door,

¢ BATTER'D AND BANKRUPT FORTUNES MEXD
‘“ HERE.

Thefe are the charms that {ully and echiple
The charms of nature.- 'Tis the cruel gripe
That lean hard-handed poverty infliCls,

The hope of better things, the chance to win,
The with to thine, the thirft to be amusd,

That at the found of winter’s hoary wing

Unpeople all our countries of fuch herds
Of flutt'ring, loit'ring, cringing, begging, loof
_And wanton vagrants, as make London, valt

And boundlefs as it 15, a crowded coop.
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- Oh thou, refort and mart of all the earth,
hequer'd with all complexions of mank’nd,
And fpotted with all crimes; in whom I fee
pluch that I love, and more that I admire,

\nd all that I abhor; thou freckled fair,

That pleafeft and yet fhock'ft me, I can laugh

ind I can weep, can hope, and can defpond,
eel wrath and pity, when T think on thee!

len nighteous would have fav'd a city once,

And thou haft many righteous.—Well for thee—
[hat falt preferves thee; more corrupted elfe,

And therefore more obnoxious, at this hour

[han Sodom in her day had pow'r to be,

for whom God heard his Abr'am plead in vain.
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ARGUMENT OF THE FOURTH BOOK

The poft comes in—The news-paper 1s read—1
world contemplated at a diflance,— Addres
IVinter —The rural amufements of .a winter v
ing compared witk the. fafhionable: oncs.— Adir
10 evening.— A brown fludy—Fall of fnow it
evening —The waggoner.— A poor family-prece.
The rural thief.~—Public houfes.—The multit
of them cenfured. —The farmer's daughter: i
Sfhe was—what fhe is—The fimplicity of co
manners almoft Ioft —Caufes of the change~)
fertion of the country by the rich.—Neglect of n
giftrates,.—The militia principally in Sfault.~1
new recruit and his transformation.—Reflection
boudies corporate.~The love of rural objecis natur

10 all, and never to be totally extinguifhed.




THE TASK.

BOOK IV.

THE WINTER EVENING.

Hagrx ! ’tis the twanging horn o'er yonder bridge,

That with its wearifome but needful length

Beftrides the wintry flood, in which the moon

sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright ;—

He comes, the herald of a noify world,

With fpatterd boots, firapp’d waift, and frozen
locks;

News from all nations lumb'ring at his back.

True to his charge, the clofe-pack’d load behind,

Yet carelefs what he brings, his one concern

Is to conduét it to the deftin'd inn;

And, having dropp'd th’ expelted bag, pafson,

He whiftles as he goes, light-hearted wretch,
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Cold and yet cheerful : meflenger of grief
Perhaps to thoufands, and of joy to fome;

To him indiff’rent whether grief or joy.
Houfes in afhes, and the fall of focks,
Births, deaths, and marriages, epiftles wet
With tears, that trickled down the writer’s cheeks
Faft as the periods from his fluent quill,

Or charg'd with am’rous fighs of abfent {wains,
. Or nymphs refponfive, equally affeét

His horfe and him, unconfcious of them all.
But oh th’ important budget! ufher'd in
With fuch heart-fhaking mufic, who can fay
What are its tidings ? have our troops awak'd?
Or do they fill, as if with opium drugg’d,
Snore to the murmurs of th’ Atlantic wave ?
Is India free? and does fhe wear her plum'd
And jewell'd turban with a fmile of peace,
Or do we grind her flill? The grand debate,
The popular harangue, the tart reply,

The logic, and the wifdom, and the wit,
And the lond laugh—TI long to know them all;.
I burn to fet th’ imprifon’d wranglers free,
And give them voice and uft’rance once again.
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/Now fir'thie firé, aiidclofe the fhutters fat;
I.et fall the curtains, wheel the fofa round, . ;
Qud while; the bubbling and loud-hiffing arn
Throws up-a fieamy.column, : and the cups,..
That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, :
Solet us welcome peaceful ev'ning in. .
Not fuchhis ev'ning, who -with: fhining face: -
weats 1n the crowded theatre, and, fqueez'd .

Aud bor'd with elbow-points through both his ﬁdes s
Out-fcolds the ranting actor on the flage : ¥
Nor his,-whio patient ftands till his feet throb,

And his head ‘thumps; to feed upon the breath

Of patriots, burfling with heroic rage,

Or placemen, all-tranquillity and fmiles.

This folio of four pages, happy work !

Whlch not'ev'n eritics criticife; that holds’
Inqmﬁtwc attention, while I read, |

Faﬁ bound in chains of filence, which the. fair,-
Thongh equuent themfelves, yet fear to break ;

-

Tﬁat iéﬁiﬁt’s ambition. On the fummit fee -
The feals of office glitter in his eyes;




He climbs, he pants, he grafps them 1 At his hecly
Clofe at his heels, a demagogue afcends, |
And: with a dext'rous jerk foon twifts him down,
And wins them, but to lofe them 1n his turn.
Here rills of oily eloquence in {oft

Meanders lubricate the courfe they take;

The modeft fpeaker is atham'd and griev'd

T engrofs a moment’s notice, and yet begs,
Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts,
However trivial all that he conceives.

Sweet bathfulnefs! it claims at leaft this praife;
The dearth of information and good fenfe
That it foretells us always comes to pafs.
Cat'ralls of declamation thunder here;

There forefts of no meaning fpread the. page,
In which all comprehenfion wanders, lofi;
While fields of pleafantry amufe us there

~ ‘With merry defcants on a nation's woes.
The reft appears a wildernefs of firange

But gay confufion; rofes for the cheeks,
And lilies for the brows of faded age,

Teeth for the tootblefs, ringlets for the bald,

Heav'n, earth, and ocean, plunder'd of their fwesls
Nettareous eflences, Olympian dews, .
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srmons, and city feafts, and fav'rite aifs,
Ethereal journies, fubmarine exploits;

And Katterfelto, with us haironend - - *.
At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread. -

'Tis pleafant through the loop-holes of retreat’
To peep at fuch a world ; to fee the fiir
0f the great Babel, and not feel the crowd;
To hear the roar fhe {ends through all her gates
At a fafe diftance, where the dying found
Falls a foft murmur on th’ uninjur’d ear.
Thus fitting, and 'furveying thus at eafe
The globe and its concerns, I feem advanc'd
To fome fecure and more than mortal height,
That lib’rates and exempts me from them all.
It turns fubmitted to my view, turns round
With all its generations ; I behold
The tumult, and am ftill, The found of war
Has loft 1ts terrors ere it reaches me;
Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the pride
And av'rice that make man a wolf to man;
Hear the faint echo of thofe brazen throats
By which he {peaks the language of his heart;,
And figh, but never tremble at the found.

7
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He travels and expatiates, as the bee

From flow'’r to flow’r, {o he from land to land;
The manners, cuﬂomé, policy, “of all

Pay contribution to the ftore he gleans; .

He fucks intelligence in ev’ry clime,

And fpreads the honey of his deep refearbh
At bis return—a rich repaft for me.

He travels, and I toco. I tread his. deck
Afcend his topmaft, through his peering eyes
Difcover countries, with a kindred heart
Suffer his woes, and fhare in his efcapes;
While fancy, like the finger of a clock,
Runs the great circuit, and is ftill at home.

Oh Winter, ruler of th'inverted year,
Thy fcatter'd hair with fleet like afhes fill'd,
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks
Fring’d with a beard made white with other {nows
Than thofe of age, thy forehead wrapt in clouds,
A leaflefs branch thy {ceptre, and thy throne .
A fliding car, indebted to no wheels,
But urg’d by ftorms along its {lipp'ry way,
I love thee, all unlovely as thou feem'tt,
And dreaded as thou art] Thou hold’ft the fun
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Aprfs’nei' in the yet undawning eaft, - _
Short'ning his journey between morn and noon,
And hurrying him, impatient of his ftay,

Down to the rofy weft; but kindly fill
Compenfating his lofs with added hours

Of focial converfe and infirn@ive cafe,

fnd gath'ring, at thort notice, in ope group -
The family difpers'd, and fixing thought,

Not lefs difpers'd by day-light and its -cares
lcown thee king of intimate delights,

fire-fide enjoyments, homé-born happinefs,

ind all the comforts that the lowly roof

f undifiurb'd retirement, and the hojrs

)f long uninterrupted ev'ning, know.

Norattling wheels ftop thort before thefe gates;
wpowder'd pert proficient in the art

I founding an alarm, affaults thefe doors -

lill the fireet rings ; no Rationary fteeds

ugh theirown knell, while, heedlefs of the found,
Ibe filent circle fan themfelves, and quake:

it here the needle plies its bufy tafk,

it pattern grows, the well-depicted flow'r,
roughit'patien tly into the {nowy lawn,

alds its bofom; buds, and leaves, and {prigs,
3
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And curling tendrils, gracefully difpos'd,
Follow the nimble finger of the fair;

A wreath that cannot fade, of flow’rs that blgy
~ With moft fuccefs when all befides decay.

The poet’s or hiftorian’s page, by one

Made vocal for th’ amufement of the reft;

The fpnghtly lyre, whofe treafure of {weet founds

The touch from many a trembling chord fhakes
- out; |
And the clear voice fymphonious,. yet diftin, '
And in the charming firife triumphant. fill;
Beguile the night, and fet a keener edge
On female indufiry: the threaded ficel
Flies fwiftly, and, unfelt, the tafk proceeds.
The volume clos'd, the cuftomary rites
Of the laft meal commence. A Roman meal;
Such as the miftre(s of the world once found
Delicious, when her patriots of high note,
Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors,
And under an old oak’s domeftic fhade,
Enjoy’d—fpare feaft !—a radifh and an egg!
Difcounrfe enfues, not trivial, yet not dull,
Nor {uch as with a frown forbids the play

Of fancy, or profcribes the-fourd of mirth:
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Nor do we madly, like ap Impious world,

Who deem religion frenzy, and the Gog
Ihat made them an intruder on thejr Joys,

Start at his awfol name, or deem pis praife
A jarring note.,

Themes of a graver tone, . .
Exciting oft our gratitude apg love,

While we retrace with mem’y’s pointing wand,
That calls the paft to our exa& review,

The dangers we have {cap'd, the brc;ken {nare,
Ihe difappointed foe, deliv’rance found

Unlook’d for, life preferv’d and Peace reftor'd-—
ruits of omnipotent eternal Jove.

Uh ev'nings worthy of the gods! exclaim'd
The fabine bard, Qh evnings, I reply,
Hore to be priz’d and coveted thap your’s,

As more illamin’d, and with nobler truths,
That I, and mine, and thofe we love, enjoy.

Is winter hideous in 2 garb like this

Needs he the ti-agic‘fur, the imoke of lamps,
The pent-up breath of an unfav'ry
Jo thaw him into feeling ; or the fmart
And foappifh dialogue, that ﬂipﬁant wits
(il comedy, to-prompt him with a {mjle >

throng,
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The {elf-complacent altor, when he views
(Stealing a fide-long glance at a full houfe)
The flope of faces, from the floor to th' roof,
(As 1f one mafter-fpring controul'd them al])
Relax'd into an. univerfal grin,

Sees not a count’nance there that fpeaks of joy
Half {fo refin’d or {o fincere as our's.

Cards were fuperfluous here, with all the tricks
That 1dlenefs has ever yet contriv'd

To fill the void of an unfurnifth'd brain,

To palliate dulnefs, and give time a ihove.
Time, as he paffes us, hasa dove’s wing,
Unfol'd, and fwift, and of a filken found;

* But the world’s time is time in mafquerade!
Their's, fhould I paint him, has his pinions fledg'd
Withmotley plumes; and,where the peacock fhows
His azure eyes, is tin€ar'd black and red

With fpots quadrangular of di’'mond form,
Enfanguin’d. hearts, clubs typical of firife,

And fpades,:the emblem of untimely graves.
What fhould be and what was an hour-glafs once,
Becomes a dice-box, and a bilhard maft

Well does.the work of his defirudtive {cythe. .
Thus deck’d, hecharinsa world whom fathion blinds
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To bis true. worth, moft pleas'd when ‘idle moft;
Whofe only happy are their wagted hours,
Ev'n;miffeé; at whofe age their. mothers wore
The back-firing and the bib, affume the drefs -

0f womanhood, fit pupilsin the fchool

0f card-devoted time, and, night by night,

Placd at fome vacant corner of the board, -

Learn ev'ry trick, and foon play all the game,

but truce with cenfure, Roving as I rove,
here thall I find an-end, or how proceed >

fshe that travels far oft turns afide

loview fome rugged rock or mould’ting tow'r,
hich, feen, delights him not ; then, coming home,.

Efcribes; and prints it, that the world may know:
ow far he went for what was nothing worth;

0, with bruth in hand and pallet {pread,

ith colours mix'd for a fay diff 'rent ufe,

ant cards and' dolls, and evry idle thing

bt fancy finds in her excurfive flights,

Come, Ev’ning, once again, feafon of peace ;
turn, {weet _Ev'ni'ng,rand continue long! . -
ethinks I'fee thee in the fireaky weft, . .

Vith matron-ftep'flow-moving, while the night
VoL, 11, K
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Treads on-thy fweéping train; one. hand employ
In letting fall the curtain’of repofe -

On bird and beatt, the other charg’d for man
With {weet oblivion of the cares of day:
Not fumptuoufly adorn’d, nor needing aid,
Like homely featur'd night, of cluftring gems;
A flar or two, juft twinkling on thy brow,

Suffices thee ; fave that the moon is thine
No lefs than her’s, not worn indeed on high
With oftentatious pageantry, but fet -
With modeft grandeur in thy purple zone,
Refplendent lefs, but of an ampler round,
Come then, and thoa thalt find thy vot'ry cal
Or make me fo.-” Compofure is thy gift:
And, whether I devote thy gentle hours

To books, to-mufic, or the poet’s toil;
To weaving nets. for bird-alluring fruit ;

Or twining filken threads round iv'ry reels,
When they command whom man was born to pleal
I flight thee not, but make thee welcome #ill

Juft when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze
With lights, by clear refletion multiplied
From many a mirror, in which he of Gath,
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Goliath, might have feen his giant bulk ‘
Whole, without’ﬁmping, tow’ring creft and all, -
My pleafures; too, begin. .But me, perhaps, ="
The glowing hearth may fatisfy awhile |

With faint illumination, that uplifts -

The hadow to the ceiling, there by fits, .
Dancing uncouthly to the quiv'ring flame. -
Not undelightful is an hour tome .

b fpent 1n parlour twilight:, fuch a oloom
Juts well the thoughtful or unthinking mind, :
The mind contemplative, with fome new theme
fregnant, or indifpos'd alike to all,

laugh ye, who boaft your more mercurial pow'rs,
Ihat never feel a ftupor, :know no_paufe,

Nor need one; I'am confcious, and confefs,
fearlefs, a foul that does not always think.

Me oft has fancy, ludicrous and wild,

%th'd with a waking dream of houfes, tow'rs,
tees, churches, and firange vifages, exprefs'd |
i the red cinders, while with poring eye
E\gaz’d, mylfelf creating what I faw.

or lefs amus'd have I quiefcent watch'd

The footy films that play upon the bars,

kendulous, and foreboding, in the view
K2
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Of fuperftition, prophefying fiill,
Though fill deceiv'd, fome firangei's nearapproach,
"Tis thus the underftanding takes repoie
In indolent vacuity of thought, =
And fleeps and is refrefh’d. Meanwhile the face
Conceals the mood lethargic with a matk
Of deep deliberation, as the man
Were tafk’d to his full firength, abforb'd and loft
Thus oft, reclin’'d at eafe, I lofe an hour
At ev'ning, {ill at length the freezing blaft,
That fweeps the bolted thutter, fummons home
The recolle&ted pow'’rs; and, {fnapping fhort
The glafly threads, with which the fancy weaves
Her brittle toys, reftores me to my{fels.
How calm is my recefs; and how the froft,
Raging abroad, and the rough wind, endear
The filence and the warmth enjoy'd within! -
I faw the woods and fields, at clofe of day,
A variegated thow; the meadows green,
Though faded; and the lands, where lately wav'
The golden harveft, of a mellow brown,
Upturn'd fo lately by the forceful fhare.

I {aw far off the weedy fallows finile

‘With verdure not unprofitable, graz'd



00K 1V. THE WINTER. EVENING, - 133

By flocks, faft feeding, and fele@ing each

His fav'rite herb; while all the leaflefs groves,
That 1kirt th’ horizon_, wore a {able hue, |

juarce notic'd in the kindred dufk of eve,
To-morrow brings'a change, a total change!
Which even now, though filently perform’d,

And flowly, and by moft unfelt, the face
Uf univerfal nature undergoes,

falt falls a fleecy thow'r: the downy flakes,
Defcending, and with never-ceafing lapfe,
uitly alighting upon all below,

Amilate all obje@s. Earth receives

bladly the thick’ning mantle ; and the green
dnd tender blade, that fear'd the chilling blagt,
Heapes unhurt beneath fo warm a veil,

In fuch a world; fo thorny, and where none
nds happinefs unblighted ; or, if found,
lithout fome thittly forrow at its fide ;

tfeems the part of wif{dom, and no fin

sainft the law of love, to meafure lots

ith lefs diftinguifh’d than ourfelves; that thug
¢may with patience bear our mod'rate ills,

d fympathife with others,. fuff’ring more.



134 THE TASK. BOOK 1y,

T fares the trav’ller now, and he that ftalks
In pond’rous boots befide his reeking team.
The wain goes heavily, impeded fore

By congregated loads adhering clofe

To the clogg’d wheels; and in its fluggith pace,
Noifelefs, appears a moving kill of fnow.
The toiling fieeds expand the noftril wide,
While ev'ry breath, by refpiration firong
Forc'd downward, is confolidated foon

Upon their jutting chefts. He, form'd to bear
The pelting brunt of the tempeftuous night,
With half-that eyes,and pucker'd cheeks, and teeth
Prefented bare againft the ftorm, plods on. |
One hand fecures his hat, fave when with both
He brandithes his pliant length of whip,
Refounding oft, and never heard in vain.

Oh happy; and, in my account, denied

That fenfibility of pain with which l
Refinement is endued, thrice happy thou! |
Thy frame, robuft and hardy, feels indeed
The piercing cold, but feels it unimpair'd.
The learned finger never need explore

Thy vig'rous pulfe; and the unhealthful eaft,
That breathes the fpleen, and fearches ev'ry bont
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Of the infirm, 1s wholefome air to thee; ... ;.\,
Thy days roll op, exempt from houfehold care;
Thy waggon 1s thy wife ; and the poor beafls,
That drag the dull companion to and fro,

Thine helplefs charge, dependent on thy care.

Ab, treat them kindly! rude as thou appear'st,
Yet thow that thou haft mercy! which the great,
With needlefs hurry whirl'd from place to place,
Humane as they would {feem, not always thow.

Poor, yet induftrious, modeft, quiet, neat;
Such claim compafiion in a night like this,

And have a friend 1n ev'ry feeling heart.
Warm'd, while it lafts, by labour, all day long
They brave the feafon, and yet find at eve,

lli clad and fed but {parely, time to cool. -

The fragal houfewife trembles when the lights
Her fcanty ftock of brufh-wood, blazing clear,
But dying foon, like all terreftrial joys.

The few fmall embers left fhe nurfes well ;

And, while her infant race, with outfpread bands
Aud crowded knees, fit cow'ring o'er the {parks,
Retires, content to quake, fo they be warm'd.
The man feels leaft, as more inur'd than fhe
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To winter, and the current in his veins

More brifkly mov'd by his {everer toil ;

Yet he, too, finds his own diftrefs in their's.
The taper {foon extinguifh’d, which I faw
Dangled along at the cold finger’s end

Juft when the day declin’d, and the brown loaf
Lodg’'d on the fhelf, half-eaten, without fauce
Of favry cheefe, or butfer, cofthier ftill;

Sleep feems their only refuge: fof, alas,
Where penury is felt the thought is chain'd,
And fweet colloguial pleafures are but few!
‘With all this thrift they thrive not. Al the care
Ingenious parfimony takes but juft

Saves the fmall inventory, bed, and ftool,
Skillet, and old carvd cheft,” from public fale.
They live, and live without extorted alms
From grudging hands; but other boaft have none
To {ooth their honeft pride, that {corns to beg,
Nor comfort elfe, but in their mutual love.

I praife you much, ye meek and patient pair,
For ye are worthy; choofing rather far

A dry but independent cruft, hard earn’d,

And eaten with a figh, than to endure

The rugged frowns and infolent rebuffs
S
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0f knaves 1n office, partial in the work

Of diftribution ; lib’ral of their aid

To clamrous importunity in rags, . .

But oft-times deaf to fuppliants, who would blufh
Towear a tatter'd garb however coarfe,

Whom famine cannot reconcile to filth: -

Thefe atk with painful thynefs, and, refus'd

beaufe deferving, filently retire !

it be ye of good courage! Time itfelf

1all much befriend yon. Time fhall giveincreafe;

nd all your num’rous progeny, well-train'd,

it helplefs, in few years thall find their hands,

iud labour too. Meanwhile ye ihall not want
bat, confcious of your virtues, we can {pare,

hor what a wealthier than ourfelves may fend.

mean the man, who, when the diftant poor

ed help, denies them nothing but his name,

But poverty, with moft who whimper forth
eir long complaints, is felf infliGed WOE ;

0 effet of lazinefs or fottifth wafte.

ow goes the nightly thief prowling abroad
“plunder; much folicitons how beft
may compenfate for a day of floth.
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By works of darknefs and nournal wrong,
Woe to the gard'ner’s pale, the farmer’s hedge,
Plafh’d neatly, and fecurd with driven flakes
Deep in the loamy bank. . Uptorn by ftrength,
Refiftlefs 1n fo bad a caufe, but lame

To better-deeds, he bundles up the {poil—
An afs's burden—and, when laden moft

And heavieft, light of foot, fteals faft away.
Nor does the boarded hovel better guard

The well-fiack’d pile of riven logs and roots
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave
Unwrench’d the door, however well {ecur'd,
‘Where Chanticleer amidft his haram fleeps
In unfufpe@ing pomp. Twitch'd from the perd
He gives the princely bird, with all his wives, ,
To his voracious bag, firuggling in vain, |
And loudly wond’ring at the fudden change.—-
Nor this to feed his own ! "T'were fome excule
Did pity of their fuft 'rings warp afide

His principle, and tempt him into fin

For thetr fupport, fo defiitute.~But they
Negle@ed pine at home ; themfelves, as more
Expos'd than others, with lefs fcruple made
His victims, robb'd of their defencelefs all.
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(ruel 15 all he does. - 'Tis quenchlefs thiy |
0f rainous eb:ri’ety that prompts

His evry action, and imbrutes the map.
Ohfor a law to noofe the villain's neck

Who ftarves his own ; who perfecutes the blood
He gave them in his children’s veins, and hates

ind wrongs the woman he has fworn to love !

Pafs where wemay, throu gh city orthrough town ,
Wlage, or hamlet, of this merry‘lancj,

hough lean and begear'd, evry twentieth pace
(nducls th’ unguarded nofe to fuch a whiff -

Jf flale debauch, forth-iffuing from the 1tyes

at law has licens'd, as makes temprance reel,

ibere fit, involv'd and loft in curling clouds

) Indian fume, and guzzling deep; the boor,
e lackey, and the groom: the craftfman theye
itkes a Lethean leave of 4] his toil ;

nith, cobbler, Joiner, he that plies the fhears,

hd he that kneads the dough; all loud alike,

ll learned, and -all drunk | The fiddle fcreams
“ntive and piteous, ag it wept and wail'd
wafted tones and barmony unheard :

‘iee the difpute, whate'er the theme ; While fhe,




140 THE TASK. Boonw.!,'
Fell Difcord, arbitrefs of fuch debate,

Perch'd on the fign-poft, holds with even hang
Her undecifive fcales. In this the lays

A weight of ignorance; in that, of pride;
And fmiles, delighted with th’ eternal poi,
Dire is the frequent curfe, and its twin found
The cheek-diftending ocath, not to be prais'd

As ornamental, mufical, polite,

Like thofe which modern fenators employ,
'Whofe oath is rhet'ric, and who {wear for fame!
Rehold the fchools in which plebeian minds,
Once fimple, are initiated 1n arts,

Which {fome may prahfe with politer grace,
But none with readier {kill I—'tis here they learn
The road that leads, from compcteﬁce and peace,
To indigence and rapine; till at laft

Society, grown weary of the load,

Shakes her encamber'd lap, and cafls them out,
But cenfure profits little: vain th’ attempt

To advertife in ver{e a public peft,

That, like the filth with which the peafant feeds
His hungry acres, ftinks, and is of ufe.

Th’ excife is fatten’d with the rich refult .

Of all this riot ; and ten thoufand caiks,



00Kk IV.-  THE WINTER EVENING. 141"

forever dribbling out their bafe contents,

Touch'd by the Midas finger of the flate,

Need gol-d for minifters to fport away.

Drink, and be mad, then; ’tis your country bids!
foroufly drunk, obey th’ important call !

ercaufe demands th’ affiftance of your throats j—
I¢all can {wallow, and fhe afks no more.

Would I had fall'n upon thofe happier days

That poets celebrate ; thofe golden times,

ind thofe Arcadian fcenes, that Maro fings,

nd Sidney, warbler of poetic profe.

ymphs were Dianas then, and {wains had hearts
hat felt their virtues: innocence, it feems,

om courts difmifs'd, found fhelter in the groves;
[he footfteps of fimplicity, imprefsd

pon the yielding herbage, (fo-they fing)

Then were not all effac’d : then {peech profane,
ind manners profligate, were rarely found ;
berv’d as prodigies, and foon reclaim’d.

an with | thofe days were never: airy dreams
it for the pi@ure; and the poet’s hand,

marting fubftance to an empty fhade,

iposd a gay delirium for a truth.
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Grant it :—I fi1ill muft envy them an age
That favour'd fuch a dream; in days like thefe
Impoffible, when virtue is fo carce,

That to {uppofe a fcene where fhe prefides,
Is tramontane, and ftumbles all belief,

No: we are polith’d now! the rural lafs,
Whom once her virgin modefty and grace,
Her artlefs manners, and her neat atfire,

So dignified, that fhe was hardly lefs

Than the fair thepherdefs of old romance,
Is feen no more. The charater is loft!
Her head, adorn’d with lappets pinnd aloft,
And ribbands fireaming gay, {uperbly rais'd,
And magnified beyond all human fize,
Indebted to {fome {mart wig-weaver's hand
For more than half the trefles it {uftains;

Her elbows ruffied, and her tott'ming form

111 propp’'d upon French beels, the might be deemd
(But that the bafket dangling on her arm

Interprets her more truly) of a rank .

Too proud for dairy work, or fale of eggs.
Expe& her foon with foot-boy at her heels,
No longer bluthing for her awkward load,
Her train and her umbrella all her care!
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The town' has ting’d the country; and the ftain:
yppears a-{pot upon .a veftal's:robe; 1
The worfe for what it foils. ' The fathion runs' .« -
Down into fcenes fill rural; but, alas, @
Scenes rarely grac’d” with rural manners now?!
[ime was when, 1n the paftoral retreat,

Th' unguarded deor was fafe; men did not watch
'invade another’s right, ‘or guard their own.
Then fleep was undifturb’d by fear, unfcar'd

By drunken howlings ; and the chilling tale

)f midnight murder was a wonder heard

ith doubtful credit, told to frighten babes,

but farewell now to unfufpicious nights,

ind flumbers unalarm’d ! Now, ere you fleep,
ves that your polifh’d arms be prim’d with care,
ind drop the night-bolt ;—ruffians are abroad;

Aud the firft larum of the cock’s fhrill throat

May prove a trumpet, fammoning your ear

0 horrid founds of hoftile feet within,

fvn day-light has its dangers; and the walk

Ihrough pathlefs waftes and woods, unconfcious '
once - |

Of other tenants than melodious birds,

Or harmlefs flocks, is hazardous and bold. - '

7

"~
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Lamented change ! -to which full many a caufs
Invet'rate, hopelefs of a cure,. confpires.

The courfe of human things from good to ill,
From 1ll to worle, is fatal, -never fails.
Increafe of pow’r begets increafe of wealth;
Wealth luxury, and luxury excefs ;

Excefs, the {crofulous and itchy plague

That feizes firft the opulent, defcends

To the next rank éontagious, and in time
Taints downward all the graduated fcale

Of order, from the chariot to the plough.
The rich, and they that have an arm to check
The licenfe of the lowefl in degree,

Defert their office; and themfelves, intent
On pleafure, haunt the capital, and thus

To all the violence of lawlefs hands
Refign the fcenes their prefence niight protect.
Authority herfelf not feldom {leeps,

Though refident, and witnefs of the wrong,
The plump convivial parfon often bears

The magifterial fword in vain, and lays -

His rev'rence and- his worfhip both to veft
On the fame cuthion of habitual {loth.
Perhaps timidity reftrains his arm ;
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When he fhould frike he trembles and fets frce,
fimfelf enflav’d by terror of the band,

i andaciots convift, whom he dares not bind,
Perhaps, though by profeffion ghottly pure,

fictoo may have bis vice, and foruetimes prove
lels dainty than becomes his prave outfide
jolucrative concerns.  Examine well

His milk-white hand; the palm is hardly clean—-
ot here and there an ugly fmutch appears.

h! ’twas a bribe that left it: he has toucl'd
muption! Whofo feeks an audit here

pitious, pays his tribute, game or fifh,

ld-fowl or ven'lon; and his errand { peeds,

But fafter far, and more than all the reft,

inoble caufe, which none who bears a fpark
I public virtue ever wifh'd remoy 'd,

orks the deplor'd and mifchievous effed.

s univerfal fo]dieri]ﬁp has ftabb'd

¢ heart of merit in the meaner clafs.

s, through the vanity and brainlefs rage

t thofe that bear them, in whatever caufe,
“l moft at variance with all moral o004,

i incompatible with ferious thought.
VoL, 11, L
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The clown, the child of nature, without guile,
Bleft with an infant’s ignorance of ail

But his own fimple pleafures; now and then
A wrefthng-match, a foot-race, or a fair;

Is ballotted, and trembles at the news:
Sheepifh he doffs his hat, and, mumbling, {wear
A bible-oath to be whate’er they pleafe,

To do he knows not what! The talk perform'd,
That inftant he becomes the ferjeant’s care,
His pupil, and his torment, and his jeft.

His awkward gait, his introverted toes,

Bent knees, round fhoulders, and dejetted looks,
Procure bim many a curfe. By flow degrees,
Unapt to learn, and form'd of flubborn ftuff,
He yet by flow degrees puts off himfclf,
Grows conicions of a change, and likes it well:
He ftands erect; his flouch becomes a walk;
He fteps right onward, martial in hs air,

His form, and movement; 1s as fmart above
As meal and larded locks can make him; wears
His hat, or his plum’d helmet, with a grace;
And, his three years of herofhip expir'd,
Returns indignant to the flighted plough.

He hates the field, in which no fife or drum
-
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Atends him ; drives his cattle io a march ;

And fighs for the fmart comrades he has left,
Twere well if his exterior change were all— -
Bat with his clumiy port the wretch has loft

His ignorance and harmijefs manners too |
Tofwear, to game, to drink; to fhow at home,
by lewdnefs, idlenefs, and fabbath-breach,

The great proficiency he made abroad ;

I'altonith and to grieve his gazing friends; -
lo break fome maiden’s and his mother’s heart ;
Tobe a peft where he was ufefy] once ;

Are his fole aim, and all his glory, now!

Man in fociety is like a flow'r
Bown in its native bed: ’tis there alone
lls faculties, expanded in ful] bloom,
dine out; there only reach the;r proper ufe,
bit man, affociated and ieagu’d with man
b regal warrant, or felf-join'd by bond
for int'reft-fake, or {fwarming into clans
kneath one head for purpofes of war,
like flow’rs fele@ed from the reft, and bound
d bundled clofe to £l fome crowded vafe,
es rapidly, and, by compreffion marr'd,

L2
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Contradts defilement not to be endur'd.
Hence charter’d boroughs are fuch public plagy
And burghers, men immaculate perhaps

In all their private funtions, once combin'd,
Become a loathfome body, only fit

For diffolution, hurtful to the main,

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of fin
Againft the charities of domeftic lite,
Incorporated, feem at once to lofe

Their nature; and, difclaiming all regard
For mercy and the common rights of man,
Build fa&ories with blood, cordulling trade |
At the fword’s point, and dyeing the white robs
Of innocent commercial juftice red.

Hence, too, the field of glory, as the world
Mifdeems it, dazzled by its bright array,
With all its majefiy of thund'ring pomp,
Enchanting mufic and immortal wreatbs,

Ts but a fchool where thoughtleflnefs is taught
On principle, where foppery atones

For folly, gallantry for ev'ry vice.

But, {lighted as it is, and by the great
Abandon'd, and, which full I more regret,
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nfe@ted with the manners and the modes

[ knew not once, the country wins me ftill.
[never fram’d a wifh, or form'd a plan,

That flatter'd me with hopes of earthly blifs,
hit there I laid the fcene. There early firay'd
My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice

ld found me, or the hope of being free.

Wy very dreams were rural ; rural, too,

The firft-born efforts of my youthful mufe,
bortive, and jingling her poetic bells

e yet her ear was miftrefs of their pow’rs..

No bard could pleafe me but whofe lyre was tun'd
To Nature’s praifes, Heroes and- their feats
ftigued me, never weary of the pipe

If Tityrus, aflembling, .as he fang,

The ruftic throng beneath his fav’rite beech.
Then Milton had indeed a poet’s charms:

few to my tafte, his Paradife furpafs'd

The fruggling efforts of my boyith tongne
hofpeak its excellence. I danc'd for joy.
lmarvel’d much that, at fo ripe an age

istwice fev'n years, his beauties bad then firft
bgag'd my wonder; and, admiring flill,

ind fiill admiring, with regret fuppos'd
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The joy half loft becanfe not fooner found.
There, too, enamour’d of the life I lov'd,
Pathetic 1n 1its praife, 1n its purfuit
Determin'd, and poffefiing it at laft

With tranfports fuch as favour'd lovers fee),
I ftudied, prizd, and wifl'd that T had knows,
Ingenious Cowley! and, though now reclaimi
By modern lichts from an erroneous afie,

I cannet but lament thy {plendid wit
Entangled in the cobwebs of  the fchools.

I fiill revere thee, courtly though retird ;
Though firetch'd at eafe in Chertfey’s filent bow
Not unemploy’d; and finding rich amends
For a loft world in folitude and verfe.

"Tis born with all: the love of Nature’s works
Is an ingredient in the compound man,
Infus'd at the creation of the kind.

And, though th’ Almighty Maker bas through
Difcriminated each from each, by ftrokes
And touches of his hand, with {o much art
Diverfified, that two were never found
Twins at all points—yet this obtains in all,
That all difcern a beauty in his works,

And ali can taftethem : minds that have been fo
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And tutor'd,-with a relith more exa,

But none without fome relith, none unmov'd.
tis a flame that dies not even there,

§Where nothing feeds it : neither bufinefs, crowds,
INor habits of luxurious city-life ;

Whatever elfe they fmother of true worth

o human bofoms ; quench it, or abate.

The villas with which London fands begirt,

ke a {warth Indian with his belt of beads,
Prove 1t. A breath of unadult'rate air,

fihe glimpfe of a green pafture, how they cheer
Lhe citizen, and brace his languid frame |

Evn in the ftifling bofom of the town,

A garden, in which nothing thrives, has charms
fhat foothe the rich poffeflar; much confol'd,
hat here and there fome {prigs of mournful mint,
f nightthade, or valerian, grace the well

¢ cultivates. Thefe ferve him with a hint

hat Nature lives; that fight-refrething green

s ftll the liv'ry fhe delights to wear, ,
hough fickly famples of th’ exub’rant whole.
'hat are the cafements lin’d with creeping herbs,
he prouder fathes fronted with 2 range

't orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed,
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The Frenchman's * darling? are they not all proofs
That map, immurd in citieé, {till retains

His inborn inextinguifhable thirft

Of rural {cenes, compenfating his lofs

By fupplemental fhifts, the beft he may?

The moft unfurnifh’d with the means of life,
And they that never pafs their brick-wall bounds

To range the fields and treat their lungs with ai,
Yet feel the burping inftint: over head

Sufpend their crazy boxes, planted thick,
And water’d duly, There the pitcher fiands
A fragment, and the fpoutlefs tea-pot there;
Sad witnefles how clofe-pent man regrets
The country, with what ardour he contrives

A peep at nature, when he can no more.

Hail, therefore, patronefs of health, and eaft,
And contemplation, heart-confoling joys
And harmlefs pleafures, in the throng'd abode
Of multitudes unknown! hail, rural life!
Addrefs himfelf who will to the purf{uit
Of honours, or emoluments, or fame ;

* Mignonette,
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fhall not add myfelf to fuch a chafe,

hwart his attempts, or envy his fuccefs.

ome muft be great. Great offices will have
reat talents. And God gives to ev’ry man
he virtue, temper, underflanding, tafte,
hat lifts him into life; and lets him fall

uft in the niche he was ordain’d to fill.

o the deliv'rer of an injur'd land

¢ gives a tongue t’ enlarge upon, an heart
0 feel, and courage to redrefs her wrongs ;
o monarchs dignity ; to judges fenfe;

o artifis ingenuity and fkill ;

ome an unambitious mind, content
nthe low vale of life, that early felt

wiflr for eafe and leifure, and ere long

ound here that leifure and that eafe T wiflyd.
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BOOK V.

THE WINTER MORNING WALK.

T's morning ; and the fun, with ruddy orb
\cending, fires th’ horizon; while the clouds,
hat crowd away before the driving wind,

fore ardent as the ditk emerges more,

tefemble moft fome city in a blaze,

een through the leaflefs woed. His flanting ray
ides ineffeCtual down the fnowy vale,

ind, tinging all with his own rofy hue,

rom ev'ry-herb and ev'ry {piry blade

tretches a length of fhadow o'er the field.

line, {pindling into longitude immentfe,

N ipite of gravity, and {age remark
hat I myfelf am but a flecting fhade,




Provokes me to a fmile. With eye afkance

I view the mufcular proportion’d limb
Transform'd to a lean thank. The ﬂnapel::fs Dai
As they defign'd to mock me, at my fide
Take ftep for flep; and, as I near approach
The cottage, walk along the plafter'd wall,
Prepoft'rous fight! the legs without the man,
The verdure of the plain lies buried deep
Beneath the dazzling deluge; and the bents,
And coarfer grafs, ui;fpearing ocr the reft,
Of late unfightly and unfeen, now fhine
Confpicuous, and, in bright apparel clad
And fledg’d with icy feathers, nod fuperb.
The cattle mourn in corners where the fence
Screens them, and {feem half petrified to flecp
In unrecumbent {adnefs. Theré they wait
Their wonted fodder; not like hung’ring man,
Fretful if unfupplied; but filent, meek,
And patient of the flow-pac'd fwain's delay.
He from the flack carves out th’ accuftom’d load
Deep-plunging, and again deep-plunging oft,
His broad keen knife into the folid mafs:
Smooth as a wall the upright remnant ftands,
With fuch undeviating and even force
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I fevers it away: no needlefs care,
ot florms fhould overfet the leaning pile
eciduous, or its own unbalanc’d weight,
orth goes the woodman, leaving unconcern’d
he cheerful haunts of man; to wield the axe
ud drive the wedge, in yonder foreft drear,
om morn to eve his folitary tafk.

agoy, and lean, and fhrewd, with pointed ears
nd tail cropp'd thort, half lurcher and half cur-—
is dog attends him. Clofe behind his heel

ow creeps he flow; and now, with many a frifk
ide-fcamp'ring, fnatches .up the drifted fhow
ith ivry teeth, or plonghs it with his fhout 3 -
ien fhakes his powder'd coat, and barks for 10Y.
cedlefs of all his pranks, the fturdy churl

oves ight toward the mark; nor {tops for aught,
it now and then with preflure of his thumb
adjuft the fragrant charge of a thort tube

it fumes beneath his nofe: the trailing cloud
reams far behind him, {centing all the air.

ow from the rooft, or from the neighb’ring pale,
here, diligent to.catch the firft faint gleam
 imiling day, they goflip'd fide by fide,

ine trooping, at the houfewife’s well-known call
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The feather'd tribes domeftic. Half on wing,
And half on foot, they brufh the fleecy flood,
Confcious, and fearful of too deep a plunge,
The {parrows peep, and quit the fhelt'ring eaps
To {eize the fair occafion. Well they eye
The {catterd grain; and, thievithly refolv'd
T’ efcape th’ impending famine, often fcar'd,
As oft return—a pert voracious kind.
Clean niddance quickly made, one only care
Remains to each—the fearch of funny nook,
Or thed impervious to the blaft. Refign'd
To {ad necefiity, the cock foregoes
His wonted ftrut; and, wading at their head
With well-confider'd fteps, feems to refent
His alter'd gait and ftatelinefs retrench'd.
How find the myriads, that n fummer cheer
The bhills and vallies with their ceafelefs fongs,
Due fuftenance, or where fubfift they now:
Earth yields them nought: th’ imprifon'd worn!
fafe ~
Beneath the frozen clod ; all feeds of herbs
Lie coverd clofe; and berry-bearing thorns,
That feed the thruth, (whatever fome fuppofe)
Afford the fmaller minftrels no fupply.
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fhe long protrated rigour of the year .

fhinsall theirnum'rous flocks. In chinksand holes
Jen thoufand  feek an unmolefied end,

bs inftinét prompts ; . felf-buried ere they die.

he very rooks and daws forfake the fields,

here neither grub, nor root, nor earth-nut, now
\epays their labour more ; and, perch’d aloft

y the way-fide, or flalking in the path,

a0 penfioners upon the trav'ler's track,

ck up their naufeous dole, though fweet to them,
i voided pulfe or half-digefted grain.

be ftreams are loft amid the iplendid blank,
erwhelming all diftin&ion, On the flood,
lurated and fixt, the fnowy weight

ies undiffolv’d ; while filently beneath,

d unperceiv'd, the current fteals away,

ot fo where, fcornful of a check, it leaps

he mill-dam, dathes on the reftlefs wheel,

id wantons in the pebbly gulph below :

0 froft can bingd 1t there ;. its ﬁtmoﬁ force

i but arreft the light and {moky mift -

4t 1n its fajl the liquid fheet throws wide,

d fee where it has hung th’ embroider'd bapks

lith forms o various, that no pow'rs of art,
YoL, 17, M
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The pencil or the pen, may trace the fcene!
Here glitt'ring turrets rife, upbearing high
(Fantaftic mifarrangement !) on the roof
Large growth of what may feem the f; parkling tree
And fhrubs of fairy land. The cryfta) drops
That trickle down the branches, faft congealy,
Shoot into pillars of pellucid length,

And prop the pile they but adorn'd before.
Here grotto within grotto fafe defies

The fun-beam; there, embofs'd and fretted wilj
The growing wonder takes a thoufand fhapes
Capricious, in which fancy feeks in vain

The likenefs of fome obje& feen before.

Thus nature works as if to mock at art,

And in defiance of her rival Iiow’rs;

By thefe fortnitous and random firokes
Performing fuch inimitable feats

As fhe with all her rules can never reach.

Lefs worthy of applaufe, though more admir,
Becaufe a novelty, the work of man,
Imperial miftrefs of the fur-clad Rufs!

Thy moft magnificent and mighty fredk

The wonder of the North. No foreft fell
When thou wouldft build; no quarry fent its for

{
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T enrich thy walls: but thou didft hew the floods,
nd make thy matble of the glafly wave,

In fuch a palace Ariftzeus found

yrene, when he bore the plaintive tale

Of his loft bees to her maternal ear

o fuch 2 palace poetry might place

Ihe armory of winter; where his troops,

he gloomy clouds, find weapons, arrowy {leet,
bkin-piercing volley, bloflom-bruifing hail,

nd fnow that often blinds the trav'ler’s courfe,
ind wraps him in an unexpe&ed tomb,

ently as a-dream the fabric rofe ;—

0 found of hammer or of faw was there:

ceupon ice, the well-adjufied parts

ere foon cc;njoin’d ; nor other cement afk’'q

ban water interfus'd to make them one,

imps gracefully difpos'd, and of all hues,

lmin'd ev'ry fide: a wat’ry light

icam'd through the clear tranf; parency, that feem'd
nother moon new rifen, or meteor fall'n

om heav'n to earth, of lambent flame ferene,
0 flood the brittle prodigy; though fmooth

Wl flipp’ry the materials, yet froft-bound
mas a rock, Nor wanted aught within,

M2
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That royal refidence might well befit,

For grandeur or for ufe. Long wavy wreaths
Of flow'rs, that fear'd no enemy but warmth,
Blafh’d on the pannels. Mirror needed none
Where all was vitreous; but in order due
Convivial table and commodious feat

(What feem’d at leaft commodious {eat) were there;
Sofa, and couch, and high-built throne auguft,
The fame lubricity was found in all,

And all was moift to the warm touch; a {cene
Of evanefcent glory, once a fiream,

And foon to {lide into a fiream again.

Alas! ’twas but a mortifying ftroke

Of undefign’d feverity, that glanc'd

(Made by a monarch) on her own eftate,

On human grandeur and the courts of kings.
*T'was tranfient in its nature, as in {fhow
*Twas durable ; as worthlefs, as it feem'd
intrinfically precious; to the foot

" reach’rons and falfe; it fmil'd, and it was cold

Great princes have great playthings. Some ha
play’d

_ At hewing mountains into men, and fome |

7
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At building human wonders mountain-high, .
Some have amus'd the dull, fad years of life

(Life fpent 1n indolence, and therefore fad)

With fchemes of monumental fame ;- and fought
y pyramids and maufolean pomp,

hort-livid themdelves, t* immortalize their bones,
me feek diverfion in the tented field,

nd make the forrows of mankingd their {port.

ut war's a game, which, were their fubjeécs wife,
ings would not play at, Nations would do well .
extort their truncheons from the puny hands
f heroes, whofe infirm and baby minds

e gratified with mifchief: and who {poil,
ccaefe men fuffer it, their toy the world,

When Babel was confounded, and the great
mnfed’racy of proje@ors wild and vain

% {plit into diverfity of tongues,

hen, as a fhepherd fepérates his flock,

befe to the upland, to the valley thofe,
drave afander, and affign’d their lot

0all the nations. Ample was the boon
e gave them, in its diftribution fair

1d equal ; and he bade them dwell in peace,
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Peace was awhile their care: they plough'd, g;
fow'd,
And reapd their plenty, without grudge or firf;
But violence can never longer fleep
Than human paffions pleafe. In ev'ry heart
Are {fown the fparks that kindle fi'ry war;
Occafion needs but fan them, and they blaze,
Cain bad already thed a brother’s blood :
The deluge wafh'd it out; but left unquench’d
The feeds of murder in the breaft of man.
Soon, by a righteous judgment, in the line
Of his defcending progeny was found
The firft artificer of death ; the threwd
Contriver who firft fweated at the forge,
And forc'd the blunt and yet unbloodied fieel
To a keen edge, and made it bright for war.
Him, Tubal nam’d, the Vulcan of old times,
The fword and faulchion their inventor claim;
And the firft {mith was the firft murd’rer’s fon.
His art furviv'd the waters; and ere long,
When man was multiplied and fpread abroad
In tribes and clans, and had begun to call
Thefe meadows and that range of hills his own,

The tafted fweets of property begat




p00K V. THE WINTER MORNING WALK. 167

Defire of more 5 and induftry in fome, |

T improve and cultivate their juft demefue,

Made others covet- what they faw fo fair.

Thus war'began on earth: thefe fought for {poil,
And *2ofe 10 {elf-defence., Savage at firfi,

The onfet, and irregular. At length

One eminent above the reft, for ftrength,.

for ftratagem, or courzge, or for all,

Vas chofen leader: him they ferv'd in war,

nd him in peace, for fake of warlike deeds

fevrenc'd no lefs, Who could with im compare >
Jr who fo worthy to control themfelves

s he whofe prowefs had fubdu'd their foeg 3

lhus war, affording field for the difplay

Jtvirtue, made one chief, whom times of peace, .
vhich have their exigencies too, and call

or tkill in government, at length made king,

g was a name too proud for man to wear

th modefty*and meeknefs; and the crown,
0 dazzling in their eyes who fet jt on,

% fure t' intoxicate the brows it bound:
s the abje& property of moft, |
hat, being parcel of the common maf,
Ind deftitute of means to raife themfelves,
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They fink, and fettle fower than they need.
They know not what it'is to feel within
A-—comprehenfive faculty, that grafps

Great purpofes with eafe; that turns and wields,
Almoft without an effort; plans too vaft

For their conception, which they cannot move,
Conicious of impotence, they foon grow drunk
With gazing, when they fee an able man
Step forth to notice; and, befotted thus,
Build him a pedeftal, and fay, “ Stand there,
«_ And be our admiration and our praife.”
They roll themfelves before him in the duff,
Then moft deferving in their own account
When moft extravagant in his applaufe,.

As if exalting him they rais'd themfelves.
Thus by degrees, felf-cheated of their found
And fober judgment, that he is but man,
They demi-deify and fume him fo, -

That.in due feafon he forgets it too.

Inflated and aftrat with felf-conceit,

He gulps the windy diet; and ere long,
Adopting their miftake, profoundly thinks
The world was made in vain, if not for him.
Thenceforth- they-are his-cattle: drudges, bomn
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To bear his burdens, drawing in his gears,

And fweating in his fervice, his caprice .

Becomes the foul that animates them all.

He deems a thoufand, or ten thoufand lives,

Spent in the purchafe of renown for him,

An eafy reck’ning ; and they think the fame.

Thus kings were firft invented, and thus kings
Were burnifh’d into heroes, and became

The arbiters of this terraqueous fwamp;

Storks among frogs, that have but croak’d and died.’

dtrange, that fuch folly as lifts bloated man-
To eminence, fit only for a god,

Should ever drivel out of human I ps,-

£¥nin the cradled weaknefs of the world !

otill franger much, that, when at length mankind
Had reach’d the finewy firmnefs of their youth,

Un fubjeéts more. myfterious, they were yet

Babes in the caufe of freedom, and thould fear

‘ €ven now, when they are grown mature
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In wildom, and with philofophic deeps
Familiar, {erve t’ emancipate the reft!
Such dupes are men to cuftom, and {o prone

To rev'rence what is ancient, and can plead
A courfe of long obfervance for its ufe,

That even fervitude, the worft of 1lls,
Becaufe deliver'd down from fire to fon,
Is kept and guarded as a facred thing !
But 1s 1t fit, or can it bear the fhﬁck

Of rational difcuflion, that a man,
Compounded and made up like other men
Of elements tumultuous, in whom luft

And folly in as ample meafure meet
As in the bofoms of the {layes he rules,

Should be a defpot abfolute, and boaft
Himfelf the only freeman of kis land ?
Should, when he pleafes, and on whom he will,
Wage war, with any or with no pretence

Of pro'vocatio_n giv'n, or wrong fuftain'd,

And force the _beggarly laft doit, by means
That his own humour diftates, from the clatch
Of poverty, that thus he may procure

His thoufands, weary of penurious life,

A fplendid opportuaity to die?

>
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Say ye, who'(with lefs prudence than of old
Jotham afcrib'd to his aflembled trees

In politic convention) put your truft. -

I'th’ thadow of a bramble, and, reclind o
In fancied peace beneath. his dang’rous branch, -
Rejoice in him, and celebrate his fway, .
Where find ye paffive fortitude? Whence fprings
Your felf-denying zeal, that holds it good

To ftroke the prickly grievance, and to hang

His thorns with fireamers of continual praife ?

We, too, are friends to loyalty., We love ,
The king who loves the law, refpes his bounds,
And reigns content within them: him we ferve
freely and with delight, who leaves us free :

But, recolle@ing fill that he is man,

We truft him not too far. King though he be,
And king in England too, he may be weak,

And vain enough to be ambitious fill ;

May exercife amifs his proper pow'rs,

Or covet more than freemen choofe to grant s
eyond that mark is treafon. -He is our's

I adminifler, to guard, ¢ adorn, the fate,
out not to warp or change it. We are his

0 {erve him nably in the common caufe,
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True to the death, but nqt to be his flaves,
Mark now the diff 'rence, ye that boaft your love
Of kings, between your loyalty and our’s,

We love the man; the paltry pageant you,
We the chief patron of the commonwealth;
You the regardle(s anthor of 1its woes. .

We, for the fake of liberty, a king;

You chains and bondage, for a tjran_t‘s fake.
Our love is principle, and has its root

In réafon, is judicious, manly, free;

Your's, a blind infin&, crouches to the rod,
And licks the foot that treads it in the duft.
Were kingthip as true treafure as it {eems,
Sterling, and worthy of a wife man's wifh,

I would not be a king to be belovd

Caufelefs, and daub’d with undifcerning praife,
Where love 1s mere attachment to the throne,
Not to the man who fills it as he ought.

Whofe freedom is by fuff’rance, and at will
Of a fuperior, he is never free.
Who lives, and is not weary of a life
Expos'd to manacles, deferves them well.

The fiate that firives for liberty, though foil'd,
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And forc’'d £ -abandon what {he bravely fought,
Deferves at leaft applaufe for her attempt,

And pity for her lofs. But that’s a caufe
Not often unfuccefsful: “pow'r ufurp'd - -

Is weaknefs when-oppos'd ; confcious of- wrong,
Tis pufillanimous and prone to flight.

Bt flaves, that once conceive the glowin g thought
Uf freedom, in that hope itfelf poflefs

All that the conteft calls for; {pirit, firength,

The fcorn of danger, and united hearts ;

The fureft prefage of the good they feek *,

Then fhame to manhood, and opprobrious more
To France than all her loffes and defeats,

Old o of later date, by fea or land,

Her houfe of bondage, worfe than that of old

Which God aveng’d on Pharaoh—the Bafiil]e |
Ye horrid tow'rs, th’ abode of broken hearts;

Ye dungeons and ye cages of defpair, = -

* The author hopes that he fhall not be cenfured for unnecef.
{2y warmth upon fo interefting a fubje®. He is aware that it is
bcome almofk félhiuzglable to ftigmatize fuch fentiments as no
xtter than empty declamation ; butit is an ill fymptom, and
peuliar to modérn times, '
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That monarchs have fupplied from age to aga
With muofic fuch as {uits their fov'reign ears—
The fighs and groans of miferable men !
There’s not an Englifh heart that would not leap
To hear that ye were fall'n at laft; to know
That ev’n our enemies, fo oft employ'd
In forging chains for us, themfelves were fice,
For he who values liberty confines
His zeal for her predominance within
No narrow bounds ; her caufe engages him
Wherever pleaded. 'Tis the caufe of man.
There dwell the moft forlorn of human kind ;
Immur'd though unaccus'd, condemn’d untried,
Cruelly {par'd, and hopelefs of efcape!
There, like the vifionary emblem feen
By him of Babylon, life ftands a ftump,
And, filletted about with hoops of brafs,
Still lives, though all its pleafant boughs are gone.
‘To count the hour-bell and expett no change;
And ever, as the fullen found is heard,
Still to refle®, that, though a joylefs note
To him whofe moments all have one dull pace,
Ten thoufand rovers in the world at large
Account it mufic; that it {fummons fome

8
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To theatre, or jocund feaft or ball
The wearied hireling finds it a releafe

From labour; and the lover, who has chid

Its long delajr, feels ev'ry welcome:- firoke

Upon his heart-firings, trembling with delight—
To fly for refuge from diftrating thought

To fach amufements as Ingenious woe -
Contrives, hard-ﬂiifting, and without her tgols—
oread engraven on the mouldy walls,

b flagg’ring types, his predecefior’s tale,

Aad memorial, and fubjoin his own—

lo turn purveyor to an overgorg'd

ud bloated fpider, till the pamper'd peft

made familiar, watches his approach,

mes at his call, and ferves him for a friend—
vwear out time in numb'ring to and fro

¢ ftuds that thick embofs his iron door;

hen downwara and then upward, than aflant

0d then alternate ; with a fickly hope

jdmt of change to give his taftelefs tatk

me relifh; till-the fum, exé&l}r found

Vall direGtions, he begins again—

hcomfortlefs exiftence ! hemm'd around

ith woes, which who that fuffers would not kneel
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And beg for exile, or the pangs of death?
That man fhould thus encroach on fellow map,
Abridge him of his juft and native rights,
Eradicate him, tear him from his hold
Upon th’ endearments of domeftic life

And focial, nip his fruitfulnefs and ufe,
And doom himn for perhaps an heedlefs word
To barrennefs, and folitude, and tears,
Moves indignation; makes the name of king
(Of king whom {uch prerogative can pleafc)
As dreadful as the Manichean god, -

Ador'd through fear, firong only to defiroy.

"Tis hiberty alone that gives the flow'r
Of fleeting life its luftre and perfume ;
And we are weeds without 1t. All conftramt,
Except what wifdom lays on evil men,,
Is evil; hurts the faculties, impedes
Their progrefs in the road of fcience; blinds
The eyefight of difcov'ry;-and begets, -
In thofe that fuffer it, a fordid mind .
Beftial, 2 meagre intelle&t, unfit
To be the tenant of man’s noble form,
“Thee therefore flill, blame-worthy as thou atl
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ith all thy lofs of empire, and though fqueez’ d
y public emgence till annual food
iis for the craving hunger of the ftate,

te¢ I account fill happy, and the chief

mong the nations, feeing thou art free:
ynative nook of earth ! Thy clime is rude,
eplete with vapours, and difpofes much

I hearts to fadnefs, and none more than mine:
bine unadult’rate manners are lefs foft

rom Nature’s Bountjr--that humane addrefs

il {weetnefs, without which no pleafure is
converfe, either flarv’d by cold referve,
riofh'd with fierce difpute, a fenfelefs brawl :
e, being free, I love thee: for the fake

[that one feature can be well content,

lgrac'd as thou haft been, poor as thou art,
vieck no fublunary reft befide.

I, once enflav'd, farewell ! I could endure

bins no where patiently; and chains at home,
here I am free by birthright, not at all.

t what were left of roughnefs in the grain
VOL. 11, N
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Of Britifh natures, wanting its excufe

That it belongs to freemen, would difguft
And fhock me. I thould then, with double paiy
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime;

And, if I muft bewail the blefling loft,

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled,
I would at leaft bewail 1t under ikies

Milder, among a people lefs auftere ;

In fcenes which, having never known me fre,
Would not reproach me with the lofs I felt.
Do I forebode impoflible events,

And tremble at vain dreams? Heav’n grant 1 mg
But th’ age of virtuous politics 1s paft,

And we are deep in that of cold pretence,
Patriots are grown too fhrewd to be fincere,
And we too wife to truft them. He that takes
Deep in his foft credulity the ftamp '
Defign’d by loud declaimers on the part
Of liberty, themficlves the flaves of luft,
Incurs derifion for his eafy faith |
And Jack of knowledge, and with caufe enoug|
¥or when was public virtue to be found
Where private was not? Can he love the whl
Who loves no part ? . He be a nation’s friend
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Who is, in truth, the friend of no man there? -
Can he be firenuous in his country’s caufe

Who flights the charities, for whofe dear fake
That country, if at all, muft be belov'd ? |

"Tis therefore fober and good men are fad
For England’s glory, feeing it wax pale
And fickly, while her champions wear their hearts
S0 loofe to private duty, that no brain,
Healthful and undifturb’d by factious fumes,
Can dream them trufty to the gen’ral weal.
Such were they not of old, whofe temper'd blades
Difpers'd the fhackles of ufurp'd control,
And hew'd them link-from link : then Albion’s fons
Were fons indeed ; they felt a filial heart
Beat high within them at a mother's wrongs;

-~

And, fhining each in his domeflic {phere,

Shone brighter fiill, once call'd to public view,
Tis therefore many, whofe {equefter'd lot
Forbids their interference, looking on,
Anticipate perforce fome dire event ;

And, fesing the old caftle of the flate,

That promis'd once more firmnefs, fo affail’'d

That all its tempeft-beaten turrets fhake,
N 2
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Stand motionlefs expeQants of its fall,

All has its date below; the fatal hour

Was regifter'd in heav'n ere time began.

We turn to duft, and all our mightieft works
Die too: the deep foundations that we lay,
Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains,
'We build with what we deem eternal rock:

A diffant age afks where the fabric flood ;
And in the duft, fifted and fearch'd 1in vain,
The undifcoverable fecret fleeps.

But there 1s yet a liberty, unfung
By poets, and by fenators unprais'd,
'Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the pow?rs
" Of earth and hell confed’rate take away:
A liberty, which perfecation, fraud,
Oppreflion, prifons, have no pow'r to bind;
Which whofo taftes can be enflav’d no more.
*Tis liberty of heart, deriv'd from heav'n;
Bought with nis blood who gave it to mankind,
And feal'd with the fame token! It is held
By charter, and that charter fanttion'd fure
By th’ unimpeachable and awful oath

And promife of a God! His other gifts
S
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All bear the royal flamp that fpeaks them his,
And are auguft; but this tranfcends them all,
His other works, the vifible difplay

Of all-creating energy and might,

Are grand, no-doubt, and worthy of the word
Ihat, finding an interminable fpace
Unoccupied, has fill'd the void fo well,

And made fo fparkling what was dark before.
But thefe are not his glory. Man, ’tis true,
smit with the beauty of fo fair a fcene,

Might well fuppofe th’ artificer divine

Meant it eternal, had he not himfelf
Pronounc’d it tranfient, glorious as it 1S,

And, fiill defigning a more glorious far,
Doom'd it as infufficient for his praife,

Thefe, therefore, are occafional, and pafs;
Form'd for the confutation of the fool,

Whofe lyeing heart difputes againft a God ;
That office ferv'd, they muft be {wept away,
Not fo the labours of his love : they thine

In other heav'ns than thefe that we behold,
Aud fade not, There is paracife that fearg
No forfeiture, and of its fruits he fends

Large prelibation -oft to faints below.
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Of thefe the firft in order, and the pledge
And confident affurance of the reft,

Is iberty :—a flight into his arms

Ere yet mortality’s fine threads give way,
A clear efcape from tyrannizing luft,

And full immunity from penal woe.

Chaips are the portion of revolted man,

Stripes and a dungeon; and his body ferves
The triple purpofe. In that fickly, foul,
Opprobrious refidence, he finds them all,
Propenfe his heart to idols, he is held

In filly dotage on created things,

Carelefs of their Creator. And that low
And fordid gravitation of his pow'rs

To a vile clod fo draws him, with fuch force
Refiftlefs from the centre he thould feek,
That he at laft forgets it. All his hopes
Tend downward ; his ambition’is to fink,

- To reach a depth profounder fiill, and flill
Profounder, in the fathomlefs abyfs

Of folly, plunging in purfuit of death,
But, ere he gain the comfortlefs repofe

He {ecks, and acquiefcence of - his fcul,
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In heav’n-renouncing exile, he endures—

What does he not ? from lufts oppos'd in vain,
And felf-reproaching confcience. He forefees
The fatal iffue to his health, fame, peace,
Fortune, and dignity; the lofs of all

That can ennoble man, and make frail life,
Short as it 1s, fupportable. Still worfe,

Far worfe than all the plagues with which his fins
[nfe& his happieft moments, he forebodes

Ages of hopelefs mis'ry. Future death,

And death fiill future, Not an hafty firoke,
Like that which fends him to the dufty grave ;
But unrepealable enduring detah!

Serpture 1s fiill a trumpet to his fears:

What none can prove a forg'ry, may be true;
What none but bad men with exploded, muft.
That {cruple checks him. Riot is not loud,
Nor drunk enough to drown it. In the midft
Of laughter his compunétions are fincere;;
And he abhors the jeft by which. he fhines.
Remorfe begets reform. His mafter-luft
Falls firft before his refolute rebuke,
And feems dethron’d and vanquifh'd. Peace enfues,
Bu‘E {purious and fhort-liv'd ; the puny child

7



Of {elf.congratulating pride, begot

On fancied innocence. Again he falls,

And fights again; but finds his beft efiay

A prefage ominous, portending full

Its own dithonour by a worfe relapfe.

Till Nature, unavailing nature, foil'd

So oft, and wearied in the vain attempt,
Scoffs at her own performance, Realon now
Takes part with appetite, and pleads the caufe,
Perverfely, which of late {he {fo condemn’d;
With fhallow fhifts and old devices, worn
And tatter’d in the fervice of debauch,
Cov'ring his fhame from his oftended fight.

 Hath God indeed giv'n appetites to man,
“ And ftor'd the earth fo plenteoufly with means
“ To gratify the hunger of his with;
« And doth he reprobate, and will he damn,
¢ The ufe of his own bounty? making firft
“ So frail a kind, and then enahing laws
¢ So firi&, that lefs than perfeét muft defpair?
« Falfehood! which whofo but fufpets of truth
« Difhonours God, and makes a flave of man.
« Do they themfelves, who undertake for hire
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«The teacher’s office, and difpenfe at large

« Their weekly dole of edifying fn'ains,

« Attend to their own mufic? have they faith

« [n what with fuch {folemnity of tone

« And gefture they propound to our belief ?

« Nag—conduét haththe loudefitongue. Theveice
«Js but an infirument, on which the prieft

«May play. what tune he pleafes. In the deed,
« The unequivocal authentic deed,

«We find found argument, we read the heart.”

Such reasnings (if that name muft need belong
T excufes in which reafon has no part)

Serve to corapofe a fpirit well 1nchin'd

To live on terms of amity with vice,

And fin without difturbance. Often urgd,

(As often as libidinous difcourfe

Exbaufled, he reforts to folemn themes

0f theological and grave import)

They gain at laft bis unreferv'd aflent;

Till, harden'd his heart’s temper in the forge

0f luft, and on the anvil of defpair,

Heflights the firokes of confcience, Nothing moves,
Or nothing much, his conftancy in il ;
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Vain tamp'ring has but fofter'd his difeafe;

*Tis defp’rate, and he fleeps the fleep of death!
Hafte now, philofopher, and fet him free,
Charm the deaf ferpent wifely. Make him heyr
Of reflitude and fitnefs, moral truth

How lovely, and the moral fenfe how fure,
Confulted and obey’d, to guide his fteps
Dire@ly to the FIRST AND ONLY PAIR.

Spare not in fuch a caufe. Spend all the pow’ss
Of rant and rhapfody in virtue’s praife :

Be moft fublimely good, verbofely grand,

And with poetic trappings grace thy profe,

Till it out-mantle all the pride of verfe.—

Ab, tinkling cymbal, and high founding brafs,
Smitten in vain! fuch mufic cannot charm
Th’ eclipfe that intercepts truth’s heav’nly beam,
And chills and darkens a wide-wand’ring foul.

The sTiLL sMALL voice is wanted. He muft {peak,
‘Whofe word leaps forth at once to its effelt;

Who calls for things that are not, and they come,

Grace makes the flave a freeman. Tis a change
That turns to ridicule the turgid {peech
And ftately tone of moralifts, who boaft
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Aeif, like him of fabulous renown,

They had indeed ability to {mooth

The thag of favage nature, and were each
An Orpheus, and omnipotent 1n fong :

But transformation of apoftate man

from fool to wife, from earthly to divine,

I work for Him that made him. He alone,
And he by means in philofophic eyes

Trivial and worthy of difdain, achieves

The wonder; humanizing what 1s brute

In the loft kind, extralting from the lips

0f afps their venom, overpow’ring ftrength
By weaknefs, and hoftility by love. )

Patriots have toil'd, and in their country’s caufe
Bled nobly; and their deeds, as they deferve,
Receive provd recompenfe. We give 1n charge
Their names to the fweet lyre. Th’ hiftoric mufe,
Proud of the treafure, marches with it down
To lateft times ; and feulpture, in her turn,

Gives bond in flone and ever-during brafs

To guard them, and t’ immortalize her truft:
But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid,
To thofe who, pofted at the fhrine of truth,



168 . THE TASK., BOQK ¥,

Have fall'n 1n. her defence. A p;atriot's blood,
Well {pent in fuch a {trife, may earn indeed,
And for a time enfure, to his lov'd land

The {weets.of liberty and equal laws;

But martyrs ftruggle for a brighter prize,

And win it with more pain., Therr blood 1s fhed
In confirmation of the nobleft claim—

Our claim to feed upor :mmortal truth,

To walk with God, to be divinely frec,

To foar, and to anticipate the fkies!

Yet few remember them. They livid unknown
Till perfecution dragg’'d them into fame,

And chas'd them up to heav'n, Their afhes flew
—No marble tells us whither, With their names
No bard embalms and {an{tifies his {ong:

And biftory, {fo warm on meaner themes,

Is cold on this, She execrates indeed

The tyranny that doom'd them-to the fire,

But gives the glorious fuff'rers little Iﬁraife %,

He is the freeman whom the trath makes free,
And all are flaves befide. There’s not a chain

% Sce Hume,
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That hellith foes, confed’rate for his harm,

Can wind around him, but he cafts it off

With as much eafe as Samfon his green wyths.
He Jooks abroad into the varied field

Of nature, and, though poor perhaps compar'd
With thefe whofe manfions glitter in his fight,
Calls the delightful {fcen’ry all his own.

Pis are the mountains, and the vallies his,

And the refplendent rivers. His t’ enjoy

With a propriety that none can feel,

But who, with filial confidence infpir'd,

Can Jift to heaven an unprefumptuous eye,

And fmiling fay—< My Father made them ant”
Are they not his by a peculiar right,

And by an emphafis of int'reft his,

Whofe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, -
Whofe heart with praife, and wholfe exalted mind
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love
That plann’d, and built, and ftill upholds, a world
% cloth'd with beauty for rebellious man?
Yes—ye may fill your garners, ye that reap

Tte loaded foil, and ye may wafte much good
In fenfelefs riot ; but ye will not find,

In feaft or in the chafe, in fong or dance,
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A ﬁbe&y like his, who, unimpeach’d .
Of ufurpation, and to'no man’s wrong,
Appropriates nature as his father's work,

And has a richer ufe of your's than you.

He 1s indeed a freeman. Free by birth
Of no mean city; plann'd or ere the hills
Were built, the fountains open’d, or the fea
With all his roaring multitude of waves.
His freedom 1s the fame 1n evry ﬁz-ate;
And no condition of this changeful life,
So manifeld in cares, whofe ev'ry day

a
-
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Brings its own evil with it, makes it lefs:-
For he has wings that neither fickmefs,. pain, -3
Nor penury, can cripple or confine. L
No nook fo narrow but he fpreads them there
With eafe, and is at Jarge. Th’ opprefior holds
His body bound ; but knows not what a range :
His fpirit takes, unconfcious of a chain; . ..
And that to bind him 1s a vain attempt ~ .;
‘Whom God delighiz in, and in whom he dw

Acquaint thyfelf with God, if thou would't
His works. Admitted once to his émbrace, -
Thou fhalt perceive that thou waft blind befor:
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Thine eye fhall be inftructed ; and thine heart,
Made pure, fhall relith, with divine delight

Till then uﬁfelt, what hands divine have wrought.
Brutes graze the mountain-top, with faces prone
And eyes intent upon the {canty herb

It yields them; or, recumbent on its b}ow,
Ruminate heedlefs of the fcene outfpread

Beneath, beyond, and firetching far away

From inland regions to the diftant main.

Man views 1t, and admires; but refts content
With what he views. The land{cape has his praife,

But not 1ts author. Unconcern'd who form'd

The paradife he fees, he finds 1t fuch,

And fuch well-pleas’d to find it, afks no more.
Not fo the mind that bas been touch’d from heav'n,
And 1n the fchool of facred wildom taught

To read his wonders, in whofe thought the world,
Far as 1t 15, exifted ere it was.

Not for its own fake merely, but for his

Much more who fathion'd it, he gives it praife; -
Praife that, from earth refulting, as it ought,

To earth's acknowledg'd fov'reign, finds at once
Its only juft proprietor in Him.

The foul that fees him, or receives fublim’d
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New faculties, or learns at leaft t' employ
More worthily the powrs the own’d before,
Difcerns in all things, what with ftupid gaze
Of 1ignorance, till then fhe overlook'd—

A ray of heav'nly light, gilding all forms
Terrefirial in the vaft and the minute;

The unambiguous footfteps of the God
Who gives its laftre to an 1nfe&l’s wing,
And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds,
Much converfant with heav’n, fhe often holds
With thofe fair minifters of hight to man,
That fill the fkies nightly with filent pomp,

. i
Sweet conference. Inquires what firains were they

With which heav'n rang, when ev'ry ftar, io hafl
To gratulate the new-created earth,

Sent forth a voice, and all the fons of God
Shouted for joy.— Tell me, ye fhining hofts,

“ That navigate a fea that knows no ﬁorins,

« Beneath a vault unfallied with a cloud,

« If from your elevation, whence ye view

“ Daftin€lly {cenes invifible to man,

“ And fyftems of whofe birth no tidings yet

«« Have reach'd this nether world, ye fpy a race
“ Favour'd as our’s ; tranfgreflors from the womb,
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“And hafting to a grave," yet doom'd to tife,
“ And to poffefs a brighter heay’ than your's}
“As one who long detain'd op foreign thores
“Pants to return, and when he feeg afar -

“Hiscountry's wea the1'-bleécl_1’d and batter'd rocks,

“From the green wave emerging, darts ap eye

“Radiant with joy towards the hapt)y'land;
“5 I with animated hopes behold,
“And many an ‘aching with

» your beamy fires,

'From toilfome life to never-ending reft,
Love kindles ag I gaze. I feel defires
'That give affurance of their own fuccefs,

And that, infus'd from heav'n,muﬁ*thither tend.”

% reads he nature whom the lamp of truth

liminates, Thy lamp, myfierious word 1
bich whofo. fees no langer wanders loft, .

ith intelles bemaz'd in endlefs doubt,

truns the road of wifdom. Thoy haft built,

th méans that were not till by thee employ'd,

: orlds that had hever been hadft thou jn ftrength

> Or lefs benevolent than ftrong,
VOL, 17, 0
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They are thy witnefles, who fpeak thy pow'r
And goodnefs igﬁnite‘,: but {peak in ears

That hear not, or receive not their report.

In vain thy creatures. teftify of thee

‘Till thou proclaim thyfelf. Their's is indeed
A teaching. voice ; bnt ’tis the praife: of thine
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to leam,

. And with the boon gives talents for its ufe.
T1ill thou art heard, 1maginations vain
Poffefs the heart, and fables falfe as hell;
Yet, deem’d oracular, lure down to death
The uninform’d and heedlefs fouls of men.
We give to chance, blind chance, ourfelvesas blin
The glory of thy work’; which yet appears
Perfe& and unimpeachable of blame,
Challenging human {crutiny, and provd
Then tkilful moft when moft feverely judg'd.
But chance is not or is not where' thou reign
Thy providence forbids that fickle pow’r

(If pow’r fhe be that works but to confound)
To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws.

Yet thus we dote, refufing while we can
Infrution, and _inventing to ourfelves

Gods fuch as guilt makes welcome ; gods that flee
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Or difregard. our follies, or that fit

Amus'd {pe€tators of this bufiling ftage,

Thee we rejedt, unable to abide

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure;;

Made fuch by thee, wé Iove thee for that caufe .

For which we thunn'd and hated thee before,
Then we are free. Then liberty, like day,

breaks on the foul; and by a flath from heay'n
fires all the faculties with glorious joy.
Avoice is heard that mortal eqrs

Tilthou haft touch'd them ; 'tis the voice of {o g—
Aloud hofanna fent from aj

hear not

thy works ;
Which he that hears it with » thout repeats,
And adds his rapture to the gen'ral praife,
Inthat bleft moment Nature, throwing wide

Her veil opaque, difclofes with » {mile
The author of hep: beauties,

who, retir'd
Behind his own creation, works unfeen

y the impure, and hears ks pPow'’r denied,
hou art the fource and centre of all minds,
beir only point of reft, eternal Word |

iTom thee departing, they are loft, and rove
\t andom, without honour, hope, or peace.
om thee is all that {ooths the life of man,
02
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His high endeavour, and his glad foccefs,

His ftrength to {uffer, and his will to ferve,
But oh thou bounteous giver of all good,
Thou art of all thy gifts thyfelf the crown!
Give what thou canft, without thee we are poor;
And with thee rich, take what thon wilt away.







ARGUMENT OF THE SIXTH BOOK,

Bells at a diffance~Thetr effecd.—A fine noon in
qvinter.—A fheltcred walk.— Meditation better
than books —Qur fanuliarity avith the courfe of
nature makes it appear lefs wonderful than it is—
Tl transformation that [pring effects in a fhrul-
bery defcribed —A miflake concerning the courfe of
nature correcied.—God maintains it by an uwe-
mitted alt—The amufements faflionable at ihis
hour of the day reproved —dnimals happy, a de.
lrghiful fight ~Origin of cruclty to animals—Tlat
7t 1s @ great crime proved from [cripture~That
proof illufirated by a tale~A line drawwn between
the lawful and unlawful defiruction of tHhem —
Their good and ufeful properties infifled on.—
Apology for the encomiums beflowed by the autlhor
on animals—Inflances of man's extravagant praif
of man.—The groans of the creation fhall have an
end.—A vieww taken of the refloration of all things.
—An invocation and an invitation of him wih

Shall bring it to pafs~The retired man vindicale
Jrom the charge of ufeleffncfs —=Concligfion,




Tere is.in fouls a’ fympathy with {ounds;
And, as the mind 1S

With melting airs,

pitch’d, the ear is pleas'd
or martial, brifk, or grave:
Some chord in unifon with what we hear

Is touch’d. within us, and the heart rephes,

How {oft the mufic of thofe village bells, . - -
In cadence fweet, now dying all away,

Now pealing loud again, and louder fil],

Clear and fonorous, as the gale comes on'
With eafy force it opens all the cells

Where mem'ry flept.
A kindred melod v,

8

Wherever I haye heard
the i't:'f:.ne.~rt3<f.:urs‘T |
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And with it all its pleafures and its pains,

Such comprehenfive views the fpirit takes,

That in a few thort moments I retrace

(As in a map the voyag‘ef his courfe)

The windings of my way through Imany years.
Short as in retrofpe& the journey feems,

It feem’d not always thort; the rugged path,
And profpeét oft {o dreary and forlorn,

Mov'd many a figh at its difheart’ning length,
Yet, feeling prefent evils, while the paft
Faintly imprefs the mind, or not'at all,

How readily we wifh time {pent revok'd,

That we might try the ground again, where once
(Through 1nexperience, as we now perceive)
We mifs'd that happinefs we might have found!
Some friend is gone, perhaps his fon’s beft fricnd!
A father, whofe authority, in thow

‘When moft {fevere, and muft’ring all its force,
‘Was but the graver countenance of love;
Whofe favour, like the cloudsof fpring, might low,
And utter now and then an awful voice,

But had a blefling in its darkeft frown,
Threat'ning at once and nourithing the plant.
Ve loy'd, but not enough, the gentle,hand

/
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That reard us, At g thoughtlefs age, allurd

Byevry gilded folly, we renounc’d

That converfe which we now in vain regret,
How gladly would the man recal) to life

The boy’s negle@ed fire! 4 mother too,

That fofter friend, perhaps more gladly filr,
Might he demand them at the gates of death,

Sorrow has, fince they went, fubdu'd and tam'g
The playful humour ;

he could now cndure,
Himfelf grown fober in the vale of tears)

Aud feel a parent’s prefence o reftraint,
But not to underfiand 3 treafure's worth

Till time has ftol'n away the flighted good, -
licaufe of half the poverty we feel,

And makes the world the wildernef
The few that pray at

And, feeking grace t’
Would urge a wifer

it is,
all pray oft amifs,

improve the prize they hold,
fuit than atking more,
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The feafon finiles, feﬁgniﬂg all its rage,

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue
Without a cloud, and white without a fpeck |
The dazzling fplendour of the fcene below.
Again the harmony comes o'er the vaie;

And through the trees I view th’ embattled tow
‘Whence all the muftc. I again perceive

The foothing influence of the wafted firains,
And fettle in foft mufings as I tread

The walk, fiill verdant, under oaks and elms,
Whofe ontfpread branches overarch the glade.
The roof, though moveable through all its length
As the wind fways it, bas yet well fuflic'd,
And, intercepting in their filent fall

The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me.
No noife is here, or none that hinders thought,
The redbreaft warbles ftill, but 1s content

With flender notes, and more than half fupprefs'd:
Pleas’d with his folitude, and flitting light
From {pray to fpray, where'er he refts he fhakes

From many a twig the pendent drops of ice,
That tinkle in the wither'd leaves below.

Stillnefs, accompanied with founds fo foft,
Charms more than filence. Meditation here
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May think down hours to moments. Here the heart
May givé-an ufeful leffon to the head, -
And learning wifer grow without his books.
Knowledge and wifdom, far from being one,
Have oft-times no connexion. Knowledge dwells
In heads replete with thoughts of other men;
Wifdom in minds attentive to their own.
Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mafs,

“The mere materials with which wifdom builds,
Till fmooth'd and fquar'd and fitted to its place,
‘Does but encamber whom it feems t' enrich.
Knowledge is proud that be has learn’d fo much;
Wifdom is humble that he knows no more.

Baoks are not feldom talifmans and {pells,

By which the magic art of fhrewder wits

Holds an unthinking multitude enthrall'd.

jome to the fafcination of a name

surrender judgment, hood-wink'd. Some the fiyle
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds

Of error leads them by a tune entranc’d.

While floth feduces more, too weak to bear

The infupportable fatigue of thought,

And fwallowing, therefore, without paufe or choice,

The total grift unfifted, hufks and all,
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But trees, and rivalets whofe rapid courfe

Defies the check of winter, haunts of deer,

And fheep-walks populous with bleating lambs,

And lanes in which the primrofe ere her time

Peeps through the mofs that clothes the hawthorn
roof,

Deceive no ftudent. Wifdom there, and truth,

Not thy, as in the world, and to be won

By flow folicitation, feize at once

" The roving thought, and fix it on themfelves.

‘What prodigies can pow'r divipe perform
More grand than it produces year by year,
And all in fight of 1nattentive man?
Familiar with th’ effet we flight the caufe,
And, in the conftancy of nature’s courfe,
The regular return of genial months,

And renovation of a faded world,

See nought to wonder at. Should God again,
As once in Gibeon, interrapt the race

Of the undeviating and punctual fun,

How would the world admire! but fpeaks it Iefs
An agency divine, to make him know
His moment when to fink and when to rife,
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Age after age, than to arreft his courfe ?

All we behold is miracle ; but, feen
S0 duly, all is miracle in vain,

Where now the vital energy that mov'd,

While fummer was, the pure and fubtile lymph
Through th’ imperceptible meand'ring veing

Of leaf and flow'r? Jt fleeps; and th’ icy touch
Of unprolific winter has impre(s'd
A cold ftagnation o th' Intefline tide.

But let the months go round, a few fliort

months,
And all thall be reflord, Thefe naked thoots,

Barren as lances, among which the wind
Makes wintry mufic, fighing as it goes,
ohall put their graceful foliage on again,
And, more afpiring,
Shall boaft new cha
loft. |

Then, each in its peculiar honours clad,
Shall publith, even to the diftant eye,

Its family and tribe. Labernum, rich

In ltreaming gold ; {yringa, iv'ry pure;
The feentlefs and the {cented rofe; this reg
And of an humbler growth, the *

and with ampler fpread,
rms, and more than they have

other tali,

* "i'hc G;te]dcr-rofe.
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And throwing up into the darkeft gloom

Of neighb’ring cyprefs, .or-more fable yew,
Her filver globes, light as the foamy furf
That the wind fevers from the broken wave;
The lilac, variouns in array, now white,

Now fanguine, and her beauteous head now fet
With purple {pikes pyramidal, as if,

Studious of ornament, yet unrefolv'd

Which hue the moft approv'd, the chofe them all;
Copious of flow’rs the woodbine, pale and wan,
But well compenfating her fickly looks

'With pever-cloying odours, early and late ;
Hypericum, all bloom, fo thick a fwarm

Of flow’rs, like flies clothing her flender rods,
That1{carce a leaf appears; mezerion, too,
Thongh leaflefs, well attir'd, and thick befet
With ﬂbluﬂling wreaths, 1nvefting ev'ry {pray;
Althza with the purple eye; the broom,
Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloy'd,

Her bloffoms ; and, luxuriant above all, - -
The jafmine, throwing wide her elegant {weets,
The deep dark green of whofe unvarnifh'd Jeat
Makes more con{picuous, and illumines more
The bright profufion of her {catter'd ftars,.—

Thefe have been, and thefe thall be in their day;
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Aud all this uniform, “uncolour'd fcene,

Shall be dlfmantled of its fleecy load

And ﬂu{h to variety again.

From dearth to plenty, and from death to life,

; Nature’s progrefs, when fhe le@ures man

In heav'nly truth; evincing, as fhe makes

The grand tranfition, that there lives and works -
Afoul in all things, and that foul is God.

The beauties of the wildernefs are his,

That make fo gay the folitary place

Where no eye fees them. And the fairer forms
Ihat cultivation glories in, are his.

He fets the bright proceffion on its way,

And marfhals all the order of the year;

He marks the bounds which winter may not paf's,_

And blunts his pointed fury; in its cafe,
Ruffet and rude, folds up the tender germ,
Uninjur'd, with inimitable art ;

And, ere one flow’ry {eafon fades and dies,
Defigns the blooming wonders of the next,

Some fay that, in the origin of things,
When all creation ﬁarted 1nto birth,
The infant elements receivid a law,
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From which they fwervenot fince. Thatunderforce
Of that contronling ordinance they move,
And need not his immediate hand, who firft
Prefcribd their courfe, to regulate it now.
Thus dream they, and contrive to fave a God
Th’ incumbrance of his own concerns, and fpare
The great Artificer of all that moves

The firefs of a continual a&, the pain

Of unremitted vigilance and care,

As too laborious and fevere a tafk.

So man, the moth, is not afraid, 1t {eems,
To fpan omnipotence, and meafure might,
That knows no meafure, by the {canty rule
And flandard of his own, that is to-day, |
And is not ere to-morrow’s fun go down!
But how thould matter occupy a charge
Dull as it is, and fatisfy a law ‘

So vaft in its demands, unlefs impell'd

To ceafelefs fervice by a ceafelefs force,

And under preffure of fome confcious caufe?
The Lord of all, himfelf through all diffus'd,

Saftains, -and i is the Life of all that lives.
Nature 1s but a nanie for an effe&,

Whofe caufe is God. - He feeds the fecret fire
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By which the‘m§ghty procefs is maintain'd,
Who 1leeps. not, is not weary; in whofe fight
Jow-circling ages are as tranfient days

Aud whofe beneficence no charge exhaufls,

fim blind antiquity profan’d, not fery'q,

With felf-taught rites, and under various names,
female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pap,

And Flora, and Vertumnus > peopling earth
Vith tutelary goddeffes and gods
Ibat were not; and commending,

as they would,
0¢ach fome province,

garden, field, or grove.
it all are under one, (Qpe fpirit— His

howore the platted thorns with blee
Wes univerfal nature, N ot a flow
it thows forne touch, in freckle, ftreak, or ftain,
%t bis unrivall'd penci, He infpires
fberr balmy odours, and imparts their hues,

ind bathes their eyes with ne&ar, and includes,
Lgrains as countlefs ag the fea-fide fands,

be forms with which he {prinkles all the earth.

4ppy who walks with him! whom what he finds

it Havour or of {cent in fruit or flow'r,
YOL: 11, P

dingbrows-_-
T
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Or what he views of beautiful or grand

In nature, from the broad majeftic oak

To the green blade that twinkles in the fun,
Prompts with remembrance of a prefent God! - i
His prefence, who made all fo fair, perceivid, |
Makes all fill fairer. As with him no f{cene

Is dreary, To with him all fea{ons pleafe.
Though winter had been none, bad man been true,
And earth be punifh’d for its tenant’s fake,

Yet not.in vengeance ;. as this imiling fky,

So {oon fucceeding fuch an angry night,

And thefe diffolving {fnows, and this clear fiream
Recov'ring faft its liquid mafic, prove,

‘Who then, that has a mind well firung and tun’
To contemplation, and within his reach
A fcene {o'friendly to his fav'rite taik,
Would wafte attention at the chequer'd board,
His hoft of wooden warriors to and fro
Marching and counter-marching, with an eye
As fixt as marble, with a forehead ndg'd
And furrow’d into ftorms, and with a hand
Trembling, as if eternity were hung
In balance on his conduct of a pin ?~—~
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Nor envies he aught more their idle fport,
Who pant with application mifa-pplied

To trivial toys, and, pufhing iv'ry balls

Acrofs a velvet level, feel a joy

Akin to rapture when the bawble finds

Its deftin’d goal, of difficult accefs.—

Nor deems he wifer him, who gives his noon
To mifs, the mercer’s plague, ‘from fhop to fliop
Wand'ring, and litt’ring with unfolded filks
The polifh’d counter, and approving none,

Or promifing with fmiles to call again,~

Nor him, who by his vanity feduc'd,

And footh’d into a dream that he difcerns:
The diff 'rence of a Guido from a daub,
Frequents the crowded aultion : ftation'd there
As duly as the Langford of the fhow,

With glafs at eye, and catalogue in hand,
And tongue accomplifh’d 1o the fulfome cant
And pedantry that coxcombs Jearn with eale;
Oft as the price-deciding hammer falls -
He notes it in his book, then raps his box,
dwears ‘tis a bargain, rails at his hard fate
That he has let it pafs—but never bids!

P2
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Here, unmolefted, throngh whatever fign
The {un proceeds, I wander. . Neither mift, .
Nor freezing fky nor fultry, checking mg,

Nor firanger intermeddling with my.joy. .
Ev'n in the {pring and play-time of the year,
That calls th’ unwonted villager abroad

Vith all her little ones, a fportive train,
To gather king-cups io the yellow mead,
And prink their hair with daifies, or to pick
A cheap but wholefome fallad from the brook,
Thefe fhades are all my own. The tim’rous hare,
Grown fo familiar with her frequent gueft,
Scarce thuns me; and the ftock-dove, uhalarm'd,
Sits cooing 1n the pine-tree, nor fufpends
His long love-ditty for my near approach.
Drawn from his refuge in fome lonely.elm
That age or injury has hollow'd deep,
‘Where, on his bed of wool and matted leaves,
He has outflept the winter, ventures forth
To frilk awhile, and bafk in the warm fun;
The {quirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play:
He {ees me, and at once, {wift as a bird, |
'Afcends the neighb’ring beach; there whitks his
brufh,
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And perks bis ears, and ftamps and cries aloud,
With all the prettinefs of feign'd alarm,

And anger 1nfignificantly fierce.

The heart is hard in natare, and unfit
For human fellowthip, as being void
Of fympathy, and therefore dead alike
To love and friend(hip both, that is not pleas'd
With fight of animals enjoying life,
Nor feels their happinefs augment his own,
The bounding fawn, that darts acrofs the glade
When none purfues, through mere delight of hieart,
And fpirits buoyant with excefs of glee;
The horfe as wanton, and almoft as fleet,
That ikims the fpacious meadow at full fpeed,
Then flops and fnorts, and, throwing high his hecIS,
Starts to the voluntary race again;

The very kine that gambol at high noon,

The total herd receiving firft from one

That leads the dance a fummons to be gay,
Though wild their firange vagaries, and uncouth
Their efforts, yet refolv’d with one confent .

To give {uch a& and utt'rance as fhejr may

To ecflafytoo big to be fuppre(s'd—
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Thefe, and a thoufand images of blifs,
With which kind nature graces ev'ry fcene
Where cruel man defeats not her defign,
Impart to the benevolent, who wifh

All that are capable of pleafure pleas'd,

A far fuperior happinefs to their’s,

The comfort of a reafonable joy.

Man fcarce had 115’'n, obedient to his call
‘Who form'd bim from the duft, his future grave,
When he was crown'd as never king was fince.
God fet the diadem upon his head,

And angel choirs attended. Wond'ring ftood
The new-made monarch, while before him pals'd,
All happy, and all perfet in their kind,
The creatures, fummon’d from their various haunts
To {ee their fov'reign, and confefs his {way.

7aft was his empire, abfolute his pow'r,
Or bounded only by a law, whoie force
'T'was his {ubhimeft pnivilege to feel
And own—the law of univerfal love.
He rul'd with meeknefs, they obey'd with joy;
No cruel purpofe lurk'd within his heatrt,
And no difiraft of his intent in their’s. -
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So Eden was a icene of harmlefs fport,

Where kindnefs on his part who rul'd the whole
Begat a tranquil confidence in all,

And fear as yet was not, nor caufe for fear, -
But fin marr'd all ; and the revolt of man,
That fource of evils not exbaufted yet,

Was punifh'd with revolt of his from him.
Garden of God, how terrible the change

Thy groves and lawns then witnefs'd! Ev'ry heart,
Each ammal of ev'ry name, conceiv’d

A jealoufy and an inftinétive fear,

And, confcious of fome danger, either fled
Precipitate the loath'd abode of man, -

Or growl'd defiance in {uch angry fort,

As taught him, too, to tremble in his turn.
Thus harmony and family accord

Were driv'n from Paradife ; and in that hour
The feeds of cruelty,- that fince have fwell'd
To fuch gigantic and enormous srowth,

Were fown in human nature’s frostful {oil,
Hence date the perfecution and the pamn.

That man infi&s on all inferior kinds, -

Regardlefs of their plaints, To make him f] port :
To gratify the frenzy of his wrath,
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Or his bafe glattony, are caufes good

And juft, in his account, why bird and beaft
Should {uffer torture, and the fireams be dyed
With blood of their inhabitants impal'd.
Earth groans beneath the burden of a war
Wag'd with defencelefs innocence, while he,
Nort fatisfied to prey on all around,

Adds tenfold bitternefs to death by pangs
Needlefs, and firft torments ere he devours,
Now happieft they that occupy the {cenes
‘The moft remote frem his abhorr'd refort,
Whom once, as delegate of God on earth,
They fear’d, and, as his perfet image, lov'd.
The wildernefs is their's, with all 1ts caves,
Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains,
Unvifited by man. There they are free,
And howl and roar as likes them, uncontrold;
Nor afk his leave to {laumber or to play.

Wo to the tyrant, if he dare iotrude

Within the confines of their wild domain }
The lion tells him—I am monarch herel
And, if he fpare him, {pares him on the terms
Of royal mercy, and through gen’rous fcorn
To rend a victim trembling at his foot.
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In meafure, as by force of inftin&t drawn,
Or by neceflity confirain’'d, they live

Dependent upon man; thofe in his fields,
Thefe at his crib, and fome beneath his roof,

They prove too often at how dear a rate

He {ells protection.—Witnefs at his foot

The [paniel dying, for fome venial fault,

Under diffection of the knotted fconrge—
Witnefs the patient ox, with ftripes and yells
Dav'n to the flaughter, goaded, as he runs,

To madnefs; while the favage at his heels
laughs at the frantic {uff’rer’s fury, {pent

Upon the guiltlels paffenger o’erthrown.

He, too, 1s witnefs, nobleft of the train

That wait on man, the flight-performing horfe:
With un{ufpe@ing readinefs he takes

His murd'rer on his back, and, pufh'd all day,
With bleeding fides and flanks that heave for life,
To the far-diftant goal, arrives and dies.

o little mercy thows who needs fo much |

Does law, fo jealous in the caufe of man,
Denounce no doom on the delinquent /~None.
He lives, and o'er his brimming beaker boafts
(As if barbarity were high defert)
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Th’ inglorious feat, and, clamorous in praife
Of the poor brate, feems wifely to fuppofe
The honours of his matchlefs horfe his own!
-But many a crime, deem’d innocent on earth,
Is regifter'd in heav'n; and thefe, no doubt,
Have each their record, with a curfe annexid.
Man may difmifs compaflion from his heart,
But God will never, When he charg'd the Jew
T aflift his foe’s down-fallen beaft to rife;
And when the bufh-exploring boy, that feiz'd
The young, to let the parent bird go free;
Prov'd he pot plainly that his meaner works
Are yet his care, and have an int'reft all,

All, 1n the univerfal Father’s love?

On Noah, and 1n him on all mankind,

The charter was conferr'd, by which we hold
The fleth of animals in fee, and claim

O'er all we feed on pow'r of life and death.
But read the inftrument, and mark it well:
Th’ oppreflion of a tyrannous control |

Can find no warrant there. Feed then, and yield
Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous, through fin,
Feed on the flain, but fpare the living brute!
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The Governor of all,” himfulf to all

5 bountiful, in whofe attentive ear

The unfledg’d raven and the lion’s. whel

Plead not in vain for Pity on the pangs.

Of hunger unaflnag’d, has interpos'd,
Not feldom, his avenging arm,

p

to fmite
Th' injuriOUS'trampler upon nature’s law,
That claims forbearance even for a brute,

He hates the hardnefs of 1 Balaam’s heart ;
Avd, prophet as

he was, he might not firjke
The blamelefs animal, without

Un which he rode,
av'd him, or th’

rebuke,
Her opportune offence

unrelenting feer had dieg.
He fees that human equity is flack

To interfere, though in fo juft a canfe ;
And makes the tafk his own. Infpiring dumb
dnd helplefs victims with - fenfe fo keen'

Of inj'ry, with fuch knowledge of their firep

gth,
And fuch {agacity

to take revenge, .
Ihat oft the beaft has feem’d to judge the man.-

A ancient, not a legendary tale,
By one of found intel}; gence rehears'd
(If fuch who plead for Providence may feery

In modern eyes) fhall make the do€trine clear,—

)
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Where England, firetch’d towards thefetting fun,
Narrow and long, o'erlooks the wefiern wave,
Dwelt young Mifagathus; a fcorner he
Of God and goodnefs, atheift in oftent,

Vicious in a&, In temper favage-fierce.

He journey'd ; and his chance was as he went
To join.a trav'ller, of far diff rent note—
Evander, fam'd for piety, for years

Deferving honour, but for wildom more.

Fame had no* '~ft the venerable man

A firanger to the manners of the youth,

‘Whofe face, tco, was familiar to-his view.
Their way was on the margin of the land,

O’er the green fummit of the rocks, whofe bafe
Beats back the roaring furge, fcarce heard fo high.
The charity that warm'd his heart was mov'd
At fight of the man-monfter. With a {mile
Gentle, and affable, and full of grace,

As fearful of offending whom he wifh'd

Much to perfuade, he plied his ear with truths
Not harfhly thunder'd forth or rudely prefs'd,
But, like his purpofe, gracious, kind, and fweet
¢ And doft thou dream,” th’ impenetrable man
Exclaim'd, ¢ that me the lullabies of age,
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« And fantafies of dotards, fuch as thOl;l,

¢Can cheat, or move a moment’s fear in me?
«Mark now the proof I give thee, that the brave
«Need no {uch aids as fuperftition lends -

«To fteel their hearts againft the dread of death.”
e fpoke, and to the precipice at hand

Pu’d with a madman’s fury, Fancy {hrinks,
And the blood thrills and.curdles, at the thought
0f fuch a gulph as he defign'd his grave.

but, though the felon on his back could dare

The dreadful leap, more rational, his fteed
Declin’d the death, and wheeling fwiftly round,
Or eer his hoof had prefs'd the crumbling verge,
bifled his rider, fav'd againft his will ! |
The frenzy of the brain may be redrefs'd

by med'cine well applied, but without grace
The heart's infamity admits no cure,

Enrag’d the more, by what might have reform’d
His horrible intent, -again he fought

Deftrution, with a zeal to be deftroy'd,

With founding whip, and rowels died in blood.
But ftill in vain, 'The Providence, that meant
Alonger date to the far nobler beaft,

ar'd yet again th’ igrobler, for his fake.
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And now, bhis prowefs provid, and his fincere
Incurable obduracy evinc'd,
His rage grew cool; and, pleas'd perhaps t' have

earnd L
So cheaply the renown of that attempt,
With looks of fome complacence he refum'd
His.road, deriding much the blank amaze
Of good Evander, fiill where he was left
Fixt motionlefs, and petrified with dread.
So on they far'd. Difcourfe on other themes
Enfuibg, feem’d t’ obliterate the paft;
And, tamer far for fo much fury fhown,
(As 1is the courfe of rath and fiery men)
'T'he rude companion {mil'd, as if transform'd.
Bat 'twas.a tranfient calm. A ftorm was near,
An unfufpefted florm. His hour was come.
The impious challenger of -Pow’r divine
Was now tolearnthat Heav'n, though flow to wrath
Is never with impunity defied. -
His horfe, as he had caught his mafter’s mood,
Snorting, and ftarting into {udden rage,
Unbidden, and not now to be control’d,
Rufh'd to the cliff; and, having reach'd it, ftood.
At once the fhock unfeated bim: he flew

7
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Sheer o'er the craggy barrier; and, immers'd
Deep 1n the flood, found, when he fought it not,
The death he had deferv'd—and died alone |

% God wrought double juftice; made the fool
The vi€tim of his own tremendous choice,

And taught a brute the way to fafe revenge,

I would not enter on my Lt of friends

(Tho' grac'd. with polith'd manners and fine fenfe,

fet wanting -fenfibility) the man

Who needlefsly fets foot upon a worm, -
An inadvertent fiep may crufh the fhail
That crawls at ev'ning in the public path ;
But he that has humanity, forewarn'd,

Will tread afide, and let the reptile live,

The creeping vermin, loathfome to the fight, .

dnd charg’d perhaps with venom, that intrudes,
Avifitor unwelcome, into fcenes

ucred to neatnefs and repofe—th’ alcove,

The chamber, .or refetory—may die:
ﬂneceffary_ alt incurs no blame, -

Not fo when, held within theiy proper bounds,
And guiltlefs of offence, they range the air,

Ur take their paftime in the {pacious field :
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There they are privileg'd; and he that hunts
Or harms them there 1s guilty of a wrong,

Difturbs th’ economy of nature’s realm,

Who, when fhe form’d, defign’d them an abode,
The fum is this.—If man’s convenience, health,
Or fafety, interfere, bis rights and claims

Are paramount, and muft extinguifh their’s,
Elfe they are all—the meaneft things that are—
As free to live, and to enjoy that life,

As God was free to form them at the firft,
Who, 1in his fov'reign wifdom, made them all.
Ye, therefore, who love mercy, teach your fons
To love it too. The fpring-time of our years
Is foon difhonour'd and defil'd in moft

By budding ills, that afk a prudent hand

To check them. But, alas! none {fooneér thoots,
If woreftrain'd, into luxuriant growth,

Than cruelty, moft dev'lith of them all.

Mercy to him that fhows it, is the rule

And righteous limitation of its ad,

By which Heav'n moves in pard'ning guilty man
~And he that fhows none, being ripe in years,
Aud confcious of the outrage he commits,

Shail feek it, and not find i, in his turn,
8
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Diftinguifh'd much by reafon, and @] more
By our capacity of grace divine,
from creatures that exift but for onr fake,
Which, having fery'q us, perith, we are held
Accountable; and God » fome future day,

Will reckon with ns roundly for th’ abufe
Of what he

deems no mean or trivial truft,
Jperior as we are, they yet depend

Are oft-times vanquith'd and thrown far behind,
%me thow that nice fagacity of fmell,
ind read with fuch difcernment,

1n the port
And figure of the man,

his fecret aim,
That oft we owe our fafety to a fkil]

We could not teach, and muft defpair to learn,
bt learn we might, if pot too proud to ftoop
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Attachment never to be wean'd, or chang'd
By any change of fortune; proof alike
Againft unkindnefs, abfence, and negleét
Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat

Can move or warp; and gratitude for {iall
And trivial favours, lafting as the life,
And glift'ning even in the dying eye,

Man praifes man. Defert in arts or arms
Wins public honour; and ten thoufand fit
Patiently prefent at a facred {ong,
Commemoration-mad ; content to hear
(Oh wonderful effe@ of mufic’s pow’r!)
Mefhah's eulogy for Handel's fake !

But lefs, methinks, than facrilege might ferve—
(For, was it lefs, what heathen would have dard
To firip Jove’s flatue of his oaken wreath,
And hang it up in honour of a man ?)

Much lefs might ferve, when all that we defign
Is but to gratify an itching ear,

And give the day to a mufician’s praife.
Remember Handel ? Who, that was not born
Deaf as the dead to harmony, forgets,

Or can, the more than Homer of his age?
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ang

les—we remember him; and, while we praife-
Atalent {o divine, remember too

That His moft holy book from whom it came
Was never meant, was never us'd before,
Jo buckram out the mem’ry of a man.

but huth !—the mufe perhaps is too fevere ;
Ad, with a gravity beyond the fize

And meafure of th' offence, rebukes a deed
lefs impious than abfurd, and owing more .

lowant of judgrent than to wrong defign,

via the chapel of old Ely Houfe,

Whenwand'ring Charles, whomeant to be the third,

Had fled. from William, and the news was frefh,
lhe fimple clerk, but loyal, did announce,
d eke did rear right merrily, two ftaves,

lhe god of our idolatry ence more,

%all have its altar; and the world fhall 20 -
npilgrimage to bow before his fhrine,

The theatre, too {mall, fhall fuffocate

s fqueez'd contents, and more than it admis
Q 2




Shall figh at their exclufion, and return
Ungratified. For there fome noble lord

Shall ftuff his thoulders with king Richard’s bunch,
Or wrap himfelf 1n Hamlet’s inky cloak,

And firut, and ftorm, and firaddle, ftamp, and fiare,
To thew the world how Garrick did not at—
For Garrick was a worthipper himfelf;

He drew the litargy, and fram’d the rites

And folemn ceremomial of the day,

And call'd the world to worthip on the banks
Of Avon, fam'd in fong. Abh, pleafant proof
That piety has ftill in human hearts

Some place, a Ipark or two not yet extin&.
Themulb'ry-tree was hung with blooming wreaths
The mulb’ry-tree {tood centre of the dance;
The mulb'ry-tree was hymn'd with dulcet airs;
And from his touchwood trank the mulb'ry-tree
Supplied fuch relics as devotion holds

Still facred, and preferves with pious care.

So ’twas an hallow’d time: decorum réign‘d,
And mirth without offence. - No few return’d,
Poubtlefs, much edified, and all refrefh’d.
—Man praifes man. The rabble, all alive,
From tippling-benches, cellars, ftalls, and ftyes,
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5 Pageant, comes,
Some thout him, and fome hang upon his car,

Togaze in ’s eyes, and blefs him. Maidens waye
Their 'kerchiefs, and old women weep- for joy:
While others, not 1 fatisfied, unhorfe

The gilded €quipage,

and, turning loofe
His fteeds, ufurp a Place they well deferve.

Why? what has charm’d. therp » Hath he fav'q the
ftate ?

No. Doth he purpofe its falvation ¥ No.

fachanting novelty, that moon at full,

That finds ont ev'ry crevice of the head

That is not {ound and perfet, hath in thejr’
Wrought this difturbance, But the wane js near,
ind-his own cattle muft fuffice him {oon,

Thus idly do we wafte the bre

ath of praife,
And dedicate 3 tribute, in its

ufe

And juft direction facred, to 5 thing

Doom’d to the daft, or lodg'd already there )
Excorninm ip old time wag poet’s work ;

hut; poets having lavifhly long fince ’
Ehantted a] materials of the art,

The tafk now falls

into the public hand ;
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And I, contented with-an humble theme,
Have pour’d my fiream of panegyric down
The valé of nature, where it creeps, and winds .
Among ber lovely works with a fecure '
And unambitious courfe, refleting clear,
If not the virtues, yet the worth, of brates.
And I am recompens’d, and deem' the toils
Of poetry not loft, if verfe of mine

May ftand between an animal and woe,
And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge.

The groans of nature in this nether world,
Which Heav’'n has heard for ages, have an end,
Foretold by prophets, and by poets {ung,
Whofe fire was kindled at the prophets’ lamp,
The time of reft, the promis'd {abbath, comes,
Six thoufand years of forrow have well-nigh -
Fulfill'd their tardy and difaftrous-courfe
Over a finful world ;s and what remains
Of this tempeftuous ftate of human things
Is merely as the working of a fea
Before a calm, that rocks 1tfelf to reft:

For He, whofe ‘car the winds are, and the clouds
The duft that waits upon his {ultry march,




300K VI, THE WINTER WALK AT NOON.

231

When fin hath mov'q him, and his wrath i hot,

Shall vifit earth in mercy; ihall defeend,
Propitious, .in his chariot pav'd-with love ;
And what his florms haye blafted and defac'q
for man’s revolt thall with » {mile repair,

Sweet is the harp of prophecy 3
Not to be wrong'd by a mere moy
Nor can the wonders

To meaner mufic,

too {weet

tal touch -
it records be fun g

and not fuffer Jofs.
But, when a poct, or when one Jike me,

Oh fcenes {urpafiing fable, anq yet true,
Xenes of accomplifh’'d blifs

though but in diftant profpe®, and not feel
His fou] refreth'd with foretafte of the joy?
hivers of gladnefs water al] the carth,

! which who cap {ee,.
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And clothe all climes with beauty; the reproach
Of barrennefs is paft. The fruitful field
Laughs with abundance; and the land, once lean,
Or fertile only 1n 1ts own difgrace,

Exults to fee its thitly curfe repeal'd.

The various {eafons woven into one,

And that one {eafon an eternal {pring,

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence,
For there is none to covet, all are full.

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear

Graze with the fearlefs flocks all bafk at noon
Together, or all gambol in the fhade

Of the {ame grove; and drink one common ftream.
Antipathies are fione. No foe to man

Lurks in the ferpent now: the mother fees,
And fmiles to fe¢, her infant’s playful hand
Stretch’d forth to dally with the crefted worm,
To firoke his azure neck, or to receive

The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue.
All creatares worfhip man, and all mankind
One Lord, one Father, Error has no place:
That creeping peftilence is driv'n away';

The breath of heav'n has chas'd it. In the hear
No paffion touches a difcordant ftring,
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gut all is-harmony and love. Difeafe

knot: the pure and uncontam'nate blood

Holds its due courfe, nor fears the froft of age. K
One fong émploys all nations; and all ery, -

« Worthy the Lamb, for he was flain for us!™
The dwellers it the vales and on the rocks-

shout to each. other, and the mountain tops

from diftant mountains catch the flying joy;
Till, nation after nation taught the firain,
Farth rolls the rapturous hofinna round.

Kehold the meafure of the promife fill'd;

%ee Salem built, the labour of a God |

Bricht as a fun the facred city fhines ;

Al kingdoms and all princes of the earth

Hock to that light ; the glory of all lands
Fows into hery unbounded is her joy,

ind endlefs her increafe. Thy rams are there,
t Nebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there;
The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind,
And Saba’s {picy groves, pay tribute there.
Praife is in all her gates: upon her walls,

£ Nebaioth and Kedar, the fons of Ifhmael, and progenitors of
ke Arabs, in the prophetic feripture here alluded to, may be rea-

lably confidered as reprefentatives of the Gentiles at large,
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And in her fireets, and in her fpacious courts,
Is heard falvation. Eaftern Java there
Kneels with the native of the fartheft weft;
And /Ethiopia {preads abroad the hand,

And worfhips, Her report has travell'd forth
Into all lands. From ev'ry clime they come
To fee thy beauty and to fhare thy joy,

O Sion! an affembly fuch as earth -

Saw never, fuch as heav'n ftoops down to fee,
Thus heav’'n-ward all things tend, For all were

once

Perfet, and all mufl be at length reftor’d.
So God has greatly purpos'd ; who would elfe
In his dithonour'd works himfelf endure
Difhonour, and be wrong'd without redrefs.

Hafie, then, and wheel away a thatter'd world,
Ye flow-revolving feafons! we would fee

(A fight to which our eyes are ftrangers yet)
A world that does not dread and hate his laws,
And {uoffer for its crime; would learn how fair
The creature is that God pronounces good,
How pleafant in itfelf what pleafes him.

Here ev’ry drop of honey hides a fling ;




300K VYI. THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 235

Worms-wind themfelves into our fweeteft flowrs;
Aud ev'n-the joy that haply {fome poor heart
Derives from heav'n, pure as the fountain is,

; fullied in the fiream, taking a taint

From touch of human lips, at beft impure.

Oh for a world in principle as chafte

As this is grofs and felfifh ! over which

Cuftom and prejudice fhall bear no {fway,

That govern all things here, thould’ring afide
The meek and modeft trath, and forcing her

To feek a refuge from the tongue of firife

In nooks obfcure, far from the ways of men:—
Where violence thall never lift the {fword,

Nor cunning juftify the proud man's wrong,
leaving the poor no remedy but tears :—

Where he that fills an office fhall efteem

Ih’ occafion it prefents of doing good

More than the perquifite :—where law fhall {fpeak
¥ldom, and never but as wifdom prompts

And equity ; not_jealous more to guard
Aworthlefs form, than to decide aright :—
Where fafhion fhall not fanctify abufe,

Kor fmooth good-breeding (fupplemental grace)
With lean performance ape the work of lovel

74



236  THE TASK. BOOK vI.

Come then, and, added to thy many crowns,
Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth,
Thoun who alone art worthy! It was thine
By ancient covenant, ete nature’s birth ;.

And thou haft made it thine by purchafe fince,
And overpaid its value with thy blood.

Thy faints proclaim thee king; and in their hearts
Thy title is engraven with a pen.

Dipt in the fountain of eternal love,

Thy faints proclaim thee king ; and thy delay
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they {-2
The dawn of thy laft advent, long-defiy'd,
Would creep into the bowels of the hills,

And flee for {afety to the falling rocks.

The very fpirit of the world is tir'd

Of its own taunting queftion, atk'd fo long,

- ¢ Where is the promife of your Lord’s approach?
The infidel has thot his bolts away,

Till, his exhaufted quiver yielding none,

He gleans the blunted fhafts that have recoil'd,
And aims them at the fhield of truth-again.
The veil is rent, rent too by prieftly hands,
That hides divinity from mortal eyes;

And all the myfteries to faith propos'd,
8 .
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Infulted and traduc'd, are caft afide,
As ufelefs, to the moles and to the bats.
They now.are deem'd the faithful, and are prais'd,
Who,  confiant only in rejeéting thee,
Deny thy Godhead with a martyt’s zeal,
And quit their office for their error's fake.
Blind, and in love with darknefs! yet ev'n thefe
Worthy, compar’d with {ycophants, who knee
Thy name adoring, and then preach thee man! -
% fares thy church. But how thy church may fare
The world takes little thought, Who will may
preach,
And what they will. All paftors are alike
To wand'ring: theep, refolv'd to follow none.
Two gods divide them all—Pleafure and Gain:
For thefe they live, they facrifice to thefe,
And in their fervice wage perpetual war
Vith confcienceand with thee. Luftintheirhearts,
\nd mifchief in their hands, they roam the earth
o prey upon each other; ﬁubborﬁ, fierce,
figh-minded, foaming ont their own difgrace.
Thy prophets {peak of fuch; and, noting down
he features of the laft degen’rate times,
shibit ev'ry lineament of thefe.
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Come then, and, added to thy many crowns,

Receive yet one, as radiant as the reft,
Due to thy laft and moft effetual work,

Thy word fulfill'd, the conqueft of a world!

He is the happy man, whofe life ev'n now
Shows fomewhat of that happier life to come;
Who, doom’d to an obfcure but tranquil flate,
Is pleas’d with it, and, were he free to choofe,
Would make his fate his choice ; whom peace, the

fruit
Of virtue, and whom virtue, frot of faith,
Prepare for happinefs; befpeak him one
Content indeed to fojourn while he muft
Below the fkies, but having there his home.
The world o'erlooks him in her bufy fearch
Of objeéts, more illuftrious in her view;
And, occupied as earnefily as fhe,
Though more fublimely, he o'erlooks the world.
She fcorns bis pleafures, for fhe knows them not;
He feeks not her’s, for he has prov'd them vain,
He cannot fkim the ground like fummer birds

Porfuing gilded flies; and fuch he deems
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys.
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Therefore in contemplation 1is his blifs,

hofe pow'r is fuch, that whom fhe lifts from earth

the makes familiar with a heav'n unfeen,

ind fhows him glories yet to be reveal'd.-

Not flothful he, though feeming unemploy'd,

\nd cenfur'd oft as ufelefs. Stilleft ftreams

)it water faireft meadows, and the bird

That flutters leaft is longeft on the wing. -

ik bim, indeed, what trophies he has rais'd,

)r what achievements of linmortal fame

¢ purpofes, and he fhall anfwer—None,

is warfare is within. .There unfatigu'd

is fervent fpirit labours. There he fights,

ind there obtains frelh triumphs o'er himfelf,

nd never with'ring wreaths, compar'd with which
he Jaurels that a Cefar reaps are weeds.

tthaps the felf-approving haughty world,

hat as the fweeps him with her whiftling filks
arce deigns to notice him, or, if fhe fee,

kems him a cypher in the works of God,
cceives advantage from bis noifelefs hours,

f which fhe little dreams. Perhaps {he owes
er funfhine and her rain, her blooming {pring
nd plenteous harveft, to the pray’r he makes,



240 "THEY® TASK. BOOK vi

When, Ifaac like, the {olitary faint

Walks forth to meditate at even-tide,

And think on her, who thinks not for Lierfelf,
Forgive him, then, thou bufiler in concerns
Of hittle worth, an idler in the beft,

If, anthor of no mifchief and fome good,
He feek his proper happinefs by means

That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine,
Nor, though he tread the fecret path of life,
Engage no notice, and enjoy much eafe,
Account him an 1ncumbrance on the ftate, .
Receiving benefits, and rend’ring none,

His {phere though humble, if that humble fphe
Shine with his fair example, and though {imall
His influence, if that influence all be fpent
In foothing forrow and in quenching firife,
In aiding helplefs indigence, in works

From which at leaft a grateful few derive
Some tafte of comfort in a world of wo,
Then let the fupercilious great confefs

He ferves his country, recompenfes well

The ftate, beneath the thadow of whofe vine
He fits fecure, and in the {cale of life

Holds no ignoble, though a flighted, place.
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The man, whofe virtues are more felt than feen, .
Muit drop indeed the hope of public praife ;

But he may boaft what few that win it can—
That, if his country ftand not by his 1kill,

At leatt his follies have not wrought her fa]l,
Polite refinement offers him in vain

Her golden tube, through which a fenfual worlg
Draws grofs impurity, and likes jt well,

he neat conveyance hiding all tb’ offence,
Not that he peevithly rejects a mode

Becaufe that world adopts it, If it bear -

The ftamp and clear impreflion of good fenfe,
ind be not coftly more than of true worth, * -
fie puts it on, and, for decorim fake,

an wear it e'en as gracefully as the;

bhe judges of refinement by the eye,
fie by the teft of confcience, and a heart

Not foon deceiv'd ; aware that what is bafe.
Vo polith can make fterling ; and

that vice,
Though well perfum’d and elegantly drefs'd,
ike an unburied carcafe trick'd with flow"rs,
s but a. garnifh'd nuifance, fitter far

or cleanly riddance than for fai attire.

0 life glides {moothly and by fiegltl away,
VOL, 11, R
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More golden than that age of fabled gold
Renown’d in ancient fong; not vex'd with care
Or ftain'd with guilt, beneficent, approv'd

Of God and man, and peaceful in 1ts end.

So glide my life away! and fo at laft,

My thare of duties decently fulfill'd,

May fome difeafe, not tardy to perform

Its deftin'd office, yet with gentle ftroke,
Difmifs me, weary, to a {afe retreat

Beneath the turf that I have often trod.

It thall not grieve me, then, at once, when call'd
To drefs a Sofa with the flow’rs of verfe,

I play’d awhile, obedient to the fair,

With that light tatk ; but foon, to pleafe her more
Whom flow’rs alone I knew would little pleafe,
Let fall th’ unfinifh’d wreath, and rov'd for frui
Rov'd far, and gather’d much : fome harfh, "tts tru¢
Pick’d from the thorns and bners of reproof,
But wholefome, well-digefted ; grateful fome
To palates that can tafte immortal trath;
Infipid elfe, and fure to be defpisd.

But all is in his hand whofe praife I {feek.

In vain the poet fings, and the world bears,

If he regard not, though divine the theme.
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Tis not 1n artful meafures, in the chime

And idle tinkling of a minfirel’s lyre,

To charm his ear, whofe eye is on the heart
Whofe frown can difappoint the proudeft firain,
Whofe approbation—profper even mine.

R 2



Dear JosEPH~five and twenty years ngo
Alas, how time efcapes l—’tis even fo—

With frequent intercourfe, arid always fweet;
And always friendly, we were wont to cheat
A tedious hour—and now. we never meet |

4s fome grave gentleman in Terence fays,

(Twas therefore much the fame in ancient days)

fue. * Changes will befall, and friends may part,
it diftance only cannot charige the heart :
ud, were I call'd to prove th’ affertion true,

1€ proof fhould ferve—a reference to you,
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Whence comes it then, that in the wane of life,

Though nothing have occurr'd to kindle firife,
We find the friends we fancied we had won,

Though num'rous once, reduc'd to few or none?

Can gold grow worthlefs that has ftood the touch?
No-—gold they feem’d, but they were never {uch,

Horatio's fervant once, with bow and cringe,
Swinging the parlour-door upon its hinge,
Dreading a negative, and overaw'd |
Left he thould trefpafs, begg'd to go abroad.
Go, felow!—whither >—turning thort about—
Nay—iftay at home—you're always going out.
*Tis but a ftep, fir, juft at the fireet’s end.—
For what }—An pleafe you, fir, to {ee a friend.
A friend! Horatio cry’d, and feem'd to ftart—
Yea maery, thalt thou, and with all my heart.—
And fetch my cloak : for; though the night be raw,
I'B fee bim too—the firft I ever faw.,

I knew the man, and knew his -nature mild,
And was his plaything: often when-a child;
But fomewhat at that moment pineh'd: him clofe,
Eife he was feldom bitter or morof®.
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Perhaps; his confidenee Juft then betray'd,

His grief might prompt him with the fpeech he
made;

Perhaps *twas mere good-humour gave it birth,

The harmlefs play of. pleafantry and mirth,

Howe'er it was, hig language, in my mind,

Betpoke at leaft a man that kneq mankind,

But, not to moralize too much, and firaip
To prove an evil of which all complain,

(1 hate long arguments, verbolely {pun)

One flory more, dear Hill, and I have done.
Once on a time an €MpTor, a wife man~—

No matter where, in China or Japan—
Decreed that whofoever fhould offend

Againft the well-known duties of a friend,
Convitted once, fhould ever after wear

But half a coat, and {how his bofom bare,
The punithment Importing this, no doubt,
That all was naught within, and all found oyt.

Oh, happy Britain! we have rfot to fear
uch-hard and arbitrary meafure here ;

4
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Elfe, could a law like that which I relate

Once have the fan&ion of our tniple flate,
Some few, that I have known in days of old,
Would run moft dreadful ritk of catching cold;
While you, my friend, whatever wind fhould blow
Might traverfe England fafely to and fro,

An honeft man, clofe-button'd to the chin,

Broad-cloth without, and a warm heart within,
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TIROCINIUM.
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Iris net from hls form, m which We trace
Strength join'd with beaut;, dlgmty mth grace,
That man, the mafter of this globe, derives

His right of empire over all that lives.

That form, mdeed th’ aiTOCIate of a mind
Vatt in its pow’rs, ethereal in its kind,

That form,- the labour of alm:lghty ikill,

Fram'd for the fervice of a free-born will,

Afferts precedence, and befpeaks control,

But borrows all its grandeur from the foul,

Here is the fiate, the fplendour, and the throne,
Au intellettual kingﬂom , all her.own.

Yor her the rhem’ry fills her ample page |

With traths pour’d down from ev’ry diftant age;
For her amafles an unbounded ftore,

The wifdom of great nations, now no.more
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Though laden, not incumber'd with her fpoil;
Laborious, yet unconfcious of her toil ;

‘When copioufly fupplied, then moft enlarg’d;
Still to be fed, and not to be furcharg’d,

For her the fancy, roving unconfin'd,

The prefent mufe of ev’ry penfive mind,
Works magic wonders, adds a brighter hue
To nature’s {cenes than nature ever knew,

At her command winds rife and waters roar,
Again fhe lays them flumb'ring on the fhore;
With flowr and fruit the wildernefs fupplies,
Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp arife.

For her the judgment, umpire in the finfe
That grace and nature have to wage through life,
Quick-fighted arbiter of good and ill,
Appointed fage preceptor'to the will,
Condemns, approves, and with a faithful voice
Guides the decifion of a doubtful choice. .

Why did the fiat of a God give birth
To yon fair fun and his attendant earth?

And, when defcending he refigns the kies,
Why takes the gentler moon her turn to rife,
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Whom ocean feels through ail his countlefs waves,
And owns her pow’r on ev'’ry {bore he laves?

Why do the {eafons {till enrich the year,

froitful and young as in their firft career?

Spring hangs her infant bloffoms on the trees;
Rock'd in the cradle of the weftern breeze;
Summer in hafte the thriving charge receives
Beneath the fhade of her expanded leaves,

Till antumn’s fiercer heats and plenteous dews
Dye them at laft in all their glowing hues.—
Twere wild profufion all, and bootlefs wafte,
Pow'r mifemploy’d, munificence mifplac’d,

Had pot its author digaified the plan,

And crown'd it with the majefty of man.

Thus form'd, thus plac'd, intelligent, and taught,
Look where he will, the wonders God has wrought,
The wildeft fcorner of his Maker's laws

Finds in a fober moment time to paufe,

To prefs th’ important queftion on his heart,

“Why form'd at all, and wherefore as thoun art :”
If man be what he feems—this hour a flave,

The next mere duft and afhes 1n the grave;
Endu'd with reafon only to defcry

His crimes and follies with an aching eye;
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With paffions, juft that he may prove, with pain,
The force he fpends againft their fufy vain;
And if, foon aftér baving burnt, by turns,
With ev'ry luft with which frail nature burns,
His being end where death diffolves the bond,
The tomb take all, and all be blank bejond—
Then he, of all that naturé has bronght forth,
Stands felf-impeach’d the creature of leaft worth
And, ufelefs while he lives, and when he dies,
Brings info doubt the wifdom of the fkies.

B Ak

Sl

Truths that the leard puirfue witheager thotigh
Are not’fmpaﬁétnt‘aiways as dear bought, |
Proving at laft, fhough told in pbrﬁpbué‘ﬁrains, .
A childith wafte' of phi]ofophlc pains; b
But traths oit which’depends otr'main ¢oncern,

That ’tis our {hame and 1 n:usry not to learn,’

Shine by the fideof ‘ev’ry path we ttéad
With: fuch a luftre, -he that runs may read
"Tis true that, if to trifle life away ' -

Down to fhe fon-fet'of their lateft day,
Then perith on futurity's wide thore

Like ﬂectmg exhalauons, found no ﬁabre,
C e . .- i‘.J'”’,-"
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Were all that Heay'n requir'd of human kind;-
And all the plan thejr defliny defign'd

?
>

What none could rev'rence ] might jutly blame,

And man would breathe but for his Maker's thame,
B But reafon heard

» and nature well perasd,
At once the dreaming mind- is difabug'd.

If all we find poflefling earth, fea,

letlet his attributes. who plac'd them there,
fulfil the purpofe, and appear defign'd

Foofs of the wifdom of: th’ all-feeing mind, ..
Tis plain the creature, whom he chofe t' invest
Vith kingfhip and dominjon o’er the reft,
Receiv'd his nobler nature, -and was made

fit for the pow'r in which he flands array'q,
That firft or laf, hereafter if not here,

He too might make his author’s wifdom clear,
Praife him on earth, or, obﬁinate]y dumb;

affer bis juftice in a world to come.

bis once believ'd, twere logic mifapplied

" Prove a confequence by none denied,

ihat we are bound to caft the minds of youth
etimes into the mould.of heav'nly truth,

Ihat, taught of Gaod, they may indeed be wife,

or, ignorantly wand’ring, mifs the fkies,
VOL, 11, | S

air,
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In early days the confcience has in moft

A quicknefs, which in later life.is loft:

Preferv’d from guilt by falutary fears,

Or, guilty, foon relenting into tears,

Too carelefs often, as our years proceed,

‘What friends we {ort with, or what books we read

Our parents yet exert a prudent care

To feed our infant minds with proper fare;

And wifely ftore the nursry by degrees

'With wholefome learning, yet acquir’d with eafe.

Neatly fecur'd from being foil'd or torn

Beneath a pane of thin tranflucent horn,

A book {to pleafe us at a tender age

"Tis call'd a book, though but a fingle page)

Prefents the pray’r the Saviour deign'd to teach,

Which children ufe, and parfons—when they
preach. | | ' |

Lifping our fyllables, we fcramble next

Through moral parrative, or {acred text;

And learn with wonder how this world began,

Who made, who marr'd, and who has ranfom’,
man.

Points which, unlefs the fcripture made them plai

The wifeft heads might agitate in vain.
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Oh thou, whom, born on fancy’s eager win g
Back to the feafon of [ife’s happy (pring,
I'pleas’d remember, and, while mem'y yet
Holds faft her office here, can ne'er forget ;
Ingenious' dreamer, in whofe well-told tale

Witty, and well employ’d, and, like thy Lord,
Speaking in parables his {lighted word;
I name thee not, left o defpis'd a name
Should move a fheer at thy deferved fame
- Yetev'n in tranfitory life’s late day,
That mingles al] my brown with fober gray,
Revere the man, whofe FILGRIM marks the road,
And guides the progréfs of the foul to God,
Twere well with moft, if books, that could engage
Their childhood, pleas'd them at 4 riper age; |
The man, approving what had charm'd the boy,
Would die at laft in comfort, peace, and jo
And not with curfes on his beart, who fiole
The gem of truth from his unguarded {oy],
The famp of artlefs-piety, imprefs'd -
By kind tuition on his yielding breag,

S 2
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The youth now bearded, and yet pert and raw,
Regards with fcorn, though once receiv'd with awe;
And, warp'd into the labyrinth of lies,

That babblers, call'd philofophers, devife,
Blafphemes his creed, as founded on a plan
Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man.
Touch but his nature in its ailing part,

Affert the native evil of his heart,

His pride refents the charge, although the proof *
Rife in his forebead, and feem rank enough:
Point to the cure, defcribe a Saviour’s crofs

As God’s expedient to retrieve his lofs,

The young apoftate fickens at the view,

And hates it with the malice of a Jew.

How weak the barrier of mere nature proves,
Oppos'd againft the pleafures nature loves!!
While, felf-betray'd, and wilfully undone,

She longs to yield, no fooner woo'd than won.
Try now the merits of this bleft exchange -
Of modeft truth for wit's eccentric range.
‘Time was he clos'd, as he began, the day
With decent duty, not atham'd to pray;

¥ See 2 Chron. ch. xxvi. ver. 19,
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The practice was a bond upon his heart,

A pledge'he gave for a confiftent part ;

Nor could he dare prefumptuoufly difpleafe

A pow’r, confefs'd io lately on his knees,

But now farewell all legendary tales—

The thadows fly, philofophy prevails !

Pray’r to the winds, and caution to the waves;
Religion makes the free by nature flaves !

Priefts have invented, and the world admir'd
What knavifh priefts promulgate as infpir'd ;
'Till realon, now no longer.overaw'd, - v
Refumes her pow’rs, and fpurns the clumfy fraud;
And, common-{enfe diffufing real day,

The meteor of the gofpel.dies away:!

Such rhapfodies our fthrewd difcerning youth
Learn from-expert inquirers after truth; -

Whofe only care, might truth prefume to fpeak, -
Is not to find- what they profefs to feck.

And thus, well-tutor'd only while we thare

A mother’s le&tures and a nurfe’s care; .
And taught at fchools much mythologic fluft'*,
but found religion fparingly enough ; .

* The author begs leave to explain.—Senfible that, without
fuch knowledge, neither the ‘ancient poets nor hiftorians can be -
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Our early notices of truth, difgracd,
Soon lofe their credit, and are all effac’d.

Would you your fon fhould be a fot or dunce,
Lafcivious, headftrong; or all thefe at once;
That, in good time, the firipling’s finifh'd tafte
For loofe expenfe and fathionable walfte
Should prove your ruin and his own at lafi;
Train him in poblic with a2 mob of boys,
Childifh in mifchief only and in noife,
~ Elfe of a mannifh growth, and five in ten
In infidelity and lewdnefs men.

“There thall he learn, ere fixteen winters old,
That authors are moft ufeful pawn’d or fold;
That pedantry is all that {chools impart,

But taverns teach the knowledge of the heart;
There waiter Dick, with Bacchanalian lays,
Shall win his heart, and have his drunken praife,
His counfellor and bofom-friend 1hall prove,
And fome fireet-pacing harlot his firft love,

tafted, or indeed underflood, he does not mean to cenfure the
pains that are taken to inftrué a {chool-boy in the religion of the
heathen, but mercly that negiect of Chriftian culture which leaves
him fhamefully ignorant-cf his own. o
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Schools, unlefs difcipline were doubly ftrong, -
Detamn their adolefcent charge too long ;

The management of tiros of eighteen

Is difficult, their punifhinent obfcene.

The ftout tall captain, whofe fuperior fize

The minor heroes view with envious eyes,
Becomes their pattern, upon whom they fix
Thetr whole attention, and ape all his tricks,
His pride, that fcorns ¢ obey or to fubmit,

With them is courage ; his effront’ry wit,

His wild excurfions, window-breaking feats,
Robb'ry of gardens, quarrels in-the fireets,

His hair-breadth fcapes, and all his darin g fchemes,
Tranfport them, and are made their fav'rite themes,
In little bofoms fuch achievements firike

A kindred fpark ; they burn to do the like,
 Thus, half-accomplifh'd ere he yet begin

To thow the peeping down upon his chin 3

And, as maturity of years comes on, |
Made juft th’ adept that you deﬁ-gn'd_ your fon;
T" enfure the perfeverance of his courfe, .

And give your monftrous project all its force,
%end him to college, If he there be tam'd,
Orin one article of vice reclaim’d,
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‘Where no regard of ord’nances is. fhown

Or look’d for now, the fault muft-be:his own.

Some fneaking virtue lurks in him, no doubt,

Where neither ftrumpets’ charms, nor drinking.
bout, *

Nor gambling pra&ices, can find it out,

Such youths of fpirit, and that fpirit too,

Ye nurs'ries of our boys, we owe to you!

Though from ourfelves the mifchief more proceeds,

For public Ichools "tis public folly feeds., -

The flaves of cuftom and eftablifh'd mode,

With pack-horfe conftancy we keep the road, |

Crooked or firaight, through quags or thorny dells,

True to the jingling of our leaders bells, =

To follow foolith precedents, and wink

With beth our eyes, is eafier than to think: .

And fuch an age as our’s baulks no expenfe, .-

Exeept of caution and of common-fenfe; - -

Elfe, fure, notorious fact and proof fo plain

Would turn our fteps into a wifer train.

1 blame not thofe who with what care they can

Q’erwatch the num’rous and‘unruly clan ;

Or, if I blame, ’tis only that they dare

Promife a work of which they muft defpair.
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Have ye, ye fage intendants of the whole, . .. -
An ubiquarian prefence and.control—

Elitha’s eye, that, when Gehazi firay’d,

Went with him, and faw all the game he play'd?
Yes—ye are confcious; and on all the-thelves
Your pupils ftrike upon, have ftruck yourfelves.
Or, if by nature {ober, ye had then,

Boys as ye were, the gravity of men; .
Ye knew at leaft, by conftant proofs addrefs'd . .
To ears and eyes, the vices of the reft.

But ye connive at what ye cannot cure,

And evils, not to be endur'd, endure,

Left pow'’r exerted, but:without fuccefs,

Should make the little ye retain ftill lefs.

Ye once were juftly fam'd for bringing forth
Undoubted fcholarfhip and genuine worth;

And in the firmament of fame fiill thines .

A glory, bright as that of all thefigns;

Of poets.rais'd by you, and ftateimen, and divines.
Peace to them all! thofe brilliant times are fled,
And no {uch lights are kindling 1n their ftead.
Our firiplings fhine, indeed, but with fuch rays
As fet the midnight riot in a blaze;



2006 TIROCINIUM: OR, A

And feem, if judg'd by their expreflive looks,
Deeper in none than in their furgeons’ books.

Say, mufe, (for, education made the fong,
No mule can hefitate or linger long)
‘What caufes move us, knowing, as we muft,
That thefe menageries all fail their truft,
To {end our {ons to {cout and fcamper there,

‘W hile colts and puppies coft us fo much care?

Be it a weaknefs, it deferves.fome praife;
We love the play-place of our early days—
The fcene is touching, and the heart-is fione
That feels not at that fight, and feels at none.
The wall on which we tried our graving {kill,
The very name we carv'd, {ubfifting ftll;
The bench on which we fat while deep employ'd,
Tho’ mangled, hack’d,and hew'd, not yet deftroy'd:
The little ones, unbutton’d, glowing hot,
Playing our games, and on the very fpot ;
As happy as we once, to kneel and draw
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw;
To pitch the ball into the grounded hat,
Or drive it devious with a dext'rous pat—
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The pleafing fpe@acle at once exciteg

Such recolletion of our own delights,

That, viewing it, we feem almoft ¢ obtain

Our 1nnocent fweet imple years again,

This fond attachment to the well-known place,
Whence firft' we flarted into life’s long race,
Maintains its hold with fuch unfailing (way,
We feel it ev'n in age, and at gyr lateft day,
Hark! how the fire of chits, whofe future fhare
Of claffic food begins to be his care,

With his own likenefs plac’d on either knee,
Indulges all a father's heart-felt glee;

And tells them, as he firokes their filver locks,
That they muft foon learn Latin, and to box;
Then, turning, he regales his lift'ning wife
With all th’ adventures of his early life

His 1kill in coachmanthip, or driving chaife,

In bilking tavern bills, and {pouting plays;;
What fhifts he us'd, deteGed in a {crape,

How he was flogg’d, or had the luck t’ efcape;;
What fums he loft at play, and how he fdld
Watch, feals, and all—till al] his pranks are told,
Retracing thus his Jrolics, ('tis a name

That palliates deeds of folly and of thame)
8
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He gives the local bias all its {fway;:

Refolves that where he play’'d his fons fhall play,
And deftines their bright genius to.be thown -
Juft in the fcene where he difplay’d his own. .
The meek and bathful boy will foon be taught
To be as bold and forward as he ought ;

The rude will fcuffle through with eafe enough,
Great {ckools {uit beft the fturdy and the rough.
Ah, happy defignation, prudent choice,

Th' event is fure; expe& it, and rejoice!

Soon fee your wifh fulfill'd in either child—
The pert made perter; and the tame made wild.

The great; indeed; by titles, riches, birth,
Excus'd th' incombrance of :more folid weorth,
Are beft difpos'd of where with moft {uccefs - .
They may acquire that confident addref,

Thofe habits. of profufe and lewd expenfe,

That fcorn of all delights but thofe of fenfe,
Which, though in plain plebeians we condemn,
With fo much reafon all expe& from them.

But families of lefs illaftrious fame,-

Whofe chief difiin&ion is their fpotlefs name,
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Whoie heiré, thetrhonours none, theirincome{mall, |
Muft: fhine by true defert, or none at all~— -
What dream they of; that with fo litile care
They rifk their hopes, their deareft treafure, there?
They dream of little Charles or William. grac'd
With wig prolix, down-flowing to bis waift;
They fee th’ attentive crowds his talents draw,.
They hear him fpeak—the oracle of law! : .

The father, who defigns his babe a prieft,

Dreams him epifcopally fuch at leaft; S
And, while the playful jockey {cours the room: -
Britkly, aftride upon the parlour broom, . ..
In fancy fees him more fuperbly ride .

In coach with purple lin’d, and mitres:on 1its. fide.
Events improbable and ftrange as thefe, . .
Which only a parental eye forefees, . . -

A public {chool fhall bring to pafs with eafe,
But how? refides {uch virtue in that air .

As mutft create an appetite for pray'r?

And will 1t breathe into him all the zeal.- .
That candidates for fuch a prize thould feel, * -
To take the lead and be the foremoft ftill

In all true worth and hterary {kill 2

'
-’
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¢ Ah, blind to bright futurity, untaught

“ The knowledge of the world, and dullof thought|

« Church-ladders are not always mounted beft

« By learned clerks and Latinifts profefs'd.

« Th’ exalted prize demands an upward look,

‘“ Not to be found by poring on 2 book.

<« Small {kill in Latin, and fill lefs in Greek,

«¢ Js more than adequate to all 1 {eek.

. « Let erudition grace him or not grace,

¢“ I give the bauble but the {econd place;

¢« His wealth, fame, honours, all that I intend,

¢ Subfift and centre in one point—a friend !

<« A friend, whate'er he ftudies or neglets,

“ Shall give him confequence, heal all defedts.

“ His intercourfe with peers, -and fons of peers—

«« There dawns the {plendour of his future years;

« In that bright quarter his propitious fkies

« Shall blufh betimes, and there his glory rile.

“ Your Lordfhip, and Your Grace! what {chool can
“ teach

¢« A rhet'ric equal to thofe parts of {peech?

¢ What need of Homer’s verfe or Tully's profe,

« Sweet interjeGtions! if he learn but thofe?
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“Let rev'rend churls his ignorance rebuke,

“ Who:farve upon 2 dog’s-ear'd Pentateuch,
“The parfon knows enough who knowsa duke,”—
Egregious purpofe | worthily begun

In barb’rous proftitution of your fon; ..

Prefs'd on. Zis part by means that would difgrace
Aferiviner’s clerk or footmen out of place, =
And ending, if at laft its end e gain'd,

In facrilege, in God’s own houfe profan’d |

It may fucceed ; and, if his fins thould call

for more than common punithment, it (hall ;

The wretchFhal) rife, and be the thing on-earth
Laft qualified in honour, learning, worth,

To ocenpy a facred, awful pof,

In which the beft and worthieft tremble moft.

| The rayal letters are a thing of courfemm

Aking, that would, might recommend his horfe ;
And deans, no doubt, and chapters, with one voice,
As botind in duty, would confirm the choice,
Behold your bithop ! well he plays his part—.
Chriftian in naﬁe, and 1infidel in heart,
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Dumb - a {enator, and, as a prieff,

A piece of mere church-furmture at beft;

To live eftrang’d from God hss total {cope,

And his end fure, without one glimpfe of hope!
But, fair although and feafible it {eem,
Depend not much upon your golden dream;
For Providence, that {eems concern'd t' exempt
The hallow'd bench from ablolute contempt,

In fpite of all the wngglers 1nto place,

Still keeps a feat or two for worth and grace;
And therefore 'tis, that, though the fight be rare,
We fometimes fee a Lowth or Bagot there.
Befides, {chool friendfhips are not always found,
Thouch fair in promife, permanent and found;
The mofit difint'refted and virtuous minds,

In early years connefted, time unbinds;

New fituations give a diff rent calt

Of habit, 1nclinauon, temper, tafte;

And he, that feem’d our counterpart at firft,

Soon fhows the {trong fimilitude revers'd.
Yy oung heads are giddy,and young hearts are warm, ;
And make mifiakes for manhood to reform.
Bof, s are at beft but pretty buds unblown,

W ho'e {centand huesare rather guefs'd than known:

t’h‘

/
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Each dreams that each i jult what he appears,
but learns his error in matyrer years,

When difpofition, like a fuj] unfurl’d,

shows all its rents and patches to the world.
If, therefore, ev’n when honefi in defign,

A boyifh friendfhip may fo foon decline,
Twere wifer fure ¢ in{pire a little heart

With juft abhorrence of {5 mean a part,

Than: fet your fon to work at 5 vile trade

For wages fo unlike] y to be paid.

A principle, whofe proud pretenfions pafs

; L"nqueﬁion'd! };hough the jéwel be but glafy-
Ihat with a world, not often over-—ni.ce, |
Ranks as a virtue, and is yet a vice;

Or rather a grofs compound, Juftly tried,

Uf envy, hatred, jealoufif;kaiid pride—
Contributes moft perhaps t' enhance thei fame;
1 emulation is it [pecious name.

VOL, II. T
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Boys, once on fire with that contentious zedl,
Feel all the rage that female nivals feel ;

The prize of beauty in a woman’s eyes

Not brighter than in their’s the {cholar's prize,
The {pirit of that competition burns

With all varieties of ill by turns;

Each vainly magnifies his own {uccefs,
Refents his fellow’s, withes it were lefs,

Exults in his mifcarriage if be fai,

Deems his reward too great if he prevail,
And labours to farpafs him day and night,
Lefs for improvement than to tickle {pite.

The fpur is powerful, and I grant its force;

Tt pricks the genius forward in its coutfe,
Allows fhort time for play, and none for floth;
And, felt alike by each, advances both:

But judge, where fo much evil intervenes,
The end, though plaufible, not worth the means.
Weigh, for a moment, claffical defert
Againft an heart deprav’d and temper hurt ;
Hurt, too, perhaps for life; for early wrong,
Done to the nobler part, affes it long;

And you are ftaunch indeed in leamiﬁg’s caufe,

If you can crown a difcipline, that draws
Such mifchiefs after it, with much applaufe.
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Connexion form’d for int'reft, and endear'd
By felfith views, thus cenfur'd and cafhier'd 5
And emulation, as engend'ring hate,
Doom'd to a no lefs ignominious fate ;
The props of {uch proud {eminaries fall,.
The Jachin and the Boaz of them all.
Great {chools reje&ed, then, as thofe that fwell
Beyond a fize that can be manag’'d well,
Shall royal inflitutions mifs the bays,
And {mall academies win all the praife?
Force not my drift beyond its juft intent,
I praife a ichool as Pope a government;
5o take my judgment in his language drefs'd—
“ Whate'er 1s befl adminifter'd s beft.”
Few boys are born with talents that excel,
‘But all are capable of living well;
Then afk not, Whether limited or large ? ‘
But, Watch they finiétly, or neglect their charge:?
If anxious only that their boys may /earn,
While morali languifh, a defpis'd concern,.
The great and fmall deferve one common blame,
Diff 'rent in fize, but in effe& the fame,
Much zea" in virtue’s caufe all teachers boaft,
Though matives of mere lucre [way the moft;

T 2
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Therefore in fowns and cities they abound,

For there the game they feek 1s eafieft found;

Though there, in fpite of all that care can do,

Traps to catch youth are moft abundant too.

If {hrewd, and of a well-confiru&ted brain,

Keen in purfuit, and vig'rous to retain,

Your fon come forth a prodigy of 1kill;

As, wherefoever taught, fo form'd, he will;

The pedagogue, with felf.complacent air,

Claims more than half the praife as-his due fhare,

But, if, with all his genius, he betray,

Not more intelligent than loofe and gay,

Such vicious habits as difgrace his name,

Threaten his health, his fortune, and bis fame;
- Though want of due reftraint alone have bred

The {ymptoms that you fee with fo much dread;,

Unenvy'd there, he may {uftain alone

The whole reproach—the fault was.all his own!

Oh ’tis a fight to be with joy perus'd,
By all whom fentiment has not abus'd ;
New-fangled fentiment, the boafted grace
Of thofe who never feel in the right place;
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A fight furpafs'd by none that we can thow,

Though Vefiris on one leg fuill thine below;

A father bleft with an iﬁgcnuous {on——

Father, and friend, and tutor, all in one,

How!—turn again to tales long fince forgot,

Kfop, and Phadrus, and the reft *—Why not?

He will not bluth that has a father’s heart,

To take in childith plays a childifh part;

But bends his fturdy back to any toy

That youth takes pleafure in, to pleafe his boy:

Then why refign into a firanger’s hand

A tatk as much within your own command,

That God and nature, and your int’reft too,

Seem with one voice to delegate to you?

Why hire a lodging in a houfe unknown

For one whofe tend’reft thoughts all hover round
your own ?

This fecond weaning, needlefs as it is,

How does it lac’rate both your heart and st

Th' indented flick, that loies day by day

Notch after notch, till all are {mooth'd away,

Bears witnefs, long ere his difmiffion come,

With what intenfe defire he wants his home,
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But, though the joys he hopes beneath your roof
Bid fair enough to anfwer in the proof,

Harmlefs, and fafe, and nat’ral, as they are,

A difappointment waits him even there:
Arniv'd, he feels an unexpe&ed change ;

He blathes, hangs his head, is fhy and firange,
No longer takes, as once, with fearlefs ealt,
His fav'nte ftand between his father’s knees,
But feeks the corner of {fome diftant feat,

And eyes the door, and watches a retreat,
And, leaft familiar where he fhould be moft,
Feels all his happieft privileges loft.

Alas, poor boy!-—the natural effe&

Of love by abfence chill'd into refpeét.

Say, what accomplifthments, at {chool acquir'd,
Brings he, to {weeten fruits {fo undefir'd ?
Thon well deferv’ft an alienated {on,

Unlefs thy con{cious heart acknowledge—none;
None that, in thy domeftic fnug recefs,

He had not made his own with more addrefs,
Though fome perhaps that fhock thy feeling mind,
And better never learn'd, or left behind.

Add too, that, thus efirang’d, thou can’tt obtain

By no kind arts his confidence again ;
2 ,
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That here begins with moft that long complaint
Of filial franknefs loft, and love grown faint,
Which, oft negle&ted, in life’s waning years

A parent pours into regardiefs ears.

- Like caterpillars, dangling under trees

By {lender threads, and {winging in the breezc,
Which filthily bewray and fore difgrace
The boughs in which are bred th’ unfeemly race ,
While ev'ry worm induftrioufly weaves

And winds his web about the rivell'd leaves;

So num’rous are the follies that annoy

The mind and heart of every {prightly boy,
Imaginations noxious and perverfe,

Which admonition can alone difperfe.

Th’ encroaching nuifance atks a faithful hand,
Patient, affetionate, of high command,

To check the procreation of a breed

Sure to exhauft the plant on which they feed,
"Tis not enough that Greek or Roman page,

At ftated hours, his freakifh thoughts engage;
Ev'n in his paﬁinﬁ_es he requires a friend

To warn, and teach bem fafely to unbend,
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O'er all bis pleafures gently to prefide,

Watch his emotions, and control their tide;

And, levying thus, and with an eafy {way,

A tax of profit from his very play,

1" imprefs a value, not to be eras’d,

On moments {quander'd elfe, and running all to
walfte,

And feems it nothing in a father’s eye

That ummprov'd thofe many moments fly ?

And is he well content his fon {hould find

No nourifhment to feed his growing mind

But conjugated verbs and nouns declin'd ?

For fuch 1s all the mental food purvey'd

By public hacknies in the ichooling trade;

Who feed a pupil’s intellett with ftore

Of fyntax, traly, but with little more;

Difmifs their cares when they difinifs their flock—

Machines themielves, and govern'd by a clock.

Perbaps a father, bleft with any brains,

Would deem it no abufe, or wafte of pains,

T improve this diet, at no great expenfe,

With fav’ry truth and wholefome common {enfe;

To lead his fon, for profpells of delight,

‘To fome not fteep, though philofophic, height,
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Thence to exhibit to his wond’ring eyes |
Yon circling worlds, their diftance, and their fize,

The moons of Jove, and Saturn’s belted ball,
And the harmoniouns order of them all ;

To thow him, in an infect or a flow'r,

Such microfcopic proof of ikill and Eow‘r,

As, hid from ages paft, God now difplays

To combat atheifis with in modern days;

To fpread the earth before him, and commend,

With defignation of the finger's end,

Its various parts to bis attentive note,

Thus bringing home to him the moft remote ;

‘To teach his heart to glow with gen’rous-flame,

Caught from the deeds of men of ancient fame ;

And, more than all, with commendation due

To fet fome living worthy in his view,

Whofe fair example may at once infpire

A with to copy what he muft admire. .

Such knowledge, gain’d betimes, and which ap-
pears,

Though folid, not too weighty for his years,

Sweet in itfelf, and not forbidding fport, |

When health demands it, of athletic fort,

ik
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Would make him—what {ome lovely boys have
been,

And more than one, perhaps, that I have {een—

An evidence and reprehenfion both

Of the mere fchool-boy’s lean and tardy growth,

Art thou a man profeffionally tied,
‘With all thy faculties eliewhere applied,
Too bufy to intend a meaner care
Than how t’ enrich thylelf, and next thine heir;
Or ait thou (as, thongh rich, perhaps thou art)
But poor in knowledge, having none t’ impart ;—
Behold that figure, neat, though plainly clad;
His fprightly mingled with a fhade of fad;
Not of a nimble tongue, though now and then
Heard to articulate like other men &
No jefter, and yet lively in difcourfe,
His phraie well chofen, clear, and full of force;
And his addrefs, if not quite French in eafe,
Not Englith fuff, but frank, and form’d to pleafe;
Low 1n the world, becaufe he fcorns its arts;
A man of letters, manners, morals, parts;
Unpatroniz'd, and therefore little known;
Wife for himielf and his few friends alone—
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In him thy well-appointed proxy fee,

Arm'd for a work too difficylt for thee ;

Prepar'd by tafte, by learning, and trye worth,
To form thy fon, to firike his genius forth;
Beneath thy roof, beneath thine €ye, to prove
The force of difcipline when hack'd by love ;
To double all thy pleafure in thy child,
His mind inform'd, his morals undefil’d,
Safe under fuch a wing, the boy thall fhow
No fpots contracted among grooms below,
Nor taint his fpeech with meannefies,

By footman Tom for witty and refin'd.

There, in his commerce with the liv'ried herd,
Lurks the contagion chiefly to be fear'd;
For, fince (fo fathion ditates) all, who clajm
- An higher than a mere plebeian fame,
Find it expedient, come what mifchief may,
To entertain a thief or two 1n pay,

(And they that can afford tly X
Some half a dozen,

"
J

defign’d

penfe of m,oi'e,
and fome half 3 {core)

Great caufe oceyrs to fave him from 2 band

S0 fure to fpoil him, and fo near at band;

A point fecur'd, if once he be fupplied -
With fome fuch Mentoy always at his fide,
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Are fuch men rare? perhaps they would abound
Were occupation eafier to be found,

‘Were education, elfe fo fure to fail,
Condufted on a2 manageable fcale,

And fchools, that have out-liv'd all juft efteem,
Exchang'd for the fecure domeftic {cheme —
But, having found him, be thou duke or earl,
Show thou haft {enfe enough to prize the pearl,
And, as thou would'ft th’ advancement of thine heir
In all good faculties beneath his care,

Refpet, as is but rational and juft,

A man deem'd worthy of fo dear a truft.
Defpis'd by thee, what more can he expe&
From youthful folly than the fame neglect?

A flat and fatal negative obtains,

That inftant, upon all his future pains;

His leflons tire, his mild rebukes offend,

And all th’ inftra&ions of thy fon’s beft friend
Are a fiream choak’'d, or trickling to no end.
Doom him net then to folitary meals;

But recolle&t that he has fenfe and feels;

And that, pofieflor of a foul refin’d,

- An upright heart, and cultivated mind,
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His poft not mean, his talents not unknown,
He deems it hard to vegetate alone.

And, if admitted at thy board he fit,
Account him no juft mark for idle wit;
Offend not him, whom modefty reftrains

From repartee, with jokes that he difdains ;
Much lefs transfix his feelings with an oath ;
Nor frown, unlefs he vanifly with.the cloth
And, truft me, his utility may reach |
To more than he is hir'd or bound to teach;
Much trath unutter'd, and fome ills undone,
Through rev'rence of the cenfor of thy fon,

But, if thy table be indeed unclean,
Foul with excefs, and with difcourie obfcen e,
And thou a wretch, whom, following her old plan,
The world accounts an henourable man,
Becaufe forfopth thy courage has been tried
And ftood the teft, pérhaps on the wrong fide;
Though thou hadft never grace enough to prove
That any thing but vice could win thy love;—
Or haft thou a polite, card-playing wife,
Chain'd to the routs that the frequents for life;
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Who, juft when induftry begins to:fnore, |
Flies, wing'd with joy, tofome coach-crowded door ;
And thrice in ev'ry winter throngs thine own
With half the chariots and fedans in town,
Thyfelf meanwhile e'en fhifting as thou may'tt;
Not very {ober thongh, not very chafte ;—

Or is thine houfe, though lefs fuperb thy rank,
If not a fcene of pleafure, a mere blank,

And thon at beft, and in thy fob’reft mood,

A trifier vain, and empty of all good ;—
Though mercy for thyielf thou canft have none,
Hear nature plead, fhow mercy to thy {on.
Sav'd from his home, where ev’ry day brings forth
Some mifchief fatal to his future worth,

Find him a better in a diftant {pot,

'Within fome pious paftor’s humble cot,

Where vile example (yours I chiefly mean,

The moft feducing and the oft'neft feen).

May never more be ftamp'd upon his breatft,
Nor yet perhaps incurably imprefs'd :—
‘Where early reft makes early rifing fure,
Difeafe or comes not, orfinds eafy cure,
Prevented much by diet neat and plain;;

Or, 1f it enter, foon ftarv'd out again :—
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Where all -th' attention of his faithful hoft,
Difcreetly limited to two at-moft,

May raife fuch fruits as thall reward his care,
And -not at laft evaporate in air :—

Where, ftllnefs aiding ftudy, and his mind
Serene, and to his daties much inchn'd,

Not occupied in day-dreams, as at home,

Of pleafures paft, or follies yet to come,

His virtuous toil may terminate at laft

In {fettled habit and decided tafte.—

But whom do I advife? the fathion-led,

Th’ incorrigibly wrong, the deaf, the dead!
Whom care and cool deliberation fuit

Not better much than fpeQacles a brute;

Who, 1f their fons fome ilight tuition fhare,
Deem it of no great moment whofe, or where;
Too proud t' adopt the thoughts of one unknown,
And much too gay t’ bave any of their own.

But, courage, man! methought the mufe replied,
Mankind are various,. and the world 1s wide :

The oftrich, fillieft of the feather'd kind,

And form’d of God without a parent’s mind,
Commits her eggs, incautious, to the duft,
Forgetful that the foot may cruth the truft; -
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And, while on pubhc nurs ries they rely, |
Not knowing, and too oft not caring, why,
Irrational in what they thus prefer |
No few, that_would {feem wife, Itefeu'l‘l_)le her,
But all are not alike. ~Thy wérning voice
May here and there pfevent erroneous choice;
And fome perhaps, who, bufy as they- are,
Yet make their progeny their deareft care,
(Whofe hearts will ache, once told what ills may
reach
Their offspring, left upon fo wild a beach)
'Will need no firefs of argument t’ enforce
Th’ expedience of a lefs advent’rous courfe:

The reft will {light thy counfel, or condemn ;
But zZey have human feelings—turn to #em.

To you, then, tenants of _life:s middle fiate,
Securely plac'd between the fmall and great,
Whofe chara&er, yet undebauch’d, retains
Two thirds of all the virtue that remains,
Who, wife yourfelves, defire your fons fhould lear
Your wif{dom and youf ways—to you I turn.
Look round you on 2 world ﬁer@ffely blind ;
See what contempt is fall'n on human kind ;

7




Y- renown’d of old,
Their noble qualities 41 quench'd and cold ;

See Bedlam’s clofetied and hand-cuff'd charge
Surpafs'd in frenzy by the mad 4
%e great commanders making

Great lawyers, lawyers withoy
Churchmen,

t large;

war 3 trade,

t fludy made ; -
n whofe efieer thejr bleft employ
Is odious, “and thejr wages all their joy, =
Who, far enough’ from furnithip g their fhelves
With gofpel lore, turg inf_idels'themfelves;

¢ womanhood defpis'd, and

“{ith infamy too naufeoys to be nam’d,

fops at all corners, lady-like in Inien, -

pale,

Their breath 2 fample of laft pj
¥e volunteers ip all the vilest arts, - |

fen- well endow'd, of honourable parts, -
YoL, 11, U

ght's regale
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Defign'd by nature wife, but felf-made fools ;—
All thefe, and more like thefe, were bred at fchools}
And, if it chance, as fometindes chance it will, -
"That, though {chdol-bred, the bay be virtuous fiill;
Such rare exceptions, fhining in the dark, '
Prove, rather than impeach; the juft rémark :
As herg and there a twinkling ftar defcried
Serves but to fhow how. black is all befide.
Now look on him, whofe very voice in tone
Juit echoes thine, whofe features are thine own,
And firoke his polith’d cheek of: pureft red,
And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head,

And fay—My boy, th’ unwelcome hour is come,

When thou, tranfplanted from thy genial home,
Moutit find a colder {oil and bleaker air,

And truft for {afety to a ftranger’s care; .
What chara&er, what turn thou wilt affume
From conftant converfe with I know not whom;
Who there will court thy friendfhip, with wha
VIEWS, |
And, ,artlefs as thou art, whom thou wnit choofe
Though much depends on what thy choice thall be
Is all chapce medley, and unknown to me.~—
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B Can'ft thon, the tear juft trembling on thy hids,
B And while the dreadful rifque forefeen forbids;
il Free, too, and under no confiraining force,

Bl Unlefs the fway of cuftom warp thy courle;

Ml 12y fuch a ftake upon the lofing fide,

B Merely to gratify fo blind a gnide?

MR Thou can’ft not! Nature, pulling at thine heart,
B Condermns th unfatherly, th’ imprudent part.

';‘ Thou would’ft not, deaf to Nature’s tend'reft plea,
ll Turn him adrift upon a rolling fea,

M Nor fay, Go thither, confcious that there lay

B A brood of afps, or quickfands in his way;
Then, only govern'd by the felf-fame rule

Of nat'ral pity, fend bim not to fchool.
No—guard bim better. Is he not thine own,
Thyfelf in miniature, thy fleth, thy. bone?

And hop’ﬂ: thou not ('tis ev'ry father’s hope)
That, fince thy ftrength muft with thy years elope,
And thou wilt need fome comfort to affuage
Health's Jaft farewell, a ftaff’ of thine old age,
That then, 1o recompenfe of all thy cares,

Thy child fhall fhow refpeét to thy gray hairs,
Befriend thee, of all other friends bereft,

And give thy life its only cordial left?

U 2
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Aware then - how much-danger.intervenes, .

To compafs that good end, forecaft the:means, .
His heart, now paffive, ytelds to thy command ;=
Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand.: . .
If thou defert thy charge, -and throw it wide,
Nor heed what guefts there enter and:abide, -
Complain not if attachments lewd and bafe .
Supplant thee in it, and ufurp thy .place'.. -
But, if thou guard its {acred chambers fure.

From vicious inmates and delights impure, ':
Either his gratitude fhall held him faft,

And keep him warm and filial to the laft ;

Or, if he prove unkind (as-who can fay -

But, being man, and therefore frail, he may?)
One comfort yet fhall cheer thine aged heart—
Howe'er he flight thee, thou haft done thy part.

. Oh barb’rous! would'ft thou with a Gothic hand

Pull down the fchools—what!~—all the fchools
1’ th’ land ; |

Or throw them up to liv’ry-nags and grooms,

Or turn them into fhops and aundtion rooms ?

A captious queftion, fir, (and your’s 1s one)

Deferves an anfwer fimilar, or none.
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Would'ft thou, pofleflor of a flock, employ
(Appriz'd that he 1s fuch) a carelefs boy,

And feed him well, and give him handfome pay,
Merely to fleep, and let them run aftray?
Survey our {chools and colleges, and fee

A fight not much unlike my fimile.

From education,. as the leading caufe,

The public character its colour draws;

Thence the prevailing manners take their caft,
Extravagant or fober, loofe or chafie.

And, though I would not advertife them yet,
Nor write on each—T%is Butlding to be Let,
Unlefs the world were all prepar'd t' embrace

A plan well worthy to {upply their place;

Yet, backward as they are, and long have been,
To cultivate and keep the MoraLs clean,
(Forgive the crime) I wifh them, 1 confefs,

Or better manag'd, or encourag'd lefs,



THE DEATH
MRS, Tf—I.ROC-KMOLRTO:N’S-

B ULFINCH,

Y nymphs! if €'er your €yes were red
With tears o'er haplefs fav'rites fhed, -
O fhare Maria's grief |
Her fav'rite, even in his cage,
(What will pﬁt hunger’s cruel rage ?)
Aﬂ'aﬂin'd by a thief, -

Where Rhenus ﬁrays his vines among,

The egg was ldid from which he {prung,
And though by nature mute, .
Or only with .4.whifile bleft, .

Well-taught, heall the founds exprefa'd

Of flagelet or flute. |
7
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The honoeurs of his ebon poll

Were brighter than the fleekeft mole;
His bofom of the hue

With wkich Aurora decks the fkies,
When piping winds fhall foon arife

To {weep up all the dew.

Above, below, in all the houfe,
Dire foe, alike to bird and moufe,
No cat had leave to dwell ;

And Buliy's cage {upported fiood,

On props of {mootheft-thaven wood,

Large-buuit and lattic'd well.

Well-iattic d—but the grate, alas!
Not rouzh with wire of fieel or brafs,
For Bully’'s plamage fake.
but {fmosth with wands from Oufe’s fide,
With which, whea neatly peel'd and dried,

The fwains their batkets make.

Nigat vell'd the pele.  All feem'd fecure.,
When led by inttin(t fharp and fure,
Subfiftence to provide,
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A beaft forth-fallied on the feout,
Long-back’d, long-tail'd, with whifker'd fnout,
And badger-colour'd hide,

He, ent'ring at the ftady-door,
Its ample area 'gan explore ;

And fomething in the wind
Conjeétur'd, fniffing round and round,
Better than all the books he found,

Food, chiefly, for the mind,

[uft then, by adverfe fate imprefs'd,

A dream difturb'd poor Bully's reft;
In fleep he feem'd to view

A rat, faft-clinging to the cage,

And, {creaming at the fad prefage,
Awoke and found it true.

For, aided both by ear and fcent,

Right to his mark the monfier went—
Ah, Mufe! forbear to {peak

Minute the horrors that enfized ;

His teeth were ftrong, the cage was wood—
He left poor Bully's beak.

[

/
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He left it—but he flionld have ta'en.. - ' %
That beak, whence iffued many a'ftrain '
Of fuch mellifluous tone, . - |

Might have repaid him well, I wote,

For filencing fo {weet a throat, -
Faft {et within his own.

Maria weeps—The Mufes mourn— -
50, when by Bacchanalians torn,
On Thracian Hebrus' fide
The tree-enchanter Orpheus fell ;
His head alone remain’d to tell
The cruel death he died..

THE ROSE

TrHETOfE had been wa{h d, ]u{’c waﬂl d In aihowcr,
Which Mary to Anna convey d

.The plentiful moﬂture mcumber d the ﬂowcr,
And Welgh d down its beauuful head |

-~
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The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet,
}md 1t feem’d to a fanmful wew,

To weep for the buds it had left with rcgret,
On the flourithing bufth where it grew.

I hattily feiz'd it, unfit as itwas, =~ .
For a nofegay, fo.dripping and drown'd,

And {winging it rudely, too rudely, alas!-
I {napp’d it, it fell to the grourd.

And fuch, I exclaim'd, is the piti]efskparl:
Some act by the delicate mind,

Regardlefs of wringing and breaking a heart -
Already to forrow. refign’d.

This elegant rofe, had I thaken it lefs,
Might have bloom'd with 1t owner awhile,

And the tear that is wip'a with a- httle addrefs,
May be follow’d perhaps by a fmile,
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THE POET’S NEW-YEAR’S GIFT

€0 MRS, THROCKMORTON.

DMaria! I have ev'ry good
For thee with'd many a time,

Both 1zd, and in 2 cheerful mood,

but never yet in rhime,

To with thee fairer is no need,
More prudent, or more fprightly,
Or more ingenious, or more freed

From temper-flaws unfightly.

What favour, then, not yet poffefs'd,
Can [ for thee require,

In wedded love already blefi,
To thy whole heart’s defire >

None bere is happy but in part;
Fuli blifs is blifs divine;
1here dwelis fome with in ev'ry heart,

Anq, doubtlefls, one in thine.
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That wafh, on fome fair future day,
Which fate fhall brightly gild,
('Tis blamelefs, be 1t what it may)

I wiih it all fulfill’d.

ODE TO APOLLO.

ON AN IWNK-GLASS ALMOST DRIED IN THE SUN,

Parrow of all thofe lucklefs braiﬁs,
That, to the wrong fide leanmg,

Indite much metre with much pains,
And little or no meaning,

Ah why, fince oceans, rivers, flreams,
That water all the nations,

Pay tribute to thy glorious beams,
In conftant exhalations,

Why, ftooping from the noon of day,

Too covetous of drink,

Apollo, haft thou ftol'n away
A poet’s drop of ink?
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Upborne 1nto the viewlefs air,
It floats a vapour novw,

Impell'd thro’ regions denfe and rare,
By all the winds that blow.

Ordain'd, perhaps, ere fummer flies,
Combin'd with millions more,
‘To form an 1iris in the fkies,

Though black and foul before.

Iliufirious drop ! and happy then
evond the happieft lot,
Of ail that ever pals'd my pen,

50 foon to be forgot !

Pheebus, if fuch be thy defign,
Lo place it in thy bow,

Give wit, that what is left may fhine
WV ith equal grace below.
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CATHARIN A.

ADDRESSED TO MISS STAPLETON,

Sue came—the is gone—we have met—
And meet perhaps never again ;
The fun of that moment is fet,
And feems to have rifen in vain.
Catharina has fled like a dream—
(S0 vanifhes pleafure, alas!)
But has left a regret and efteem
That will not fo {uddenly pafs.

The laft evening-ramble we made,
Catharina, Maria, and I,
Our progrefs was often delay'd
By the nightingale warbling nigh,
We paus’d under many a tree,
And much the was charm'd with a tope
Lefs {fweet to Maria and me,
Who'had witnefs'd fo lately her own,

303
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My numbers that day {he had fung,
And gave them a grace fo divine,
As only her mufical tongue
Could infufe into numbers of mine,
The longer I heard, I efteem’d

The work of my fancy the more,

And €'en to mylelf never {eem’d
So tuneful a poet before.

Though the pleafures of London exceed
In number the days of the year,
Catharina, did nothing 1mpede,
VWould feel herifelf happier here;
For tue clofe-woven arches of limes,
On the banks of our river, 1 know,
Are fweeter to her many times

Than all that the city can fhow.

So 1t 13, when the mind 1s endued

With a well-judainz tafte from above,
Then, whether embellifh’'d or rude,

"I'1s nature alone that we love.
The achievements of art may amule,

Mev even our wonder excite,
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h

but groves, hills, and vallies, diffyfa
 Alafting, a facred delight,

Since then in the rural recefs
Catharina alone can rejoice,
May it £}l be her lot to poflefs
Lhe fcene of her fenfible chojce !
To inhabit a manfion remote
Irom the clatter of fireet-pacing fleeds,
And by Philomel’s annual note

To meafure the life that the leads,

With her book, and her voice, and her lyre,
To wing all her moments at home,

And with fcenes that new rapture infpire
As oft as it fuits her to roam,

she will have juft the life the prefers,
With little to wifh or to fear,

And ours will be bleaﬁmt as hers,

Might we view her enjoying it here,

YOL. I, X
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THE MORALIZER CORRECTED,

A TALE.

A nermit (or if 'chance you hold
That title now too trite and old)

A man, once young, who lived retired
As hermit could have well defired,

His hours of ﬂudy' clofed at laft,

And finifh'd his concife repaft,
Stoppled his crufe, replaced his book
‘Within its cuftomary nook, |
And, ftaff in hand, fet forth to fthare °
The fober cordial of fweet air,

Like Ifaac, with 2 mind applied

To {enious thought at evening-tide.
Autumnal rains had made it chill,
And from the trees that fringed his hill -
Shades flanting at the clofe of day
Chull’d more his elfe delightful way.
Diftant a little mile he {pied

A weftern bank’s fiill funny fide,
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And right toward the favour'd place -

Proceeding with his nimblegt pace,

In hope to batk a little yet,

Jult reach’d it when the fun was fet.
-Your hermit, young and jovial firs]

Learns fomething from whate'er OCCUT S

And hence, he faid, my mind computes

The real worth of man’s purfuits,

His obje& chofen, wealth or fame,

Or other fublunary game,

Imagination to his view

Prefents it deck’d with evry hue

That can feduce him not to ipare

His pow'rs of beft exertion there,

But youth, health, vigour, to expend

On fo defirable an end.

Ere long, approach life’s evening thades,

The glow that fancy gave 1t fades;

And, earn'd too late, it wants the grace

Which firft engag’d him in the chafe.
True, anfwer'd an ap gelic guide,

Attendant at the fenior's fide—

But whether all the time it coft

To urge the fruitlefs chafe be loft,

X 2
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Muft be decided by the worth™, -
Of that which call'd his ardour forth.
Trifles purfu'd, whate'er th’ event,
Mouft caufe him thame or difcontént ;
A vicious obje& fhll is worfe,
Succefsful there, he wins a curfe;
But he, whom €'en in life’s laft ftage
Endeavours laudable engage,

Is paid, at leaft in peace of mind,
And fenfe of having well defign'd;
And if, ere he attain his end,

His fun precipitate defcend,

A brighter prize than that he meant
Shall recompenfe his mere intent.
No virtuous wifh can bear a date
Either too early or too late.

;ﬂ.
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THE FAITHFUL FRIEND.

THE green-houfe is my fummer feat;

My fhrubs difplac'd from that retreat .
Enjoy'd the open air;

T'wo goldfinches, whofe {prightly fong

Had beeri their mutual folace long,

Livd happy pris ners-there.

They fang, as blithe as finches f ng
That flutter loofe on golden wing,

And frolic where they lift 5 |
Strangers to liberty, ’tis true, - R
But that delight they never knew, -

And, therefore, never mify'd,

But nature works-in ev'ry breaft;
Inftin& is never quite fupprefs'd; - .. . -
. And Dick felt fome defires, *
Which, after many an effort vain,
Infiruéted him at length to gain
A pafs between his wires,
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The open windows feem'd to invite
The freeman to a farewell flight ;

But Tom was fiill confin'd ;
And Dick, although his way was clear,
Was much too gen'rous and fincere

To leave his friend behind.

For, fetthng on his grated roof,

He chirp'd and kifs'd him, giving proof
That he defir'd no more; -

Nor would forfake his cage at laft,

"T1ll gently feiz’'d, I thut him faft,
A pris'ner as before.

Oh ye, who never knew the joys

Of Friendfhip, fatisfied with noife,
¥andango, ball and rout !

Blafh, when I tell you how a bird,

A prifon, with a friend, preferr'd
To libesty without,
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PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED.

A FABLE,

I snary not aftk Jean Jacques Rouffean ¥,
If birds confabulate or no;
'Tis clear that they were always able
To hold difcourfe, at leaft, in fable;
And ev'n the child, who knows no better,
Than to interpret by the letter,
A fory of a cock and bull,
Muit have a2 moft uncommon fkull.

It chanc'd then, on a winter’s day,
But warm and bright, and calm as May,
The birds, conceiving a defign
To foreftal fweet St. Valentine,

In many an orchard, copfe, and grove,
Affembled on affairs of love,

* Tt was one of the whimfical fpeculations of this philofopher,
that all fables which afcribe reafon and fpeech to animals thould
be withheld from children, as being only vehicles of deception.

But what child was ever deceived by them, or can be, againft the
evidence of his fenfes?
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And with much twitter and much chattey,
Began to agitate the matter.
At'length a Bulfinch, who could boaft
More years and wifdom than.the moft,
Entreated, op'ning wide his beak,
A moment’s liberty to fpeak;
And, filence publicly enjoin’d,
Deliver'd briefly thus his mind.

My friends! be cautious how ye treat
The fubje@ upon which we meet ;
1 fear we fhall have winter yet.

A Finch, whofe tongue knew no control,
With golden wing and fatin pole,
A laft year’s bird, who ne'er had tried

‘What marriage means, thus pert replied.

Methinks the gentleman, quoth the,
Oppofite in the apple-tree, - |
By his good will, would keep us fingle
Till yonder heav'n and earth fhall mingle, -
Or (which is likelier to befall)
Till death exterminate us all.
1 marry without more ado,

My dear Dick Redcap, what fay you?
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Dick heard, and tweedling, ogling, bridling,
Turning thort round, ftrutting and fideling,
Attefled, glad, his approbation
Of an immediate coﬁjugation.

Their fentiments fo well exprefs'd,
Influenc'd mightily the reft,
All pair'd, and each pair built a neft,

But though the birds were thus in hafte,
The leaves came on not quite {o faft,

And deftiny, that fometimes bears

An afpe& flern on man’s affairs,

Not altogether fmil'd on thejrs.
The' wind, of late breath’d gently forth,
Now thifted eaft and eaft by north;

Bare trees and thrubs but ill, you know,
Could thelter them from rain or fnow,
Stepping into their nefis, they paddled, o
Themfelves were chill’d, their €ggs were addled;
Soon ev'ry father bird and mother

Grew 'quarrelfo'me, and peck'd each other,

i |

Parted without the leaft regret,
Except that they had ever met,
And learn'd, in future, to be wifer,
Than to neglett a good advifer,
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INSTRUCTION,

Miffes! the tale that I relate
This leflon {eems to carry—

Choofe not alone a proper mate,
But proper time to marry.

THE NEEDLESS ALARM,

A TALE,

TrezE 15 a field through which I often pafs,
Thick overfpread with mofs and filky grafs,
Adjoining clofe to Kilwick’s echoing wood,
Where oft the bitch-fox hides her haplefs brood,
Referv'd to folace many a neighb’ring 'fquire,
That he may follow them through brake and briar,
Contufion hazarding of neck or fpine,

Which rural gentlemen call fport divine,



THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 313

A narrow brook, by ruthy banks conceal'd,
Runs in a bottom, and divides the field;
Oaks interfperfe it, that had once a head,

But now wear crefts of oven-wood infiead ;
And where the land flopes to its wat’ry bourn,
Wide yawns a gulph befide a ragged thorn;
Bricks line the fides, but fhiver'd long ago,
And horrid brambles intertwine below;

A bollow fcoop'd, I judge in ancient time,
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime,

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries red,
With which the fieldfare, wint'ry gueft, is fed;
Nor autumn yet had brufh’d from ev'ry fpray,
With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away;
But corn was hous'd, and beans were 1n the ftack,
Now, therefore, iffued forth the fpotted pack,
With tailshigh mounted, earshung low, and throats
With a whole gamut fill'd of heav'nly notes,
For which, alas! my deftiny {evere,

Though ears fhe gave me two, gave me no ear.
The {un, accomplithing his early march, |
His lamp now planted on heav’n’s topmoft arch,

When, exercife and air my only aim,
And heedlefs whither, to that field I came,
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Ere yet with rathlefs joy the happy hound

Told hill and dale that Reynard’s track was found,

Or with the high-rais'd horn's melodious clang

All Kilwick ¥ and all Dingle-derry ¥ rang.
Sheep graz'd the field; fome with foft bofom

prefs'd |

The herb as foft, while nibbling ftray'd the reft;

Nor noife was heard but of the hafty brook,

Struggling, detain’d in many a petty nook.

All feem’d fo peaceful, that from them convey'd

To me, their peace by kind contagion {pread.
But when the huntfman, with diftended cheek,

’Gan maKe his inftroment of mufic {peak,

And from within the wood that crafth was heard,

Though not a hound from whom 1t burft appear’d,

The fheep recumbent, and the fheep that grazd,

Al huddling into phalanx, ftood and gaz'd,

Admiring, ternfied, the novel firain, =

Then cours'd the field atound, and cours’d it round

again ; .

But, recolle®ing with a fudden thought,
That flight in circles urg'd advanc'd them nought,

# Two woods belonging to John Throckmorton, Efg.. .
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They gather'd clofe around the old pit's brink, -
And thought again——but knew not what to think.
The man to folitude accuftom'd long,
Percelves In ev’l_*y thing that lives a tongue;
Not animals alone, but fhrubs-and trees,
Have {peech for him, and underftood with eafe;
After long drought, when rains abundant fall, -
He hears the herbs and flow'rs rejoicing all ;
Knows what the frefhnefs of their hue implies,
How glad they catch the largenefs of the fkies;
But, with precifion nicer ftill, the mind
He {cans of ev'ry loco-motive kind;
Birds of all feather, beafts of ev’ry name,
That ferve mankind, or thun them, wild or tame;
The looks and geftures of their griefs and fears
Have, all, articulation in his ears;
He fpells them true by intuition’s light,
And needs no gloflary to fet him right.
This truth premis'd was needful as a text,
To win due credénce to what follows next.
"Awhile they mus'd; furveying ev'ry face,
Thou hadft fuppos'd them of {uperior race;
Their periwigs of wool, and fears cbmbinfd,
Stamp'd on each countenance fuch marks of mind,

7
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That fageé they feem'd, as lawyers o'er a doubt,

Which, puzzling long, at laft they puzzle out;

Or academic tutors, teaching youths,

Sure ne'er to want them, mathematic truths;

When thus a mutton, flatelier than the refi,

A ram, the ewes and wethers, -fad, addrefs'd. .
Friends! we have livid too long. I never heard

Sounds fuch as thefe, fo worthy to be fear'd.

Could I believe, that winds for ages pent

In earth’s dark womb have found at laft a vent,

And from their prifon-houfe below anfe,

With all thefe hideous howlings to the fkies,
I could be much compos'd, nor thould appear

For fuch a caufe to feel the flighteft fear.

Y ourfelves have feen, what time the thunders roll'd
All night, me refting quiet in the fold.

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone,

I could expound the melancholy tone;

Should deem it by our old companion made,

The afs; for he, {ve know, has lately firay'd,
And being loft, perhaps, and wand’ring wide,
Might be fuppos'd to clamour for a guide.

But ah! thofe dreadful yells what foul can hear,

That owns a carcafe, and not quake for fear 2
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Dzmons produce them doubtlefs, brazen-claw’d
And.fang’d with brafs the demons are abroad ;
I hold 1t, therefore, wifeft and moft fit,
That, life to fave, we leap into the pit. .
Him anfwer'd then his loving mate and true,
But more difcreet than he, a Cambrnan ewe,
How? leap into the pit our life to fave? -
To fave our life leap all into the grave?
For can we find it lefs? Centemplate firft -
The depth how awful! falling there, we burft; -
Or thould the brambles, interpos'd, our fall

In part abate, that happinefs were {mall ;
For with a race like theirs no chance I fee

Of peace or eafe to creatures clad as we.

Meantime, noife kills not. Be it Dapple’s bray,

Or be it not, or be it whofe it may,

And rufh thofe other founds, that feem by tongues

Of demons utter'd, from whatever lungs,

Sounds are but founds, and till the caufe appear,

We have at leaft commodious ftanding here;

Come, fiend, come, fury, giant, monfter, blaft

From earth or hell, we can but plunge at laft.
While thus fhe fpake, I fainter heard the peals,

For Reynard, clofe attended at his heels,
8
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~ By panting dog, tir'd man, and {patter'd horfe,
Through mere good fortune, took a diff’rent courfe,
The flock grew calm again, and 1, the road
Following that led me to my own abode,

Much wonder'd that the filly fheep had found
Such caufe of terror in an empty {ound,

So fweet to hant{fman, gentleman, and hound.

MORAL.

Peware of defp'rate fleps. The darkeft day
(Live till to-morrow) will have pafs'd away.

THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY.

NO FABLE.

THE noon was thady, and foft alrs .
Swept Oufe’s filent tide,

When, fcap'd from hterary cares,

* Twanderd on his fide, N o
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My fpaniel, prettieft of his race,
And high in pedigree, ,.
(Two nymphs*, adorn’d.with evry grace,
That fpaniel found for me) -

Now wanton'd loft in flags and reeds,
Now farting into f; ight

Purfued the fwallow. o'er the meads
With fearce a flower flight,

It was the time when Qufe dlfplay d
His lilies newly blown

Their beaities I intent furvey’d,
And one I wifh'd my own,

With cane extended far I fought
To RReer it clofe to land;

But fill the prize, tho' nearly caught,
Efcaped my eager hand.

Bm mark’d my unfuccefsful pains
- With fixt confid’rate face,

And puzzling fat‘his puppy brams
To comprehend the cafe,

* Sir Robert Gunning’s daughters.
YOL. II. _ Y

- - H
s
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But with a chirrap clear and ftrong,
Difperfing sll his dream,
I thence withdrew, and follow'd long

The windings of the ftream.

My ramble finifh'd, 1 return’d.

Beau trotting far before

The floating wreath again dilcern’d,

Ard plunging left the {hore.

I {aw him with that lily cropp'd
Impatient fwim to meet
My quick approach, and foon he droppd

The treafure at my feet.

Charm'd with the fizht, the world, I cried,
. Shall hear of this thy deed,
My dog {hall mortify the pride

Of man’s fuperior breed ;

But, chief, myrelf I will enjoin,
Avwzke at duty’s call,
To thow a love as prompt as thine

To Him who gives me all.



THE

DIVERTING HISTORY

OF

JOHN GILPIN,

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FARTHER THAN HE
INTENDED,; AND CAME SATE HOME AGAIN.

i

Jonw GiLriN was a citizen
Of credit and renown,
A train-band captain eke was he

Of famous London town.

John Gilpin's fpoufe faid to her dear—
Though wedded we have been >

Thefe twice ten tedious years, yet we
No holiday have feen,

To-morrow is our wedding-day,
And we will then repair
Unto the Bell at Edmonton

Allin a chaife and pair.
Y 2
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My fifter, and my fifier's child,

Myfelf, -and chiidren three; o
Will fill the chaife; fo you muft ride

On horfeback after we.

He {oon replied—1 do admire
Of womankind but one, -

And you are the, my déareft dear,
Therefore 1t fhall be done,

] am a’linen-draper bold,
As all the world doth know,
And my good friend the calender
Will lend his horfe to go. -

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin—That’s well faid;
And, for that wine'is dear,

We will be furnifh’d with ourown, -
Which is both bright and clear.

John Gilpin kifs'd his loving wife; - :°
O’erjoy’'d was he tfo find

That, though on pleafure the was bent
She had a frugal mind.

—_—
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The morning, came, “the chalfe was brought,
But yet was not allow'd . C

To drive up to-the:door, leﬂ all
Should fay that the was proud,.

LI

So three doors off- the chaife wasg ftay'd;.
Where they did all getin; - .-

SIX precious fouls, :and all agog
To dath through thick and thin |

omack went the whip, round went the whecls,
Were never folk o glad,

The flones did rattle underneath -
As 1if Cheapfide were mad,,

John Gilpin at hLis horfe’s fide
Seiz'd faft the flowing mane,

And up he got, in hafte to ride,
But foon come down again;

For faddle-tree fearce reach’d had he,
His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he faw
Lhree cuflomers come in.
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So down he came; for lofs of time,
Although 1t griev'd him fore,
Yet lofs of pence, full well he knew,

Would trouble him much more.

'Twas long before the cuftomers

Were fuited to their mind,

\When Betty {creaming came down ftairs—

““ The wine is left behind !”

Good lack ! quoth he—rvet bring 1t me,
My leathern belt likewife,

In which I bear my trufty {word
When I do exercife.

Now miftrefs Gilpin (careful {oul !)
Had two fione bottles found,

To held the liquor that the lovd,
And keep it fafe and found.

Fach botile had 2 curling ear,
Throuch which the belt he drew,
And hung a bottle on each fide,

Tc mzke his balance true.
S
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Then, over all, that he might be
Equippd from top to toe,

His long red cloak, well bruth'd and neat,

He manfully did throw.

Now fee him mounted once again
Upon his nimble fieed,

Full flowly, pacing o’er the flones
With caution and good heed !

But, finding foon a fmoother road
Beneath his well-fhod feet,

The {norting beaft began to trot,
Which gall'd him in his feat.

S0, Fair and foftly, John he cried,

But John he cried in vaiu;

That trot became a gallop foon,
In {pite of curb and rein,

S0, ftooping down, as needs he muft
Who cannot fit upright,

He grafp'd the mane with both his hands,
And eke with all his might,

327
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His horfe, who never in that fort
Had handled been before,

What thing apon his back had got
Did wonder more and more.

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought ;
Away went hat and wig 1—

He little dreamt, when he fet out,
Of runbing fuch a rig !

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly,
Like fireamer long and gay, |

1hil, loop and button failing both,
At laft it flew away.

Then might all people well difcern
The bottles he had flung;

A bottle fwinging at each fide,
As hath been faid or fung.

The dogs did bark; the children fcréam'd,
| Up flew the windows all
And ev’ry foul cried out——Well done!.
As loud as be could bawl,
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Away went Gilpin—~who but hed -
His fame foon fpread around—

He carries weight | he rides aracel. .

"Tis for a thoufand pound| -

And ftill, as faft as he. drew near, -
"Twas wonderful to view
How in a trice the: turnpike-men
Their gates wide open threw,

And now, as he went bowing down:
His recking head full low,

The bottles twain behind. his back .
Were fhatter'd at a blow,

Down ran the wine into the road,
Moft piteous to be {een,

Which made his horfe’s ﬂanks to ﬁnokt .

As they had bafted been,

But flill he feem'd to carry, weight,
With leathern girdle brac'd ;-

For all might fe6 the bottle—necks
Still dangling at his waigt, -
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Thus all through merry Iflington
Thefe gambols he did play,
And till he came unto the Waih

Of Edmonton {o gay.

And there he threw the wafh about
On both fides of the way,
Juft like unto a trundling mop,

Or a wild goofe at play.

At Edmonton his loving wife
From the balcony {pied

Her tender hufband, wond'ring much
To fee how he did ride.

Stop, fiop, John Gilpin!—Here's the houle—
They all at once did cry;
The dinner waits, and we are tird :

Said Gilpin—So am 1!

But yet his horfe was not a whit
Inclin’d to tarry thers,

For why !—his owner had a houfe
Full ten miles cff, at Ware.
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So like an arrow fwift he flew,
Shot by an archer firong ;

So did he fly—which brings me to
The middle of my fong.

Away went Gilpin, out of breath,
And fore againft his will,

T1ll at his friend the calender’s
His horfe at 1aft ftood fiill.

The calender, amaz'd to fee
His neighbour in fuch trim,

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate,
And thus accofled him :—

What news? what news? your tidings tell;
Tell me you muft and {hall—

Say why bare-headed you are come,
Or why you come at all.

Now Gilpin had a pleafant wit,
And lov'd a timely joke ;
And thus unto the calender

In merry guife he {poke :—
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I came becaufe your horfe would come;
And, if I well forebode,
My hat and wig will foon be here—

They are upon the road.

The calender, night glad to find

:H f » L -
H:s {riend 10 merry pin,

Return'd him not a fingle word,

But to the houfe went in;

Whence firaight ke came with hat and wig ;
A wig that flow’d behind,

A hat not much the worfe for wear,

Each comely 1n 1ts Kind.

He held them up, and, in his turn,
Thus fhow'd his ready wit—

My head is twice as big as your's,
They therefore needs muft fit.

But let me {crape the dirt away
That hangs upen your face;

And ftop and eat, for well you may
Be in a hungry cale,
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Said John—It is my wedding-day,
And all the world would ftare

If wife {hould dine at Edmonton
And I thould dine at Ware!

So, turning to his horfe, he faid—
I am 1n hafte to dine;

"Twas for your pleafure you came here,
You fhall go back for mine.

Ab, lucklefs {peech, and bootlefs boaft !
For which he paid full dear;

Yor, while he fpake, a braying afs
Did fing moft loud and clear;

Whereat his horfe did {nort, as he
Had heard a lion roar,

And gallop'd off with all his might,
As he had done before.

Away went Gilpin, and away
Went Glpin’s hat and wig |

He loft them fooner than at firft—
For why ¢—they were too big |
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Now, mifirefs Gilpin, when the faw
Her hufband pofting down

Into the country far away,
She pull'd out half a crown;

And thus unto the youth the faid
That drove them to the Bel]l—

1his fhall be your's when you bring back
My hufband fafe and well.

1he youth did ride, and foon did meet
John coming back amain ;

Whom in a trice he tried to ftop,
By catching at his rein;

But, not performing what he meant,
And gladly weuld have done,

The frighted fieed he frighted more,
And made him fafter run.

Away went Gilpin, and away
Went poft-boy at his heels '-——

The pofi-boy’s horfe right glad to mifs
The lumbring of the wheels,
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Six gentlemen upon the road,
Thus feeing Gilpin fly,

With poft-boy {camp'ring in the rear,
They rais'd the hue and cry :—

Stop thief! ftop thief !—a highwayman !
Not one of them was mute;

And all and each that pafs'd that way
Did join in the purfuit.

And now the turnpike gates again
Flew open 1n fhort {pace;

The toll-men thinking, as before,
That Gilpin rode a race.

And fo he did—and won it too!—
For he got firft to town ;

Nor ftoppd till where he had-got up
He did again get down,

Now let us fing—Long live the king,
And Gilpin long live he;

And, when he next doth ride abroad,
May I be there to {ee!

THE END,
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