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iv DEDICATION.
Diftin&ions between Virtue and
Vice, Good and Evil. And that
to {fuch a Degree, that among
the numercus Poems now extant
in our own Language, there 1s
an exceeding {mall Proportion
which does not more or lefs fall
under this heavy Cenfure. So
that a great Difficulty lies on
thole who are not willing, on the
one Hand, to be deprived of an
Elegant Amufement, nor on the

other to purchafe it at the Hazard
of Innocence or Virtue.

Hence it is, that many have
placed a Chaft Colle&ion of En-
glifh Poems, ‘among the chief De-
Miderata of this Age. Your men-
tioning this a Year or two ago,
and exprefling a Defire to {ce
{fuch a Colle&tion, determined me
not to delay the Defign I had

long
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long had, of attempting fome-
thing in this Kind. 1 therefore
revifed all the Englifb Poems I
knew, and fele@ted what appear'd
moft valuable in them. Only
Spenfer s Works I was conftrain’d
to omit, becaufe fcarCe intelligi~

ble to the Generality of Modern
Readers.

I suaLL rejoice, if the Want,-
of which you complain’d, be in
fome Meafure {fupplied- by the
following Collection; - Of which
this at leaft may be affirm’d,
There is nothing therein con-
trary to'Virtue, nothing that can
any way offend the chafteft Ear,
or give Pain to the tendereft
Heart. And perhaps whatever
is really Effential to the moft
{ublime Divinity, as well as the
pureﬁ and moft refined Morality,

will
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will be found therein. Nor is it
“a {mall Circumftance, That the
moft jult and important Senti-
ments, are here reprefented with
the utmoft Advantage, with all
the Ornaments both of Wit and

Language, "and in the cleareft,
tulleft, ftrongeft Light. |

I inscrise thefe Poems to you,
not only becaufe You was the
Occafion of their thus appearing
in the World; but alfo becaufe
it may be an Inducement to ma-
ny to read them. Your Name
indeed cannot exciife - a--Bad
Poem: But it may recommend

Good oneés to thofe who would
not otherwife confider, whether
they were Good or Bad. And 1
am perfuaded they will not be
Unacceptable to You; were it
only on“this Account, That ma-

ny
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ny of them defcribe what s; Per- )

fon of Quality ought, and what,
I truft, You defire to be.

My Heart’s Defire and Prayer
to Gop for You is, That You
may never reft (hort of this:
That whatfoever Things are true,
whatfocver things are vemerable,
whatfocver Things are juft, what-
Joever Things are pure, whatfo-
ever Things ure lovely, whatfoever
Things are bonourable: if there be
any Virtue, if there be any Praife,
You may think on thefe Things.
Aund my GOD [hatl fupply all
your Need, according to bis Riches
in Glory by CurisT JEsus!

I am
Your Ladybip’s Obliged and

Qbedient Serwant for Cur¥st's Sake,

Oxrorp,

Aug. — 1744 JOHN WESLEY.-

i
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MorNING HYMN.

I ® HESE are thy glorious Works, Parent

- . drous fhen P o
Unfpegkable . who fitt'ft above thefe Heav’ns,
To us invifible, or dimly feen | |

~ [From Mivrton.] A In
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In thefe thy loweft Works : - Yet thefe declare
‘Thy Goodnefs beyond Thought, and Pow’r divine, -
Speak, ye who beft can tell, ye Sons of Light,
Angels! for ye behold Him, and with Songs,
And choral Symplionies, Day without Night,
Circle his Throne rejoicing ; ye in Heav'n:
On Earth join all ve Creatures to extol
Him firft, Him laft, Him midft, and without End,
Fzireft of Stars! laft in the Train of Night,
{f better thou belong not to the Dawn,
Sure Pledge of Day, that crown’ft the fmiling Mom
With thy bright Circlet, praife Him in thy Sphere
While Day arifes, that fweet Hour of Prime.
"Thou Sun! of this great World both Eye and Soul,
Acknowledge Him thy greater; found. His Praife
In thy eternal Courfe, both when thou climb’ft,
And when high Noon haft gain'd, and when thou-fail'ft,
Moon! that now. meet'ft the otiert Sun,, now fly’ft.
With the fix’d Stars, fix’d in their Orb that flies ;
And ye five other wand’ring Spheres! that move
In myftic Dance not without Song, refound’ |
His Praife, who out of Darknefs call’'d up Light.
Air, and ye Elements! the-eldeft-Birth -
Of Nature’s Womb, that in Quaternion run
Perpetnai Cm:le multiforn; and mix;
And nourith all Things: Let your ceafelefs Change
Vary to our Great Maker ftill new Praife.
Ve Mifts and Exhalations { that now rife
From Hill, or flteaming Lake, dutky, or grey,
*T1ll the Spn paint' your fleecy ‘Skirts with Gold,
In Honour to the Woild's great Author rife :

| Whether
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Whether to deck with Clouds th’ uncolour’d Sky,

Or wet. the thirfty Earth with falling Show'rs,

Rifing, or falling, -fill advance His Praife. |
His Praife, ye Winds! that from four Qlartefa blow,
Breath {oft, -erloud ; -anil wave your Tops, ye Pines?
With every Plant, in Sign of Wotthip wave. "
Fountains! and:ye-that-warble, -as:ye flow,

Melodious Murmurs | warbling tune .His Praife.

Join Voices, all ye-living. Souls’! yeBirds, .

That finging up to'Heaven-gate afcénd, = -

Bear on your Wings, and in your_Notes, His Praife.
Ye that in Waters 5"glidc, -and .ye that walk |
The Earth, and ftately tread, .or lowly creep!
Witnefs if I be filent, Mom or Even, -

To Hill, or Valley, Fountain, .or-frefh-Shade,

Made vocal by my Seng, and taught’His Praife,
Hail Univerfal:Lozp ! :be hounteous Rill |

To give usianly Good ;. And if:the Night

Have gather'd ought of Evil, or conceal’d,

Difperfe it, :as' now Light difpéls-the Dark.

A S A AR O RO S 0 S I RS i 906
CREATION.

O N heav’nly Gromnd they-tood, and frqmthe Shote
They view'd the -vaft. immeafurable. Abyfs,
Outrageous as a Sea, dark, wafteful, wild ;
Up from the Bottom turn’d by furious Winds,
And {urging Waves, as Mountains, to affault
Heav’ns Height, and with the Centre mix the Pole.

[ From MiLTon, ] A 2 Silence,
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Silence, ye troubled Waves, and thou Deep, peace!
Said then th® Omnific Word, your Difcord end——=

Nor flaid ; but on the Wings of Cherubim
Uplified, in Paternal Glory rode
Fzr into Cuaos, and the World unborn ; 1
For Cuaos heard His Voice. Him all His Train
Follow’d in bright Procefiion, to behold
Creation, and the Wonders of His Might.
Then ftz4d the fervid Wheels, and in His Hand
He took the golden Compafles, prepar’d
In Gop’s etemal Store to circumfcribpe . . -
This Univerfe, and all created Things.
One Foot He center’d, and the other turn'd

Round through the vaft Profundity obfcure;
And faid, Thaus far extend, thus far thy Bounds,

This be thy juft Circumference, O Warld!

Thus Gob the Heav’n created, thus the Earth;
Matter unform’d ard void ! Darknefs profound
Cover’d th’ Abyfs; but on the Watry Calm
Hi: brooding Wings the Spirit of Gop out-fpread,
And vital Virtue infus’d, and vital Warmth
Throughout the fluid Mafs : But downward purg’ 'd

The black, tartarequs, cold, infernal Drégs,
Adverfe to Life: Then founded, then conglob’d

Like Things to hike; the Reft to {everal Place
Difparted ; and between, fpun out the Air
And Earth felf-balanc’d on her Centre hung.

Let
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Let there be Light! faid Gan : and-forthwith Light
Ethereal, firft of Things, Quinteffence pure,
Sprung from the Deep : and from her native Eaf,
T'o journey. thraugh the aery Gloom began,
Sphear’d in 2 radiant Cloud ; (for yet the Sun)
Was not) fhe in.a cloudy Tabernacle
Sojourn’d the while. Gob faw the nght was-goad 5.
And Light from Darknefs by the Hemifphere
Divided : Light the Day, and Darknefs Night
He nam’d. ‘Thus was the Firft Day Ev’n and Mom ;
Nor paft uncelebrated, nor unfung
By the czleftial Choirs, when orient Light
Exhaling firft from Darknefs-they beheld:
Birth-day of Heav'n and Earth ! wath Joy, and Shout,
The hollow univerfal Orb they fill'd ;
And touch’d their golden Harps, and hymning -prais’d
Gop, and His Works, - Creator Him they fung,
 Both when Firft Ev’ning was, and when Firft Morn.

Again, Gop faid, Let there be Firmament
Amid the Waters,. and let it divide
The Waters from the Waters | -and Gop made
The Firmament, Expanfe of Liquid pure, .
Tranfparent, elemental Air; diffas’d
In Circuit to the uttermoft Convex
Of this great Round : Partition firm and fu::e,
The Waters underneath from thofe above
Dividing : for as Earth, fo-He the World
Bailt on circumfluous Waters calm, in wxde
Cryftalline Ocean, and the loud Mif-rule

| A 3 Of
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Of Cuso0s far remov’d; left fierce Extremes
Contiguous might diftemper the whaole Frame:
A-d Hezv'n He nam’d the Firmament: So Ev'n

Ard Morning Chorus fung the Second Day.

The Earth was form'd, but in the Womb as yet
Of Waters (embryon immature] involv'd,
Appear’d not: Over all the Face of Earth
Main Ocean flow’d ; not idle, but with warm
Prolific Humour foftning all her Globe,

Fermented the great Mother to conceive,

Satiate with genial Moifture: When Gop faid,

Be gather’d now ye Waters under Heav'n

Into one Place, and let dry Land appear }—
Immediately the Mountains huge appear

Emergent, and their broad bare Backs up-heave
Into the Clouds, their Tops afcend the Sky.

So high as heav’d the tumid Hills, fo low

Down funk 2 hollow Bottom, broad and deep,
Capacious Bed of Waters! Thither they

Hafted with glad Precipitance, up-roll’d,

(As Drops from Duft conglobing) from the Dry« -
Part uie in cryftal Wall, or Ridge direQt,

For Hafte: Sach Iiight the great Command imprefs’d
On the {wift Floods: Ac Armies at the Call

Of Trumpet
Troop to their Standard ; fo the Watry Throng,
Weave rofiing afier Wave, where Way they found ;
If fieep, with Torrent rapture ; if through Plain,
Soft-ebbing ; nor withftood them Rock or Hill ;
Eat they, or under-ground, or circuit wide

With
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With Serpent-efror wand'fing, found their Way,
And on the wathy Oofe deep Channels wore,
Eafy, ere Gop had bid the Ground be dry, .
A1l but within thofe Banks, where Rivers now
Stream, and perpetual draw their humid Train.
The dry Land, Earth; and the great. Receptacle
Of congregated Waters, He call’d Seas; -~ . .
And faw that it 'was good ; and faid; Let th* Earth
Put forth the verdant Grafs, Herb yielding Seed,
And Fruit-Tres yielding Fruit after her Kinds* - -
Whofe Seed is in Herfelf upon the Earth | ——m
He fcarce had faid, when the bare Earth (’till them
Defert, and bare, unfightly, unadorn’d) .
Brought forth the tender Grals, whofe Verdure cladf
Her univerfal Face with pleafant Greern ; .
Then, Herbs of every Leaf, that fudden flows*d .
Op’ning their various Colours, and made gay...
Her Bofom {melling fweet. And thefe {carce blown,
Forth-flourifh’d thick the cluftring. Vine, forth.crept
The fmelling Gourd, up ftood the corny. Reed:. . °
Embattel'd-in her Field ; and-th> humble Shrub, '~ |
And Buth, with frizled Hair implicit. Laft, =
Rofe, as in Dance, the flately Trees, and fpréad: .
Their Branches hung with copious:Fruit; or gemm’d’
Their Blofloms: With high Woods the Hills were
- crown’d';
With Tufts the Vallies 3 .and each F ountainfide
With Borders long the Rivers: That.Earthnow .. .
Seem’d like to Heav'n; a Seat where Gods lmgsht
dwell,

Or wander with Dehght and love to haunt,

Her
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Her facred Shades: Though Gob had yet not rain’d -
Upon the £arth, and Man to till the Ground
None was : ‘But from the Earth a dewy Mift

- Went up, and water'd all the Ground, and each
Plant of the Field ; which, ere it was in th’ Earth
Gop made, and ev’ry Hetb, before .1t grew
On the green Stem: Gop faw that it was gaod. -
So Ev'n aud Morn:recorded: the ’Ihird Day.

Aaam th’ Armzcary fpake: Lét there be: hghts
High in th’ Expanfe of Heaven, to divide
The Day from Night: And let them be for-Signs, -
¥or Seafons, ant ter Days, and circling Years; -
Apd let-thiem be for Lights, as I ordain
Their Office mn the Firmament of -Heav’n,
To give Light on the Earth ! —— and it was fo.
And Gop-mede two great Lights:; - (great for-their Ufe
To Man) the Greater to have Rule by Day,
The Lefs by Night, altern : And-made the Stars ; |
And fet them in the Firmament of Heav’n,
T’ illpruimate the Earth, and rule the Day,
In their Vicifiitude, and rule the Night;
And Iaght from Dartknels to divide. Gob faw,
Siryeymg-His great Work, that 1t was good :
. For of cxleflial Bodies firft the Sun
(A mighty Sphere!) He fram’d; unlight{ome firft,
Tho’ of “ethereal Mold : "Then form’d the Moon
Globofe; and ev’ry Magnitude of Stars;
..And few’d wath Stars the Heav'n, _thick as a Field.
Of Light by far the greater Part he took, -
~ Tranfplanted from her.cloudy Shrine, and plac’d
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In the Sun’s Otb,  made porous to receive o
And drink the Liquid Light ; firm to retain =~
Her gather’d Beams ; great Palace now of Light:
Hither, as to their Fountain, other Stars
Repairing, in their Golden Urns draw Light:
And hence the Morning Planet gilds her Horns:.
By Tin€ture or RefleCtion they augment
Their fmall peculiar, though (from human Slgh(:
So far remote) with Diminution feen.
Firlt in His Eaft the glorious Lamp wasfeen,
Regent of Day; and all th’ Horizon round -
Invelted; with bright Rays, jocund torun ... . 20 '
His Longitude through Heav’ns high Road : The gray
Dawn and the Pleiades before him danc’d,
Shedding fwuet Influence. - Lefs bright the Mo.on,;- )
But oppofite in level'd Weft was fet, . -
Her Mirror, with Full Face borrowing her nght |
From him ; for other Light the needed none . | .
In that Afpet :" And fhill that Diftance keeps; . =~ ;.
'Till:N ight ; then in-the Eaft her Tumn fthe ﬁune&, g
Revolv'd on Heav’n’s great Axle and her. Rclgn
With thoufand lefler Lights dividual holds,: [
With thoufand thoufand Stars ! that then_appear‘d R
Spangling the Hemifphere ; then firft adorn’d .~
With their bright Luminaries, that {et and-rofe. . &
Glad Ev’ nu;g and glad Moin crown‘d the F anth Dﬂ)’

, And Gop faid, Let the Waters generate L
Reptil, with Spawn abundant, living Soull .. .-
And let Fowl fly above the Earth, with Wings -
Diplay’d on th’ open Firmament of Heav'n? . , -
And
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And Gop created the great Whales, and each

Soul living, -each that crept, which plenteouﬂy

"The Waters generated by their Kinds :

And every Bird of Wing after his Kind : -

And faw that it was gaod, and blefs’d them, .faying, -

Be fruitful, multiply, and in.the Seas, - <. -

And Lakes, and runming Streams, the Waters fill!

And let the Fowl be multiply’d on th’ Eagth!

Forthwith the Sounds and Seas, -each Creék-and Bay,

With Fry mmumerable Swarm, and Shoals -

Of Fifh, that with their Fins and thining'Seales

Glide under the green Wave.in Scills, -that-éft

Bank-the mid Sea: ‘Part fingle, or with Mate, -

Graze the Sea-Weed their :Pafture ; -and thro’ " Groves

Of Coral firay ;. or, fporting with quick Glance,

Shew to the Sun their wav’d Coats, dropt -with:Gold ¢

Or, in their pearly Shells at eafe, -attend N

Moift Nutriment ; or ander Rocks theirFood, -

In jcinted. Armour, -watch : :On fmooth,-the Seal,

And bended Dolphins play ;- part, -huge of Bulk!

Wallowing. unweildy, enormous in their-Gait,

Tempeft the Ocean: There Leviathan,

Hugeft of living Creatures, on the Deep

Stretch’d like a Promentory, fleeps or fwims ;

And feems 2 moving Land ; -and atihis Gills -

Praws.in, and at his Trunk fpouts out-a Sea. .

Mean while the tepid Caves, and Fens, and Shoars,

Their Brood as mumerous hatch:from th® Egg,:that foon

Burfing with kindly Rupture, forth difclos™d™ -

Their callow Young ; but feather’d foon, and fledge,

‘They fumm’d.their Pens ; and foaring th’® Air fublime,
With
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Wlth Clang, defpis’d t the. Ground; under a-Gloud

In Profpe&* There the Eagle and the Stork;, . -
On Clifis and Cedar Tops, their Eyries bulds:
Part, loofly wing. the-Region ;-Part, more wife.

In common, raqg‘él— in Figure wedge their Way ;
Intelligent: .of Sealons, ;ﬁd fet fosth.

Their aery Caravan, high over.Seas

Flying, and over Lands, with mnatual. ng |
Eafing their F light; (fo fteers the- -prudent Cran&
Her annual Voyage) born on Winds, the Air.

Floats as tﬁey pals, fann’d with unnumber’d Plumes,
From Branch to Branch the fmaller. Birds. with. Song: -
Solac’d the Wood.s and {pread.their painted ngs -
*Till Ev'n; nor then; the folerm N lghtmgale .
Ceas’d warbling, but all Night tun’d her foft Lays.
Others, on Silver. Lakes and Rivers bath'd- -
Their downy Breaft ;. the Swan 'with arched Neck
Between her white ‘Wiﬁgs-maﬁtling proudly, rows-
Her State with.oary Feet: Yet oft they quit

The Dank;-and rifing on fiff Pennoms,; tour

~ The mid aéreal Sky.  Otliers-on ground- B
Walk'd firm ;: the crefted: Cock; whofe Clarion {bundsi
The filent Hourss and:th’ other; whofe gay: Trainl -
Adorns him, coleur’d with the florid Hue |

Of Rainbows and Starry 'Eyes,. . 'The Waters thu:
With, Fifli replenifh’d; and; the-Ait with.Fowd,. ; =
Ev’ning and Mo;n folemmz’d ﬂw 1Fﬂfth Day. |

The Sixth,. and of Creat;tmflaﬂ am:l'e
With Ev'ping Harps and-Matin ; WhemGén fasd,
Let'th* Earth bring forth F oiwl living inoher kind,-

Cattle
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Cattle and creeping-THings,v and Beafts of t%’ Earth, |
Fach in their Kind! The Earth obeyd ; and
ftraight |

Op'ning her fertil Womb, teem’d at a Birth
Innumeérous living Creatures, perfe& Fo. "ms,
" Limb'd and full grown. Qut of the Greund: up-rofe,
As from his Laire, the wild Beaf’c where he wons
In Forelt wild, 1 in Tlucket Brake or Den
Among the Trees in Pairs they rofe Lhey Walk’
~ The Cattle in the Fields, and Meadows green:

Thofe rare and folitary; thefe in Flocks -
Pafturing at once, and in broad Herds  up- fprun‘g -
The grafly Clods riow calv’d, now half appear‘d -
The tawny- Lion, pawing to get free o
His hinder Parts; then fprings as broke from Bonds,
And rampant fhakes his brinded Mane+ The Ounce, -
The Libbard, and the Tyger, (as the Mole
Rifing) the crumbled Earth above them threw
In Hillocks : The fwift Stag from under Groand -
Bore up his branching Head : Scarce from his Mold
Behemoth (blggeﬁ born of Earth ) upheav’d
His Vafinefs : Fleec'd the Flocks, and bleating, rofe
As Plants : Ambiguous between Sea and Land, a
The River-Horfe, and Scaly Crocodile. |
At once comes forth whatever creeps the Groxin'd |
Infe& or.Worm ;: Thofe wav’d their limber F a.ns,
For Wings ; and {malleft Lineaments exa&
In all the Liveries deck'd of Summer’s Pride,
With Spots of Gold and Purple, Azure-and Green:
‘Thele as a Line, their long Dimenfion drew, ...

Streaking the Ground with finuous Trace : Not all
Minims
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Minims of Nature ; fome of Serpent-Kmd
Wondrofs in Length and Corpulence, mvolv‘d
Their fnaky Folds, and added Wings. Firft crept
The parfimonious Emmet, provident

Of future: In fmall Room large Heart mclos‘d'
(Pattern of juft Equality perhaps © - . - . -
Hereafter, Jjoin’d in her popular Tribes .

Of Commonalty ) Swarming next, appeared
The F emafe Bee, tbat feeds her Husband Drone
Delicioufly, and builds her waxen. Cells .

With Honey ﬂor’d The Reft are numberlefs

Now Heav . in all her Glory {hon and roll’d’
Het Monens, 4s the great Firft Mover's Hand
Firlt wheel'd their Courfe : Earth in her rich ‘Attire
Confummate,’ lovely fmil'd ;- Air, Water, Earth, -
By Fowl, Fith, Beaft, was flown, was fwum, was walk’d
Frequent ; and of the Sixth Day yet remain'd.
There wanted yet the Mafter-Work, the End
Of all yet done ; a Creature, who not prone,
And_Bmte'és otheér Creatures, . but indu'd
With Sanity-of Reafon, might ere
His Stature, and upright with Front {erene
Govern the reft, Self-knowing ; and from thence
Magnanimous, to correfpond with Heav'n:
But grateful to acknowlecfge whence his Good
Defcends ; thither with Heart, and Voice, and Eyes
Direfted in Devotion, to adore
And worfhip Gop Supreme, who made him Chief
Of all his Works : Therefore th® Omnipotent
Eternal FaTuer ; (for where is not He

~ Prefent ? ) thus to His Son audibly fpake,.
' B Let
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Let Us make now Man in Our Image; Man
In our Similitude, and let them rule S
Over the Fith and Fowl, of Seaand Al - 3
Beaft of the Field, and over all the Earth, .
And ev'ry creeping Thing that creeps the Ground !

This faid, He form’d thee, Adam, thee, 0 Man l "
Duft of the Ground ; and in thy Noftrils breath"d
The Breath of Life; in His own Image He
Created thee ; in the Image of Gop
Exprefs ; and thou becam’ft a living Soul.

Male He created thee ; but thy Confort -
Female, for Race: Then blefs’d Mankind, and faid
Be fruitful, multiply, and fill the Earth;

Subdue it, and throughout Dominion hold

Over Fith of the Sea, and Fowl of th® Air,

And ev'ry Living Thing that moves on th’ Earth,

Here fnif'd He, and all that hehad made, ,
- View'd, and behold ! all was entirely goodss. .. - |
S0 Ev’n and Mo accomplifh’d the Sixth-Day,. -, .

SRl dalalal Wl bttt s ,..Z.I:‘!.'%-ist':- o:é'h"- “ﬁ"
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Of H_U,MAN. KNOWLEDGE.,.

HY did‘my Parents fend me to the Schools,
That I with- Iﬁzawledge mlght entich nmy Mmd

Since the Defire to Friow fifk made Men Fools,
* And did corrupt the Root of all Mankmd'

For when Gop’s Hand had' written in the Hearts
Of vur Firft Parents all the Roles of Good;
So that their Skill mf‘us"d furpa{'s‘d all Arts
That evet were before, “of fincé the Fivod:

And when tPreir Reafon s Eye was fharp and clear,
And (a5 an Eagle can behold the Sunj

Could have approach"d th> Bternal Light as near
As th*intelle@ual An gels coild liave derie:

Ev’n then tO thém tlfe 3}::‘:} qf Ere.r fﬂggeﬂs

Thiat they were “b‘lind becatife they faw not I[l
And breath™d into théir mcomlpted Breafts = = )
K caribis 75, wihiich did ‘¢otrupt their wil.

From that faﬂ*xe Ill - they firait deﬁr‘d to know ;

' Which Ilt bemg niought but zi Defe& of Good

In 4l Gop’s 'Works the- Devxl could not fhow
While Man; their Lotd, it his Perfe@ion ftood. -

}So that themfeiveﬁ Vere‘ﬁrﬁ to do the l‘l}
‘- Rer'they there6£ the Kriowledge could attain ;

Like him that lmew not Poifon’s Power to klll
Until (by taﬁmg it) himfelf was flamn. - -

[By Sir Jonn Davies.] Bz Evn
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Ev'n {o, by tafting of that Fruit forbid,
Wkere they fought Knowledge, they did Errer ﬁnd

Ill they defir'd to know, and Il they did;
And to give Paffor Eyes, made Reafon blind.

For then their Minds did firft in Paffon {ee -
Thofe wretched Shapes of Mifery and-We,

Of Nakednefs, of Sbame, of Poverty, .
Which then their own E.t?emrm made them know

But then grew Reafen dark, that ﬂe no more .
Could the fair Forms of Good and Truth djfcerg;
Batts they became, who Eagles were before, -

And this they got by their Defire fo kearn., -~

Yet we, their wretched Offspring, what do we?- .
Do not we ftill tafte of the Fruit forbid,
While with fond Fruitlefs Curiofity,

In Books prophane we feek for Knowledge hid?

What is this Knoawledge, but the Sky ftoll’n Fire, . -
For which the Thief fill chain’d in Ice doth fit; .
And which the poor rude Satyr did admire,
And needs would kifs, but burnt his prs with Lt?

}

What is it, but the Cloud of empty Ram, ~
Which when Fove's G/t embrac’d, he Monftersgot ?

Or the falle Pails, which oft being fill'd with Pain,
Receiv'd the Water, but retain’d it not?-

In fine, What is it, but the fiery Coach, '-
Which the Youth fought, and fought his Dcaxh thhal?
Or the Boy's Wings, which when he did approach
The San’s hot Beams, did melt and let him fall?

~ And
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And yet, alas! when aﬂ our: Lamps are burn’ &,
Our Bodies: wafted, and:.our Spirits fpent:;. - . =

When we have all-the learned - Holumes-turn’d, = -
Which.yield- Mens Wits.both Help and Omament ;

What can we knew, or what can we difcemn,
Wheg : E¢ror: cloudsithe Windows. of the-Mind-?

The divers Forms of Fhings kow-can: we.learn, -

< .. Thdt.have been:ever fromi our-Birth-day blind?

When, Réafor’s. Lamp, which (like the Sa in Sky). " .
Thro’out Maxn’'s:little Wotld:her Beams did fpread
Is now become'd Sparkle, whichudoth lie -
Undexthe Afhes, " half extin®and dead; -

How canwehopé thataho® the Rye:dnd Rar,

A Thlsﬂymg Spanlde'r in-this clt)udy* P.}ace;‘ .

Can recolleét thofé Beams of Knowlédge'cléar, -~
Which were-infus’d.in the fisft Minds by Grace?

So might the Heir, whofe?Father hath in Play"
Wafted:a Thoufand ‘Pounds -of atcient Rent,

By painful: Earning -of one: Great'a Day, |
Hope td:reftore thie: Patrimohy fpent.

R

The Wits that div’d moft deep,. and fdar’d-moft hiph,
Seeking Man’s Powers, have found'his Weaknefs fuc}:?.:
- ¢ Skill comes fo flow, and Life fo faft doth fly ;-
¢ We learn {o little, and forget fo much:
For this the wifeft of all:Moral Men -
Saidy” He knpwi mought, but that be novght Gid know.
And the great mocking-Mafter-mock’d not theri, -
When he faid, Trushsavas-bury' d-here bekru.

Bgﬁ For
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For how may we to other Things attain,
When none of us his own Soul underftands?

For which the Devil mocks our curious Brain,
When Knoww ¢hy Self, his Oracle commands.

For why fhould we the bufy Soul believe,
When boldly fhe concludes of that and this;

When of her Se/f fhe can no Judgment give, .
Nor how, nor whence, nor where, nor what fhe 15}

All Things without, which round about we fee,
We feek to know, and have therewith to do:

But that whereby we reafon, live and be,
Within ourfelves, we Strangeis are thereto, =

We feek to know the moving of each Sphere,
And the firange Caufe o'th’ Ebbs and Floods of th,

But of that Clock which in our Breafts we bear,
The {ubtile Motions we forget the whle.

We that acquaint ourfelves with ev'ry Zoxe,
And pafs the Tropicks, and behold each Pole;
When we come home, are to ourfelves unknown,
And unacquainted fhll with our own Soul.

We ftudy Speech, but others we perfwade;
We Pbhyfick learn, but others cure with it:

W' interpret Laws which other Men have made,
But read not thofe which in our Hearss are writ.

Is it becaufe the Mind is like the Eye,
Thro® which it gathers Knowledge by Degrees;
Whofe Rays reflect not, but fpread outwardly;
Not fecing itfelf, when other Things it fees?

No,
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No, doubilefs; for the Mind can backward caft. -
Upon herfelf, her Underflanding L!ght s
Rut the 1s fo corrupt, and fo defac’d, S
As her own Jmage doth herfelf affright.

As is the Table of the Lady fair, -
“Which for her Luft was tarn’d into a Cow, I

When thirfty, t6 aStream fhe did repair, - .. -
And faw herfelf transform’d fhe wift not how' —

At firlt fhe fRartles, then the flands amaz"d; -
At laft with Terror fhe from thence doth fly,

And loaths the wat’ry Glafs wherein fhe gaz'd,

- And fhuns-it flill, altho® for Thirft the die! -

Ev'n fo Man's Soul, which did Gén‘i's-’lﬁmge bear, -
And was at firft fair, good, and {potlefs pure; |

Since with her Sins, her Beanties blotted were,
Doth of all Sights her own Sight leaft endure.

For ev'n at firft Reflection fhe efpies
Such: firange Chimera’s; and fuch Monfters th‘ere y
Such Tays, fuch Axticks, and fach Vanities, . .~
As fhe retires and fhrinks for Shame and Fear. l

And as the Man loves leaft at Home to be,
That has a fluttith Houfe, haunted with Sprites;
So fhe, impatient her own Faults to fee,
Turns from her Self; and'in frange Things delights.

For this, few kiow themfelves » For Merchants broke,
View their Eftate with Difcontent and Pain

And Seas are troubled, when they do revoke
Their flowing Waves into. themfelve sagain.
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. And while the Face of -outward Thipgs we &‘;d-, 7
Pleafing and fair, agreeable and {weet, .@ .

Thefe Things tranfport, angd cayry out th&Mind, ~
That with herfelf, the Mind can never meet,

Yet if AfFiczion once her Wars begin,

And threat the feebler. Seafs. with’ Sward and E'n'e,,
The Mind contraéls herfelf, and-fhrinketh iv,. - '
Ang to herfelf "flie .gladly doth reme.J P

As Spiders touch’d, feek their Webs inmoft Part;
As Bess 1 Storms. back to their Hives.tétum s

As Blood i In Danger gathers to'the Heart;, = -
As Men feek-Tawns, when: Foes the. Country qu.

If ought can teach-ns onght, - Ak Qien’s. Lovksc <.
~ (Making us pry irto-owrfelves-fornear). . - ..

Teach us to bpowo durfelves beyond.all-Bpoks, - - - 7
Or alt the learned Schyoks that ever weze.

This Miftrefs lately pluck’d me by the Bar,
And many a Golden Leffon hath me tanghts
Hath made my Semfes qmck, @d Reafor s:lga-{,;. L
Reform’d my: #2/, and réflyfy’d my Mﬁt, 7y

So do the #inds and- Thunders cleande’the A -
So-working Seis fettle and purge'the Wingz

So lopp’d and pruned- Trees do-flourith fair,, ~
So doth thefue the drofly Gald refine. ; f ‘

Nﬂth@' }haw .nor; the-lgarned Maf) -
Nor Rules of 4rt nor Pracepts of the_WIfG;
Could 10 my Bsein thofe Beams of Sh&kmﬁlfe;.. |

As but the Glange of this. Dame’s:angry Eyes..
| | e
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She within L' my ranging Mind hath brought, p
‘That now beyond myfelf I will not go; :

Myfelf am Centre of my circling Thought, -~ .
Only myfelf I ftudy, leamn and know. - -~ -

I know my: Body's of'fo frail-a Kind,"" "~ =c:l: - 17
As Force without, ‘Fevers within' can klll:: 2P

I know the Heavenly Nature of my Mind; .. -
But 'tis corrupted both in W% and Will: ..

I know my Sou] hath Pawcrtoknowall'l‘hmgs,s -
Yet 1s:fhe blind and ignorant in all: L
I'know P'in onﬁofbratweshttleK.mgs S "5*:2._
Vet to.the leaft'and vileft ThmgsamThmlI. )

Iknow my Life’s a Puain, ahd but-a-Spans -1 = =
I know my Senfe is mock’d in' ev’ry Thing ¢

And, to.conclude, I know myfelf a Man,
Which isa proud and yet a uretched Thing,

r- ' .o €y R B . . S |
r L I'J - - "ﬂ [ " IT' b b ; . - ." - rI !
[ ] o+ - - 1 - [ ] - !
» Lty s n.i"-: 4 VoY .:u'... rryy [ ™ pad * . » Y k] M i Ll L
: 'R pele IR Sah R R A
’ VIR R B8l g Tug B G By #v Byl N Bl Fully- Oy e S-S Sy -
\ H - - b 1
. . - . . r f & - - - LR B L | "ot L ]
. - . - 1-: - . 1 b . - -1‘- p - N (-f Fa

-

' : - A e e o
ri - o - d i - F | [ ..- ' . i.
. Know THYSELF, . .
» . .-.J ].. * } i - o . ; ...: 'n-’,__..., }',._. l.!I

Ignorant poor Man! what doft thou'bear, - : ' .
. Lock’d up within the Cafket of thy Breaﬁf
What Jewels, and what Riches haft'thou there?. - -
What Heavinly Treafure'in {0 weak'a Cheft2 -

Look in thy Sox/, and thou fhalt Beauties find, .1, -
Like thofe which drown’d Narciffus in the Flood:
Honour and Pleafiire both are in thy Mind, o

And all that in the World is counted Good,

. [ By Sir JorN Davies.) | Think
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Tkhink of her Wm; and thiﬂk‘hat Gpndid;meam '
This worthy Mind fhould worthy "Things embrace :

Blot not her Beauties withthy Thounghts unclean,
Nor her Dithonour’ with thy Paflions bafe. -.

Kill not her guick’ning Poaw’r with: Surﬁntfngs -
Marnothchery&wnhScnfuahty I

Caft not her ferious #s¢ on idle. ']‘bmgs o
Make not her Free-Hl( Slave to Vanity.

And when thou think’ft of her Ezermity, - . ... =
Think not that: Dzath agamft our Naturesisis . ¢
Think it a Birth > ‘And when thou.go’ft to.die, -1
Sing like i Swan, as if: thou went'ft:to Blifs,. = 7

Ard if Thou; 1iRe a:Child; didff'fear'befdre;~ » =1 1
B’ing in the Dark where thou didft nothing fee;. -
Now I have brought the Terch-Light, fear no-mere; -

Nor when thou dy’ft, th’ou-can&idﬁt‘ho_oﬂ-ivink’d*bc.

And thou, my Sex/, which turn’ft with curmug Eye,
To view the Beams of thine own Form divine,
Know, that thou can’ft know nothing perfe&ly,

While thou art clouded with this Flefh of mine.

Take heed of Ocer-aveening, and compare T
Thy Peacock's Feét with thy gay Pracock’s Train:-

Study the beft and higlieft Things thatare, - . " .. ..
But-of. Thyfelf -an humble. Thought retain, : ...

Caft down Thyfelf, -and only ftziveto raifer
Thie Glory of thy Maker’s facred Name : -

Ufe al! thy Pow’rs, that blefled Pow'r to praife,
Which gives thee Pow’r to be, and /e the fame.

‘PERIR-
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THOU whofe fweet Youth and early Hopés in-

hance - - o
Thy Rate and Pnce, ‘and mark thee for a I‘ re;fure 3
Hearket untoa Verfer; -who mdy-chiance - - Y

- Rhyme thee to-good, ind makeé‘a Bait-of Pleﬁ'ute. ‘:" ‘.
A Viérfe'may find him,; who'a Sermon ﬂueb
And turn Delight into a Sacnﬁce. .

Beware of Luﬂ: ; it doth pollute and foul ,‘
Whom G6bp in Baptlfm wafht with his own Blood
It blots the Eieflom written in tﬁy"Smﬂ e
The holy Lines cannot be undérftod.: '-
How dave thofé'Eyes upon a‘Bxb‘le ‘lobk -
Much lefs towdrds Gop, WHofe Luﬂ: -all Itheir
Book? - - SR

Drmi{ not the t]urd Glafé, whxch thou can‘ﬁ not tamc
When once itis’ witliin thee but ‘before gt

Mayft rule it, asthou ift; and pour ’the Sh:ﬂi‘ne’ Hero
Which it %ouldlpout oir thee, ufon the'Floor.”

It is moft just ta ther‘tﬁa’t ofi the Grtmnﬁ

Wthh would throw me tIIére, 1f I keep tHe- Rmmd

[Frm HERBERT ] | He
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He that is drunken, may his Mother kill

Big with his Sifter: He hath loft the ‘Reins,

Is out-law’d by himfelf : All kind of IIl

Did with his Liquor {lide into his Veins:

- The Drunkard forfeits Man, and doth diveft .
All worldly Right, fave what he hath by Beaft.-

Yet, if thou fin in Wine or Wantonnefs,

Boaft not thereof, nor make thy Shame thy Glory,

F railty gets Pardon by Submiffivenefs ;

Buat he that boafts, thuts that out of his Story:
He makes flat War with Gop, and doth defy"
‘With his poor Clod of Earth the fpamous Sky. -

TaLe not lns Name, who made thy Mouth 1n vaim:’
It gets thee nothing, and hath no Excufe, = -
Luft, and Wine plead a Pleafure, Avarice Gam ; .
But the cheap Swearer through his open Sluce
Lets his Sout run for nought, as little fearing.
Were I an Egicure, I could bate Swearing,

When thou doft tell another’s Jeft, therein
Omit the Oaths, which true Wit cannot need :
Pick out of Tales the Mirth, but not the Sin.
He pares thc Apple that would cleanly feed.
Play not away the Vertue of that Name

Which is thy beft Stake, when Gyiefs make thee tame.

The cheapeft Sins moft dearly punifht are;

B@canfetoﬂnmthema]foxsfochcap

For we have Wit to mark them, and to- fpa.re

O crumble not away thy Soul’s fair Heap. -

~ If thou wilt die, - the Gates of Hell are broad :
Pride and full Sins have méide the Way a Road.

ey

' f

Lie
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Lie not ; ‘but let thy Heart be true to Gob,
Thy Mouth to it, thy Adtions to them both :
Cowards tell Lies, and thofe that fear the Rod;
The ftormy working Soul {pits Lies and Froth.
Dare to be true. Nothing can need 3 Lie:
A Fault, which needs it moft, grows two thereby.

Fly Idleriefs, which yet thou canit not fly
By Drefling, Miftrefling, and Complement.
If thofe take up thy Day, the Sun will cry
Againt thee: For his Light was only lent.
Gop gave thy Soul brave Wings; put not thofe
Feathers |
Into a Bed, to fleep out all ill Weathers.

Art thou a Magifirate? Then be fevere
If Studions, copy fair what Time hath blurr’d ;
Redeem Truth from his Jaws: If Souldier,
Chafe brave Imployments with a naked Sword
Throughout the World, Fool not: For all may
‘have,

If they dare try, a glorious Life, or Grave.

When thou doft purpofe ought within thy Pow’r,
Be fure to do it, though it be but {fmall.
Conftancy knits the Bones, and makes us tower,
When wanton Pleafure beckens us to Thrall.
Who .breaks his own Bond, forfeiteth himfelf
What Nature makes a Ship, he makes a Shelf.

Do all Things like 2 Man, not fneakingly:
Think the King fees thee ftill ; for his Kine does,
Simp'ring is but a Lay-Hypocrify:

Give it a Corner, and the Clue undoes.
C Whe
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\Who fears to do 1Il, fets himfelf to Task :
Who feass to do well, fure fhould wear a Malk.

Shght thofe who {ay amidit their fickly Healths,
Thou liv'it by Rule. 'What doth not fo fz¢ Man ?
Houfes are built by Ru/e, and Common-Wealths.
Entice the trufty Sun, 1if that you can,

From his Ecliptick Line ; becken the Sky.

Who lives by Rule then, keeps good Company.

Who keeps no Guard upon himfelf, is flack,

And rots to nothing at the next great Thaw.

Man is a2 Shop of Rules, a well trufs’d Pack,

Whofe every Parcel under-writes a Law. .
Lofe not Thyfelf, nor give thy Huraours Way :
God gave them to thee under Lock and Key.

By all Means ufe fometimes to be alone.

Salute thy Self : See what thy Sou! doth wear :

Dare to look in thy Cheft; for ’tis thine own :

And tumble up and down what thou find’ft there.
Who cannot reft *till he good Fellows find,

He breaks up Houfe, turns out of Doors his Mind.

Be thrifty, but not covetous : Therefore give
Thy Need, thine Honour, and thy Friend his Due.
Never was Scraper brave Man.  Get to live ;
Then live, and ofe it: Elfe, it is not true )
That thou haft gotten. Surely Ufe alone
Makes Money not a contemptible Stone.

In CIOthes; cheap Handfomenefs doth bear the Bell.
Wifdem's a trimmer Thing than Shop e’er gave,

Say
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Say not then, This with that Lace will do well ;
But, This with my Difcretion will be brave.
‘Much Curioufnefs is a perpetual Wooing

Nothing with Labour, Folly long a doing.

In Converfation Boldnefs now bears Sway.

But know that nothing can fo foolith be

As empty Boldnefs: Therefore firft effay

To ftore thy Mind with {olid Bravery ;
Then march on gallant: Get {ubftantial Worth ;
Boldnefs gilds finely, and will fet it forth.

Laugh not too much : The witty Man laughs leaft:
For Wit is News only to Ignorance.
Lefs at thine own Things laugh; left in the Jeft
Thy Perfon fhare, and the Conceit advance,
Make not thy Sport, Abufes: For the Fly
That feeds on Dung 1s coloured thereby.

Wit's an unruly Engine, wildly ftriking
Sometimes 2 Friend, fometimes the Engineer.
Haft thou the Knack ? - pamper it not with Liking
But if thou want it, buy it not too dear.

Many affe&ting Wit beyond their Pow’r,

Have got to be a dear Foo! for an Hour.

When Bafenefs is exalted, do not bate
The Place its Honour, for the Perfon’s Sake.

The Shrimme is that which thou doft venerate ;
And not the Beaft that bears it on his Back.

I care not though the Clath of State fhould be
Not of rich Arras, but mean Tapefty. |

Cz2 Thy
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Thy Friend put in thy Bofom: Wear his Eyes

Still in thy Heart, that he may {ee what’s tnere.

If Caufe require, thou art his Sacrifice;

Thy Drops of Blood muft pay down all his Fear.
But Love is loft, the Way of Friendfhip’s gone!
Though Dawid had his Fonathan, Curist his Fobn,

In thy Difcourfe, if thou defire to pleafe,
I et all be courteous, ufeful, new, or witty,
Ufefulnefs comes by Labour, Wit by Eale;

Courtefy grows in Court, News in the City.
Get a good Stock of thefe, then draw the Card
Ttat {uits him beft of whom thy Speech is heard.

Entice 2ll neatly to what they know beft ;
For fo thoa doft thyfelf and him a Pleafure:
(But 2 proud Ignorance will lofe his Reft,

Rather then thew his Cards) fteal from his Treafure
What to afk further. _ Doubts well rais’d do lock

The Speaker to thee, and preferve thy Stock,

If thou be Mafter-cunner, fpend not all
That thou canft fpeak, at once ; but husband it,
And give Men Turns of Speech: Do not foreflall
By Lavifhnefs thine own and others Wit,
As if thou mad’ft thy Will. . A civil Gueft
Will no more talk all, than eat all the Feaft,.

Be czlm in arguing: For Fiercenefs makes
Error a Fault, and Truth Difcourtefy.
Why fhould I feel another Man’s Miftakes

More than his Sicknefles, or Poverty ?
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In Love I fhould : But Auger is not Love, -
Nor Wifdom neither: Therefore gently mové.

!

Calmnefs is great Advantagc He that lets
Another chafe, may warm him at his Fire,
Mark all his Wandrings, and enjoy his Frets ;
As cunning Fencers fuffer Heat to tire.
Truth dwells: not in: the Clouds The Bow that’s
there ' |
Doth often aim at, never }ut the Sphere.

Be ufeful where thou hveﬂ, that they may

Both want and wifh thy pleafing Prefence flill.

Kindnefs, good Parts, great Places are the Way

To compafs this. Find out Mens Wants and Will,
And meet them there. All worldly Joys are lefs
Than that one. Joy of doing Kindnefles.

Let thy Mind ftill be bent, ftill plotting where,
And when, and how the Bufinefs may be done.
Slacknefs breeds Worms ; but the fure Traveller,
Though he alight {ometimes, full goeth on.
Active and ftirring Spirits live alone.
Write on the others, Here lies fuch an one.

Slight not the fmalleft Lofs,” whether it be

In Love or Honour: Take Account of all;

Shine like the Sun in every Comner: See

Whether thy Stock of Credit fwell or fall.
Who fay, I care not, thofe I give for loft;
And to inftrut them will not quit the Coft.

Scorn no Man’s Love, though of a mean Degree;

{Love is a Prefent for 2 mighty King)
C 3 Much
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Mauch lefs make any one thine Enemy.

As Guns deftroy, {o may a httle Sling.
The cunning Work-man never doth refufei
'The meaneft Tool, that he may chance to ufe.

Keep all thy natural Good, and naturalize
All forcign of that Name ; but {fcom their Il :
Embrace their Activenefs, not Vanities.
Who follows all Things, forfeiteth his Will,
If thoun obferveft Strangers in each Fit,
In Time they’ll run thee out of all thy Wit.

Affe&t in Things about thee Cleanlinefs,
Thzt 2ll may gladly touch thee as a Flower. B
Slovens take up their Stock of Noifomnefs
Beforehand, and anticipate therr laft Hour. *

Let thy Minds Sweetnefs have his Operation .

Upon thy Body, Clothes, and Habitation.

In Alms regard thy Means, and others Merit.

Think Heav'n a better Bargain than to give
Orly thy fingle Market-money for it.
Join Hands with Gop to make a Man to live.
Give to all Something, to a good poor.Man,
*Till thou change Names, and be where he began,

Man is Gop’s Image ; but a poor Man is

Cxrist’s Stamp to boot : Both Images regard.

Gob reckorns for him, counts the Favour his:

Wrnite, fo much giv’n o Gop s thou fhalt be heard.
Let thy Alms go before, and keep Heav’ns Gate-
Open for thee ; or both may come too late.

Rellore
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Reftore to Gop his Due in Tithe and Time

A Tithe purloin’d cankers the whole Eftate, .
Szma’a_y{ obferve : Think,. when 'the_Bel]s do Chimé,
"T'1s Ahgele Mufick ; therefore come not late.

Gop then deals Bleflings : If a King did fo,
Who would not hafte, nay gwe, to {'ee the Show ? -

Tho’ private Prayer be a brave Deﬁgn,

Yet pnlwlzaé hath more Proinifes, more Love:

And Love’s a Welght to- Hearts to Eyes a Slgn; |

We are all but cold Suiters; let us move |
Where it is warmeft. Leave thy Six and Seven;
Pray with the moft ; -for where -mofta.-.pray'; 18 Heaven;

When once thy Foot enters the Church be bare,
Gob is more there than thou : For thou art there
Only by his Permiffion. Then beware,
And make thyfelf all Reverence and Fear.
Kneeling ne’er fpoil’d Silk Stocking: Quit thy
* State : |
All equal are mthm the C/mrc/:.e : Gate

Let vain or bufy Thoughts have there no part: .
Bring not thy Plow, thy Plot, thy Pleafures thlther
Curist purg’d his Temple fo muft thou thy Heart,
All worldly Thoughts are but Thieves met togther

To cozen thee. Look to thy Actions well -

For Churches are either our Heav‘n or Hell,

Judge not the Preacher; for he 1 is thy Judge : -F )
If thou miflike him, thou concéiv'ft him not.
Gonp calleth Preaching Folly. Do not grudge

To pick eut Treafures from an Earthen Pot.
The
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The Worft {peak fomething good: If all want Senfe,
Gop takes a Text, and preacheth Patience.

Sum up at Night, what thou haft dore by Day ;

And in the Moming, what thou haft to do.

Drefs and undrefs thy Soul: Mark the Decay

Ard Growth of 1t : If with thy Watch, that too
Be down, then wind up both : Since we fhall be
Moft furely judg’d, make thy Accoants ﬁgre‘e.

In brief, acquit thee bravely : Play the Man,
Look not on Pleafures as they come, but go.
Defer not the leaft Vertue : Life’s poor Span
Make not'an Ell, by trifling in thy Wooe.
If thou do ill, the Foy fades, not the Pains s
If awell, the Paiz doth fade, the oy rmia:r.
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PROVIDEN CE.

Sacrep Provipence, who from End to End
Strongly and {weetly movelt! fhall I write,

And not of Thee, through whom my Fingers bend
To hold my Quill? fhall they not do Thee Right?

Of all the Creatures both in Sea and Land

Only to Man Thou haft made known thy Ways;
And pat the Pen alone into his Hand,
And made him Secretary of thy Praife.

[Fr;m HERBERT. ] Beafts
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Beafts fain would fing ; Birds Ditty to their Notes ;

Trees would be tuning on their native Lute

To thy Renown : But all their Hands and Throats
Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute,

Meyn 1s the World’s fﬁg’é-Pridﬁ + He doth préknt
The Sacrifice for all ; while they below

Unto the Service murmur an Affent,

Such as Springs ufe that fall, and Winds that blow.

Wherefore, moft facred Spirit, I here prefent
For me and all my Fellows Praife to Thee:

And juft it is that I fhould pay the Rent, -
Becaufe the Benelit accrues to me.

We all acknowledge hoth thy Power and Love
To be exa&, tranfcendant, and divine;

Who dott {o ftrongly and {o fweetly move, |
While all Things have their Will, yet none but #bin2,

For either thy Command or thy Permi{fion

Lay Hands on all: They are thy Right and Left.
The Firft puts on with Speed and Expedition ;
The other curbs Sins, ftealing Peace and Theft. .

Nothing efcapes them both ¢ All muft appear,

And be difpos’d, and drefs’d, and tune’d by Thee,
Who fweetly temper’ft all. If we could hear

Thy Skill and Art, what Mufick would it be!

Thou art in fmall Things Great, not Small in any ;-

Thy even Praife can neither rife nor fall.
Thou art in all Things One, in each Thing Many :

For Thou art Infinite in One, and All
Thy
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Thy Store-houfe {erves the World : The Meat is fet,
Where all may reach: Each Beaft knows how to feed:
Birds teach us Hawking : Fifhes have their Net:

The Great prey on the Lefs, they on {ome Weed.

Nothing ingendred doth prevent his Meat ;
Flies have their-Table fpread, e’er they appear.
Some Creatures have in Winter what to eat;
Others do fleep, and envy not their Cheer.

How finely doft thou Times and Seafons {pin!
And make a cheker'd Twift of Night and Day!
Which as it lengthens, winds, and winds us in,
As Bowls go on, but turning all the Way.

Each Creature hath 2 Wifdom for his Good.

'The Pidgeons feed their tender Off-fpring, crymg,
When they are callow ; but withdraw their Food |
When they are fledge, that Need may teach them Flying,

Bees work for Man ; and yet they never bruife

Their Matter's Flow’r, but leave it, having done, . -
As fair as éver, and as fit to ufe :

So both the Flow’r doth ftay, and Honey run.

Sheep eat the Grafs, and dung the Ground for more:
Trees after Bearing, drop their Leaves for Soil :

Springs vent their Streams, and by Expenfe get Store:
Clouds cool by Heat, and Baths by cooling bol.

Who hath the Vertue to exprefs the rare,

And curious Vertues both of Herbs and Stones ?
Is there an Herb for that? O that thy Care
Would thow a Root that gives Expreflions !

E'n
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' E’n‘Pa;zﬁ'm praife thee. Should 2 Thing be loft ?
Should Creatures want, for want of keed, their Due?

Since where are Poifons, Antidotes are moft ;
Thy Help ftands clofe, and keeps the Fear in View,

The Sea, which feems to ftop the Traveller,

Is by a Ship the fpeedier Paflage made;

"The Winds, who think they rule the Mariner,
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ferve his Trade.

| And as Thy Houfe 1s full, {'o I adore

Thy curious Art in marfhaling thy Goods.
The Hills with Health abound ; the Vales with Store :

The South with Marble; the North with Furs and
Woods.

Light without Wind is Glafs: Warm without Weight
Is Wool and Furs Cool without Clofenefs, Shade ;

Speed without Pains, a Horle: Tall without Height,
A fervile Hawk : Low without Lofs, a Spade.

All Countries have enough to ferve their Need :

If they feek fine Things, Thou doft make them run
For their Offence ; and then doft turn their Speed
To be Commerce and Trade-from Sun to Sun.

Nothing wears Cloaths but Man ; nothing doth need
But he to wear them. Nothing ufeth Fire,

But Man alone, to fhew his Heav'nly Breed:.
And only He hath Fewel in Defire.

‘When th’ Earth was dry, Thou mad’'ft a Sea of Wet:
When that lay gather’d, Thou didft breach the Moun-
tains:

When
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When yet fome Places could no Moiftare get,
The Wimnds grew Gard'ners, and the Clouds good
Fountains.

Rains, do not hurt my Flowers ; but gently fpend
Your Honey-Drops: Prefs not to fmell them here -
When they are ripe, their Odour will afcand,

Arnd at your Lodging with their Thanks appear.

How harth are Thorns to Pears! and yet they make
A better Hedge, and needful Reparation.

How {mooth are Silks compared with a Stake,

Or with a Stone! yet make no good Foundation.

Sometimes Thou doft divide thy Gifts to Man,
Sometimes unite. 'The Indian Nut alone o
Is Cloathing, Meat, and Trencher, Drink, and Can,
Boat, Cable, Sail, and Needle, all in one.

Moft Herbs that grow i Brooks, are hot and dry,
Cold Fruits warm Kernels help againft the Wind.
The Lemon’s Juice and Rind cure mutually.

The Whey of Milk doth loofe, the Milk doth bind.

Thy Creatures leap not, but exprefs a Feaft,

Where all the Guefts fit clofe, and nothing wants.

Frogs marry, Fith and Flefn; Bats, Bird, and Beaft;

Sponges, Non-{fenfe and Senfe ; Mines, th’ Earth and
Plants., -

But who hath Praife enough ? Nay, who hath any?
None can exprefs thy Works, but He that knows them :
And none can know thy Works, which are {fo many,

And {o compleat, but only He that owns them.
All
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All Things that are, though they have feveral Ways,
Yet in their Being join with One Advice

To honour Thee: And {o I give Thee Praife
In all my other Hymns, but in this twice.

Each Thing that is, although in Ufe and Name
It go for One, hath many Ways in Store
To honour Thee: And fo each Hymn thy Fame:

Extolleth many Ways, yet this once more.
AN

LTI A - &
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ISAIAH xxxiv.
I.

Waxe, and with Attention hear,

Thou drowfy World, for it concerns thee near ;

Awake, [ fay, and liften well
"To what from Gob, I, his bad Propher tell.

Bid both the Po/es fupprefs their ftormy Noise,
And bid the roaring Sea contain its Voice.

Be fuill thou §ea, be ftill thou 4 and Earth,
Stijl as old Chass, before Motion’s Birth ;
A dreadful Ho/* of Fudgments is gone out,

In Strength and Number more

‘Than e’er was rais’d by Gobp before,

To {courge the Rebel-World, and march it round about.

1.

I {ee the Sword of Gop brandifh’t above,
And from it fireams.a difmal Ray ; -
I fee the Scabbard calt away :

How red anon with Slanghter will 1t prove !-
{From Mr.CowLEY.] b How
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How will it Jweat and reek in Blood !
How will the Scarlet-Glutton be o’er-gorg’d with Food !
And devour all the mighty Feaf? !
Nothing foon but Bones will reft.
G OD does a folemn Sacrifice prepare ;
But not of Oxen, nor of Rams,
Not of Kids, nor of their Dams,
Not of Heifers, nor of Lambs. :
The dltar, all the Land, and all Men in’t the Vi&ims are.
Some wicked Mer's more guilty Blood to fpare,
‘The Beafis {o long have facrificed been,
Since Men their Birth-Right forfeit fll by Sin,
"I'1s fit at Jakt Beaffs their Revenge {hould have,
And facrificed Men their better Brethren {ave. -

111

So will they fall, {o will they flee,
Such will the Greatures wild Diftration be,
When at the Final Doom
Nature and Time fhall both be ﬂa.in,
Shali fruggle with Death’s Pangs 1 vain,
And the whole #srid their Funeral-Pile become.
The wide-firetch’d Scrow! of Heaw’n, which we
Imniortal as the Dervy think,
With all the beanteous Charafers that in it

With {uch deep Senfe by Gop’s own Hand were writ,
Whofe Elsguence tho’ we underftand not, we admuire,

Shall crackle, and the Parts together fhrink

Like Parchment in a Fire. ,
Th’ exaufted Sux to the Mesz no more fhall lend;
But truly then headlong into the Sea defcend.

The
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The glittering Hoff now in fuch fair Array,

So proud, fo well appointed, and fo gay,

Like fearful Tro0ps in fome ftrong Ambufh ta’en

Shall fome fly routed, {fome fall flan,

* Thick as ripe Fruit, or Leaves in Autumn fall,

With fuch a violent Szorm as blows down Tree and All.

|

1V,

And thou, O curfed Land,
Which wilt not {ee the Precipice where thou doft ftand,
Tho’ thou fiand’ft jut upon the Brink,:
Tliou of this poifon’d Bew/ the bitter Dregs fhall drink.-
‘Thy Riwers and thy Lakes fhall {o
With homan Blood .o'erflow.;
That they fhall fetch the flaughter’d Corps away,
Which in the Fields around unburried-lay.
And rob the Beafts and Birds to give the Fi/b their Prey.
The rotting Corps.fhall -fo infeét the Air,
Beget fuch Plagues and putrid Venoms there,
That by thine own Dead fhall be flain
All thy, few-Living that remain.
| As one who buys, furveys a Ground,
8o the Deftroying-Angel meafures it around ;
So careful and fo ftri he is,
Left any Nook or Corner he fhould mifs ;
He walks about the perithing Nation,,
Ruin behind* him ftalks and empty Defolatior.

V.

Then fhall the Market and the Pleading-Place |
RBe choak’d with Brambles, and o’ergrown with Grafs:

Dz The
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Tne Serpents through thy Streets thall row!,
Ard in thy lower Rooms the Wolves thall how),
And thy gilt Chambers lodge the Raven anthe Owl
And all the wing’d J//-Omens of the Air,

Tl“ough no ncww Ifls can be foreboded there.
The Li:n then thall to the Lezpard fay,

Briother Lectard come away ;
Behold a Land which Gob has given us in Prey !
Behold a Land from whence we {ee

Markind expult bis and our common Enemy |
"The Brotter-Lespard thakes himfelf, and does not fay,

Y1.

The clatted Vulturs thall expe& in vain
New Armics to be flain:
Shall find at laft the Bufinefs done,
* Leave their confumed Duarters, and be gone,
Th’ unburied GA9ffs thall fadly moan,
‘The Satyrs laugh to hear them groan.
'The Eiil-Spirits that delight
.To dznce and revel in the Mafk of Night ;
The Mosn and Stars, their fole Speators, fhall affri Uht
And if of loft Mankind
Qught happen to be left behind,
If any Religues but remain,
Tlvq in the Dens fhall lurk B eaﬂ: in the Pa/am fhall

reign.
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L.

H Life, thou Nothing’s younger Brother!

So like, that one may take one for the otherF
In-all the Cobwebs of the Schoolmen’s Trade
We no {fuch nice Diftintion woven fee,

As ’tis To be,.or Not to be.

Dream of a Shadew! a Reflection made
From the falfe Glories of the watry Roav,

Is a2 more folid Thing than Thou.
~ Vain weak-built J#bmus ! which doft proudly rife

) Up between two Erernities;

Yet can’ft not Wave, nor Wind fuffain,

But broken and o’ eravhelm’d the Oceans meet agais,

11,

And with ' what.rare Bsuentions do we firive,
Ourfelves then to {urvive?
Some with vaft coftly Tombs would purchafe it,
And by the Proofs of Death pretend to /ive.
Here lies the Great---Falfe Marble where?
Nothing but fimall'and fordid Duft lies there.
Sore build Enormous Mountain- Palaces,
'The Fools and Architedts to pleafe:
A lafting Lifz in well-hewn Szone they rear
5o he who on the Egyptian Shore *
Was {lain {o many hundred Years before,

[From Mr, CowLEy,] D 3 Lives

v
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Lives full (Oh L{fe moft }:ap}?y and moft dear!
O Life that Epicures envy to hear!)
"E‘EJ in the Raiizs of his mep.l)z'tlrezz:‘rg.

111,

Cz/ar 2n higher Place does claim
Inthe § empl'icé 'Eﬁti{y of Fame:
He firce that 7oy his Death
Dces fill all Mouths, and dreaths in all Mens Breats.
——The two Immortal Syllables remain ;
But O! ye learned Men explain,

What E fence, what Exiflence this
In fix poor Letters 151

In thofe alone does the Grear CESAR fve;
"T'1s all the Gonguer’d World could give !
We Poets madder yet than all,

With a refin’d Fantafiick Panity,

Thick we not only Have but Give Eternsty.
Fain would I {ee that Prodigal,
Who his Tomoerrew would beflow,

For all old HoxEr’s Life e'er fince he 4p'd till wow.
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Nafeentes morimur.  MANIL.

| E* RE ill by thefe Grammarians us’d ;
Ve are abus'd by #'ords, grofsly abus'd ;
From the Maiornal Tomb,
To the Grawve's fraitful Womb,

{ From Mr. Cowrey.] We
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We call her Life; Dbut Life's a Name
That nothing here can truly claim:
Tho® wretched Jzn, where we fcarce flay to Jait,
We call our Dwelling-Place ;
We call one Step a Race :
But Angels in their full enlighten’d Szate,
Angels who Jive, and know what ’tis to Be,
Who all the Nonfenfe of our Language {ee,
Who Words, our ill-drawn Piéfures {corn,
When we by’ a foolifp Figure {ay,
Bebold an old Man dead! then they
Speak properly, and cry, Behold a Man-Child born.

IL

My Eyes are open’d,; and I fee
Through the tranfparent Fallacy :
Becaufe we wifely feem to talk
Like Men of Bufinefs; and for Bufine/s walk
From Place to Place, -
And mighty Poyages we take,
And mighty Fourneys feem to make
Becaufe we fight and Battlés gain 3
Some Capricves call and {ay, the reft are flain :
Becaufe we heap up yellow Earth, and {o |
Rich, valiant, wife, and virtuous {eem to grow:
Becaule we draw a long Nols/ity
From Hicroskphick Proofs of Heraldry,
Ard impudently talk of a Poflerity;
We grow at laft by Cuffom to believe,
That really we Live:
Whillt all thefe Shadsavs that for Things we take, -
Are but the empty Dreams which m Death’s Skep we
make. The



244 MoraAL and SACRED PoEMs.

THE

PLAGUES of EGYPT

L.

S this thy Brawery, Man, is this thy Pridz?

Rebel to Gop, and Slawe to all befide !
Captiv’d by every Thing { and only Free

To fly from thine owun Liberty !
Al Creatures the Creator {aid avere thine ;
No Creature but might fince fay, Man is Mine !
In black Egsptian Slavery we lye ;
Ard {weat and toil 1n the vile Drudgery

Of Tyrant Sin ;
To which we Tropbies raife, and wear out all cur
Breaih,

In building up the Moraments of Death ;
We, the cheice Race, to Gop, and Angels Kin!
In vain the Prophets and Apsfles come

To call us home,

iome to the promis’d Canaan above,
Which does with nourifhing Mi/é, and pleafant Honey
fow;
Arnd even 1’th’ Way to which we fhou!d be fed
With Argels tafieful Bread :
But-we alas! the Flef-pats love,
We love the very Leeks, and fordid Roots below.
| [From Mr. CowLEY.] In



Mor AL and SACRED PoEMs, 45

IL.

| n vain we Fudgments feel, and Wonders fee ;
In vain did Gop to defcend hither deign,
He was his own dmbaffader n vain,
Our Myfes and our Guide himielf to be!
We will not let our felves to go,
And with worfe hardned Hearts do our own Pharoaks
orow ;
Ah, left at laft we perifh fo !
Think, ftubborn Mar, think of th’ Egyptian Prince, :
(Hard of Belief, and #ill, but not fo hard as thou)
Think with what dreadful Proofs Gop did convince
The feeble Arguments that human Power could fhow ;
Think what Plagues atrend on Thee

Who Mofes Gob doft now refufe, more oft than Mofes

He. -
III1.

If from fome God you come (faid the proud King)
With half a Smile and half a:Frowns. .. .

(But fay, what Gop’s.to Egyps.yet unknowni). . .

What Sign, what Powers, what Credence do you:bring?
Behold his Sea/, behold his Hand, . |

Cries Mofes, and cafts down th® Aimighty Wand !,
Th® Almighty Wand {carce touch'd the Earth,
When with an undifcerned Birth,

Th® Almighty Wand a Serpent grew,

And his long Half in painted Folds behind him drew,
‘Upwards his threatning Tail he threw, o
Upwards he caft his threatning Head,

He gape’d and hiit aloud, .

With flaming Eyes furvey’d the trembling Crowd, And
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And bke a BzAlijk almoft Joot'd the Aflembly dead; |
Swift fled th’ Amazed King, the Gaards before him fled?

IV.

Farnes and Fambres fiopp’d their Flight,

And with proud Words allay’d th® Affright.
The God of Slawes! {faid they} how can he be
More powerful that their Mafler’s Deity £

And down they caft their Rodb,

And muttered fecret Sounds that charm the ferwil
Gods. .

"The evil Spirits their Charms obey, .
And m a &btle Cloud they fnatch the Rods away,,
Ard Sergents in 1heir Place the airy Fuglers lay. |

Serpents in Eggpt’s monft’rous Land

Were ready full at hand,
And all at the O/7 Serpent’s firft Commard.,

And they too gape'd,. and they too hift,

And they their threat’ning Tails did twift';
But ftrait on both the Hebrew Serpent flew ;

Broke both their altive Backs, and both it flew, -
‘And both almoft at once devour’d ;
So much was over-power’d

By Gop’s miraculous Greation

His Servzaz-Nature's flightly wrought and feeble Gene-

ration !

V.

. On the fame’d Bank the Prophets flood
Touch'd with their Rod and avounded all the Flood ;
Flsod now no more, but a long Zein of putrid Blood.

"The helplefs Fi% were found

In their ftrange Carrent drown’d ;
The
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"T'he Herbs and Ttees wath'd by the mortal Tide
About it blu’d and dy’d. |
Th' amazed Crocodiles made Hafte to Ground: ~
From their vaft Trunks the dropping Gore they {py'd,
Thought it their ow», and dreadfully aloud they cry’d.
Nor all thy Priefls, nor T hou
Oh King! could’'ft ever fhow
From whence thy wand’ring Ni/e begins his Courfe,
-Of this neaw Nile thou fee’ft the facred Source; -
And as thy Land ¢har does o’reflow,
Take heed left #4is do {o.
What Plague more juft could on thy #aters fall ?
The Hebrew Infant’s Murder ftains them All,
The kind, infirulting Punifoment enjoy ;
Whom the Red River cannot mend the Red-Sea fhall
defiroy. * |
VI.
The River yet gave one Jufirution more,
And from the rotting Fifh and unconco&ed Gore,
Which was but Water juft before,
- A loathfome Hoff was quickly made,
That {cale the Barks, and all the Land invade,
As when the Nile forfakes his {acred Bed
(But'like a Friend he vifits all the Land
With welcome Prefents in his Hand)
So did this Living Tide the Fields o’erfpread.
In vain the alarmed Country tries
To kill their notfome Enemies ;
From th’ unexhaufted. Source fill new Recruits arile,
‘Nor does the Earth-thefe greedy Troops futhee,
The Toawns and Houfes they poffefs, ~
"The Temples and the Palaces; | Nor
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Nor Pkaroab, nor his Gods they fear;
Boih their important Croakings hear.
Unfztiate vet, they mount up higher,
Where never Suz-born-Frog durft to afpire,
And in the Silken Beds their {limy Members place ;
A Luxury unknown before to all the awatry Race.

VII.

The Water thus her Wonders did produce ;
" But both were to no Ufe.
The Scrcerer's mimick Power ferv’d for Excufe.
Try what the Earth will do (faid Gop) and, Lo! -
They firoke the Earth a fertile blow,
And All the Duf did firait to ftir begin ; o
One would have thought fome fudden Wind 't had -
been; |
But lo, ’twas nimble Lifz was got wxthin !
And all the little Springs did move,
And every Duf did an arm’d Virmine prove,
Of an unknoewn and new created Kind,
Such as the Magick Gods could neither make nor fizd.
The wretched fhameful Foe allow’d no Reft
Either to Man or Bealt.
Not Pharoah from the unquiet Plague could be,
With 211 his Change of Raiment free ;
The Devils themfelves confeft
This ewes Gop’s Hand ; and *twas but juft | :
To punifh thus Man’s Pride, to punith Daf wjth Dzz/f.

VIIL.

Lo! the #hird Elrment does his Plagues prepare,

And fwarming Clouds of Infeds £ill the A,
With
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With fullen Noife they’take their Flight,
And march in Bodses infinite ;
In vain“tis Day abowve, tis ftill benearh them Nng!
Of harmful Flies the Nations numberlefs
Compos’d this mighty Army’s fpacious Boaft ;
Of different Manners, different Languages
And different Habits too they wore,
- And different 4rms they bore: -
And fome tike Scyrbians liv'd on Blood,
And {ome on Green and {fome on Flowry Food,
And Accaron the airy Prince, led on this various Hoff.
Houfes fecure not Men, the populous 111
Did all the Houfes fill.
The Country all around
Did with the Cries of tortured Cattle found ;
About the Fields enrag’d they flew,
And wifh'd the Plague that was ¢’ enfue.

IX.

From poifonous Stars a mortal Influence came,
(The mingled Malice of their Flame)
A fkilful Angel did the Ingredients take,
And with juit Hands the fad Compofure make,
And over all the Land did the full 770/ fhake.
Thirft, Giddinefs, and putrid Heats, |
And pining Pains and fhiv’ring Sweats
On all the Cartle, all the Beafts did fall;
With deform’d Death the Country’s cover'd al,
The laboiiring Ox ‘drops down before the Plow ;
The Crowned Victims to the Altar led
Sink, and prevent the Zfted Blow.

The generous Horfe from the ﬁz!l Manger turns his
Head,  Does
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Does his lov'd Flocds and Paftures fcom,
Hates the fhrifl Trumpet and the Horn,
Nor can his lifelefs Noftril pleaf®, ,,

With the once ravifhing Smell of all his dappled Mif-.

trefles.
The farving Sheep refufe to feed,
They bleat their innocent Soals out into At ;

The faithful -Dag} lie gafping by them there ;

Th’ aftonith’d Stepberd weeps and breaks -his tuneful

Reed.
). ¢

Thus did the Beaf's for Man’s Rebellion die ;
Gop did on Man a gentler Medicine try,
And a Difeafe for Phyfick did apply.
Warm Athes from the Furnace Msfes took ;
Tae Sorcerers did with Wonder on him look ; ”
And {mil'd at th’ unaccuftom’d Spell,
Which no Egystian Rituals tell.
He flings the pregnant Afbes thro’ the Alr,
And fpeaks a mighty Prayer,
Both which the minifiring Winds around all Egppe bear.
As gentle Eaftern Gales with downy Wings
Hatching the tender Springs,
To th’ urborn Buds with vital Whifpers fay,
Ye liwing Buds why do ye fay ? -
The paffionate Bads break thro’ the Bar# their Way :
S0 wherefoe’er this zainted Wind but blew,
Swelino -Pains and Ulrers grew ;
It from the Body cali’d all feeping Poifons out,
And to them added New ; *
A noifome Spring of Sores, as thick as Leawes did

{prout. -
d .- . - Hea.
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, XI.
Heaven itfelf 1s angry next;
Wo to Man when Heaven is vext!
With {ullen Brow it frown’d,
And murmur’d firft in an imperfect Sound.
. "Till :Mofes lifting up his Hand,
Waves th’.expeéted Signal of his Wand,

And all the full-charp’d C/auaff 1n ranged Squadrons.
move,

And fill the fpacious J’lmrzr above .
Through which the rolling Thunder firft does. play,
And opens wide the Tempefts ne}[y Way, .

And firait a fony Shower .7, [~ -

Of monftrous Hail does downward pour;

| Such as ne’er Winter yet brought forth,
From all her flormy Mugagines of the North.

It all the Beqfls and Mey abroad did fay, 1

O’er the Defaced Corps like, Mongments, 1t lay ;

The Houfes and &rong-bodied Trees it broke,

Nor afk’d Aid from the Thunder’s: Stroke
The Thunder but for Terrar thropgh it flew ;

The Hail alpne the Work could do,

. The difinal Lightnings all around, |
Some fying thro’ the 4ir, fome running on the Ground,
Same {wiming o'er the Water's Face,

Fil’d with bright Horror every Place; )

One would have thought their dreadful Day to have
{een,

The very Hail and Ram itfelf had #indled been

F 2 P The:
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XII. :

The Infant Gorn, which yet did {carce appear,
Efcape’d this general Majacre
Of every Thing that grew, ’
And the well ftor’d Egyptian Year
Began to cloath her Fields and Trees anew : .
When lo! a feorching Wind from the burnt Cmntms
blew !
And endlefs Legions with it drew
Of greedy Locufts, who where-e’er
- With founding Wings they flew,
Left all the Earth depopulate and bare ;
As if Winter 1tlelf had march’d by there.
What e’er the Suz and Nile

Gave with large Bodnty to the thankful So:l

The wretched le]agers bore away,

Ard the whole Summer was their Prey ;

Till Mafes with a Prayer |

Breath’d forth a violent Weftern Wind,

Which all thefe Jiving Clouds did headlong bear -
(No Stragglers left behind)
Into the purple Sea, and there beftow
On the luxurious Fif a Feaft they ne’er did know,
‘With untaught Foy Pharask the News does hear, - - |
And Iittle thinks their Fate attends on Aim and Jis {o
near.

XIII.
What Blindrefs or what Darknefs did there e'er
Like this wndoci! King’s appear r
What e’er but that which now does reprefent

And PDiIlt the Crime out n the Paug'//:meﬂt? .
. From
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From the deep, baleful Caves of-Hell helow,
Where the old Mother Night does. grow,
Subfiantigl Night, that does diiclaim

Privation’s emapty Name,
Through fecret Condyits monftrous Sapes. amf'e,
Such as the Sun’s whole Force could not oppofe,
They with a o/id Cland /
All Heaven's eclipfed Face did fhroud,

Seem’d with large #Wings {pread o’er the Sea and Earth

'T'o brood up,a new Chaos his deformed Birth, '
And every Lamp and every Fire,

-Did at the dreadful Sight avipk and expire,

'To th’ Empyrean Source- all Streams of Light feem'd to

retire. -

'The living Men were,;m thex; ﬁgn{t‘izxg-Houfes buried ;
But the Jong Night no Slumber knows,

But the fZort Death finds no Repof.

" Ten Thoufand Terrors through the Darknefs fled,

And Ghofts complain’d, and Spirits murmured -
And Faney's mult:plymg Sight

View'd all the Seenes Invifs bl of Night.

| X,
Of Gon’s dreadful Anger thefe
- ‘Were but the firft light S&irmi/bes ;
The Shock and bloody Bastle now begins,
'The plenteous Harvesf-of full ripen’d Sins.
It was the Time when the i}l Moon
Was mounted foftly to her Nogx.
Michael the waslike Prince, does downward fly
Swift as the Journeys of the Sight,

Swift as the Race of Light,
E 3 And
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And with his awinged Will cuts thro’ the yielding
Sky ;
He pafs’d thro’ many a Star, and as he pafs’d,
Shone (like a Star in them) more brightly there,
‘Than they did in their Sphere.
On a tall Pyramid’s pomted Head he ftopt at laft,
And z mild Look of facred Pz'g; caft
Dowrn on the finful Land where he was fent,
T? & th* tardy Punifpment.
Ah! yet (faid he) yet ftubborn King repent ;
Whilft thus unarm’d I ftand,
E’er the keen Saword of Gop fill my commanded Hand 5
Suffer but yet #by felf; and thine to live ; -
Who would alas! believe
That it for Man (faid he)
So hard to be forgiven thould be,
Ana yet for Gop {o eafy to ﬂ?rgﬁve !

XV.

He {poke, and downwards flew,
And o'er his_ﬁxining Form a well-cut Cloud he threw. .
Made of the blackeft Fleece of Night.
Ard clofe-wrought to keep in the powerful Light,
Yet wrought {o fne it hindred not his Flight.
But through the Key-Holes and the Chinks of Doors,
find thro’ th’ narroweft Walks of crooked Pores;
He paft more fwift and free,
Than in wide Air the wanton Seva//owws flee,
He took a pointed Pefiilence in his Hand,
The §pirits of Thoufand mortal Poifons made
'I'he flrongly-temper’d Blade,
The fharpeft Savord that e’er was laid

54
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Up in the Magazines of Gop, to fcourge a wicked .
Land. -
Through Egypt’s wicked Land his March he took, *
And as he march’d, the facred Firft-born firook
Of every Womb ; none did he fpare ; -
None from the meaneft Beaft to Cenchre’s piirple Heir.

XVT.

The {wift Approach of endlefs Night;
Breaks ope the wounded S/egpers rolling Eyes ;-

They awake the reft with dying Cries,

And Darknefs doubles th’ Affright.

"The mixed Sounds of fcatter’d Deaths they hear, = -
And lofe their parted Souls twixt Grief and Fear.
Louder than all, the fhrieking #omen’s Voxce '
Pierces this Chaos of confufed Noife. |

As brighter Lightning cuts a Way,
Clear and diftinguifh’d thro’ the Day.

Whilft Health, and Strength, and Gfadmﬁ does poﬁ‘efs
The feftal Hebrew Cottages 5 '
The blet Deffroyer comes not there,
To interrupt the facred Cheer,

That now begins their well-reformed Yzar.
Upon their Doors he read and underftood;

Gobn’s Proteftion writ in Bload ;
Well was he kill’d i’ th® CharaGer D:‘vme,

And tho’ he pafs'd by it in Haﬁe,
He bow’d and worfhip'd, as he paft,
The mighty Myflery through it’s fumble Sign.

The
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XVIL'
‘The Swerd firikes now too deep and near,
Longer with its Edge to play ,-:.
- No Diligence or Coft they fpare
~ To hafte the Hebrews now awair, )
Plarash Himfelf chides their Delay ;
So kind and bountiful 45 Fear /
But, O! the Boanty which to Fear we owe,
Is but like Fire firuck out of Stoxe;
So hardly got, and quickly gone,
That it {carce out-lives the Blw.
Sorrow and Fear foon quit the Tyrans’s Bréaft,
Rage and Revenge their Place poffeft:
With 2 vait Holt of (Jarass and of Horfe,
And all his powerful Kingdom’s ready Force,
‘The travellsng Natian he purfues;
Ten Times o’er-come, he ftill the unequal War renews,
Fall’'d with proud Hopes at laft {faid he)
Th® Egyptian Gods, from Sjﬁmd Magick free,
Will now yevenge zhemfelves and me ;
Behold ! what pafslefs Rocks on either Hand,
Like Prifon-Walls about them ftand !
Whilft the Sez bounds their Flight before :
And in our injured Fuffice they mauft find
A far worfe Stop than Rocks and Seas behind,
Which fhall with crimfon Gore x
New paint the Water’s Name, and doubly dye the Shore.
He fpoke and all his Hoft
Aprrov'd with Shouts th’ zxbappy Boafl,
A bidden 7#7»d bore his vain W#ords away,

And drown’'d them in the neighbouring Sea.
' No
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No Means t* efcape the faithful Travellers {py,
And with degenerate Fear to die, |
Curfe their-new-gotten Liberty. | :
But the preat Guide well knew he led them right,
And faw a Patb hid yet from Human Sight. -
He ftrikes the Waves, the Waves on either Side” |,
Unloofe their clofe Embraces and divide; |
And backward prefs, as in fome folemn Show
The crowding People do,
(Though juft before no Space was feen)
, To'let th’ admired Triumph pafs between.
The awond'ring Army faw, on either Hand,
The no lefs wond’ring Wawves, like Rocks off Chryflal
ftand. - . ~
They march'd betwixt, and boldly trod
‘Fhe fecret Paths of Gob; |
And here and there, all fcatter’d in their Way,
The Sea’s old Spoils and gaping Fifbes lay
Deferted on the Sandy Plain.
The Suz did with Aftonifhment behold:
The inmoft Chambers of the open’'d Mains - -
. For whatfoe’er of old -
By his own Priefts, the Poets, has. been faid,
He never funk ’till then into the Ocean’s Bed.

XIX."
Led chearfully by a bright Captain Flame,
To th’ other Shore at Morning Dawn they came,
~ And faw behind th® unguided Foe
March diforderly and flow.

‘The Propbet frait from the Idumean Strand

Shakes his Imperious Wand.
' . The
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The upper Waves that higheft crowded lie,
The beck’ning Wand efpy.
Strait their firft Right-hand Files begin to move,
And with 2 murmuring Wind,
Give the Word march to all behind.

The Left-hand Sguadrons no lefs ready prove,
But with a joyful louder Noafe,

Anfwer their diftant Fetlows Voice,
And Hafte to meet them make,
As feveral Trocps at once a common §ignal take,
What Tongue the Amazement and th’ Affright can
1l |
Which on the Chamian Army fell, -
When on both Sides they faw the roaring Main
Broke loofe from his Znvifiple Chain ?
They {aw the maﬁﬁmm Death and watry W ar,
Come rolling down loud Ruin from afar.
In vain fome backward, and fome forward fly
With helplefs Hafte ; m vain they cry
To their celefiial Beafis for Aid;
In vain their onilty Kisg they upbraid,
In vain on Mofes be, and Mofes’s Gop does ¢all,
With a Repentance, true too late 3
They’re compaft round with dewozring Fate, h
That draws, like a ftrong Net, the mighty Sea upon
them 4//.
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PARAPH ,’_RH'A" S E

~ON “THE" o

CXLVI: 5 PSALMHJ

| 'A

Azure Vaults! O bejgﬁ’al S@’ ~.I -
The World's tranfpa.rent Canopy, .

Break your long Silence, and let Mortals know,
With what Contempt ye look on Thm':rs below

“Wing’d Squadrons of the GOD of War, g
Who conquer wherefoe er you are:: |

Let ecchomg Anthems make lus Pralfes known | |
On Earth his Foot- ftool as in Heaven his Thronc :

Great Eye of all, whofe glonous Ray
Rules the bright Empire of Day

O praife- his Name, without whofe’ purer nght, B
Thou hadit been hid in an Aby{'s of | N:ght_ |

Ye Moon and P]mzet.r, Who dlfpenfe
By Gop’s Command, your Influence,

Refign to Him, as your.Creator’s Due, |

"That Veneratlon which Men pay to you.
&

Faireft, as well as F irft of Thm-trs,

From whom all ]ey, all Beauty {prings,

O praife th’ Almlghty Ruler of the Globe,
Who ufeth thee for his Empyreal Robe :

[ From Lord Roscommon. ] Praife
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" Preile Him Ve loud barmonius Spbere:,
Whofe {acred Stamp all Nature bears,

Who did all Forms from the rude Chaos draw,
And whofe Command is th’ univerfal Law.

Ye wafry Mountains of the Sky,

And ye f{o far above our Eye, .

Vaft ever-moving Orbs, exalt his Name,
"Who gave its Being to your glorious Fame.

Ye Dragons whofe contagious Breath,
Peoples the dark Retreats of Death,

Change your ferce Hiffing into joyful Song,
And praife your Maker with your forked Tongue.

Praife Him ye Monflers of the Deep,

That in the Sea’s vaft Bofom fleep,

At whofe Command the foaming Billows roar,
Yet know their Limits: Tremble and adore,

Ye Mifis and Papours, Hail and Snow,
Ard you who throagh the Concave blow ;
 Swift Executors of his holy Word, | |
Whirkwinds and Tempefis, pradfe the Almighty Loro.

Mountains, who to your Maker’s View,
Seem lefs than Mole-Hil's do to you,

Remember how, when firft JeHovan {poke,
All Heaven was Fire, and Sinai hid in Smoke,

Praife Him faveert Offspring of the Ground,
With heavenly Ne(tar yearly crown’d : '
And ye tall Cedars, celebrate his Praile;
That in his Temple'facred Altars raife.

Idlc
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Idle Muficians of the Spring
Whofe only Care’s to love and fing,

Fly thro’ the World, and let ycur trembling Throat
Praife your Creator with the fweeteft Note,

Praife him each Salvage furious Beaft,
‘That on his Stores do daily Featft.

And you tame Slaves of the laborious Plow,
Your weary Knees to your Creator bow.

Majeftick Monarchs, Mortal Gods,
Whofe Power hath here no Periods,

May all Attempts againft your Crown be vain,
But ftill remember by whofe Power you reign.

Let the wide World his Praifes fing,

Where Tagus and Euphrates {pring :
And from the Dawube’s irofty Banks, to thofe,

Where from an unknown Head great Nilus flows.

You that difpofe of all our Lives,

Praife Him from whom your Power derives.
Be true and juft Iike Him, and fear his Word,

As much as Malefattors do your Swozrd,

Praife Him old Monuments of Time,

O praife Him in your youthful Prime.
Praile Him fair Idols of our greedy Senfe,
Exalt His Name, fweet Age of Innocence:

Jenovan’s Name thall only laff,

When Heaven, Earth, and all is paft.
Nothing great Gop, is to be fourd in Thee,
But unconceivable Eternity. |

.F ' - EKE..{t;,

l
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Exalt, O Facob’s facred Race, -
The Gop of Gods, the Gop of Grace:

Who will above the Stars your Empire raife,
And with His Glory. recompence your Praife.

i '.,". 't;'-*l' -9 ¢ - g § -8 ol n...u'.;.:..n' = e L .,,:.;.l‘, o Tl LEEXST Lol RO Ead Jax L B 1At L. o
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A HYMN 0% DARKNESS.

I.

ARKNESS, thon firlt kind Parent of us all,
Thou art our great Onginal !
Since from thy univerfal Womb S
Does all thou fhad'ft below, thy num’rous Offspring,

come.
11,

Thy wond’rous Birth is ev’n to Time unknown,
Or, like Eternity, thou’dit none:
Whilft Light did its firft Being owe

Unto that awful Shade, it dares to Riwal now,

IiI.

Szy in what diftant Region doft thou dwell !
T'o Reafon inacceflible :

From Form, and duller Matter, free,
Thou foar'it above the Reach of Man’s Philofophy.

1V.

involv'd in thee, we firft receive our Breath, |
Thou art our Refuge too in Death :
Greet Monarch of the Grave and Womb!

Vrkhere e’er our Souls fhall go, to thee our Bodies come.
[ By Mr.YALDEN. ] ‘The
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V.

The filent Globe is ftruck with awful Fear,
Whien thy Majeftick Shades appear:
Thou doft-compofe the Air'and Sea;
And'Earth a Sabbath kbeps facred to Reft and Th.
V1.
In thy ferener Shades out “Gﬁoﬁs 'dt;:hght,
And court the Umbrage of the Night:

In Vatlts, and gloomy Caves, they ftray,
But fly the Moéming’s Beams, and ficken ‘at the Day. -
VII.
Tho® folid Bodies dare éxelude the ‘Light,
Nor will the brighteft Ray admit:
No Subftance can thy Force repel ;

Thou reign’ft in Depths below, do'ft at the Center
dwell.

VIII.
'The fparkling Gefns, dnd Ore in Mines below,
| To thee their beauteous Luftre owe:
Tho’ form’d within the Womb of Night,
Bright as their Sire they fhine with native Rays of
Light. L
IX.
When thou doft raife thy venerable Head,
And art in genuine Night array’d:
Thy Negro Beauties then delight,
Beauties like polith’d Jét, with their own Darknefs
bright.

F o Thon
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X.

Tnou doft tuy Smiles impartizlly beftow,
And know ft no Diff rence here below :
AL Thirgs appear the fame by thee,
‘Tho® Light Dihintion makes, thou giv’ft Equality.
XL
Calm, asthe Elefs’d above, the Anchorites dwell,
\Within their peaceful, gloomy Cell :
Their Minds with Heav’nly Joys are fill’d,
The Pleafures Light denies, thy Shades for ever yield.

XIL.

When the Almighty did on Horeb ftand,
Thy Shades inclos’d the hallow’d Land
In Clouds of Night he was array’d,

And venerable Darknels his Pavillion made.

XIII.
% nen He appear’d arm’d in his Pow’r and Might,
He veil’d the Beatifick Light:

W hen terrible with Majelly,
In Tempels he gave Laws, and clad him{elf with Thee.

XIV.
E'er ine Foundation of the Earth was laid,
Cr bnghter Firmament was made :
Eer B‘Ia*‘*é“ Time, or Place were inown,
Thou Monarcih Darknefs fw ay *dit thefe fpacious Realms
alone.

But
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XV.
But now the Moon (though gay with borvow’d Light)
Invades thy fcanty Lot of Night-
By Rebel Subjeéts thou ’rt betray’d, .
The Anarchy of Stars depofe their Monarch Shade.
| XVI;
Vet fading Light its Empire mult refign,
And Nature’s Pow’r {fubmit to Thire :

An univerfal Ruin fhall éret thy Throne,
And Fate confirm thy Kingdom evermore thy own.

r

S S R DRI S TS T A ST D S

HORACGE, Lib. 2. Ode 14.

Eheu Fugaces, Pcf&#m;?, Poftbume
Labuntur Anmmi, &c.

I
H! no, ’tis all in vain, Believe me us,
This pious Artifice.

Nof all thefe Pray’rs and Alms can buy

One Moment tow'rd Eternity.
Eternity ! that boundlefs Race,
Which Time himfelf can never run
 (Swift, as he flies with an unweary’d Pace)
Which, when Ten Thoufand, Thoufand Years are

done,

[ By Mr. CONGREVE.]
F 3 Is.
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Is £l <ke fome, and f1ll to be begun.,
Fix'd are thofe Limits, which prefciibe
A fhort Extent to the moit lafting Breath ;
Arnd ttozzh thou cou'dit for Sacrifice lay down
Mittons of other Lives to fave thy own,
*Twere fruitlefs all : Not all would bribe
One Supernumerary Galp from Death,

I1.

In vain’s thy inexhaufted Store
Of We;lth, in vain thy Pow’r,
The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juft
Muft all be huddl’d to the Grave, -
With the moft Vile and Ignominions Slave,
And vndifinguith'd lie m Duft.
" In vain the Fearful flies Alarms,
In vain ke is fecure from Wounds of Arms,
I vain avoids the faithlefs Seas, |
Ard is confn’d to Home and Eafe,
Bourding his Knowledge to extend his Dayss. -
In vain are 2ll thefe Arts we try,
All our Evafions, 2nd Regret to die:
From the Contagion of Mortality,
No Clime is pure, £o Air is free :
And no Retreat
Is f5 Obfcure, as to be hid from Fate.,

INI.

Thou muft, 2las! thou muft, my Friend :
(The very Hour thou now doft {pend
In fudying to aveid, brings on thine End,)
Thow

¥
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Thou muft forego the deareft Joys of Life ;

Leave the-warm Bofom of thy tender Wife,

And all the much-lov’d Oft-fpring of her Womb,
T'o moulder in the cold Embraces of a Tomb.

All muft be left, and all be loft ;

Thy Houfe. whofe ftately Structure {o much coﬁ

Shall not aftord
Room for the ftinking Carcafs of its Lord.

Of all thy pleafant Gardens, Grots and Bow'ss,
Thy coftly Fruits, thy far-fetch’d Plants and Flow’rs,
Nought fhalt thou fave ;
Unlefs a Sprig of Rofemary thou have,
To wither with thee in the Grave:”
The reft fhall live and flourith, to upbraid

Their Tranfitory Mafter Dead, "+
R X T S X e S R R Ty U K

HORACE, Lib. 2. Ode 3.
begmm Memento

I.

E calm, my Delius, and ferene,
However Fortune change the Scene' o
In thy moft dejetted State,
Sink not undemegth the Weig}lt;
Nor yet, when happy Days begin,
And the full Tide comes ralling in,
Let a fierce unruly Joy
The fettled Quiet of thy Mind defroy :

[ Froms Mr. DRYDEN'S ﬂﬂﬁé[/ﬂf:m.] ~ How-
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- However Fortune change the Scene,
Be calm, my Delius, and ferene!

11,

Be thy Lot good, or be it ill,

Life ebbs out at the fame Rate fuill :
Whether with bufy Cares oppreft,
You wear the {fullen Time away ;

Or whether to fiveet Eafe and Reft
You {ometimes give a Day ;
Carelefly laid,
- Underneath a friendly Shade,
By Pines and Poplars mixt Embraces made;;
Near a River's fliding Stream,

Fetter'd in Sleep, blefs’d with a Golden Dream.,

III.
Here, here, in this much envy’d State,

Let ev’ry Blefling on thee wait ;
And let the Rofes fhort-liv’d Flow’r,

- The {miling Daughter of an Hour,
Flourifh on thy Brow:
Enjoy the wery, very Now!
While the good Hand of Life 1s m,
While yet the fatal Sifters Spin.

IV.

A Bittle hence, my Friend, and Thou
Muft into other Hands refign

Thy Gardens and thy Parks,” and all that now
Bears the pleafing Name of Thine!
Thy Meadows, by whofe planted Sides,

Silver
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Silver Tyber gently glides,

Thy pleafant Houfes ; all muft go;
The Gold that’s hoarded in 'em too:
A jolly Heir fhall fet it free,

And give th’ imprifon’d Monarchs Liberty.
V.

Nor matters it, what Figure here,
'Thou doft among thy Fellow-Mortals bear ;

How thou wert born, or how begot;

Impartial Death matters it not :

With what Titles thou doft fhine,
Or who was firft of all thy Line:
Life’s vain Amufements! amidft which we dwell;
Nor weigh’d, nor underftood, by the Grim God - of
Hell! | - o '
VI
In the fame Road (alas!) all trave] on!
By all the fame fad Journey muft be gone!
Our blended Lots together lie,
Mingled in one common Urn:

Sooner or later out they fly:
The fatal Boat then wafts us to the Shore,

Whence we never fhall return,
Never! == never more? °

THE
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THE

C HARAUZC T E R

OF A

GCOOD PARSON.

Imitated from CHAUCER.

Par'th-Prieft was of the Pilgrim-Tram;

An Awful, Rev’rend, and Religious Man.

His Eyes diffus’d a venerable Grace, |

And Charity itfelf was in his Face.

Rich was his Soul, tho” his Attire was poor*' - }

(As Gop had cloth’d his own Ambafiador ;)
For fuch, on Earth, his blefs’d Redeemer bore.
Of Sixty Years he {feem’d ; and well might laft
To Sixty more, but that he liv’d too faft;
Refin’d himfelf to Soul, to curb the Senfe;
And made almoft a Sin of Abfhnence.
Yet, had his Afpeét nothing of {evere,
But {uch a Face as promis’d him fincere.
Nothing referv’d or fullen was to {ee: |
Bot fweet Regards ; and pleafing Sanctity }
M:ld was his Accent, and his Action free.
With Eloquence innate his T'ongue was arm’d;
Tho’ harth the Precept, yet the Preacher charm'd.
[ By 3. DryYDEX.] For,
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For, letting down the golden Chain from high,

He drew his Audience upward to the Sky :

And oft, with holy Hymns, he charm'd their Ears:, .
(A Mufick more melodious than the Spheres.)

For Dawid left him, when he went to Reft,

His Lyre; and after him, he fung the beft,

He bore his great Commiffion in his Look :

But fweetly temper’d Awe ; and foftned all he fpoke. |
He preach’d the Joys of Heav'n, and Pains of Hell; }

And warn'd the Sinner with becommg Zeal :
.But on eternal Mercy lov’d to dwell.

He taught the Gofpel rather than the Law:

And forc’d himfelf to drive; but lov’d. to draw..
For Fear but freezes Minds ; but Love, like Heat,
Exhales the Soul fublime, to feek her Native Seat.
T'o Threats, the ftubborn Sinner. oft is hard
Wrapp'd in his Crimes, againft the Storm prepar’d;
But, when the milder Beams of Mercir play,

He melts, and throws his cumb’rous Cloak away.

Lightning and Thunder (Heav’n’s Artillery)
As Harbingers before th*-Almighty fly :
"Thofe-but proclaim. his Stile, and difappear-;
The filler Sound fucceeds; and Goo is there.

Still of his l1tt1e, he had, fome to {pare,
To feed the Fam1ﬂ1‘d and to clothe the Bare:
For Mortify’d he,was to that Degree,
A poorer than Himfelf he wou’d not fee.
True Priefts, he faid, and Preachers of the Word
Were only Stewards of their Sotv‘reign'Lom 5

- Nothing
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Nothing was theirs ; but all the publick Store,
Intrufted Riches, to relieve the Poor.

Who, fhou'd they fteal, for want of his Relief,
He judg’d him{elf Accomplice with the Thief.

Wide was his Parifh ; not contracted clofe |
In Streets, but here and there a firaggling Houfe ;
Yet {tll he was at hand, without Requeft,

To {erve the Sick ; to fuccour the Diftrefs’d :
Tempting, on Foot alone, without affright,
The Dangers of a darx tempeftuous Night,

All this, the good old Man perform’d alone,
Nor fpar’d his Pains ; for Curate he had none.

Ard from tiie prowling Wolf redeem’d the Prey

Yet duly watch’d his Flock, by Night and Day,
And hungry fent the wily Fox away }

The Proud he tame'd, the Penitent he chear’d :
Nor to rebuke the Rich Offender fear’d.
His Prezching much, but more his Pratice wrought ;
(A Living Sermon of the Truths he raught ;)
For this by Ru:es fevere his Life he {quare’d :
That all might fee the Dollrine which they beard.
For Prefts, he {a1d, are Patrerns for the rett: °
(The Gold of Heav'n, -who bear the Gop imprefs’d)
But when the precious Coin is kept unclean,
The Sov'reign’s Image is no longer feen.
If they be foul, on whom the People truft,
Well may the bafer Brafs contra& a Ruft.

‘The Prelate, for his Holy Life, he priz’d ;
The worldly Pomp of Prelacy defpis’d, -
His
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His Saviour came not with a gaudy Show ;

Nor was his Kingdom of the World below.

Patience in Want, and Poverty of Mind, ’
Thefe Marks of Church and Churchmen he defign’d,
And hiving taught ; and dying left behind.

The Crown He wore was of the pointed Thorn :

In Purple He was Crucify’d, not Born. |

They who contend for Place and high Degree,
Are not his Sons, but thofe of Zebedee.

Such was the Saint ; who fhone with every Grace,
Refletting, Mofes-like, his Maker’s Face.
Gop faw liis Image lively was exprefs’d ;
And his new Work, as in Creation, blefs'd.

G THE
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MEDITATION,

I.

T muft be done (my Soul) but ’tis a ftrange,
A difmal and myfterious Change,
When thou fhalt leave this Tenement of Clay,

And to an unknown Somewhere wing away ; B
When Time fhall be Eternity, and thou

ohalt be thou know’ft not what, and live thou know’ft

not how.
11.

Amazing State! No Wonder that we dread
To think of Death, or view the Dead.
Thou’rt all wrapt up in Clouds, as if to thee
Our very Knowledge had Antipathy.
Death could not a more fad Retinue find,
Sicknefs and Pain before, and Darknefs all behind.

I

Some courteous Ghoft, tell this great. Secrecy,
What *tis you are, and we muft be.

You wam us of approaching Death, and why

May we not know from you what *tis to die?

But you, having fhot the Gulph, delight to fee

Succeeding Souls plunge in with like Uncertainty.

[From Mr. Nogrzis. ] When



MoraAL and Sacrep Poems., 75

IV,

When Life’s clofe Knot by Writ from Deftiny,
Difeafe fhall cut, or Age untye;

When after fome Delays, {fome dying Strife,

The Soul ftands fhivering on the Ridge of Life;

With what a dreadful Curiofity
Does fhe launch out into the Sea of valt Eternity!

V.

So when the fpacious Globe was delug’d o’er,
And lower Holds could {fave no more,

On th’ utmoft Bough th’ aftonifh’d Sinners ftood,
And view’d th® Advances of th’ encroaching Flood.

O’ertopp’d at length by th’ Element’s Increafe,
With Horror they refign’d to the untry’d Abyfs.

S A e S e N sl SRRl Nt ) MRt sl

PROSPECT of DEAT A,

L.

INCE we can die but once, and after Death

Our State no Alteration knows ;
But when we have refign’d our Breath,

"The immortal Spirit goes '
To endlefs Joys, or'everlafting Woes:
Wife is the Man who labours to fecure

That mighty and important Stake ;

And by all Methods, ' ftrives to make

[ From My, PoMFRET.] - His




76  MorAL and SAcrED PoeMms,

His Paflage fafe, and his Reception fure.
Meeriy to die no Man of Reafon fears;
For certainly we muft,
As we are born, return to Duft:
"'T'1s the laft Point of many ling’ring Years,
But whither then we go,
Whither, we fain would know,
But human Underftanding cannot fhow.
This makes us tremble, and creates
Strange Apprehenfions in the- Mind ;
Fills it with reftlefs Doubts, and wild Debates
Concernire what, we Living cannot find.
None know what Death 15 but the Dead ;
‘Therefore we all by Nature, Dying dread,
As a {trange, doubtful Way, we know not how to tread.

-

II.

When to the Maroin of the Grave we come,
And {fcarce have one black painful Hour to live,

No Hopes, no Profpe of a kind Repneve,
To ftop our {peedy Pafiage to the TorEb:

How moving and how monrnful is the Sight ?
How wond’rous pitiful, how woni’rous fad?
Where then is Refuge, where is Comfort to be had,
In the dark Minutes of the dreadful Night,
To chear our drooping Souls for their amazing Flight?
Feeble and languifhing in Bed we lie,
Depairing to recover, void of Reft,
Wihing for Death, and yet afraid to die:
Terrors and Doubts diftra& our Breaft,
Witk mighty Agonies, and mighty Pains oppreft.

Our
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{I1.
Our Face is moiften’d with a clammy Sweat ;
Faint and irregular the Pulfes beat ;
The Blood unactive grows,
‘And thickens as it flows,’
Depriv'd of all its Vigour, all its vital Heat.
Our Dying Eyes roll heavily about,
Their Light juft going out ;
And for fome kind Afliftance call ;
But Pity, ufelefs Pity’s all
Our weeping Friends can give,
Or we receive ;
Tho’ their Defires are great, their Powers are {mall.
The Tongue’s unable to declare

The Pains and Griefs, the Miferies we bear,

How infupportable our Torments are.
Mufick no more delights our deaf 'ning Ears,
Reftores our Joys, or diflipates our Fears ;
But all is melancholly, all is fad,
In Robes of deepeft Mourning clad :
For every Faculty, and every Senfe,
Partakes the Woe of this dire Exigence.
Then we are {enfible too late, .
"T'1s no Advantage to be Rich or Great: .
- For a]l the fulfome Pride of Pageantry and State,
No Confolation brings ;
Riches and Honours then are ufelefs Things ;
Taftlefs or bitter all ; |
And hike the Book which the Apoftle eat,
To the ill-judging Palate {weet,

But' turn at laft to Naufeoufnefs and Gall.
G 3 Nothing
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Arother {oftly raifes up our Head ;
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Nothing will then our drooping Spirits cheas
But the Remembrance of good Actions paft.
Virtue's a Joy that will forever laft,
And makes pale Death lefs terrible appear ;
Takes out his baneful Sting, and palliates our Fear;
In the dark Anti-chamber of the Grave
What would we give, even all we have,
All that our Cares and Induftry had gain’d,
All that our Fraud, our Policy, our Art obtain’d;
Could we recall thofe fatal Hours again,
Which we confum’d in {enfelefs Vamties,
Ambitious Follies, and Luxurious Eafe?
For then they urge our Terrors and increafe our Pain.

V.

Our Friends and Relatives ftand weeping by, .
Diffolv’d 1n Tears to {ee us die ; ,

And plunge into the deep Abyfs of wide Eternity.
In vamn they mourn, in vam they grieve,
Their Sorrows cannot ours relieve,

They Pity our deplorable Eftate ; .=

~ But what, alas, can Pity do

To {often the Decrees of Fate ?

Befides, the Sentence is urevocable too.
All their Endeavoars to preferve our Breath,

Tho’ they do unfuccefsful prove,
Show us how much, how tenderly they love,

But cannat cut off the Entail of Death.
Mournful they look and croud about our Bed,

One with officious Hafte
Brings us 2 Cordial we want Senfe to tafte :

This
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This wipes away the Sweat ; that, fighing cries, .
See what Convulfions, what ftrong Agonies
Both Soul and Body undergot |

His Pains no. Intermiffion know ;
For every Gafp of Air he draws, returns in Sighs.

Each would his kind Afhiftance lend,
To ferve his dear Relation or his dearer Friend ;
But ftill in vain with Deftiny they all contend. |

VI. -

Our Father, pale with Grief and Watching grown,
Takes our cold Hand 1n his, and cries, Adien! -
Adien, my Child, now I muft follow you: ~ -
Then weeps and gently lays it dawn.
Our Sons who in their tender Years,’
Were Objets of our Cares, and of our Fears;
Come trembling to our Bed, and kneeling, cry,
Blefs us, O Father ! now before you die ;
Biefs us, and be you.bleft to all Eternity.
Our Friend, whoh equal ta ourfelves we love,
Compafi¥iate and kind, |
Cries, will yﬂu leave me here behind;,
Without me fl to the bleft Seas above
Without me, did I fay ¢ Ahno'!
Without thy Friend thou can’ft not go.:
For tho’ thou leav’'ft me grov’iing here below,
My Soul with thee fhall upward fly,
And bear thy Spirit Company,
Thro’ the bright Paffage of the yielding Sky. -
Even Death that parts thee from thy felf {hall be
Incapable to {eparate

(For ’tis not in the Power of Fate)
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My Friend, my beft, my deareft Friend, and me
But {ince it muft be {o, farewel;

For ever? No: for we fhall meet again,

And live like Gops, tho’ now we die like Men,

In the eternal Regions where juft Spirits dwell,

VIL,

The Soul, unable to maintain -
The fruitlefs and unequal Strifé,
Finding her weak Endeavours vain,
To keep the Counterfcarp of Life,
By flow Degrees retires toward the Heart,
. And fortifies that little Fort
With all the kind Artillertes of Art;
Botanick Legions guarding every Port.
But Death, whofe Arms no Mortal can repel,--
A formal Siege difdains to lay,
Summons his fierce Battalions to the Fray,
And 1 a Mimnate ftorms the feeble Citadel.
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he
Pretends to make a folid Peaceg
But us all Sham, all Artifice ;
That we may negligent and carelefs be;
For if his Armies are withdrawn to Day,
And we believe no Danger near,
But all 1s peaceable, and all is clear,
His ‘T'roops return fome unfufpected Way,
While in the foft Embrace of Sleep we lie,
The fecret Murd'rer ftabs us, and we die.

Since
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VIII.

Since our Firft Parents Fall,
Inevitable Death defcends on All, -
A Portion none of Human Race can mli's
But that which makes it fweet, or bitter, is,
The Fears of Mifery or certain Hopes of Blifs:
For when the Impenitent and Wicked die
Loaded with Crimes, and Infamy,
If any Senfe at that fad Time remains,
They feel amazing Terrors, mighty Pains.
The Earneft of that vaft ftupendous Woe ;
Which they to all Eternity muft undergo;
Confin’d in Hell with everlafling Chains,
Infernal Spirits hover in the Air,
Like rav’nous Wolves, to fieze upon the Prey,
And hurry the departed Souls away
To the dark Receptacles of Defpair’;
Where they muft dwell *tll that tremendous Day,
When the loud Trump fhall call them to appear
Before a Judge moft terrible, and moft fevere,
By whofe juft Sentence they muft go
To everlafting Pains, to endlefs. Wae.

1X.

But the good Man, whofe Soul is pure,
Unfpotted, regular, and free
From all the Stains of Luft and Villany,
Of Mercy, and of Pardon fuse;
Looks thro® the Darknefs of the gloomy Night,
And fees the Dawning of a glorious Day ;
Sees Crouds of Angels ready to convey
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His Soul, when e’er fhe takes her Flight

To the furprizing Manfions of Immortal Light.
Then the Ccleftial Guards around him ftand,

Nor fuffer the black Dzmons of the Air
T" oppofe his Paffage to the promis’d Land ;
Or ternfy his Thoughts with wild Defpair,
But all 1s calm within, and all without 1s fair.
And when the Soul’s releas’d from dull Mortality,
She paffes up in Triumph thro® the Sky,
Where fhe’s united to a glorious Throng
Of Angels, who with a Cceleflial Song,
Congratulate her Conquett as fhe flies along.
‘There Joy in full Perfetion flows,
And in endlefs Circle moves,

Thro’ the vaft Round of Beatifick Love,
Which no Ceflztion knows.

A
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Infcribed to the Memory of the

Hon. Col. George Villiers,

Drowned in the River Piava, in the
Country of Friuli. 1703.

In Imitation of HORACE, Ode 28. Lib. L.

Te Maris & Terrae numeroque carentis arene
Menforem cobibent, Archyta, &c.

AY, deareft ViLL1ERs, poor departed Friend,
(Since fleeting Life thus fuddenly muit end)

Say, what did all thy bufy Hopes avail,
That anxious Thou from Pole to Pole didft fail;
E’er on thy Chin the fpringing Beard began
To fpread a doubtful Down," and promife Man?-
What profited thy Thotghts, and Toils; and Cares, -
In Vigour more confirm’d, and nper Years}
To wake e’er Morning-dawﬁ to loud Alarms,
And march 'till Clofe of Night in heavy Arms;-
To fcorn the Summer Suns and Winter Snows,
And fearch thro’ ev’ry Clime thy Country’s Foes?
That Thou might'ft Fortune to thy Side ingage; 9
That gentle Peace might quell BeLLoNA’s Rage; %
And Axna’s Bounty crown Her Soldier’s hoary Age ?

[From Mr. Prior.] In
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In vain We think that free-will’d Man has Pow’s
To haften or protract th’ appointed Hour.
Our Term of Life depends not on our Deed :
Before our Birth our Funeral was decreed.
Nor aw’d by Forefight, nor mif-led by Chance,

Iinperions Death direfts His Ebon Lance; -
Peoples great HExrY’s Tombs; and leads up Hot-

BEN’s Dance.

Alike muft ev’ry State, and ev'ry Age
Suflain the univerfal Tyrant’s Rage:
For neither WiLLiaM’s Pow’r, nor MarY’s Charms
Could or repel, or pacify his Arms:
Young CuurchiLL fell, as Life began to bloom: -
And BraDFORD's trembling Age expetts the Tomb.
Wifdom ard Eloquence in vain would plead
Ore Moment's Refpite for the learned Head:
Judges of Writings and of Men have dy’d;
MeczExas, SackviLLE, SocraTEs, and HypE:
And in their various Turns the Sons muft tread
"Thofe gloomy ]ou;neys, which their Sires have led.

The ancient Sage, who did {o long maintain,
That Bodies die, but Souls return again,
With all the Births and Deaths he had in Store,
Went out PyTracoras, and came no more,
And modern As---—L, whofe capricious Thought
Is yet with Stores of wilder Notions fraught.
Too {oon convinc'd, fhall yield that fl:eting Breath,
Which play’d {o idly with the Darts of Death.

Some from the firanded Veffel force their Way ;
Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the Sea:
Some
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Some who_efcape the Fury-of- the: Wave,

Sicken on Earth, aud {iok into a Grave :

In Journeys or at home, in‘War or Peace,

By Hardfhips Many, Many fall by Eafe.

Each changmg Seafon does 1ts Poifon bnng s
Rheums chill the Wmter, Agues blaft the Spring:

Wet, Dry, Cold, Hot, at the appointed Hour,
All aét {ubfervient to th’ Almighty‘s Pow’r :

And when obedient Nature knows His Will,
A Fly, aGrapeltone, or a Hair can kill.

For reftlels Proferpsne for ever treads
In Paths unfeen, o’er our devoted Heads ;
AAnd on the {pacious Lard, and liquid Main i
Spreads flew. Difeafe, or. darts aflitive Pain : %
Vanety of. Deaths confums her endlefs Reign.

On fad Piawva’s Banks the Goddefs ftood,
Show’d her dire Warrant to the nfing Flood ;
When what I Jong muft love, and long mnft moum,
With fatal Speed was wrging his Return ;
In his dear Couptry,  to difpenfe his Care,
And arm himfelf by Reft for future War;
To chide, his apxigus Friends pfficions Fears,
And promile to their Joys his elder Yeags.

Oh! deftin’d Head; and oh! fevere Decree

Nor native Country Thou, nor Friend fhalt fee;
Nor War haft thou to wage, nor Year to come,

Impending Death is thine; and inftant Doom.

Hark ! the imperious Goddefs is obey’d :
Winds murmur; Snows defcend ; and Waters {pread:
H . Okl
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Oh! Kinfman, Friend, Oh! vain are all the Cries
Of human Voice; ftrong Deftiny replies;

Weep you on Earth; for He fhall fleep below:
‘T'hence none return; -and thither All muft.go.

Whoe er thou art, whom Choice or Bufinefs leads
To this fad River, or the neighb’® Ting Meads
If Thou may’ft happen on the dreary Shores
To find the Obje&t which This Verfe deplores,
Cleanfe the pale Corps with a religious Hand
From the polluting Weed and common Sand ;
Lay the dead Hero graceful in a Grave; -
( The only Honour He can now receive ) co
Arnd fragrant Mould upon his Body throw: -~ -
And plant the Warrior Lawrel o’er his Brow }
-Light lye the Earth ; and flourith green the Bough, -

So may juft Heav’n fecure thy future Life
From foreign Dangers, and domeftick Strife :
And when th’ Infernal Judges difmal Pow’r * =~ -
From the dark U fhall throw Thy deftin’d Hour; -
When yielding to the Sentence, breathlefs Thou -
And pale fhalt lie, as what Thou burieft now;
May {fome kind Friend the piteous Objeét fee, !
And equal Rites perform, to That which once was

‘Thee.

R S R S R S S T B s CrERTennel '!':".“:‘-!--:"' 4
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PARAPHRASE

ON" THB

Thzrtemtb CHAP;‘ER of the Fnjﬂ prsnn to
the GORINTHIANS ‘

ID fweeter Sounds adorn my Howmg Tongue,

Than ever Man pronounc’d, or Angel ﬁmg
Had I all anwledge, Human and Divine,
That Thought can reach, or Science can define ;
And had I Pow’r to give that Knowledge Bu'th
In all the Speeches of the babling Earth:
Did Skadrack’s Zeal my glowmg Breaft infpire,
To weary Tortures, and rejoice in Fire:
Or had I Faith like that which Jfae! faw,
When Mofes gave them Miracles, and Law :
Yet, gracious CHaRITY, indulgent Guett,
Were not Thy Pow'r exerted in my Breaft;
Thofe Speeches would fend up unheeded Pray’r:
That Scorn of Life would be but wild Defpair:
A Cymbal’s Sound®were better than my Voice: -
My Faith were Form: my Eloquence were Noife.

H 2 CHaRITY,
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CuariTy, decent, modeft, eafy, kind,
Softens the high, and rears the abje® Mind
Knows with juft Reins, and even Hand to guide,
Betwixt vile Shame, and arbritary Pride.
Not foon provok'd, She ea:ﬁly forgwes,
And much She fuffers, as She much believes,
Soft Peace She brings whereever She arrives :
She builds our Quiet, as She forms our Lives;
Lays the rough Paths of peevith Nature ev’n ;
And opens in each Heart a little Heav’n,

"

Each other Gift, which GOD on Man beftows,
hs propet Bounds, and due Reftrictfon knowiss -
T'o one fixt Pm-pefe dedichtes it’s Pdw’r, -
And finifhing its Act, exifts no more.
Thus, i Obedieiice t6 what Fleav'ii déerdes;
Knowledge fhall fail, - and Prophiécy fHall céafe :
But lafting CHaRITY’s moré aniphé Swaj -
~ Nor bound by Tifre, rior fubjett to Decay,
In happy Tnumph fhall for ever itve;
Ard endlefs Good diffafe, and endle{fs Prdile récen?ﬁ

As thro’ the Arift's mtervemng Glafs,
Our Eye obferves the diftant Planets pafs ;
A litile we dlfcover, but allow, ---
‘That more retnaitis unfeen, than Artcaﬂ ﬂww
So whilit our Mind its KDOwledge wou’d -ifiprove
(Its feeble Eye intent on Things 4Bove) -
High as We miy, We lift Gur Reafon ﬁp;
By Faith dire&ted,- and confitm'd by®Hspe s
Yet are We able only to firvey - '

Dawnings of Beams, and Promifes of Day.
: : - Heaven's
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Heaven’s fuller Effuence mocks our dazl’d Sight;
Too great its Swiftnefs, and too flrong its Light..

But foon the mediate Clouds fhall be difpell’d:
The Sen fhall foon be Face to Face beheld,
In all His Robes, with all His Glory on,
Seated fublime on his Meridian Throne.

Then conftant FarTy, and holy Hore fhall dye,
One loft in Certainty, and One in Joy:
Whilft Thou, more happy Pow’r, fair Cuariry,
Triumphant Sifter, greateft of the Three, -
Thy Office, and Thy Nature fill the fame,
Lafting thy Lamp, and unconfum’d thy Flame,
Shalt ftill {urvive
Shalt ftand before the Hoft of HEav’N confeft,.

For ever blefling, and for ever bleft.

£ 3 SOLO-
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SOLOMON feecking Happinefs from
Knowledge, convenes the Learned Men
of His Kingdom ; requires them to ex-
plain to Him the warious Operations
and Effelts of Nature; difcourfes of
Vegetables, Animals, and Man ; pro-
pojes fome Queftrons concerning the Ori-
gin, and Situation of the habitable
Earth ; proceeds to examine the Syftem

of the vifible Heaven ; doubts if there
may not be a Plurality of Worlds ; en-
gm'res z'm‘a__ the Nature g_f sz'rz'ts and
Angels; and wifbes to be more fully in-
formed, as to the Attributes of the
Supreme Being.,  He 15 imperfeltly an-
fwered by the Rabbins, and Doétors ;
blames His own Curtofity; and con-

cludes, that as to Human Ocience, ALL
1S VANITY,

2, Ca0

TEXTS
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‘Tbe WI?rJ; qf ¢hé Preacher, }fb\&)S on"of DA‘VID‘ K:‘nk of
Jerusarem. Ecclef. Chap. i. Ver. 1.

Vanity of Vanities, faith the Prmcber, Vanity of ¥ anities,
all is Vanity. Ver.z.

I commaned awith mine own Heart, faying, Lo, I am come

to great Eftate, and have  gotten more Wifdom, than all
they that have. ﬁeﬂaﬁr& m*“m LEQ._}ISALEM Yea,

my Hetw ‘bad, xg‘mzt Ea?gm:nce}qf W‘ fcbm ,,and Know-

;1.-.;. 1;, i - ,,.,.~.
degé = Vel'. IEW’" o . . :.f_---":'"*

He _/}:a}e qf Tﬂm, ﬁ‘m l& Cedar-m} féai‘q.f in LEBA-
NON, évenunto the Hy£0p that j}mxgﬁ‘b out of the
Wall: He fpake d//&i’ fﬂmﬂs, and of Fowl, and of

% S X3
crecping Things, and 8- Fi ifbes. 1 Kings, Chap. 1v.
Ver. 33.

I know, that whatfoever GoD doeth, it foall be for ever:
nothing can be put to it, nor any thing taken from it:

and Gov deth it, that Men fbould fear before him.
Ecclef. Chap. 115, Ver. 14.

He bath made every thing ham‘gful in his time: Alfo be
‘bath Jet the World in their Heart, fo that no Man can

find out the Work that GobD maketh from the Beginning
to the End. Ver. 11.

For
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For in much Wifdem is much Grief: and He that increaf-
eth Knocwledge, incregfeth Sorrow. Chap, 1. .Ver. 18.

And further, by thefe, my Son, be admonifbed: of }naéfrrg
many Books there is mo End ; and much Study is a Wea-

 rimgfi of therFlggp. ~Chap.xdi. \Ver ¥ 2.




FIRST BO OK

F. Sons of Men, with juft Regard attend,
Obferve the -Pr_eacher, and believe the Friend,

Whofe ferious Musk infpires him to-explain,

That all we A&, and all we Think is Vain.

That in this Pilgrimage of Seventy Years,

O’er Rocks ofy Perils, and thro® Vales.of Tears .

Deftin’d to march, our doubtful Steps we tend,
Tir’d with the ‘Toil, - yet fearful of its End, | ‘
That from the Womb we take our fata] Shares - |

Of Follies, Paflions, 'Labdurs, Tumults, Cares; | | |

Aud at th’ Approach of Death thall only know g

The Truths. which from thefe; ppnﬁyengrbgrs flow,
That we purfue flfe Joy, and fuffer real Woe. -

Happinefs, Obje& of that waking Dream, _
Which we call Life, miftaking ; Fugitive Theme
Of my purfuing Verfe, Ideal Shade, |
Notional Good, by Fancy only made,
[From Myr. Prior.] I And
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And by Tradition nurs'd, fallacious Fire,

Whofe dancing Beams mif-lead our fond Defire, - -
Caufe of our Care, and Error of our Mind :

O had’ft Thou ever been by Heav’n defign’d

For 4dam, and his Mortal Race; the Boon

Entire had been referv’d for Solomon : -

On Me the partial Lot had been beftow’d;

And in my Cup the golden Draught had flow’d.

But O! e’er yet Original Man was made ;
E’er the Foundations of this Earth were laid ;
Tt was, opponent to our Search, ordain’d,
That Joy, ftll fought, fhould never be attan’d.

This, fad Experience cites me to reveal ;
Ard what I