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P R E F A C Lk

Wi N an Author, by appearing in print, ie-
quefts an audience of the Public, and 1s. upon the
point of {peaking for himielf, whoever prefumes to
{tep before him with a preface, and to fay, ¢ Nay,
but hear me firft,”” fhould have fomething worthy of

attention to offer, or he will be juftly deemed offici-
ous and 1mpertinent. The judicious reader has pro-
bably, upon other occafions, been beforehand with
me 1n this refletion: and I am not very willing it
{hould now be applied to me, however I may feem

to expofe myfelf to the danger of it. But the thought
of having my own name perpetuated 1in conneltion

with the name 1n the title page, 1s {o plealing and
flattering to the feelings of my heart, that I am con-
tent to nifk {fomething for the gratfication.
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1V PR EFAC Lo

This Preface 1s not deligned to commend the
Poems to which 1t 1s prefixed. My teftimony would
be infuficiznt for thole who are not qualified to judige
proverly for themfelves, an<d usnecetfary to thofe
wno are. Befides, the reatons which rcadoer 15 1m-
proper and unfeemly for a man to celebrate his own
performances, or thofe of his neareft relatives, will
have {fome influence 1n {upprefling much of what he
might otherwife wifh to {1y 1n favour of a friend,
when that friend is indeed an alfer ide:n, and excites
almoft the fame emotions of {enfibility and affection
as he feels for himleli.

It is very probable thefe Poems may come 1into
the hands of fome perfons, in whom the fight of the
Author’s name will awaken a recollection of 1ncidents
and fcenes which, through length of time, they had
almoft forgotten.  'They will be reminded of oie,
who was once the companion of their cholen hours,
and who fet out with them in early life, in the paths
which lcad to literary honours, to influence and affu-
ence, with equal profpectsof fuccefs. But he was fud-
denly and powerfully withdrawn from thofe purfuits,
and he left them without regret; yet not till he had
fufficient opportunity of counting the coit, and of
knowing the value of what he gave up. 1f happinefs
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could have been fournd in claflical attainments, 1n
an elegant tafte, in the exertions of wit, fancy, and
genius, and in the efteem and converfe of fuch per-
fons as in thefe refpeéts were moft congenial with
himfelf, he would have been happy. But he was
not—~Itie wondered (as theufands in a fimilar {itua-
tion {till do) that he fhould continue diffatisfied, with
all the means apparently conducive to {atistaction

within his reach—RBut 1n due time, the caufe of his
diﬁlpnoin* ment was difcovered to him—He had
lived without God in the world., In a memorable
hour, the wifdom which is from above vifited his
heart. Then he feit himielf a wanderer, and then
he found a guide. Upon this change of views, a

u)b

—y

change of plan and condult followed of courle,

When he faw the Z2/y and the gay world 15 trug
hight, he lefr 1t with as hiele reluctance as a prifoner,

when cailed to hiberty, leaves lhis dungt(;; . Not
that he became a Cynic or an Afcetuc—: heart
filied with love o God, witl alfuredly breathe tene-
velence to men. But the turn of his temper 1n-
clining him to rural life, he indulged it, and the
providence of Geod evidently preparing his way and
marling cut his retreat, lie retired into the country.
By thele {teps the good hand of God, unknown to
me, was providing for me one of the principal blefi-
ines of my hie; a fricad and a ceunteilor, in whole
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company for almoit feven years, though we were
feldom feven {ucceflive waking hours {eparated, 1
always found new pleafure. A friend, who was not
only a comfort to myfelf, but a blefling to the af-
fcCtionate poor people, among whom I then lived.

Some time after inclination had thus removed
him from the hurry and buftle of life, he was {till
more {ecluded by a long indifpofition, and my plea®
{ure was fuccecded by a proportionable degree of
anxicty and concern. But a hope, that the God
whom he ferved would fupport him under his af-
fliction, and at length vouchfafe him a happy deli-
verance, never foriook me.  The defirable crifis, 1
truft, 1s now nearly approaching.  The dawn,
the prefage of returning day, 1s already arrived.

e s again enabled to refume his pen, and fome of
the frft fruits of his recovery are here prefented to

the pt ablic. In hisprincipal {ubjeéts, the fame acumen
which diftinguithed him in the early period of life, is
happily employed 1n illuitrating and enforcing the

tcruths of which he received {fuch deep and unalterable
impreflions 1n his maturer years. IHis {aure, 1if it
may be called fo, 1s benevolent, (like the opera-
tions of the fkilful and humane {furgeon who wounds
only to heal) dictated by a juft regard for the ho-

4
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nour of God, an indignant grief excited by the pro-
flicacy of the age, and a tender compaflion for the
{ouls of men.

His favourite topics are leaft infifted on 1n the
piece entitled Table Talk; which theretore, with
fome regard to the prevailing taflte, and that thole
who are governed by it may not be dilcouraged
at the very threfthold from proceeding farther, 13
placed firft. Inmotft of the larger Poems which fol-
low, his leading defign is more explicitly avowed
and purfued. He aims to communicate his own
perceptions of the truth, beauty, and mnfluence of
the religion of the Bible.—A religton which, how-
ever difcredited by the mifconduét of many wio
have not renounced the chriftian name, proves
itelf, when rightly underftood, and cordially em-
braced, to be the grand dgfiderctinn, which alone can
relieve the mind of man from pniuful and unavould-

abie anxteties, wnfpire 1t with {table peace and {ohd
hope, and furnifh thofe motives and profpedts,
which, 1 the prefent {tate of things, are ablo-
lutely neceffury to preduce a conduét worthy of a
rational crearure, diftinguithed by a vaftnefs of cua=
pacity, which no affemblage of earthly good can fa-
tisfy, and by a principle and pre-inrimation of im-
mortality,

b 2
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At a time when hypothefis and conjecture in phi-
lofophy are {o juftly exploded, and litde 1s confider-
ed as deferving the name of knewiedge, which will
not ftand the teft of experiment, the very ufe of
the term experimental in religious concernments, 1S
by tco many unhappily reje¢ted with difguit. But
we well know, that they who aftect to defpife the
inward feelings which religious perfons fpeak of,
and to treat them as enthufialm and folly, have in-
ward feelings of their own, which, though they
would, they cannot {upprefs. We have been too
long 1n the {ecret ourfelves to account the proud,
the ambitious, or the voluptuous, happy. We mulit

sie the remembrance of what we once were, before
ve can believe, that a man 1s fatisfied with himiclf,

—

merely becaufe he cndeavours to appear {o. A

"‘5

finile upen the face is often but a mafk worn occa-

(ionally and in cumpmv to prevent, if poflible, a
{uipicion ot what at the fame time 1s pafling in the
ncart. We know that t} ¢ are people, who feldom
miue when thicy are awone, who therefore are giad
ude themiclves 11 a throng from the violence
of tuewr own reflections; and who, while by their
locks and their language they wifh to perfuade us
they are happy, would be giad to change their

o

copditions with 2 dog. But i defiance of ali their
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efforts, they continue to think, forebode, and trem-
e, ‘This we know, for it has ocen our own {tate,
and therefore we know how to commiferate it in
others—From  this ftate the Bible relieved ug——
When we were led to read it with attention, we
found owrfelves defcribed.—We learnt the caules of
our inquictude—we were direCted to a method of
relief—we tried, and we were not difappointed,
Deus i6lis heoc otia focit.

cfpel of Chrift is
the power of God unto {alvation, to every one that

We are now certain that tne

e,

believeth. It has reconciled us to God, and to
ourfelves, to our duty, and our f{ituation. It s the
halm and cordial of the prefent hife, and a {overeign
antidote againit the fear of death.

Scd batienns bec.  Some tmaller pieces upon efs

important fubje&ts clofe the volume. INot one of
themn I believe was wricten with a view to publica-

-

rion, but I was unwilling they {fhould be omitied

v w T T "~
Joux NewrTow,
Charles Square, Hoxteon,
february 18, 1702,
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TABLE TALK.

Si te forte mew gravis uret farcing chartee,

Hor. Lib. I. Epift. 13.

Abjicito.

A, YO U told me, I remember, glory, built
On felfith principles, 1s fhame and gwlt;
The deeds, that men admire as half divine,

Stark naught, becaufe corrupt in their defign.

Strange dottrine this! that without {cruple tears

The laurel that the very lightning {pares;

vOLI Iﬁ B
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Brings down the warrior’s trophy to the duft,
And eats into his bloody {word like ruft.

B. I grant that, men continuing what they are,
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there muft be war.
And never meant the rule fhould be applied
To him that fights with juftice on his fide.

Let laurels, drench’d in pure Parnaflfian dews,

Reward his mem’ry, dear to ev’ry mufe,

Who, with a courage of unthaken root,

In honour’s field advancing his firm foot,

Plants 1t upon the line that juftice draws,

And will prevail or perith in her caufe.

’T'1s to the virtues of {fuch men, man owes

His portion in the good that heav’n beftows.
And, when recording hiftory difplays

Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days;
Tells of a few ftout hearts that fought and died
Where duty plac’d them, at their country’s fidé;
The man that 1s not mov’d with what he reads,

That takes not fire at their heroic deeds,
O
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Unworthy of the bleflings of the brave,
Is bafe 1n kind, and born to be a {lave.

But let eternal infamy puriue
The wretch to nought but his ambation true,
Who, for the {ake of {illing with one blaft
The poft-horns of all Europe, lays her walte.
Think yourfelf ftation’d on a tow’ring rock,
To {ee a people {catter’d like a flock,
Some royzl mattiff panting at their heels,
With all the favage thirft a tyger feels;
Then view him, felf-proclaim’d in a gazette
Chief monfter that has plagu’d the nations yet:
The globe and {ceptre in {uch hands mifplac’d,
Thofe enfigns of dominion, how difgrac’d !
The glafs that bids man mark the fleeting hour,
And death’s own {cythe, would better {peak his pow’r;
Then grace the bony phantom 1n their ftead
With the king’s fhoulder-knot and gay cockade;
Clothe the twin brethren in each other’s drefs,
The {fame their occupation and fuccefs.

B 2
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A. "T1s your belief the world was made for man;
{1ings do but reafon on the {elf fame plan:
Maintaining your’s, you cannot their’s condemn,

W ho think, or feem to think, man made for them.

B. Seldom, alas! the pow’r of logic reigns
With much fufficiency in royai brains;

Such reas’ning falls like an inverted cone,
Wanting its proper bale to ftand upon.

Man made for kings! thofe optics are but dim
That tell you fo—fay, rather, they for him.

T hat were 1ndeed a King-ennobling thought,
Could they, or would they, reafon as they ought.
The diadem, with mighty projeéts lin’d,

1o catch rencwn by ruining mankind,

s worth, with all 1ts gold and ¢litt’ring ftore,
Juft whart the toy wili {ell for, and no more.

Gh! bright occafions of difpenfing good,
How leldom uled, how little underitood!

To pour 1n virtue’s lap her jult reward,

Keep vice refltrain’d behind a double guard;
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To quell the fation that affronts the throne
By {ilent magnanimity alone;

To nurfe with tender care the thriving arts,
Watch every beam philofophy imparts;

T o give religion her unbridled {cope,

Nor judge by ftatute a believer’s hope ;
With clofe fidelity and love unfeign’d,

To keep the matrimonial bond unftain’d;
Covetous only of a virtuous praife;

His life a lefion to the land he {ways;

To touch the {word with confcientious awe,
Nor draw 1t but when duty bids him draw;
To theath 1t 1n the peace-reftoring clofe
With joy beyond what victory beftows;
Blelt country, where thele kingly gloriés fhine!
Bleft England, if this happinels be thine !

A. Guard what vou fay; the patriotic tribe
Will fneer, and charge vou with a bribe.—25. A bribe?
The worth of his three kingdoms I defv,

Lo lure me to the bafenefs of a he.

o
B
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And, of all lies, (be that one poet’s boaft)
The hLe that flatters I abhor the moifx.
Thofe arts be their’s who hate his gentle reign,
But he that loves him has no need to feign.

A. Your {mooth eulogium, to one crown addreis’d,
Seems to 1mply a cenfure on the reft.

B. Quevedo, as he tells his fober tale,
Afk’d, when 1n hell, to {ee the royal jail;
Approv’d their method 1n all other things;
But where, good fir, do you confine your kings?
There—faid his guide—the group is full in view.
Indeed ?—replied the Don—there are but few.
His black interpreter the charge aildain’d—
Few, fellow-—there are all that ever reign’d.
Wit, undiftinguithing, 1s apt to firike
‘The guilty and not guilty, both alike,
I grant the farcaim 1s too {evere,
And we can readily retute it here;
While Alfred’s name, the father of his age,

And the Sixth Edward’s grace th’ hiftoric page.
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A. Kings then at laft have but the lot of all,
By their own conduét they muft {tand or fall.
B. True. While they live, the courtly laureat pays
His quit-rent ode, his pepper-corn of praife;
And many a dunce, whofe fingers 1tch to write,
Adds, as he can, his tributary mite:
A fubje&@’s faults a {fubject may proclaim,
A monarch’s errors are forbidden game!

Thus, free from cenfure, over-aw’d by fear,

And prais’d for virtues that they {corn to wear,
The fleeting forms of majefty engage

Refpeét, while ftalking o’er life’s narrow ftage;
Then leave their crimes for hiftory to fcan,
And afk with bufy {corn, Was this the man?

I pity kings whom worfhip waits upon,
Obfequious, from the cradle to the throne;
Before whofe infant eyes the flatt’rer bows,
And binds a wreath about their baby brows;

Whom education {tiffens into {tate,

And death awakens from that dream too late.

B 4
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Oh! 1if fervility with fupple knees,

Whofe trade 1t 1s to fmile, to crouch, to pleafe;
If {mooth diffimulation, {kill’d to grace

A devil’s purpofe with an angel’s face;

If {miling peerefies and fimp’ring peers,
Encompafling his throne a few fhort years;

If the gilt carrnage and the pamper’d fteed,
‘That wants no drniving, and difdains the lead ;
If guards, mechanically form’d in ranks,
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks,
Should’ring and ftanding as if ftuck to ftone,
While conde{cending majefty looks on;

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

‘To be {ulpelted, thwarted, and withftood,
Ev’n when he labours for his country’s good;
To 1ee a band, called patriot, for no caufe,
But that they catch at popular applaufe,
Carelefs of all thy’ anxiety he feels,

iiook difappointinent on the public wheels;
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With all their flippant fluency of tongue,
Moft confident, when palpably moft wrong;
If this be kingly, then farewell for me
All kingthip; and may 1 be poor and free!
To be the Table Talk of clubs up ftairs,
To which th’ unwafh’d artificer repatrs,
T’ indulge his genius after long fatigue,
By diving into cabinet intrigue;
( For what kings deem a toil, as well they may,
To him 1s relaxation and mere play)
To win no praife when well-wrought plans prevail,
ut to be rudely cenfur’a when they fail;
T'o doubt the love his fav'rites may pretend,
And 1n reality to find no fricnd;
If he indulge a cuitivared taite,

b

s gall’ries with the works of art well grac’d,
T u . - -

1o hear it cali’d extravagance and walte;

{f thefe attendants, and if {uch as thele,

Muft follow royalty, then welcome cales
siowever humble and confiiv’d the {vhere,

flappy the ftate that has not thefe to fonr.



A. Thusmen,whofe thoughtscontemplative have dwelt
On fituations that they never felt,
Start up fagacious, cover’d with the duft
Of dreaming {tudy and pedantic ruft,
And prate and preach about what others prove,
As 1f the world and they were hand and glove.
Yeave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares;
They have their weight to carry, fubjeéts theli’s;
Poets, of all men, ever leaft regret
Increaling taxes and the nation’s debt.
Could you contrive the payment, and rehearfe
The mighty plan, oracular, in verfe,
No bard, howe’er majeftic, old or new,
Should claim my fixt attention more than you.
B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would efiay
To turn the courfe of He .con that way;
Nor would the nine conient the facred tide
Should purl amidft the traffic of Cheapfide,
Or unkle 1n ’Change Alley, to amufe

T he leathern ears of {ftock-jobbers and jews.
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A. Vouchfafe, at leaft, to pitch the key of rhime
T'0 themes more pertinent, if lefs fublime,
When minifters and muufterial arts;
Patriots, who love good places at their hearts;
When admirals, extoll’d for ftanding {till,
Or doing nothing with a deal of fkiil;
Gen’rals, who will not conquer when they may,
Firm friends to peace, to pleafure, and good pay;
When freedom, wounded almoft to defpair,
Though difcontent alone can find out where ;
When themes hike thefe employ the poet’s tongue,
T hear as mute as if a fyren {ung.
Or tell me, if you can, what pow’r maintains
A Briton’s {corn of arvitrary chains?
'T'hat were a theme mignt anunate the dead,
And move the lips of poets caft in lead.

B. The caule, tho’ worth the fearch, may yet elude
Conjecture and remark, however fhrewd.
‘They take, perhaps, a well-directed aim,

Who feek it in his climate and his frame.
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Lib’ral in all things elie, yet nature here

Vith ftern {everity deals out the year.
Winter invades e {oring, and often pours
A chiliing fiood on {ummer’s drooping flow’rs;
Unweicome vapours quench autumnal beams,
Ungenial blafts attending, curl the {treams;
The peafants urge their harveft, ply the fork
W ith double toil, and f{hiver at their work;
"Thus with a rigour, for his good defign’d,
She rears her fav’rite man of all mankind.
His form rcebuft and of elaftic tone,

Propertion’d well, hali muicle ana hzalf bone,

A mind well lodz’d, and mafcuiine of couric.
Hence liberty, fweet liberty 1afpires,

And keeps alive, his fierce but noble fires.
Patient of conftimutional controul,

Fie bears it with meek manlinefs of foul;
But, if authority grow wanton, wWo¢

* o 1.7 ! 8, F1f“\ . 1' ' - =
o him that treads vpon his free-born toe;

A
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One fiep beyond the bound’ry of the laws
fires him at once 1n freedom’s gloricus caule.
‘T'nus proud prerogative, not much rever’d,
Is feldom felt, thoush {fometimes feen and heard ;
And 1n his cage, like parrot fine and gay,
Is kept, to ftrut, look big, and tails away.
Rorn in a climate {ofter far than our’s,
Nort form’d Iike us, with fugh Ferculean pow'rs,
The Frenchman, ecafy, dcbenair, and bnil,
Give him his lafs, his fiddle, and his frifls,
Is always happy, reign whoever may,
And laughs the fenfe of mus’ry fur away:
le drinks hus fimple bevrage with a guft;
And, fealting on an enion and a cruft,
We never feel th alacrity and joy
With which he thouts and carols, Five 72 Rey,
Fif’d with as much true merriment and glee,
As 1f he heard his king fay—Slave, be free.

‘I'nus happinefs depends, as nature fhows,

f.els on exterior things rthan moft fuppole.
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Vigilant over ail that he has made,
Kind Providence attends with gracious aid;
Bids equity throughout his works prevail,
And weighs the narions in an even fcale;
He can encourage {lav’ry to a fmile,
And fill with difcontent a Brinth ifle
. Freeman and flave, then, if the caie be fuch,
Stand on a level; and you prove too much:
It all men indilcriminately fhare
His folt’ring pow’r, and tutélary care,
As well be yck’d by deipotifm’s hand,
As dwell at large 1n Britain’s charter’d land.
B. INo. Freedom has a thoufand charms to {thow,
That {laves, howe’er contented, never kKnow.
The mind attains, beneath her happy reign,
The growth that nature meant fhe fhould attain;
The varied fields of {cience, ever new,
Op’ning and wider op’ning on her view,
She ventures onward with a profp’rous force,

While no bafe fear impedes her in her courfe:
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Religion, richeft favour of the fkies,

Stands moft reveal’d before the freeman’s eyes;
No fhad:s of {uperftition blot the day,

Liberty chafes all that gloom away;

The {oul, emancipated, unopprefs’d,

Free to prove all things and hold faft the beft,
I.earns much; agd, to a thoufand Lift’ning minds;
Communicates with joy the good fhe finds:
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to thow

His manly forehead to the fierceft foe;

Glorious 1n war, but for the fake of peace,

His fpirits nfing as his toils increafe,

Guards well what arts and indultry have won,
And freedem claims him for her firft-born {on.
Slaves fight for what were better caft away—
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant’s {way;
But they, that fight for freedom, undertalke

The nobleft caufe mankind can have at ftake 1o
Rehgion, virtue, truth, whate’er we call

A blefling—freedom is the pledge of all.
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Oh liberty! the pris’ner’s plealing dream,

T he poet’s mule, h1.;, paffion and his theme;

Gentus 1s thine, and thou art fancy’s nurfe ;
L.oft without thee th’ ennobling pow’rs of verfe;

Feroic fong from thy fiee touch acquires

i
r-t

onec, the rapture it infpires;
{Place me where winter breathes his keeneft air,
And I will fing, 1if liberty be there;
And T will fing, at hberty’s dear feet,
In Afric’s torrid clime, or India’s fierceft heat,

A. Sing where you pleafe, in fuch a caufe, I grant
An Englifh poet’s privilege tc rant;
But 1s not ﬁ'eegiom—-—af lcaft, 1s not our’s
Too apt to play the wanton with her pow’rs,
Grow freakith, and, o’erleaping ev’ry mound,
Spread anarchy and terror all arcund?

B. Agreed. But would you fcll or flay your horle
For bounding and curvetting in his courie;
Or if, when ridden with a carelefs rein,

He break away, and feek the diftant plaint



TABLE TALK. 17

No. His high metal, under good controul,

Gives him Olympic fpeed, and thoots him to the goal.
Let difcipline employ her wholefome arts ;

Let magiftrates alert perform their parts,

Not fkulk or put on a prudential mafk,

As if their duty were a defp’rate tafk;
Let ative laws apply the needful curb

T'o guard the peace that riot would difturb ;

And liberty, preferv’d from wild excefs,

Shall raife no feuds for armies to {upprefs.

When tumult lately burft his prifon door,

And fet plebeian thoufands in a roar;

When he ufurp’d authority’s juft place,

And dar’d to look his matter in the face;

When the rude rabble’s watch-word was—deftroy,
And blazing London feem’d a {econd Troy ;
Liberty blufh’d, and hung her drooping head,
Beheld their progrefs with the deepelt dread ;
Blufh’d, that effeéts like thefe the fhould produce,

Worfe than the deeds of galley-flaves broke loofe.

YOL, I. C
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She lofes 1n fuch ftorms her very name,
And fierce licentioufnefs {hould bear the blame.
Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold ;
Cheap, though blood-bought; and thrown away when
fold ;

May no foes ravith thee, and no falfe friend
Betray thee, while profefiing to defend;
Prize 1t, ye miniters; ye monarchs, {pare ;
Y e patriots, guard 1t with a miler’s care.

A. Patriots, alas! the few that have been found,
Where moit they flourifh, upon Englifh ground,
The country’s need have {cantily {fupplied,

And the laft left the {cene when Chatham died.

B. Not {o——the virtue {till adorns our age,
Though the chief aétor died upon the ftage.
In him Demolthenes was heard again;
Liberty taught him her Athenian {train;

She cioth’d him with autherity and awe,
Spclie from his- lips, and 1n his looks gave law.
His.{peech, his form, his action, full of grace,

And all his country beaming in his face,
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He {tood, as fome inimitable hand
Would {trive to make a Paul or Tully ftand.
No {ycophant or f{lave, that dar’d oppofe
Her facred caufe, but trembled when he rofc;
And ev’ry venal ftickler for the yoke
Feic-himielf crufhed ac the firft word he {poke.
Such men are rais’d to {tation and command,
VWhen Providence means mercy to a land.
He fpeaks, and they appear; to him they owe
Skill to dirett, and ftrength to firike, the blow;
‘1’0o manage with addrefs, to feize with pow’r,
1he crifis of a dark decifive hour.
50 Gideon earn’d a vi&t’ry not his own;
Subferviency his praife, and that alone.
Poor England! thou art a devoted deer,
Befet with ev’ry ill but that of fear.
‘T'he nations hunt; all mark thee for a prey;
They fwarm around thee, and thou ftand’{t at bay.
Undaunted ftill, though wearied and perplex’d,
Once Chatham fav’d thee; but who faves thee next ?

C 2
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Alas! the tide of pleafure fweeps along
All that fhould be the boaft of Britith fong.
"T'1s not the wreath that once adorn’d thy brow,

‘The prize of happier times, will ferve thee now.

Our anceftry ; a gallant chriftian race,
Patterns of ev’ry virtue, ev’ry grace,

Confels’d a God; they kneel’d before they fought,

And prais’d him 1n the vi¢tories he wrought.
Now from the duft of antient days bring forth
Their {ober zeal, integrity, and worth ;

Courage, ungrac’d by thefe, affronts the fkies,

Is but the fire without the facrifice.

The ftream that feeds the well-{pring of the heart

Not more invigorates life’s nobleft part,

Than virtue quickens, with a warmth divine,

The pow’rs that {in has brought to a deciine.
A Th’ ineftimable eftimate of Brown

Rofe like a paper-kite, and charm’d the town ;

But meafures, plann’d and executed well,

Shifted the wind that rais’d it, and 1t fell.
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He trod the very {elf-fame ground you tread,

And victory refuted all he faid.

B. And yet his judgment was not fram’d amifs ;

Its error, if it err’d, was merely this—

He thought the dying hour already come,

And a complete recov’ry ftruck him dumb.
But that effeminacy, folly, luft,

Enervate and enfeeble, and needs muft,

And that a nation fhamefully debas’d,

Will be defpis’d and trampled on at laft,

Unlefs {fweet penitence her pow’rs renew,

Is truth, if hiftory itfelf be true.

There 15 a time, and juftice marks the date,

For long-forbearing clemency to wait;

That heur elaps’d, th’ incurable revolt

Is punifh’d, and down comes the thunder-bolt,

If mercy then put by the threat’ning blow,

Muit fhe perform the {ame kind office now €

May fhe ! and, if offended heav’n be fhill

Acceflible, and pray’r prevail, the will.

€3
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"T'1s not, however, infolence and noife,

The tempeft of tumultuary joys,

Nor 1s 1t, yet, defpondence and difmay,

Will win her vifits or engage her {tay;

Pray’r only, and the penitential tear,

Can call her fmiling down, and fix her here.

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

In proftitution finks the {enfe of {hame;

When infamcus venality, grown bold,

Wirites on his bofom, #o be lez or fold ;

When perjury, that heav’n defying vice,

Sells oaths by tale, and at the loweft price,
Stamps God’s own name upon a lie jult made,
To turn a penny 1n the way of trade ;
When av’rice ftarves (and never hides his face)
Two or three millions of the human race,
And not a tongue inquires, how, where, or when,
1 10110*71 conicience will have twinges now ana then:
When profanation-of the facred caule

In all its parts, times, miniftry, and laws,
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Befpeaks a land, once chriftian, fall’'n, and loft
In all that wars againft that title moft;

What follows next let cities of great name,
And regions long {ince deiolate, proclaim.

~ Nineveh, Babylon, and antient Rome,

Speak to the prefent times, and times to ccme ;
They cry aloud 1n ev’ry carelefs ear,

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

Learn wildom and repentance ere too late,

f‘
).
wh

Not only vice difpofes and prepares

The mind, that {lumbers {weetly 1n her {nares,
i"o ftoop to tyranny’s ufurp’d command,

And bend her polifh’d neck beneath his hand
(A dire effelt, by one ol nature’s laws
Unchangeably connelted with 1ts caufe) ;

But Providence himfelf will intervene

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

All are his inftruments; each form of war,

“What burns at home, or threatens from afar.

C 4

23



2 4. TABLE TALK.

Nature in arms, her elements at {ftrife,

The ftorms that overfet the joys of life,

Are but his rods to {courge a guilty land,

And walte it at the bidding of his hand.

He gives the word, and mutiny {oon roars

In all her gates, and fhakes her diftant fhores;

The ftandards of all nations are unfurl’d;

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

And, if he doom that people with a frown,

And mark them with a feal of wrath prefs’d down,
Obduracy takes place; callous and tough,

The reprobated race grows judgment proof:

Earth fhakes beneath them and heav’n roars above;
But nothing fcares them from the courfe they love:
To the lafcivious pipe and wanton {ong,

‘That charm down fear, they frolic it along,

With mad rapidity and unconcern,

Down to the gulf from which is no return.

They truft 1n navies, and their navies fail—

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

In wifdom, wealth, in fortune, and 1n lies;

But all they truft in withers, as it muft,

When He commands, in whom they place no truft.
Vengeance at laft pours down upon their coaft

A long defpis’d, but now victorious, hoft;

Tyranny f{ends the chain that muft abridge

The noble {weep of all their privilege ;

Gives liberty the laft, the mortal fhock;

Shps the flave’s collar on, and {naps the lock.

A. Such lofty ftrains embellith what you tecach,
Mean you to prophefy, or but to preach?

5. 1 know the mind that feels indeed the fire
The mufe imparts, and can command the lyre,
Acts with a force, and kindles with a zeal,
Whate’er the theme, that others never feel.

If human woes her {oft attention claim,
A tender fympathy pervades the frame,
She pours a fenfibility divine

Along the nerve of ev’ry feeling line.
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But, if a deed not tamely to be born
Fire indignation and a fenfe of {corn,
The ftrings are {wept with {fuch a pow’r, {o loud,
The ftorm of mufic thakes th’ aftonifh’d crowd.
So, when remote futurity i1s brought
Before the keen inquiry of her thought,
A terrible {fagacity informs
The poet’s heart ; he looks to diftant ftorms ;
He hears the thunder ere the tempeft low’rs;
And, arm’d with {trength {urpafling human pow’rs,
Seizes events as yet unknown to man,
And darts his foul into the dawning plan.
HHence, 1n 2 Roman mouth, the graceful name
Of prophet and of poet was the fame;
Hence Britifh poets; tco, the priefthood fhar’d,
And ev’ry hallow’d druid was a bard.
But no prophetic fires to me beleng;
I play with {yllables, and fpert 1n fong.

A. At Weltmnfter, where little poets firive

T o fet a diftich upon fix and five,
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Where difcipline helps op’ning buds of {enfe,
And makes his pupils proud with f{ilver-pence,
i was a poet too: but modern tafte
Is {o refin’d, and dé]icate, and chafte,
That verfe, whatever fire the fancy warmes,
Without a creamy {imoothnefs has no charms.
Thus, all {fuccefs depending on an ear,
And thinking I might purchafe it too dear,
If fentiment were {dcrific’d to {found,
And truth cut fhort to make a period round,
I judg’d a man of {enfe could fcarce do worfe
Than caper 1n the meorris-dance of verde.

B. 'Thus reputation 1s a {pur to wit,
And {ome wits flag through fear of lofing 1t.

(ive me the line that plows its {tately courle

f.ke a proud fwan, cong’ring the ftream by force;

1'hat, like {fome cottage beaunty, ftrikes the heart,

Quite unindebted to the tricks of art.

When labour and when dullnefs, ¢lub in hand,

Like the two figures at St. Dunftan’s, tand,
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Beating alternately, in ‘meafur’d time,
‘The clock-work tintinabulum of rhime,

Exalt and regular the {founds will be;

But {fuch mere quarter-ftrokes are not for me.
From him who rears a poem lank and long,
'T'o him who f{trains his all into a {ong ;
Perhaps {fome bonny Caledonian air,
All birks and braes, though he was never there ;
Or, having whelp’d a prologue with great pains,
Feels himfelf {pent, and fumbles for his brains;
A prologue mterdafk’d with many a firoke—
An art contriv’d to advertife a joke,
So that the jeft 1s clearly to be {een,
Not in the words—but in the cap between :
Manner is all 1n all, whate’er 1s writ,
The fubftitute for gentus, {enfe, and wit.
To dally much with {ubjeéts mean and low

Proves that the mind 1s weak, or makes it {o.

""ﬁ

Neglected taients ruit inte decay,

And ev’ry cffort ends in pufh-pin play.
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The man that means {uccefs fhould {oar above

A foldier’s feather, or a lady’s glove;

Elfe, fummoning the mufe to {uch a theme,

The fruit of all her labour 1s whipt-cream.

As if an eagle flew aloft, and then—

Stoop’d from 1ts higheft pitch to pounce a wren.

As if the poet, purpofing to wed,

Should carve himfelf a wife in gingerbread.
Ages elaps’d ere Homer’s lamp appear’d,

And ages ere the Mantuan {wan was heard :

T'o carry nature lengths unknown before,

To give 2 Milton birth, afk’d ages more.

Thus genius rofe and fet at order’d times,

And fhot a day-{pring into ciftant climes,

Ennobling ev’ry region that he chofe;

He {unk in Greece, in It2iy he rofe;

And, tedious years of Gothic darknefs pafs’d,

Emerg’d all {fplendour in our ifle at lalt,

Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main,

Then fhow far off their {hining plumes again.
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A. Is genius only found in epic lays ?

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

B. Thefe were the chitf: each interval of night
Was grac’d with many an undulating hight.
in lefs tiuftrious bards his beauty fhone
A meﬁeor, or a {tar; 1n thefe, the {fun.

The nightingale may claim the topmolt bough.
While the poor grafshopper muit chirp below :
1.ike him, unnotic’d, I, and {fuch as I,

Spread little wings, and rather fkip than fly ;
Perch’d on the meagre produce of the land,
An ell or two of prolpect we command;

But never peep beyond the thorny pound,

Or czaken fence, that hems the paddoc round.

In Eden, ere yet innccence of heart
Had faded, poetry was not an art ;

Language, above all teaching, or, if taught;

Only by gratitude and glowing thought,



Elegant as fimplicity, and warm -

As ecitaly, unmanacled by form,

Not prompted, as in our degen’rate days,

By low ambition and the thiurft of praife,

Was natural as 1s the flowing ftream,

And yet magnificent—a Ged the theme!

That theme cn earth exhaufted, though above
“1I'1s found as everlafting as his love,

Man lavifh’d all his thoughts on human things —
The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings:
But {till, while virtue kindled his dehight,

The fong was moral, and {o far was right.
"T'was thus tll luxury feduc’d the mind

To joys lefs mnocent, as lefs refin’d ;-

Then genius danc’d a bacchanal; he crown’d
The brimming goblet, feiz’d the thyrius, bound
His brows with 1vy, rufh’d into the field

Of wild 1magination, and there reel’d,

The vi¢tim of his own lafcivious fires,

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

31



32 TABLE TALK,

Anacreon, Horace, play’d in Greece and Rome
This Bedlam part; and others nearer home.
When Cromwell fought for pow’r, and while he reign’d
The proud protector of the pow’r he gain’d,
Religicn harfh, 1ntolerant, auftere,

Parent of manners hke herfelf {evere,

Drew a rough copy cf the Chriftian face
Without the {mile, the fweetnefs, or the grace;
The dark and fullen humour of the time

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

Verfe, 1n the fineft mould of fancy caff,

Was lumber in an age {o void of tafte :

But, when the fecond Charles affum’d the fway.
And arts reviv’d beneath a fofter cday,

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

The mind, releas’d from tco conftrain’d a nerve,
Flew to 1ts firft polition with a {pring

‘T'hat made the vaulted roofs of pleafure ring.
His ccurt, the dificlure and hatetul {ichool

Of wantonnef{s, where vice was taught by rule,

4
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Swarm’d with a {ciibbiing herd, as deep inlaid

With birutal luit as ever Circe macdle.

From thefe a long fucceflicn, 1n the rage

Of rank cobicenity, debauci’d their age;

Nor ceas’a, 'till, ever anxious to redre 43

Th’ abuies of her facred charge, the preis,

The mule inftrudeed a well nurtur’d train

Of abler votaries to cleanfe t:..-.é itain,

And claim the palm for purnity of {eng,

That lewdnels had ufurp’d and worn {o long.
T'hen decent pleafantry and fterling fenie,

That neither gave nor would endure ctience,

Whipp’d out of {ight, with fatire juft and keen.

‘The puppy paci that had defil’d the {cene,
In front of thefe came Addifon. In him

Fiumour in holiday and fightly trim,

Sublimity and attic tafte, combin’d,

‘L'o polifh, furnifh, and delight, the mind.

‘Then Pope, as harmony ifeli exact,

In verfe well diiciplin’d, complete, compadt,

VQL. I, I
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Gave virtue and morality a grace,

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

Ev’n on the fools that trampled on their laws,
But he (his mufical finefie was fuch,

So nice his ear, {o delicate his touch)

IVlade poetry a mere mechanic art;

And ev’ry warbler has his tune by heart.
INature imparting her {atric gift,

Her ferious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swifr,
With droll {fobriety they rais’d a {mile

At folly’s colt, themielves unmov’d the while,
That conftellation fet, the world in vain
Meit hepe to look upen their like again.

A. Are we then left—5B. Not wholly in the dark ;
Wit now and then, ftruck fmarty, fhows a {park,
Sufficient to redeem the modern race
From total mght and abfolute difgrace.

While {ervile trick and mmitative knack

Confine the million 1n the beaten track,

5
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Perhaps fome courfer, who difdains the road,

Snuffs up the wind, and flings himfelt abroad.
Contemporaries ail furpafs’d, iee one;

Snort his career, indeed, but ably run;

Churchill s himf{elf unconfcious of his pow’rs,

In penury confum’d his idle hours;

And, Like a {catter’d feed at random ifown,

Was left to fpring by vigour of his own.

Lifted at length, by dignity of thought

And dint of genius, to an affluent lot,

He laid his head 1n luxury’s foft lap,

And took, too often, there his ealy nap.

It brigiiter beams than all he threw not forth,
"I'was negligence 11 him, not want of worth,
Surly and f{loveniy, and bold and coarie,

Too proud for art, and trufting in mere force,
Spendathrift alike of moncy and of wit,

Always at {peed, and never drawing bit,

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

D 2
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The laurel feem’d to wait on his command ;
e fnatch’d 1t rudely from the mufes’ hand.
Nature, exerting an unwearied pow’s,

Iormis, opens, and gives {cent to, ev’ry flow’r;
spreaas the frefhy verdure of the field, and leads
i 'he dancing Natads through the dewy meads:

She fills profufe ten thoufand little throats
With mufic, modulating all their notes;

And charms the woodland {cenes, and wilds unknown,
With artlefs airs and concerts of her own :
But feldom (as 1f fearful of expenie)
Vouchfafes to man a poet’s juft pretence—
tervency, freedom, fluency of thought,
Harmony, {trength, words exquifitely fought
Fancy, that from the bow that {pans the {ky
Brings colours, dipt in heav’n, that never dic;
A {oul exalted above earth, a mind

Skiul’d in the charalters that form mankind;

And; as the {un in rifing beauty drefs’d,

1.ooks to the weftward from the dappled calt.
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And marks, whatever clouds may interpofie,
Fre yet his race begins, its glorious clofe;

An eye like his to catch the diftant goal ;

Or, ere the wheels of verfe begin to roll,

Like his to thed illuminating rays

On ev’ry {fcene and f{ubject it {urveys:

Thus grac’d, the man afferts a poet’s name,
And the world cheerfully admits the claim.
Pity religion has {o {eldom found

A fkilful guide 1nto poetic ground !

‘The flow’rs would {pring where’er the deign’d to fray,
And ev’ry mufe attend her in her way.

Virtue indeed meets many a rhiming friend,
And many a compliment politely penn’d;

But, unattir’d in that becoming veft

Religion weaves for her, and half undrefs’d,
Stands 1n the defert, thiv’ring and forlorn,

A wmnt’ry figure, like a wither’d thorn.

T'he fhelves are full, all other themes are fped ;

Hackney’d and worn to the laft flimfy thread,

U3
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Satire has long {ince done his beft; and curft
And leathfome ribaldry has done his worft ;
Fancy has {ported all her pow’rs away
In tales, in trifles, and in children’s play ;
And ’tis the fad complaint, and almoft true,
Whate’er we write, we bring forth nothing new.
>T'were new 1ndeed to {fee a bard all fire,
Touch’d with a coal from heav’n, aflume the lyre,
And tell the world, full kindling as he {ung,
With more than mortal mufic on his tongue,
T hat He, who died below, and rergns above,
Inipires the fong, and that his name is love.

For, after all, if merely to beguile,
By flowing numbers and a How’ry ityle,
T he teedium that the lazy rich endure,
Which now and then fweet poetry may cure;
Or, if to {ee the name of idle {elf,
Stamp’d on the well-bound quarto, grace the fhelf,

T'o float a bubble on the breath of fame,

Prompt his endeavour, and engage his aim,
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Debas’d to {ervile purpofes of pride
How are the pow’rs of genius mifapplhied!
The gift, whofe office 1s the Giver’s praife,
To trace him 1n his word, his works, his ways!
Then fpread the rich difcov’ry, and invite
Mankind to fhare in the divine delight
Diitorted from 1ts ufe and jult defign,
To make the piniful pofieflor fhine,
To purchafe, at the fool-frequented fair
Of vanity, a wreatn for felf to wear,
Is profanation of the bafeft kind—
Proof of a trifling and a worthlefs mind.
A. Hail Sternhold, then ; and Hopkins, hail! 5, Amen.
If flatt’ry, folly, luft, employ the pen;
If acrimony, flander, and abufe,
Give 1t a charge to Blacken and traduce ;
Though Butler’s wit, Fope’s numbers, Prior’s eale,
With all that fancy can invent to pleaic,
.y

Adorn the polifh’d penteds as they {all,

2ne madrigal of thew’s 1s worth them all.

D4
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A. >Twouid thin the ranks of the poetic tribe,
To dafh the pen through all that you profcribe.

B. No matter—we could fhift when they were not;

And fhould, no doubt, if they were ali forgot,



THE

PROGRESS or ERROR.

Si quid loguar audiendum. Hor, Lib. 4. Od. 2.

S>ine, muie, (if fuch a theme, {o dark, {o long,
May find a mulfe to grace 1t with a {ong)
By what unfeen and unfulpeéted arts
The ferpent error twines round human hearts;
Tell where fhe lurks, beneath what fiow’ry {hades,
That not a giimple of genuine light pervades,
‘T'he pois’nous, black, infinuating worm

Succelstully conceals her loathfome form.
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Take, if ye can, ve carelefs and fupine,

J
Counfel and cautien from a voice like mine!

Truths, that the theonit could never reach,

And obfervation taught me, I would teach.

T A~

Vot all, whole c¢loquence the fancy fills,
Mufical as the chime of tinkling rills,
Weak to perform, though mightv to pretend,

Can trace her mazy windings to their end;
Dilcern the fraud beneath the {pecious lure,
Prevent tue danger, or prefcribe the cure.
The clear harangue, and cold as 1t 1s clear,
Ialis {eporific on the liftlefs ear ;
Like quickiilver, the rhet’ric they difplay
Shines as it runs, but, grafp’d at, {hps away.
Plac’d for his trial on this buftling {tage,
From thoughtlefls youth to ruminating age,
Free in his will to choofe or to refufe,
Man may improve the crifis, or abule;

Flfe, on the fatalifts unrighteous plan,

' r}

1y, to what bar amenaole were man?
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With nought in charge, he could betray no truft;
And, if he fell, would fall becaufe he muit;
1f love reward him, or if vengeance firike,
His recompenfe in both unjuft alike.
Divine authority within his breaft
Brings ev’ry thought, word, action, to the telt;
Warns him or prompts, approves him o1 reftratns,
As reafon, or as paflion, takes the reins.
Jeav'n from above, and confcience from within,
Cries 1n his {tartled ear—Ab{tain from {in!
The world around {ohcits his defire,
And kindles 1n his foul a treach’rous fire ;
VWhile, all his purpofes and {teps to guard,
Peace follows virtue, as its fure reward ;
And pleafure brings as {furely in her train
Remorie, and forrow, and vindiétive pain.

Man, thus endued with an eleétive voice,
Muft be fupplied with objeéts of his choice.

Where’er he turns, enjoyment and delight,

O
O

Or prefent, or in proipect, meet his fight;

-
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Thofe epen on the {pot their honey’d fiore ;

Thefe call him loudly to purfuit of more.

Fi1s unexhzufted mine the {fordid vice

Avarice {hows, and virtue 15 the price.

¥ere varicus motives his ambition raife —

Pow’r, pomp, and {plendour, and the thirit of praile;
‘There beauty woos him with expanded arms;

¥’en Bacchanalbian madnefs has 1ts cnarms.

Nor thefe alone, whoic pleafures, lcis refin’d,
Might well alarm the moft unguarded mind,
Seek to fupplant his inexperienc’d youth,

Or lead him devious from the path of truth;
Hourly allurements cn his paffions prefs,

~ e

Saie 1in tuemlde but dang’rous 1a th’ excels.
Hark! how 1t fleats upon the dewy aur!

O what a dying, dying clofe was there!

"I'ts harmany from yon {equeiter’d bow’r,

oweet harmony, that fooths the midnight heur!

Long ere the charioteer of day had run

this morning ceurfe, th’ enchantment was begun ;
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And he thall ¢ild yon mountain’s height again,
Fore yet the pu.af ng toil bécomes a pain

I5 this the rugged path, tixe iteep aicent,
That virtue peints to? Can o Life thus ipe
Lead to the blifs {iie promu

Detach the {oul from earih, and fpeed her to the flaes?

Ve devotees to };our ader’a Simyioy,

« -

Heav'n’s harmony is univerial icve;

And carthly {ounds, thouph fiveet and well combin’d,
And lentent as {oft opiates to the mind,
Y cove vic .,..,.“d "0...1}" ulii .T.s._.-i.i‘..“"d pe 1 1 -d

Gray dawn appears; the fportfinan and his trat
Speckie the bolem of the diffant plain;

rﬂ_“ 'T-ﬂiﬂtﬁi'ﬁp-] - K i . : : g

BBE .1{1 rthe MNaimircd of the 2T
L I oy L : A 1 32 r A i 3

Save tha* his icent 1s 1efs acute tha n thel’s,
‘E? - rd L % 4 % 3 ; ‘:

or perieveiing chaic, and headlong leaps,
‘T—‘ - 1 1 Y r‘--" * 2N " ; * r- Ny %
Lrue beagie as e Taunchelr houvndg he 1--...&_,;:;.

Charg’d with the folly of has hife

He takes offence, end wonders what you mean ;
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The joy the danger and the toil o’erpays— -

*T'1s exercile, and health, and length of days.

Agamn mmpetuous to the field he flies;

Leaps ev'ry fence but one, there falls and dies ;

I.ike a flain deer, the tumbrel brings him home,

Unmiis’d but by his dogs and by his grecom.
Ye clergy 5 while your orbit 1s your place,

Laghts of the world, and ftars of human race;

Bur, if eccentric ye forfake your fphere,

Prodigies ominous, and view’d with fear.

The comet’s baneful infuence 1s a dream ;

Your’s real, and pernicious in th’ extreme.

What then !—are appetites and lufts laid down,

With the fume eafe that man puts on his gown ?

Wiil av’rice and concupifcence oive place,

Crarm’d by the founds—Ycour Rev’rence, or Your

Grace ¢

INo. But his own engagement binds him faft;

Or, if it dees not, brands him to the laft,

W hat atheifls call him—a defigning knave,

A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and f{lave.
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Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueful jeft,

A caficck’d huntfman and a fiddiing prieft !

He from Italian {fongfters takes his cue:

Set Paul to mulic, he fthall quote him too.

He takes the field. The mafter of the pack
Cries—Well done, {aint! and claps him on the back,
s this the path of fanétity ¢ Is this

To {tand a way-mark in the read to biifs ?

c. ; ‘ .
(rom toe narrow wav,

Flimfelt a wand’rer

His filly faeey, what wender if they ftray ?

(o, calt your orders at your bithop's feer,

send your difhonour’d eown to NMonmouth-{treet !

The facred funétion in your hands i1s made—

Sad facrilege !—no funétion, but a trade !
Occiduus 1s a paftor of renown,

VWhen he ha s pray’d and preaci’d the iabbath dows,

With wire and catgut he concludes the duy,

Quav’ring and {emiquav’ring care awav,

i he full concerta {iwells unen your €ar;

Allelbows thake,  Look in, and you would fvear
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'The Eabyloman tyrant with = nod
Had fummon’d them to {erve his golaen god.
So well mat thoupht th’ employment {eems to fuir,
Plalt’ry and fackbut, dulcimer, and flute.
Oh fie! ’us evangelical and pure:
Gbierve each face, how {ober and demure !
Ecftaly fets her fltamp on ev’ry mien;
Chins fall’n, and not an eye-ball to be feen.
Stiil I 1niidl, though mulic heretofore
Fas charm’d me much, (not €’en Occiduus more)
Y.ove, joy, and peace, make harmony more meet
For fabbath ev’nings, and perhaps as {weet.
Will not the ficklielt theep of ev’'ry flock
Refort to this example as a rock ;
There ftand, and juitify the foul abufe
Of fabbath hours with plaufible excufe ?
It apoftolic gravity be fie
To play the fool on Cundays, why not we ?
It he the tinkling harpfichord regards
A moftenfive, what offence in cards ?

O
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Strike up the fiddies, let us ali be gay!

Laymen have leave to dance, 1if parfons play.

Oh Italy l—thy {abbaths will be foon

49

QOur {abbaths, clos’d with mumm’ry and buffoon.

Preaching and pranks will {hare the motley {cenc;

Our’s parcell’d out, as thine have ever been,

God’s worfhip and the mountebank between.
What fays the prophet? Let that day be bleft
With holinefs and confccrated reft.
Paftime and bus’nefs botir 1t {hould exclude,
And bar the door the moment they intrude ;
Nebly diftingmfh’d above all the fix,
By deeds in which the world muft never mitx.
Hear him again. He calls it a delignt,
A day of luxury, obferv’d anglt,
When the glad foul 15 made heav’a’s welcome
Sits banqueting, and God provides the featl.
But triflers are engae’d and cannot come;
T heir anfwer to the call 1s—Nc# ai boie.

Oh the dear pleafures of the velvet plain,

The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again,

VOL, I. E

oeft,
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Cards, with what rapture, and the polifh’d die,
The yawning chafm of indolence {upply!
Then to the dance, and make the {ober moon
W itnefs of joys that fhun the fight of noon.
Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball,
The fnug clofe party, or the {plendid hall,
Where night, down-ftooping from her ebon throne,
Views conitellations brighter than her own.
’T1s innocent, and harmlefs, and refin’d;
The balm of care, elyfium of the mind.
Innocent! Oh, if venerable time
Slain at the foot of pleafure be no crime,
Then, with his {ilver beard and magic Wand,
Let Comus rife archbifthop of the land;
Let him your rubric and your feafts prefcribe,
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe.

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

Not of the moral, but the dancing {chool,
'
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Wonders at Clodio’s follies, in a tone
As tragical, as others at his own.

He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the {core,
'Then kill a conftable, and drink five more;

But he can draw a pattern, make a tart,

And has the ladies etiquette by heart.

Go, fool; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead
Your caufe before a bar you little dread;

But know, the law that bids the drunkard die
Is far too juft to pafs the trifler by.

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

View’d from a diftance, and with heedlefs eyes,
Folly and 1nnocence are {o alike,

The diff’rence, though effenual, fails to {trike.
Yet folly ever has a vacant {tare,

A fimp’ring count’nance, and a trifling air;
But innocence, f{edate, ferene, erett,

Delights us, by engaging our refpect.

Man, nature’s gueit by invitation fweet,
Receives from her both appetite and treat;

E L
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But, 1f he play the glutton and exceed,
L1is benefadivels Dluihes at the deed.
Iror nature, nice, as iib’ral to difpenie,
Made nothing but a brute the {lave of {enfe.
[Yanicl ate puife by choice—exampie rare!
Heav’n blels’d the youth, and made him frefh and fair.
(sorgonius {its, abdominous and wan,
T.ake a fat {quab upon a Chinefe fan:
tie fhufls far off th’ anticipated joy;
Turtie and ven’fon all his thoughts employ;
repares for meals as jockies take a {weat,

h, nauleous!—an emetic for a whet!
Wil Providence o’erlook the wafted good?
T'emperance were no virtue if he could.

‘Uhat pleafures, therefore, or wnat {fuch we call,
Are hurttul, 15 a truth confefs’d by all.
And fome, that {feem to threaten virtue lefs,
sl hurtful, 1n th’ abufe, or by th’ excels.

Is man then only for his torment plac’d

1'he cenire of delights he may not talte?
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W
G

I ike fabled Tantalus, condemn’d to hear

The precious {tream ftill purling in his ear,
Lip-deep 1n what he longs for, and yet curft
With prohibition and perpetual thirft:

No, wrangler—deftitute of fhame and fenfe,

The precept, that enjoins him abftinence,
Iforbids him none but.the licentious joy,

Whofe fruit, though fair, tempts only to deftroy.
Remorfe, the fatal ege by pleafure laid

In every bofom where her neft 1s made,

Hatch’d by the beams of truth, denies him reft,
And proves a raging {corpion 1n his breaft.

No pleafure? Are domeftic comforts dead?

Are all the namelefs {weets of friendfhip fle¢?
Has time worn out, or fafliion put to thame,
Good{enfe, good health, good confcience, and good fame ?
All thefe belong to virtue, and all prove

T'hat virtue has a utle to your love.

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor

Stand ftarv’d at ycur inhofpitable door?

E 3
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And, left the fullome artifice thould fail,
'Themlielves will hide its coarlencls with a veil.
Not more induftrious are the juit and true
To eive to virtue what 1s virtue’s due—
‘The praife of wildom, comelinefs, and worth;
And call her charms to public notice forth—
T"han vice’s mean and difingenuous race
T o hide the fhocking features of her face.
Her torm with drefs and lotion they repair;
‘Then kifs their 1dol, and pronounce her fair,
'I"he facred implement I now employ
Might prove a mifchief, or at beft a toy;
A trife, if it move but to amule:
But, if to wrong the judgment 2nd abute,
Worfe than a poignard in the bafeft hand,
it ftabs at once the morals of a land.
Y e writers of what none with {afety reads,
IFooting it in the dance that fancy leads:
Y e noveilifts, who mar what ye would mend,

Sniv’ling and driv’iing folly without end ;
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Whofe correlponding mifies fill the ream

With {entimental frippery and dream,

Caught 1n a delicate foft {filken net

By {ome lewd earl, or rake-hell baronet:

Ye pimps, who, under virtue’s fair pretence,
Steal to the clofet of young innocence,

And teach her, unexperienc’d yet and green,
To {cribble as you {ciibbled at fifteen;

Who, kindling a combuftion of defire,

With fome cold moral think to quench the fire;
Though all your engineering proves in vain,
The dribbling ftream ne’er puts it out again:
Oh that a verfe had pow’r, and could command
Far, far away, thefe flefh-flies of the land;
Who fatten without mercy on the fair,

Apd fuck, and leave a craving maggot there.

[ Towe’er difguis’d th’ inflammatory tale,

And covered with a fine-{pun {pecious veil;
Such writers, and {uch readers, owe the guit

And reifh of their pleafure all to luft.
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But the mulfe, eagle;pinion’d, has in view
A quarry more important {tiil than you;
Down, down the wind fhe {wims, and fails away;
Now {toops upon it, and now gra{ps the prey.
Petronius! all the mufes weep for thee;
But ev’ry tear fhali {cald thy memory:
The graces, too, while virtue at their fhrine
I.ay bleeding under that foft hand of thine,
Felt each a mortal ftab in her own breafx,
Abhorr’d the facrifice, and curs’d the priett.
"Thou polifh’d and high-finifh’d foe to truth,
Gray-beard corrupter of our hit’ning youtl,
To purge and {kim away the filth of vice,
That, {o refin’d, 1t might the more entice,
Then pour 1t on the morals of thy {on,
To taint bis heart, was worthy of thine own!
Now, while the poifon all high life pervades,
Write, if thou can’ft, one letter from the fhades;
One, and one only, charg’d with deep regret

‘Uhat thy worft part, thy principles, live yet;
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One fad epiftle thence may cure mankind

Of the plague {pread by bundles left behind.
'T'1s granted, and no plainer truth appears,

Our moft important are our earlieft years;

The mind, impreffible and {oft, with eafe

Imbibes and copies what fhe hears and {ees,

And through hife’s labyrinth holds faft the clue

That education gives her, falfe or true.

Plants rais’d with tendernefs are feldom ftrong;

Man’s coltith difpofition afks the thong;

And, without difcipline, the fav’rite child,

Like a neglelted forefter, runs wild.

But we, as it good qualities would grow

Spontaneous, take but little pains to {ow;

We give fome Latin, and a fmatch of Greek;

Teach him to fence and figure twice a week;

And, having done, we think, the beit we can,

Pratfe his proficiency, and dub him man.
From {cheol to Cam or Ifis, and thence home;

And thence, with all convenient {peed, to Rome,

3
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With rev’rend tutor, clad in habit lav,
To teafe for cails, and quarrel with, all day;
YVith memorandum-bock for ev’ry town,
And ev’ry poit, and where the chaie broke down;
FHis ftock, a few French phrafes got by heart;
With much to léarn, but nothing to impart,

he youth, obedient to his {ire’s commands,
Sets off a wand’rer into foreign lands.
Surpris’d at all they meet, the gofling pair,
With awkward gait, {tretch’d neck, and 4lly ftare,
Difcover hiuge cathedrals, built with ftone,
And fteeples tow’ring high, much like our own;
But fhow peculiar ight by many a grin
At popifh practices obferv’d within.

Eire long, fome bowing, finirking, {mart abbe,
Remarks two loit’rers that have left thewr way;
And, being always prun’d with polizeffe
For men of their appearance and addreis,

W ith .mu.ch. compafiion undertakes the tafk

'T'o tell them—more than they have wit to alk:
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Points to infcriptions where{oe’er they tread,
Such as, when legible, were never read,
But, betpe canker’d now and half worn out,
Craze antiguarian brains with endlefs doubt;
Some headlefs hero, or fome Cafar {hows—
Defective only 1n his Roman nofe;

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans,

NModels of Herculanean pets and pans;

And fells them nmicdals, which, if neither rare
Nor ancient, will be {o, preferv’d with care.
Strange the recital! from whatever caufe

i{1s great improvement and new. hights he draws,

i

i’ he {quire, once bafnful, s thame-tac’d no mere,

h-.-’l"-..-

But teems with pow’rs he never felt before;
Whether increas’d momentum, and the toree
With which fiem clime to clune he {ped his courle,

{ As axles fometimes kindle as the}-‘ 70 )

"T

Chat’d him, and brought dull nature to a glow;
Or whether clearer fkies and {ofter ar,

That make Ttalian fow’is {o fweet and fair,
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Frefh’ning his lazy {pirits as he ran,

Unfolded gemally, and {pread the man;

Returning, he proclaims, by many a grace,

By fhrugs, and {trange contortions of his face,

How much a dunce, that has been {ent to roam,

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

And wifdom falls before exterior grace;

We flight the precious kernel of the {tone,

And toil to polifh its rough coat alone.

A juft deportment, manners grac’d with eafe,

Elegant phrafe, and figure form’d to pleafe,

Are qualities that {eem to comprehend

Whatever, parents, guardians, ichools, intend;

Hence an unfurniih’d and a hiftlefs mind,

Though bufy, trifling; empty, though refin’d;

Hence all that interferes, and dares to clafh

W ith indolence and luxury, is trafh;

While learning, once the man’s exclufive pride,

Seems verging faft towards the female fide.
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Learning itfelf, receiv’d into a mind

By nature weak, or vicioufly inclin’d,

Serves but to lead philofophers aftray,

Where children would with eafe difcern the way.

And, of all arts fagacious dupes iavent,

T'o cheat themlielves and gain the world’s affent,

The worlt 1s—{cripture warp’d from 1its intent.
The carriage bowls along, and all are pleas’d,

It Tom be fober, and the wheels well areas’d;

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

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

[t fuffers interruption and delay,

And meets with hindrance in the {mootheft way.

When {fome hypothefis abfurd and vain

Has £11°d with all its fumes a critic’s brain,

T'he text that {orts not with his darling whim,

Though plain to others, is obicure to him,

The will made {ubjeét to a lawlels force,

All 1s irregular, and out of courfe;

And judgment drunk, and brib’d to lofe his way,

WWinks hard, and talks of darkne{s at noon-day.
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A criric on the {acred book fhould be
Candid and learn’d, difpaflionate and free;
Free from the wayward bias bigots feel,
I'rom fancy’s influence, and intemp’rate zeal:
But, above all, (or let the wretch refrain,
Nor touch tiae page he cannot but profane)
Free from the domineering pow’r of iult;
A lewd interpreter is never juit.

How fhall I {peak thee, or thy pow’r addrefs,
Thou god of our 1dolatry, the preis:
By thee, religion, liberty, and laws,
Exert their influence, and advance their caule;
Ry thee, worfe plagues than Pharaoh’s land befel,
Diffus’d, make earth the veftibule of hell;
Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wifc;
Thou ever-bubbling {pring of endleis lies;
Like Iiden’s dread probaticnary tree,
Knowledge of good and evil 1s from taec.

No wild enthufiaft ever yet could reft

Till half mankind were hike himielf poficis’d.
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Philofophers, who darken and put out |
Eternal truth by everlafting doubt;
Church quacls, with paffions under no command,
Who fiil the world with docétrines contraband,
Difcov’rers of they know not what, confin’d
Within no bounds—the blind that lead the blind ;
To ftreams of popular opinion drawn,
Depofit in thofe fhallows all their {pawn.,
The wriggling fry {oon fll the crecks around,
Pois’ning the waters where their {warms abound.
Scorn’d by the nobler tenants of the flood,
Minnows and gudgecons gorge th’ unwholfome food.
The propagated myriads {preaa fo faft,
Fen Leuwenheeck himielf would ftand aghatt,
iemploy’d to calcuiate ta’ enormous fum,
And own his crab-computing pow’rs o’ercoine.
s tnis hyperbole P The world well known,
Yocour {ober thoughts wiil hardly find 1t one.

EFreth confidence the {peculatit takes
I‘rom ev’ry hatr-brain’d profelyte he makes ;

VoL, T. ¥
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And therefore prints: himfelf but half deceiv’d.

T'1ll others have the {oothing tale believ’d.

Hence comment after comment, {pun as fine

As bloated {piders draw the flimfy line:

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

Is mifapplied to {anctify their {way.

If ftubborn Greek refufe to be his friend,

Hebrew or Syriac fhall be forc’d to bend :

If languages and copies all cry, No—

Somebody prov’d it centuries ago.

Like trout purfued, the critic, 1n defpair,

Darts to the mud, and finds his {afety there.

Women, whom cuftom has forbid to fly

"The {cholar’s pitch, (the {cholar beft knows whv)

With all the fimple and unletteir’d poor,

Admire his learning, and almolit adore.

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

With {uch fine words familiar to his tongue.
Ye ladies ! (for, indiff ’rent 1n your caufe,

[ thould deferve to forfeit all applaufe)
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Whatever fhocks, or gives the leaft offence

To virtue, delicacy, truth, or {enfe,

(Try the criterion, ’tis a faithful guide)

Nor has, nor can have, {cripture on its fide,

None but an author knows an author’s cares,
Or fancy’s fondnefs for the child the bears.
Committed once into the public arms,

The baby {eems to {mile with added charms.
Like fomething precious ventured far from fhore,
"Tis valued for the danger’s fake the more.

He views 1t with complacency {upreme,

Solicits kind attention to his dream ;

And daily, more enamour’d of the cheat,
Kneels, and afks heav’n to blefs the dear decett.
So one, whofe {tory ferves at leaft to thow

Men lov’d their own productions long ago,
Woo’d an unfeeling ftatue for his wife,

Nor refted till the gods had given it life.

[t fome mere driv’ler fuck the fugar’d fib,

One that ftill needs his leading-ftring and bib,
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And praife his genius, he 1s {oon repaid
In praife appited to the fame part—nhis head.
For 'tis a rule, rhat holds for ever true,
Grant me difcernment, and I grant 1t you.
Patient of contradiétion, as a child

A ftable, humble, diffident, and mild;
Such was fir Ifaac, and fuch Boyle and Locke:
Your blund’rer 1s as fturdy as a rock.
T he creature 1s {o {ure to kick and bite,
A muleteer’s the man to {et him right.
irft appetite enlifts him truth’s {worn foe,
T'hen obftinate felf-will confirms him {o.
T'ell him he wanders; that his error leads
To fatal ills ; that, though the path he treads
Be flow’ry, and he fee no caufe of fear,
Death and the pains of hell attend him there;
In vain; the flave of arrogance and pride,

“e has no hearing on the prudent f{ide.

His ftill refured quirks he ftill repeats ;

New rais’d objections with new quibbles meets;
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“Till, finkmg 1n the quick{and he defends,
He dies difputing, and the conteft ends—
But not the milchiefs ; they, ftill left behind,
Like thiftle-ieeds, are {fown by ev’ry wind.
‘Thus men go wrong with an ingenious fkill;
Bend the {traight rule to their own crooked will ;
And, with a clear and thining lamp {upplied,
Firft put 1t out, then take it for a guide,
Halting on crutches of unequal fize ;
One leg by truth {upported, one by lies;
They fidle to the goal with awkward pace,
Secure of nothing—but to lofe the race.
Faults 1in the hife breed errors in the brain g
And thele, reciprocally, thole agan.
The mind and condult mutually imprint
And ftamp their image in each other’s mint :
i‘ach, fire and dam of an infernal race,
Segetting and concelving all that’s bale.
None fends his arrow to the mark in view,
YWhofe hand 1s feeble, or his aim untrue.,

. ™y
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For though, ere yet the fhaft is on the wing,

Or when 1t firft forfakes th’ elaftic ftring,
It err but little from th’ intended line,
It falls at laft far wide of his defign :
So he, who {eeks a manfion in the fky,
Muft watch his purpefe with a ftedfaft eye;
T'hat prize belongs to none but the {incere,
The leaft obliquity i1s fatal here,

With caution raite the fweet Circean cup:
He that fips often, at laft drinks it up.
Habits are {oon affum’d ; but, when we {trive
To ftrip them off, ’us being flay’d alive.
(Caill’d to the ten}ple of impure delight,
e that abftains, and he alone, does right.
It a with wander that way, call it home ;
ble cennot long be fafe whole withes roam,
But, if you pafs the threfhaold, you are caught;
Die then, if pow’r Almighty fave you not.

1?2

'} here, hard’ning by degrees, till double {teel’d,
J Y baw) 2

W’

- L ake leave of nature’s God, and God reveal’d ;
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Then laugh at all you treabled at before s
And, joining the free-thinkers brutal roar,
Swallow the two grand noftrums they difpenfe—
That {cripture lies, and blatphemy 1s {enfe.
If clemency revolted by abufe
Be damnable, then damn’d without excufe.
Some dream that they can filence when they will
The ftorm of paffion, and fay, Peace, be j1il/;
But ¢ Thus far and no farther,” when addrefs’d
To the wild wave, or wilder human breaft,
Implies authority that never can,
‘That never ought to be the lot of man.
But, mufe, forbear; long flights forebode a fall;
Strike on the deep-ton’d chord the fum of all.
Iiear the juft law—rthe judgment of the fkics |
He that hates truth fhall be the dupe of lies:
And he that wi// be cheated to the lafl,
Delufions, ftrong as hell, thall bind him faft.
But, if the wand’rer his miftake difcern,
Judge his own ways, and figh for a return,

r A
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Bewilder’d once, muft he bewail his lofs

For ever and for ever ? No—the crofs !
‘T'here, and there only (though the deift rave,
And ztheift, if earth bear {fo bafe a flave) ;

‘T'here, and there only, 1s the pow’r to fave.
‘T here no delufive hope invites defpair ;
Neo mock’ry meets you, no deception, there.
The Ipells and charms, that blinded you. before,
All vanifh there, and fafcinate no more.

I am no preacher, let this hint {uffice~—
The crofs, once {een, 1s death to ev’ry vice:
Elfe he that hung there {uffer’d all his pain,

Rled, eroan’d, and agoniz’d, and cied, in vain,
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Penfanntyr trutind, Hor. Lib. II. Epift.

Man, on the dubious waves of error tofs’d,
His fhip half founder’d, and his compafs loft,

Sees, far as human optics may command,
A fleeping fog, and fancies it dry land :
Spreads all his canvafs, ev’ry {inew plies;
Pants for’t, aims at it, enters it, and dies !
Then farewell all {elf-fatistying {chemes,
s well-buile {yftems, philofophic dreams ;
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Deceitiul views of future blifs, farewell !

He reads his fentence at the flames of hell.
Haid let of man—to toi: for the reward

Of vatue, and yet ioie 10§ VWhricwere hard f—

e that would win thie race muft guide his horfe

Obedient to the cuftoms of the courfe;

Eliie, though unequall’d to the goal he flies,

A meaner than himielt {hall gain the prize.

Grace leads the right way : 1if you choole the wrong,

Taxe 1, and periftr; but reftrain your tongue.

Charge not, with light {ufficient, and left free,

G

Y our wiitu! fuicide on God’s decree.

v >

Ch how uniike the complex works of man,
Flecav'n’s eafy, artlefs, unincumber’d, plan !

= T :
IMe meretricicus graces to beguile,

No cidt’ring ornaments to clog the piles;

{'rom oftentation, as from weakneds, iree,

7

It {ftands hikke the cerulcan arch we {ec,
IV PPN £ -, - ~ .

Migjeitic 1 1ts own {implicity.
Inferib’d above the portal, from afar
{nnf

micucus as the brightoefs of a ftar,
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T egible only by the light they give,

Stand the {oul-quick’ning words—BELIEVE, AND LIVE !
Too many, thock’d at what fhouid charm them moft,
Defpife the plain diretion, and are loft.

Heav’'n on {fuch terms! (they cry, with proud difdain)
Incredible, impoflible, and vain |—

Rebel, becaule ’us eafy to obey ;

And {corn, for its own {ake, the gracious way.

Thele are the {ober, in whoie cool*er brains

Some thought of immortality remains ;

The reft, too buly, or too gay, to wait

On the {ad theme, their everlafting {tate,

Sport for a day, and perifh in a night;

The foam upon the waters not {o light.

7
!

Who judg’d the pharifee ? What odicus caule
Exvos’d him to the vengeance of the laws?

Had he feduc’d a virgin, wrong’d a friend,

Or ftabb’d a man to ferve fome private end ?

Was blafphemy his fin? Or did he ftray

From the firict duties of the facred day 2
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Sit long and late at the caroufing board ?

(Such were the fins with which he charg’d his Lord.)
No—the man’s morals were exaét. What then ?
“T'was his amibition to be {feen of men;

H1s virtues were his pride ; and that one vice
Made all his virtues gewgaws cf no price;

He wore them, as fine tranppings, for a thow ; :

A praving, {ynagogue-frequenting, beau.

The felf-applauding bird, the peacock, fee—

Mark what a {umptuous pharifee 1s hel

MNeridian {un-beams tempt him to unfold

&

-
X

s radiant glories; azure, green, and goid:

ot

e treads as 1%‘ fome folermn mulic near,

fosieg

T1is meaiar’a e ¢ Were covern ’d by his ear;

And feems to fuy—Y e meaner fowl, give place ;

{ am all {plendour, dignity, and grace !

Not {o the nheafant on his charms prefumes

"Thouch he, too, has a glory in his plumes.

FIY

Fie, chn i{tian like, retreats with modeft mien

!

"o the ciole cople, or far-fequefter’d green,

And fhines, without defiring to be {cen.
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The plea of works, as arrogant and vain,

Heav’n turns from with abhorrence and difdamn:
Neot more aftronted by avow’d negledt,

Than by the mere diffembler’s feign’d refpect.
Vhat is all nghteoulnefs that men devife 2

What—Dbut a fordid bargain for the {kics?

‘!

But Chrit as {oon would abdicate his own,
As ftoop from heav’n to {ell the proud a throne.
s aweliing 2 recefs 1in {fome rﬁde roci ;
Beok, beads, and maple-dith, his meagre ftock;
in fhirt of hair and weeds of canvafs drefy’d,
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has ble{s’d;
Adult with ftripes, told out for ev’ry crime,
And fore tormented, long before his time ;
bis pray’r preferr’d to faints that cannot aid:
His praife poftpon’d, and never to be paid ;
sce the fage hermit, by mankind admir’d,
Wich all that bigotry adopts infpir’d,
Wearing out life in his religlous whun,

Yropae . + . . .
31 his religious Whimfy wears out i,
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His works, his abftinence, his zeal, allow’d,

Y cu think him humble—God accounts him proud.

High 1 demand, though lowly in pretence,

Of all his conduct this the genuine {fenfe—

My penitential ftripes, my {lreaming blood,

Have purchas’d heav’n, and prove my title good
T'urn eaftward now, and fancy fhall apply

‘T'o your weak fight her telefcopic eye.

T he bramin kindles on his own bare head

T'he facred fire—{elf-torturing his trade !

His voluntary pains, fevere and long,

- Would give a barb’rous air to Britth {ong s

No grand inquifitor could worfe mnvent,

T han he contrivaé, to {uffer, well content.
Which 1s the {ainthier worthy of the two ?

Pait all difpute, yon ancherite fay you.

Your {entence and mine differ. What's a name 7

I fay the bramin has the fairer claim.

It fuff’rings, feripture no where recommends,

Devis’d by {clf, to anfwer {elfifh ends,
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Give faintfhip, then all Europe muft agree
Ten ftarvling hermits {uffer lefs than he.

The truth 1s (if the truth may fuit your ear,
And prejudice have left a paffage clear)
Pride has attain’d its moft luxuriant growth,
And potfon’d ev’ry virtue imn them both.
Pride may be pamper’d while the fleth grows lean;
[Humility may clothe an Engliih cean;
That grace was Cowper’s—his, confels’d by all—
Though plac’d in golden Durham’s fecond {tall.
Not all the pleaty of a bifhop’s board,
His palace, and his lacqueys, and <« My Lord,”
Nore nourifh pride, that condefcending vice,
Than abftinence, and beggary, and lice :
[t thrives 1n mis’ry, and abundant grows ;
In mis’ry fools upon themfeives impofe.

But why before us proteftants produce
An Indian myftic, or a French reclule ?
Their fin is plain; but what have we to fear,

Reform’d, and well inftruc¢ted £ You fhall hear.

4

&



Yon ancient prude, whofe wither'd features thow
She might be young {ome forty years ago,
Her elbows pinion’d clofe upon her hips,
Her head eret, her fan upon her lips,
Her eye-brows arch’d, her cyes both gone aftray
To watch yon am’rous couple 1n their play,
"ith bony and unkerchief’d neck, defies
The rude inclemency of wintiy fkies;
And fails, with lappet-head and mncing airs,
Duly, at clink of bell, to morning pray’rs,
T'o thrift and parfimony much inclin’d,
She yet allows herfelt that boy behind.
The fhiv’ring urchin, bending as he goes,
With flip-fhed heels, and dew-drop at his noie;
His predecciior’s coat advanc’d to wear,
Which future pages vet are doom’d to fhare ;
Carries her bible, tuck’d beneath his arm,
And hides his hands, to keep his fingers warm,
She, half an angel 1n her own account,

Doubts not hereafter with the faints to mount,
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Though not a grace appears, on ftricteft fearch,
But that fthe fafte, and, Zfem, goes to church.
Conicious of age, fhe recollects her youth,

And tells, not always with an eye to truth,

Who {pann’d her waift, and who, where’er he came,
Scrawl’d upon glafs mifs Bridget’s lovely name;
Who ftole her fhipper, fill’d it with tokay,

And drank the hittle bumper ev’ry day.

Of temper as envenom’d as an afp;

Cenforious, and her every word a wafp;

In faithful mem’ry fhe records the crimes,

Or real, or fititious, of the times;

Laughs at the reputations fhe has torn,

And holds them, dangling at-arms length, in fcorn.

Such are the fruits of {fanctimonious pride,

Of malice fed while fleth 1s mortified :

‘Take, Madam, the reward of all your pray’rs,
Where hermits and where bramins meet with theirs;
Your portion is with them.—Nay, never trown;

But, if you pleafe, fome fathoms lower down,

YOL., I, G
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Arnft, attend! your brufhes and your pairit—
Produce them—take a chair—now draw a faint.
Oh, forrowful and fad! the ftreaming tears
Channel her cheeks—a Niobe appears !

Is this a faint? Throw tints and all AW A
1'rue piety 1s cheerful as the day;
Wil weep, indeed, and heave a pitying groan,

y

I'or others’ woes, but {miles upon her own.
What purpofe has the King of faints in view?

Why falls the golfpel like a gracious dew?

To call up plenty from the teeming earth,

Or curfe the defert with a tenfold dearth ?

Is 1t that Adany’s offspring may be fav’d

From f{ervile fexar, or be the more enflav’d ?

'T'o looie the links that gail’d mankind before,

Or bind them fafter on, and add ftill more 2

The frecborn Chriftian has no chains to prove;

Or, 1if a chain, the gelden one of love:

INo fear attends to quench his glowing fires,

What fear he fcels his gratitude infpires.
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Shall he for fuch deliv’rance, freely wrought,
Recompenfe 1ll?  He trembles at the thought.
- His Mafter’s int’reft and his own, combin’d,
Prompt ev’ry movement of his heart and mind:
Thougnt, word, and deed, his liberty evince;
His freedom 1s the freedom of a prince.

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

Has he a world of gratitude and love?

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

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

G 2
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Reduce his wages, or get rid of her,
Tom quits you, with—Y our moft obedient, Sir.
The dinner {erv’d, Charles takes his ufual ftand,
W atches your eye, anticipates comand;
Sighs, 1f perhaps your appetite thould fail;
And, if he but fufpeéts a frown, turns pale;
Confults all day your int’reft and your eale,
Richly rewarded 1t he can but pleafe;
And, proud to make his firm attachment known,
To fave your life would nobly rik his own.
Now which ftands higheft in your {erious
thought?
Charles, without doubt, fay you—and {o he ought;
One a&, that from a thankful heart proceeds,
Ixcels ten thoufand mercenary deeds.
Thus heav’n approves, as honeft and fincere,
The work of gen’rous love and filial fear;
But, with averted eyes, th’ omnifcient Judge

Scorns the bale hireling, and the flavith drudge.
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Where dwell thefe matchlefs faints?—old Curio
Cries.
Ev'n at your fide, Sir, and before your eyes,
The favour’d few—th’ enthufiafts you defpife.
And, pleas’d at heart, becaufe on holy ground
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found,
Reproach a people with his f{ingle fall,

And caft his filthy raiment at them all.

Attend!—an apt ﬁmilitﬁde {hall thow

Whence {prings the conduct that offends you {o.
See where 1t {mokes along the founding plain,

Blown all aflant, a driving, dafhing rain,

Peal upon peal redoubling all around,

Shakes it again, and fafter, to the ground;

Now flathing wide, now glancing as 1 play,

Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away.

Iire yet 1t came the trav’ler urg’d his fteed,

And hurried, but with unfuccefstul {peed;

Now, drench’d throughout, and hopelefs of his cafe,

He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace.

G 3
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Suppofe, unlook’d for in a fcene fo rude,

Long hid by interpofing hill or wood,

Some manfion, neat and elegantly drefs’d,

By {ome kind hofpitable heart poffefs’d,

Offer him warmth, fecurity, and reft;

Think with what pleafure, f{afe, and at his eafe,
He hears the tempeft howling 1n the trees;
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ,
While danger paft is turn’d to prefent jey.

So fares it with the finner, when he feels

A growing dread of vengeance at his heels:

His confcience, like a glaffy lake before,
Lafh’d into foa{ning waves, begins to roar;
The law, grown clamorous, though filent long,
Arraigns him—charges him with ev’ry wrong—
Afierts the rights of his offended Lord;

And death, or reftitution, is the word:

T he lalt impofiible, he fears the firft,

P >
And, having well deferv’d, expects the worft.
Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home;

Oh for a thelter from the wrath to come !



TR UT H.

Crufh me, ye rocks; ye falling mountains, hide

Or bury me in ocean’s angry tide.— -

The fcrutiny of thofe all-{eeing eyes

I dare not—And you need not, God replies;

The remedy you want I freely give:

The book fhall teach you—read, believe, and live!
>T'1s done—the raging {torm 1s heard no more,
Mercy receives him on her peaceful fhore;
And Juftice, guardian of the dread command,
Drons the red vengeance from his willing hand.
A foul redeem’d demands a life of praife ;
ifence the complexicn of his future days.
ilence a demeanour holy and unfpeck’d,
And the world’s hatred, as its {ure eftelt,

Some lead a hife unblameable and juft,
Their own dear virtue their unfhaken truft:
They never {in—or, 1if (as all offend)
Some trivial {lips their daily walk attend,
The poor are near at hand, the charge s {mall,

A flight gratuity atones for all!

(s o
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For, though the pope has loft his int’reft here,

And pardons are not fold as once they were,

No papift more defirous to compound,

Than {fome grave {inners upon Englith ground.

That plea refuted, other quirks they feek—

Mercy 1s 1nfinite, and man 1s weak;

The future fhall obliterate the palft,

And heav’n, no doubt, fhall be their home at laft.
Come, then—a ihll, {mall whifper 1n your ear —

He has no hope who never had a fear;

And he that never doubted of his {tate,

-He may, perhaps—perhaps he may—too late.
The path to blifs abounds with many a fnare;

Yearning 1s one, and wit, however rare.

The Frenchman, firft in literary fame,

(Mention him, 1if you pleafe. Voltaire? —The fame.)

With {pirit, genius, eloquence, {upplied,

1iv’d Jong

o, wrote much, laugh’d heartily, and died.

The {cripture was his jeft-book, whence he drew

Bon mots to gall the Chriftian and the Jew,

3
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An infidel 1n health, but what when fick ?

Oh—then a text would touch him at the quick.

View hifn at Paris, 1n lhus laft career:

Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere;

Exalted on his pedeftal of pride,

And fum’d with frankincen{e on ev’ry fide,

He begs their flatt’ry with his lateft breath;

And, fmother’d in’t at laft, is prais’d to death!
Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door,

Pillow and bobbins all her little {tore ;

Content, though mean; and cheerful, if not gay ;

Shuffling her threads about the live-long day,

Juft earns a {canty pittance; and at mght

Lies down fecure, her heart and pocket hight:

She, for her humble {phere by nature fit,

Has little underftanding, and no wit,

Reccives no praife; but, though her lot be fuch,
(Toilfome and indigent) fhe renders mucn;

Juft knows, and knows no more, her Bible true—

A truth the brilliant Frenchmean never knew;
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And in that charter reads, with {parkling eyes,
Her title to a treafure 1n the {iiies,
Ga, happy peafunt i Ch, unhappy bara !
Fiis the mere tinfcl, her’s the rich reward ;
He prais’d, perhaps, for ages vet to come ;
She never heard of half a mue from home:
e, loft in errors, his vain heart preters;
She, fafe 1n the {implicity of her’s.
Not many wiie, rich, noble, or profound
In fcience, win cne inch of heav’nly eround.
And 15 it not & mortifving thought
"T'hie poor fhoukd gan it, and the rich fhiould noc?
Mo—rthe veluptiaries, whoe nc’er forget
Cine pleafure 1o :, iofle heav’n without reoret;
Regrct wouid roufe them, and give birth to pray’r;
ray’r would add faich, and faith would fix them there,
Not that the Former of us 2li in this,
Or aught he does, is govern’d by caprice s

he {uppoitiien 1s replete with fin,

ars the brand of bis{phemy burnt 1,

L
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Not {o—the {ilver trumpet’s heav'nly call
Sounds for the poor, but founds alike for all:

Kings are invited ; and, would kings obey,

No flaves cn earth more welcome were then they :

But royalty, nobiiity, and {tate,

Are tuch a dead preponderating weight,

That endlefs bhifs, (how {trange foe’er it {eem)
In counterpoife, flies up and kicks the beam.
*T'is open, and ye cannot enter—why 2
Becaufe ye will not, Conyers would reply —
And he fays much that many may di{pute

And cavil at with eafe, but none refute.

Oh, blefs’d efiet of penury and want,

The feed fown there, how vig'rous 15 the plant!
No {oil like poverty tor growth divine,

As leaneft land fupplies the richeft wine.

luarth gives too hittle, ei1ving only bread,

T'o nourtth pride, er turn the weakeft head:
1o them the founding jargon of the {chools

Seems what it is~-a cap and bells for focls:

il

g1
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The light they walk by, kindled from above,

Shows them the fhortelt way to life and love :

They, itrangers to the controverfial field,

W here deiits, always foil’d, yet {corn to yield,

And never check’d by what impedes the wife,

Believe, rufh forward, and poflefs the prize.
Envy, ye great, the dull unletter’d fmall :

Ye have much cauie for envy—but not all.

We boaft {ome rich ones whom the gofpel {ways ;

And one who wears a coronet, and prays;

Like gleanings of an olive-tree, they fhow

Here and there one upon the topmoft bough.
How readily, upon the gofpel plan,

That queition has its anfwer —What is man ?

Sinful and weak, 1n ev’ry {enfe a wretch ;
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