P-O E M S

BY

WILLIAM COWPER,

OF THE INNER TEMPLE, ESQ.

] IN TWO VOLUMES.

VOIL. I
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So water, trembling in a polish’d vase,

Reflects the beam that plays upon its face;
The sportive light, uncertain where it fally,
Now strikes the roof, now flushes on the walls.

—

A NEW EDITION.

- - — o il

l"-_-——--r-l--r—.ﬂ-—- — v - — . N et L ey = -  r W

L ON D ON:

PRINTED FOR J,JOHMNSON, ST.PAUL’S CHURCH YARD,

BY T. BENSLEY, BOLT COURT, FLEET STREET,

b e

1800,

.
’

A



PREFACE
TO THE

FIRST VOLUME.

W rEN an Author, by appearing in print,
requests .an audience of the Public, and 1s
upon the point of speaking for himself, who-
cver presumes to step before him with a pre-
face, and to say, ‘¢ Nay, but hear me first,”
should have something worthy of attention
to offer, or he will be justly deemed officious
and impertinent. ‘The judicious reader has
probably, upon other occasions, been be-

fore-hand with me 1n this reflection: 2-:d I
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am not very willing it should now be ap-
plied to me, however 1 may seem to ex-
pose myself to the danger of it. But the
thought of having my own name perpe-
tuated in connexion with the name in the
title page, 1s so pleasing and flattering to the
feelings of my heart, that 1 am content to

risk something for the gratification.

'T'his Preface 1s not designed to commend
the Poems to which it 1s prefixed. My tes-
timony would be insufficient for those who
are not qualified to judge properly for them-
selves, and unnecessary to those who are.
Besides, the reasons which render it impro-
per and unseemly for a man to celebrate his
own performances, or those of his nearest
relatives, will bave some influence in sup-

pressing much of what he might otherwise
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wish to say in favour of a friend, when
that friend is indeed an alter idem, and ex-
cites almost the same emotions of sensibi-

lity and affection as he feels for himself.

It 1s very probable these Poems may
come into the hands of some persons, in
whom the sight of the Author’s name will
awaken a recollection of incidents and
scenes which, through length of time, they
had almost forgotten. They will be re-
minded of one, who was once the compa-
nion of their chosen hours, and who set out
with them in early life, in the paths which
lead to literary honours, to influence and
affiuence, with equal prospects of success.
But he was suddenly and powerfully with-
drawn from those pursuits, and he left them

without regret; yet not till he had sufficient
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opportunity of counting the cost, and of
knowing the value of what he gave up. If
happiness could have been found in clas-
sical attainments, in an elegant taste, 1n the
exertions of wit, fanéy‘, and genius, and 1n
the esteem and converse of such persons as
in these respects were most congenial with
himself, he would have been happy. DBut
he was not— He wondered (as thousands in
a similar situation still do) that he should
continue dissatisfied, with all the means ap-
parently conducive to satisfaction within his
reach—But 1n duc time the cause of his dis-
appointment was discovered to him—ile
had lived without God 1n the world. In a
memorable hour, the wisdom which 1s from
above visited his heart. Then he felt him-
self a wandercr, and then he found a guide.

Upon this change of views, a change of



PREFACTE. il

plan and conduct followed of course. When
he saw the busy and the gay world in its
true light, he left it with as little reluctance
as a prisoner, when called to liberty, leaves
his dungeon. Not that he became a Cynic
or an Ascetic—A heart filled with love to
God, will assuredly breathe benevolence to
men. But the turn of his temper inclining
him to rural life, he indulged it, and the pro-
vidence of God evidently preparing his way
and marking out his retreat, he retired into
the country. By these steps the good hand
of God, unknown to me, was providing for
me one of the principal blessings of my life;
a friend and a counsellor, in whose com-
pany :for almost seven years, though we
were seldom seven successive waking hours
separated, I always found new pleasure. A

friend, who was not only a comfort to my-
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self, but a blessing to the affectionate poor

people, among whom 1 then lived.

Some time after inclination had thus re-
moved him from the hurry and bustle of life,
he was still more secluded by a long indis-
position, and my pleasure was succeeded by
a proportionable degree of anxiety and con-
cern. But a hope, that the God whom he
served would support him under his afflic-
tion, and at length vouchsafe him a happy
deliverance, never forsook me. The desir-
able crisis, 1 trust, 1s now nearly approach-
ing. 'The dawn, the presage of returning
day, 1s alrcady arrived. He 1s again enabled
to resume his pen, and some of the first
fruits of his recovery are here presented to
the public. In his principal subjects, the

same acumen which distinguished him in
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the early period of life, is happily employed
in illustrating and enforcing the truths of
which he received such deep and unalter-
able impressions in his maturer years. His
satire, if it may be called so, is benevolent,
(like the operations of the skilful and hu-
mane surgeon who wounds only to heal)
dictated by a just regard for the honour of
God, an indignant grief excited by the pro-
fligacy of the age, and a tender compassion

for the souls of men.

His favourite topics are least 1nsisted on
in the piece entitled Table Talk; Wh‘iCh
therefore, with some regard to the prevail-
ing taste, and that those who are governed
by it may not be discouraged at the very
threshold from proceeding farther, 1s placed

first. In most of the larger Poems which
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follow, his leading design 1s more explicitly
avowed and pursued. - He aims to commu-
nicate his own perceptions of the truth,
beauty, and influence of the religion of the
Bible.—A religion which, however discre-
dited by the misconduct of many who have
not renounced the Christian name, proves
itself, when rightly understood, and cor-
dially embraced, to be the grand desidera-
tum, which alone can relieve the mind of
man from painful and unavoidable anxieties,
inspire it with stable peace and solid hope,
and furnish those motives and prospects,
which, 1n the present state of things, are
absolutely necessary to produce a conduct
worthy of a rational creature, distinguished
by a vastness of capacity, which no assem-

blage of earthly good can satisfy, and by a

principle and pre-intimation of immortality.
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At a time when hypothesis and conjec-
ture 1n philosophy are so justly exploded,
and Ilittle 1s considered as deserving the
name of knowledge, which will not stand
the test of experiment, the very use of the
term experimental in religious concern-
ments, 1s by too many unhappily rejected
with disgust. But we well know, that they
who affect to despise the inward feelings
which religious persons speak of, and to
trcat them as enthusiasm and folly, have in-
ward feelings of their own, which, though
they would, they cannot suppress. We
have been toc long in the secret ourselves
to account the proud, the ambitious, or the
voluptuous, happy. We must lose the re-
membrance of what we once were, before
we can believe, that a man 1s satisfied with

himself, merely because he endeavours to
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appear so. A smile upon the face is often
but a mask worn occasionally and in com-
pany, to prevent, if possible, a suspicion of
what at the same time is passing 1n the heart.
We know that there are people, who seldom
smile when they are alone, who therefore
are glad to hide themselves in a throng from
the violence of their own reflections; and
who, while by their looks and their lan-
guage they wish to persuade us they are
happy, would be glad to change their con-
ditions with a dog. But in defiance of all
their efforts, they continue to think, fore-
bode, and tremble. This we know, for it
has been our own state, and therefore we
know how to commiserate it in others.—
From this state the Bible relieved us—W hen
we were led to read it with attention, we

found ourselves described.—We learnt the
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causes of our inquietude—we were directed
to a method of relief—we tried, and we

were not disappointed. .

Deus nolis hec otia fecit.

We are now certain that the gospel of
Christ 1s the power of (God unto salvation,
to every one that believeth. It has rccon-
ciled us to God, and to ourselves, to our
duty, and our situation. It is the balm and
cordial of the present life, and a sovereign

antidote against the fear ot death. x

Sed hactenus hec. Some sialler pieces
upon less important subjects close the vo-
lume. Not one of them I believe was writ-
ten with a view to publication. But 1 was

unwilling they should be omitted.

JouNn NEwTON.
CHARLES Seauare, HoxToN,

February 18, 1782.
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Si te_forté mese gravis uret sarcina chartee,

Abjicito. Hox. Lib. I. Epist, 13.

A. Youvu told me, I remember, glory, built
On-selfish principles, is shame and guilt;

The deeds that men admire as half divine,

Stark naught, because corrupt in their design.
Strange doctrine this! that without scruple tears
The laurel that the very lightning spares;
Brings dewn the warrior’'s trophy to the dust,
And eats into his bloody sword like rust.

B. I grant that, men continuing what they are,
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there must be war.
And never meant the rule should be applied
To him that fights with justice on his side.

Let laurels, drench’d in pure Parnassian dews,

Reward his mem’ry, dear to ev'ry muse, -
1. B
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Who, with a courage of unshﬁken root,
In honour’s field advancing his firm foot,
Plants it upon the line that justice draws,
And will prevail or perish in her cause.
"Tis to the virtues of such men, man owes
His portion in the good that heaven bestows.
And, when recording history displays
Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days,
Tells of a few stout hearts that fought and died
Where duty plac’d them, at their country’s side;
The man that 1s not mov’'d with What he reads,
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds,
Unworthy of the blessings of the brave,
Is base in kind, and born to be a slave.

But let eternal infamy pursue
The wretch to nought but his ambition true,
Who, for the sake of filling with one blast
The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste.
Think yourself station’d on a tow’ring rock,

'l'o see a people scatter’d like a flock,
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~ Some royal mastiff panting at their heels,

. With all the savage thirst a tyger feels;

Then view him, self-proclaim’d in a gazette
Chief monster that has plagu'd the nations yet :
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplac’d,
Those ensigné of dominion, how disgrac’d!
The glass that bids man mark the fleeting hour,
And death’s own scythe, would better speak his
pow r;

Then grace the bony phantom in their stead
With the king’s shoulder-knot and gay cockade;
Clothe the twin brethren in each other’s dress,
The same their occupation and success.

A. Tis your belief the world was made for

man;
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan:

Maintaining your’s, you cannot their’s condemn,
Who think, or scem to think, man made for them.
B. Seldom, alas! the pow'r ¢f logic reigns

With much sufficiency in royal brains;
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Such reas' ning falls like an inverted cone,

Wanting 1ts proper base to stand upon.

Man made for kings! those optics are but dinz

That tell you so—say, rather, they for him.

‘That were indeed a king-ennobling thought,

Could they, or would they, reason as they ought.

The diadem, with mighty projects lin'd,

To catch renown by ruining mankind,

Is worth, with all its gold and glitt'ring store,

Just what the toy will sell for, and no more.
Oh! bright occasions of dispensing good,

How seldom us’d, how little understood!

T'o pour in virtue’s lap her just reward,

Keep vice restrain’d behind a double guard;

To quell the faction that affronts the throne

By silent magnanimity alone;

T'o nurse with tender care the thriving arts,

Watch ev'ry beam philosophy imparts;

T'o give religion her unbridled scope,

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

To keep the matrimonial bond unstain’d;

Covetous only of a virtuous praise;

His life a lesson to the land he sways;

To touch the sword with conscientious awe,

Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw;

To sheath it in the peace-restoring close

With joy bevond what victory bestows;

Blest country, where these kingly glories shine;

Blest England, if this happiness be thine!

A. Guard what you say; the patriotic tribe

Will sneer and charge you with a bribe.—B. A
bribe-? .

The worth of his three kingdoms 1 defy,

To lure me to the baseness of a lie.

And, of all lies, (be that one poet’s boast)

‘The lie that flatters 1 abhor the meost.

Those arts be their’'s whao hate his gentle
reign,

But he that loves him has no need to feign.
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A. Your smooth eulogium, to one crown ad-
dress’d,
Seems to 1mply a censure on the rest.

B. Quevedo, as he tells his sober tale,
Ask’d, when in hell, to see the royal jail;
Approv'd their method 1n all other things;

But where, good sir, do you confine your kings?
There

Indeed r—replied the Don—there are but few.

sald his guide—the group is full in view.

His black interpreter the charge disdain’d—

Few, fellow?—there are all that ever reign’d.

“Wit, undistinguishing, is apt to strike |

'The guilty and not guilty, both alike,

I grant the sarcasm is too severe,

And we can readily refute it here;

While Alfred’s name, the father of his age,

And the Sixth Edward’s grace th’ historic page.
A. Kings then at last have but the lot of

all.

By their own conduct they must stand or fall.
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B. True. Whiletheylive, thecourtlylaureatpays
His quit-rent ode, his pepper-corn of praise;

;, Aﬁd many a dunce, whose fingers itch to write,
"Adds, as he can, his tributary nite:
A subject’s faults a subject may proclaim,
A monarch’s errors are forbidden game!
Thus, free from censure, over-aw'd by fear,
And prais’d for virtues that they scorn to wear,
The fleeting forms of majesty engage
Respect, while stalking o’er life’s narrow stage;
Then leave their crimes for history to scan,
And ask with busy scorn, Was this the man?

I pity kings whom worship waits upon,
Obsequious, from the cradle to the throne; |
Before whose infant eyes the flatt'rer bows,
And binds a wreath about their baby brows;
Whom education stiffens into state,

And death awakens from that dream too late.
Oh! if servility with supple knees,

Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to please;
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If smooth dissimulation, skill’d to grace

‘A devil’s purpose with an angel’s face;

If smiling peeresses and simp ring peers,
Encompassing his throne a few short years;
If the gilt carriage and the pamper’'d steed,
That wants no driving, and disdains the lead;
If guards, mechanically form’d in ranks,
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks,
Should’ring and standing as if stuck to stone,
While condescending majesty looks on;

If monarchy consist in such base things,
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings!

To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood,
Ev’'n when he labours for his country’s good;
To see a band, called patriot, for no cause,
But that they catch at popular applause,
Careless of all th’ anxiety he feels,

Hook disappointment on the public wheels;
With all their flippant fluency of tongue,

Most confident, when palpably most wrong;
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If this be kingly, then farewell for me
All kingship; and may I be poor and free!
To be the Table Talk of clubs up stairs,
To which th’ unwash’d artificer repairs,
T’ indulge his genius after long fatigue,
By diving into cabinet intrigue;
(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may,
To him is relaxation and mere play)
To win no praise when well-wrought plans pre-
vail,
But to be rudely censur’d when they fajl;

To doubt the love his fav’rites may pretend,

- And 1n reality to find no friend;

If he indulge a cultivated taste,

His gall'ries with the works of art well grac'd,
To hear it call’d extravagance and waste;

If these attendants, and if such as these,

Must follow royalty, then welcome ease;
However humble and confin’d the sphere,

Happy the state that has not these to fear.
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A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative
have dwelt
On situdtions that they never felt,
Start up sagacious, covered with the dust
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust,
And prate and preach about what others prove,
As if the world and they were hand and glove.
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares;
They have their weight to carry, subjects theirs;
Poets, of all men, ever least regret
Incrcasing taxes and the nation’s debt.
Could you contrive the payment, and rehearse
‘The mighty plan, oracular, in verse,
No bard, howe’er majestic, old or new,
Should claim my fixt attention more than you.
B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would essay
To turn the course of Helicon that way ;
Nor would the nine consent the sacred tide

Should purl amidst the trathc of Cheapside,
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Or tinkle in "Change Alley, to amuse
The leathern ears of stock-jobbers and jews.

A. Youchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of rhime
To themes more pertinent, if less sublime.
When ministers and ministerial arts;

Patriots, who love good places at their hearts;

When admirals, extoll'd for standing still,

Or doing nothing with a deal of skill;

Gen'rals, who will not conquer when they may,

Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good
pay

When freedom, wounded almost to despair,

Though discontent alone can find out where;

When themes like these em ploy the poet’s tongue,

I hear as mute as if a syrecn sung.

Or tell me, if you can, what péw’r maintains

A-Britain's scorn of arbitrary chains?

That were a theme might animate the dead,

And move the lips of poets cast in lead.
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B. The cause, though worth the search, may
yvet elude

Conjecture and remark, however shrewd.
They take, perhaps, a well-directed aim,
Who seek it in his climate and his frame.
Lib'ral 1n all things else, yet nature here
With stern severity deals out the year.
Winter invades the spring, and often pours
A chilling flood on summer's drooping flow’rs;
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams,
Ungenial blasts attending, curl the streams;
The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork
With double toil, and shiver at their work;
Thus with a rigour, for his good design’d,
She rears her fav'rite man of all mankind.
His form robust and of elastic tone,
Proportion’d well, half muscle and half bone,
Supplies with warm activity and force

A mind well-lodg’d, and masculine of course.
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Hence liberty, sweet liberty inspires,

And keeps alive, his fierce but noble fires.

Patient of constitutional controul,

He bears it with meek manliness of soul;

But, if authority grow wanton, woe

To him that treads upon his free-born toe;

One step beyond the bound'ry of the laws

Fires him at once in freedom’s glorious cause.

Thus proud prerogative, not much rever'd,

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard;

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay,

Is kept, to strut, look big, and talk away.
Born in a climate softer far than our’s,

Not form’d like us, with such Herculean pow’rs,

The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, |

(zive him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk,

Is always happy, reign whoever may,

And laughs the sense of mis'ry far away:

He drinks his simple bev’rage with a gust ;

And, feasting on an onion and a crust,
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We never feel th™ alacrity and joy
With which he shouts and carols, Vive le Roy,
FilI'd with as much true merriment and glee,
As if he heard his king say—=Slave, be free.
Thus happiness depends, as nature shows,
Less on exterior things than most suppose.
Vigilant over all that he has made,
Kind Providence attends with gracious .aid;
Bids equity throughout his works prevail, .
And weighs the nations 1n an even scale;
He can encourage slav'ry to a smile,
And fill with discontent a British isle.
A. Freeman and slave, then, if the case be such,
Stand on a level; and you prove too much:
If all men indiscriminately share
His fost'ring pow'r, and tutelary care,
As well be yok'd by despotism’s hand,
As dwell at large in Britain’s charter'd land.
B. No. Freedomhas a thousand charms to show,

That slaves, howe’er contented, never know.
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The mind attains, beneath her happy reign,
The growth théf: nature meant she should attain;
The varied fields of science, ever new,
Op’ning and wider op'ning on her view,
She ventures onward with a prosp’rous force,
While no base.fear impedes her in her course:

; Religion, richest favour of the skies,
Stands most reveal’d before the freeman’s eyes;

" No shades of superstition blot the day,

- Liberty chases all that gloom away;
1he soul, emancipated, unoppress’'d,

, Free to prove all things and hold fast the best,

- Learns much; and, to a thousand list’'ning minds,
Communicates with joy the good she finds:
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show

' His manly forehead to the fiercest foe;

. Glorious in war, but for thé sake of peace,
His spirits rirsing as his toils increase,

Guards well what arts and industry have won,

And freedom claims him for her first-born son. -
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Slaves fight for what were better cast away—

The chain that binds them, and a tyrant’s sway;

But they, that fight for freedom, undertake

'I'he noblest cause mankind can have at stake:—

Religion, virtue, truth, whate’er we call

A blessing—freedom is the pledge of all.

Oh liberty! the pris’ner’s pleasing dream,

The poet’s muse, his passion and his theme;

Genius 1s thiné, and thou art fancy’s nurse;

Lost without thee th’ ennobling pow’rs of verse;

Heroic song from thy free touch acquires

Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires;

Place me where winter breathes his keenest air,

And I will sing, if liberty be there;

And 1 will sing, at liberty’s dear feet,

In Afric’s torrid clitne, or India’s fiercest heat.
A. Sing where you please, in such a cause, I grant,

An English poet’s privilege to rant;

But 1s not freedom—at least, is not our’s,

To apt to play the wanton with her pow’rs,
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Grow freakish, and, o'erleaping ev'ry mound,
Spread anarchy and terror all around?
B. Agreed. But would you sell or slay your horse
" For bounding and curvetting in his course;
- Or if, when ridden with a careless rein,
- He break away, and seek the distant plain?
- No. His high mettle, under good controul,
Gives him Olympic speed, and shoots him to the
goal.
Let discipline employ her wholesome arts;
Let magistrates alert perform their parts,
Not skulk or put on a prudential mask,
As if their duty were a desp’rate task;
Let active laws apply the needful curb
To guard the peace that riot would disturb;
And liberty, preserv’d from wild excess,
Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress.
‘When tumult lately burst his prison door,

And set plebeian thousands in a roar;
I. C



18 TABLYE TALEK.

When he usurp’d authority’s just place,
And dar’d to look his master in the face;
When the rude rabble’s watch-word was—destroy,
And blazing London seem’d a second Troy;
Liberty blash’d, and hung her drooping head,
Beheld their progress with the deepest dread;
Blush'd, that effects like these she should produce,
Worse than the deeds of galley-slaves broke loose.
She loses i1n such storms her very name,
And fierce licentiousness Si‘lOUld bear the blame.
Incomparable gem! thy worth untold;
Cheap, though blood-bought; and thrown away
when sold;
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend
Betray thee, while professing to defend;
Prize it, ye ministers; ye monarchs, spare;
Ye patridfs, guard 1t with a miser’s care.
A. Patriots, alas! the few that have been found,

Where most they flourish, upon English ground,
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The country’s need have scantily supplied,

And the last left the scene when Chatham died.
B. Not so—the virtue still adorns our age,

. Though the chiet actor died upon the stage.

in him Demosthenes was heard again;

-~ Liberty taught him her Athenian strain;

She cloth’d him with authority and awe,

Spoke from his lips, and in his Jooks gave law.

His speech, his form, his action, full of grace,

And all his country beaming in his face, .

" He stood, as some inimitable hand

Would strive to make a Paul or Tully stand.

No sycophant or slave, that dar’d oppose

‘Her sacred cause, but trembled when he rose;

And ev’'ry venal stickler for the yoke

Felt himself crush’d at the first word he spoke.
Such men are rais’d to station and command,

When Providence means mercy to a land.

He speaks, and they appear; to him they owe

Skill to direct, and strength to strike the blow;
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To manage with address, to seize with pow'r, .
The crisis of a dark decisive hour.
So Gideon earn’'d a vict’ry not his own;
Subserviency his praise, and that alone.

Poor England! thou art a devoted deer,
Beset with ev'ry ill but that of fear.
'The nations hunt; all mark thee for a prey;
They swarm around thee, and thou stand’st at bay.
Undaunted still, though wearied and perplex’d,
OnceChatham sav’'d thee; but who saves thee next:
Alas! the tide of pleasure sweeps along
All that should beﬁ the boast of British song.
"I'is not the wreath that once adorn’d thy brow,
The prize of happier times, will serve thee now.
Our ancestry; a gallant christian race,
Patterns of ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace,
Confess’d a God; they kneel’d before they fought,
And prais’d him in the victdries he wrought.
Now from the dust of ancient days bring forth

Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth;
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Courage, ungrac’d by these, affronts the skies,
Is but the fire without the sacrifice.
" The stream that feeds the well-spring of the heart
- Not more invigorates life’s noblest part,
Than virtue quickens, with a warmth divine,
The pow’rs that sin has brought to a decline.
A. Th’ inestimable estimate of Brown
Rose like a paper-kite, and charm’d the town;
But measures, plann’d and executed well,
Shifted the wind that rais’d it, and it fell.
He trod the very seclf-same ground you tread,
And victory refuted all he said. I
B. And yet his judgment was not fram’d amiss;
Its error, if it err’'d, was merely this—
'He thought the dying hour already come,
.And a complete recov’ry struck him dumb.
{ But that effeminacy, folly, lust,
Enervate and enfeeble, and needs must,
*And that a nation shametully debas’d,

Will be despis’d and trampled on at last,



949 TABLE TALK.

“Unless sweet penitence her pow’rs renew,

Is truth, if history itself be true.

There 1s a time, and justi_cc marks ﬁ'lﬂ‘ date,

For long-forbearing clemency to wait;

That hour elaps’d, th’ incurable revolt

Is punish’'d, and doiwn comes the thunder-bolt.

If mercy then put by the threat'ning blow,

Must she pertorm the same kind office now?

May she! and, if offended heav'n be still

Accessible, and pray'r prevail, she will.

"I'1s not, however, insolence and noise,

The tempest of tumultuary joys,

Nor 1s 1t, yel, despondence and dismay,

Will win her visits or engage her stay ;

Pray’r only, and the penitential tear,

Can call her smiling down, and fix her here.
Buf, when a country (one that I could name)

In prostitution sinks the sense of shame;

When infamous venality, grown bold,

Writes on his bosom, to be let or sold:
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When perjury, that heav'n defying vice,

Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price,
Stamp;s God’s own name upon a lie just made,
To turn a penny in the way of trade;

When av'rice starves (and never hides his face)
Two or three millions of the human race,

And not a tongue 1nquires, how, where, or when,
Though conscience will have t wingesnow and then;
When profanation of the sacred cause

In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws,
Bespeaks a land, once christian, fall’n, and lost
In all that wars against that title most;

What follows next let cities of great name, |,
And regions long since desolate, proclaim.
Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome,

Speak to the present times, and times to come;
They cry aloud, in ev'ry careless ear,

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

l.earn wisdom and repentance ere too late.
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Not only vice disposes and prepares
The mind, that slumbers sweetly in her snares,
To stoop to tyranny’s usurp’d command,
And bend her polish’d neck beneath his hand
| (A dire effect, by one of nature’'s laws
Unchangeably connected with its cause);
But Providence himself will intervene
To throw his dark displeasure o’er the scene.
All are his instruments; each form of war,
What burns at home, or threatens from afar,
Nature 1n arms, her elements at strife,
The storms that overset the joys of life,
Are but his rods to scourge a guilty land,
And waste it at the bidding of his hand.
He gives the word, and mutiny soon roars
In all her gates, and shakes her distant shores;
The standards 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 seal of wrath press’d down,

!
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" Obduracy takes place; callous and tough,

The reprobated race grows judgment proof:
Earth shakes beneath them, and heav’'n roars above;
But nothing scares them from the course they love:
To the lascivious pipe and wanton song,

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

Down to the gulf from which 1s no return.
They trust in navies, and their navies fail—
God’s curse can cast away ten thousand sail!
They trust in armies, and their courage dies;
In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies;
But all they trust in withers, as it must,
When He commands, in whom they place no trust.
Yengeance at last pours down upon their coast
A long despis’d, but now victorious, host;
Tyranny sends the chain that must abridge
The noble sweep of all their privilege;

Gives liberty the last, the mortal shock;

Slips the slave’s collar on,_ and snaps the lock.
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A. Such lofty strains embellish what you teach,
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach?

B. 1 know the mind that feels indeed the fire
The muse 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 soft attention claim,

A tender sympathy pervades the frame,

She pours a sensibility divine

Along the nerve of ev'ry feeling line,

But, 1f a deed not tamely to be born

Fire indignation and a sensc of scorn,

The strings are swept with such a pow'r so loud,
The storm of music shakes th’ astonish'd crowd.
S0, when remote futurity i1s brought

Before the keen inquiry of her thought,

A terrible sagacity intorms

The poet’s heart; he looks to distant storms;
He hears the thunder ere the tcmpegt low'rs;

And,arm’d with strength surpassing human pow’rs.
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Seizes events as yet unknown to man,
And darts his soul into the dawning plan.
Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name
Of prophet and of poet was the same;
Hence DBritish poets, too, the priesthood shar’d,
. And ev'ry hallow'd druid was a bard.
But no prophetic fires to me belong;
I play with syllables, and sport in song.

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive
1o set a distich upon six and five,
Where discipline helps op’ning buds of sense,
And makes his pupils proud with silver pence,
I was a poet too: but modern taste
Is so refin’d, and delicate, and chaste,
That verse, whatever fire the fancy warms,
Without a creamy smoothness has no charms.
Thus, all success depending on an ear,
And ;thinking I might purchase it too dear,
If sentiment were sacrific’d to sound,

And truth cut short to make a period round,
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I judg'd a man of sense could scarce do worse
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse.
B. Thus reputation is a spur to wit,
And some wits flag through fear of losing it.
Give me the line that plows its stately course
Like a proud swan, conq’ring the stream by force;
T'hat, like some cottage beauty, strikes the heart,
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art.
When labour and when dullness, club in hand,
Liike the two figures at St. Dunstan’s, stand,
Beating alternately, 1n measur’d time,
The clockwork tintinabulum of rhyme,
Exact and regular the sounds will be;
But such mere quarter-strokes are not for me.
From him who rears a poem lank and long,
To him who strains his all into a song;
Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air,
All birks and braes, though he was never there;
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains,

Feels himself spent, and fumbles for his brains;

—p——— —_ -
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3 A prologue interdash’d with many a stroke—

TABLE TALK. 20

“ An art contriv'd to advertise a joke,

]
n
1

-

n *11;':

So that the jest 1s clearly to be seen,

.: Not in the words—but in the gap between:

+ Manner is all in all, whate’er is writ,

- The substitute for genius, sense, and wit.

To dally much with subjects mean and low

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

| Neglected talents rust into decay,

And ev'ry efiort ends 1n push-pin play.

The man that means success should soar above
A soldier’s feather, or a lady’s glove;

Else, summoning the muse to such a theme,

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

~As if an eagle flew aloft, and then—

Stoop’d from its highest pitch to pounce a wren.

. As if the poet, purposing to wed,

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

And ages ere the Mantuan swan was heard:
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To carry nature lengths unknown before,
To give a Milton birth ask’d ages more.
Thus genius rose and set at order’d times,
And shot a day-spring into distant climes,
Ennobling ev’ry region that he chose;
He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose;
And, tedious years of Gothic darkness pass’d,
Emerg’d all splendour in our isle at last.
Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main,
Thén show far off their shining plumes again.
A. Is gentus only found in epic lays:
Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praise.
Make their heroic pow’rs your own at once,
Or candidly confess yourself a dunce.
B. These were the chief: each interval of night
Was grac’d with many an undulating light.
In less illustrious bards his beauty shone
A meteor, or a star; in these, the sun.
The nightingale may claim the topmost bough,
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below:
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% Like him, unnotic’d, I, and such as I,

*{ Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly;
Perch’d on the meagre produce of the land,
| An ell or two of prospect we command;
But never peep beyond the thorny bound,
Or oaken fence, that hems the paddoc round.
In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart
’&Had faded, poetry was not an art;
: Language, above all teaching, or, if taught,
B Only by gratitude and glowing thought,
- Elegant as simphlicity, and warm
As ecstasy, unmanacled by form,
Not prompted, as in our degen’rate days,
By low ambition and the thirst of praise,
Was natui‘al as 1s the ﬂowing stream,
- And yet magnificent—a God the theme!
That theme on earth exhausted, though above
!Tis found as everlasting as his love,

-Man lavish’d all his thoughts on human things—

The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings:
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But still, while virtue kindled his delight,

The song was moral, and so far was right.

"I'was thus till luxury seduc’d the mind

‘10 jJoys less innocent, as less refin’d;

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

The brimming goblet, seiz’d the thyrsus, bound

His brows with ivy, rush’d into the field

Of wild imagination, and there rcel’d,

The victim of his own lascivious fires,

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

Anacreon, Horace, play’d in Greece and Rome

This Bedlam part; and others nearer home.

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

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

Religion, harsh, intolerant, austere,

Parent of manners like herself severe,

Drew a rough copy of the Christian face

Without the smile, the sweetness, or the grace;
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The dark and sullen humour of the time

-
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L
.
]
-
1
"

Judg’d ev'ry effort of the muse a crime;

A

2

+
r

i Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cast,
Was lumber’d in an age so void of taste:
- But, when the second Charles assum’d the sway,
And arts reviv'd beneath a softer day,

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

The mind, releas’d from too constrain’d a nerve,
- Flew to its first position with a spring
- That made the vaulted roo.fs of pleasure ring.
His court, the dissoﬁlute and hateful school
'Of wantonness, where vice was taught by rule,
Swarm’d with a scribbling herd, as deep inlaid
With brutal lust as ever Circe made.
From these a long succession, in the rage
Of rank obscenity, debauch’d their age;
Nor ceas’d, till, ever anxious to redress
‘Th’ abuses of her sacred charge, the presé,
‘The muse instructed a well-nurtur’d train

-Of abler votaries to cleanse the stai n,
I | D
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And claim the palm for purity of song,
That lewdness had usurp’d and worn so long.

. Then decent pleasantry and sterling sense,

'That neither gave nor would endure offence,

Whipp'd out of sight, with satire just and keen,

The puppy pack that had defil’d the scene.
In front of these came Addison. In him

Humour in holiday and sightly trim,

Sublimity and attic taste, combin’d,

To polish, furnish, and delight, the mind.

Then Pope, as harmony itself exact,

In verse well disciplin’d, complete, compact,

Gave virtue and morality a grace,

That, quite eclipsing pleasure’s painted face,

Levied a tax of wonder and applause,

Ev’'n on the :ools that trampled on their laws.
But he (his musical finesse was such,

So nice his ear, so delicate his touch)

Made poetry a mere mechanic art;

And ev'ry warbler has his tune by heart.
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| Nature imparting her satiric gift,
“iHer serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift,
" With droll sobriety they rais’d a smile
At folly’s cost, themselves unmov’d the while,
| That constellation set, the world in vain
Must hope to look upon their like again.

A. Are we then left—UB. Not wholly in the dark;
Wit now and then, struck smartly, shows a spark,
Sufficient to redeem the modern race
From total night and absolute disgrace.

While servile trick and imitative knack

Confine the million 1n the beaten track,

Perhaps some courser, who disdains the road,
Snuffs up the wind, and flings himself abroad.

Contemporaries all surpass’d, see one;

Short his career, indeed, but ably run;
Churchill; himself unconscious of his pPOW TS,
In penury consum’d his idle hours;

And, like a scatter’d seed at random sown,

Was left to spring by vigour of his own.
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Lifted at length, by dignity of thought

And dint of genius, to an affluent lot,

He laid his head in luxury's soft lap,

And took, too often, there his easy nap.

If brighter beams than all he threw not forth,
"I'was negligence in him, not want of worth.
Surly and slovenly, and bold and coarse,

Too proud for art, and trusting in mere force,
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit,

Always at speed, and never drawing bit,

He struck the lyre in such a careless mood,
And so disdain’d the rules he understood,

The laurel seem’d to wait on his command;
He snatch’d it rudely from the muses’ hand.
Nature, exerting an unwearied pow'r,

Forms, opens, and gives scent to, ev'ry flow'r;"
Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and leads
The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads:
She fills profuse ten thousand little throats

With music, modulating all their notes;
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* And charms the woodland scenes, and wilds un-

known,
With artless airs and concerts of her own:
But seldom (as if fearful of expense)
Vouchsafes to man a poet’s just pretence—
Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought,
Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought;
Fancy, that from the bow that spans the sky
Brings colours, dipt in heav'n, that never die;
A soul exalted above earth, a mind
Skill’'d in the characters that form mankind;
And, as the sun in rising beauty dress’d,
Looks to the westward from the dappled east,
And marks, whatever clouds may interpose,
Ere yet his race begins, its glorious close;
An eye like his to catch the distant goal;
Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll,
Like his to shed illuminating rays

On ev’ry scene and subject it surveys:
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Thus grac'd, the man asserts a poet’s name,. -

And the world cheerfully admits the claim.

Pity religion has so seldom found

A skilful guide into poetic ground!

The flow’rs would spring where'er she deign’d to
stray,

And ev'ry muse 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 vest

Religion weaves for her, and half undress’d,

Stand in the desert, shiv'ring and forlorn,

A ;vintry ﬁgure; Ihike a wither'd thorn.

The shelves are full, all other themes are sped;

Hackney’d and worn to the last flimsy thread,

' Satire has long since done his best; and curst

And loathsome ribaldry has done his worst;

Fancy has sported all her pow’rs away

In tales, in trifles, and in children’s play;
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:-.i And ’tis the sad complaint, and almost true,
Whate’er we write, we bring forth nothing new.
'Twere new indeed to see a bard all fire,

| Touch’d with a coal from heav'n, assume thé lyre,

i And tell the world, still kindling as he sung,
With more than mortal music on his tongue,
That He, who died below, and reigns above,
Inspires the song, and that his name is love.

For, atter all, if merely to beguile,
By flowing numbers and a flow’ry style,
The teedium that the lazy rich endure,
Which now and then sweet poetry may cure;
Or, if to see the name of idle self,
Stamp’d on the well-bound quarto, grace the shelf,
To float a bubble on the breath of fame,
Prompt his endeavour, and engage his aim,
Debas’d to servile purposes of pride,
How are the pow’rs of genius misapplied!
The gift, whose office is the Giver’s praise,

To trace him in his word, his works, his ways!
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Then spread the rich discov’'ry, and invite
Mankind to share in the divine delight.
Distorted from its use and just design,
To make the pitiful possessor shine,
To purchase, at the fool-frequented fair
Of vanity, a wreath for self to wear,
Is profanation of the basest kind—
Proof of a trifling and a worthless mind.
A. Hail Sternhold, then; and Hopkins, hail!
B. Amen.
If flatt’'ry, folly, lust, employ the pen;
If acrimony, slander, and abuse,
Give it a charge to blacken and traduce;
'Though Butler's wit, Pope’s numbers, Prior’s ease,
With all that fancy can invent to please,
Adorn the polish’'d periods as they fall,
One madrigal of their’s is worth them all.
A. "I'would thin the ranks of the poetic tribe,
'I'o dash the pen through all that you proscribe.
B. Nomatter—we couldshift when they-werenot;

And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot.
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PROGRESS OF ERROR.

St quid loquar audiendum. Hor. Lib, 4. Od. 2.

SinG, muse, (if such a theme, so dark, so long,
May find a muse to grace it with a song)
By what unseen and unsuspected arts
The serpent error twines round human hearts;
Tell where she lurks, beneath what flow ry shades,
That not a glimpse of genuine light pervades,
“The pois’nous, black, insinuating worm
Successfully conceals her loathsome torm.
- Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine,
Counsel and caution from a voice like mine!
Truths, that the theorists could never reach,

"And observation taught me, I would teach.
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Not all, whose eloquence the fancy fills,

Musical as the chime of tinkling rills,

Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend,
Can trace her mazy windings to their end;
Discern the fraud beneath the specious lure,
Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure.
'The clear harangue, and cold as it 1s clear,
Falls soporific on the listless ear;

Like quicksilver, the rhet’ric they display
Shines as it runs, but, grasp’d at, slips away:.
Plac’d for his trial on this busthing stage,

From thoughtless youth to ruminating age,
Free in his will to choose or to refuse,

Man may improve the crisis, or abuse;

Else, on the fatalists unrighteous plan,

Say, to what bar amenable were man?

With nought in charge, he could betray no trust;
And, if he fell, would fall because he must;

If love reward him, or if vengeance strike,

His recompense i1s both unjust alike.
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% Divine authority within his breast

Brings ev'ry thought, word, action, to the test;

| Warns him or prompts, approves him or restrains,
I As reason, or as passion, takes the reins.

Heav'n from above, and conscious from within,

Cries in his startled ear—Abstain from sin!

The world around solicits his desire,

And kindles in his soul a treach’rous fire;

- While, all his purposes and steps to guard,

Peace follows virtue, as its sure reward;

And pleasure brings us surely in her train

Remorse, and sorrow, and vindictive pain.

Man, thus endued with an elective voice,

Must be supplied with objects of his choice.
Where’er he turns, enjoyment and delight,

Or present, or in prospect, meet his sight;
Those open on the spot their honey’d store;
"These call him loudly to pursuit of more.

His unexhausted mine the sordid vice

Avarice shows, and virtue is the price.
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Here various motives his ambition raise—
Pow’r,pomp, andsplendour, andthe thirst of praise
There beauty wooes him with expanded arms;
E’en Bacchanalian madness has its charms.

Nor these alone, whose pleasures, less refin’d,
Might well alarm the most unguarded mind,
Seek to supplant his inexperienc’d youth,

Or lead him devious from the path of truth;

. Hourly allurements on his passions press,
Safe 1n themselves, but dang’rous in th’.excess.

Hark! how it floats upon the dewy air!

O what a dying, dying close was there!

"T'is harmony from yon sequester'd bowr,

Sweet harmony, that sooths the midnight hour!

Long ere the charioteer of day had run
His morning course, th’ enchantment was begun;
And he shall gild yon mountain’s height again,
Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain.

Is this the rugged path, the steep ascent,

‘T'hat virtue points to? Can a life thus spent

4
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 Lead to the bliss she promises the wise,

" Detachthesoul from earth, andspeed hertotheskies?

Ye devotees to your ador'd employ,
Enthusiasts, drunk with an unreal joy,

Love makes the music of the blest above,

Heav’'n’s harmony is universal love;

And earthly sounds, though sweet and well com-
bin’d,
And lenient as soft opiates to the mind,
Leave vice and folly unsubdu’d behind.
Gray dawn appears; the sportsman and his train
Speckle the bosom of the distant plain;
"I'is he, the Nimrod of the neighb’ring lairs;

Save that his scent 1s less acute than their’s,

* For persevering chase, and headlong leaps,

True beagle as the staunchest hound he keeps.
Charg’d with the folly of his life’s mad scene,
He takes offence, and Wonders what you mean;
The joy the danger and the toil .o’erpays—

"Tis exercise, and health, and length of days.
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Again 1mpetuous to the field he flies;

Leaps evry fence but one, there falls and
dies;

Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home,

Unmiss’d but by his dogs and by his groom.

Ye clergy; while your orbit is your place,
Lights of the world, and stars of human race;
But, if eccentric ye forsake your sphere,
Prodigies ominous, and view’d with fear.

The comet’s baneful influence is a dream;
Your’s real, and pernicious in th’ extreme.
What then!—are appetites and lusts laid down,
With the same ease that man puts on his gown?
Will av'rice and concupiscence give place,
Charm’d by the sounds—Your Rev’rence, or Your
Grace ?
No. But his own engagement binds him fast;
Or, if it does not, brands him to the last,
What atheists call him—a designing knave,

A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and slave.
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Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueful jest,
A cassock’d huntsman and a fiddling priest!
.He from Italian songsters takes his cue:
Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too.
He takes the field. The master of the pack
Cries—Well done, saint! and claps him on theback.
Is this the path of sanctity? Is this
 To stand a way-mark in the road to bliss?
. Himself a wand'rer from the narrow way,
His silly sheep, what wonder if they stray?
Go, cast your orders at your bishop’s feet,
Send your dishonour’d gown to Monmouth-street !
The sacred function in your hands is made—
Sad sacrilege! no function, but a trade!
Occiduus 1s a pastor of renown,
When he haspray’d and preach’d the sabbathdown,
‘With wire and catgut he concludes the day,
Quav’ring and semiquav ring care away.
The full concerto swells upon your ear;

All elbows shake. Look in, and you would swear
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The Babylonian tyrant with a nod

Had summon’d them to serve his golden god.

So well that thought th’ employment seems to suit,

Psalt’ry and sackbut, dulcimer, and flute.

Oh fie! ’tis evangelical and pure!

Observe each face, how sober and demure!

Ecstasy sets her stamp on ev'ry mien;

Chins fall’'n, and not an eye-ball to be seen.

Still I insist, though music heretofore

Has charm’d me much, (not ¢’en Occiduus more)

Love, joy, and peace, make harmony more mecct

For sabbath ev'nings, and perhaps as sweet.
Will not the sickliest sheep of every flock

Resort to this example as a rock;

There stand, and justify the foul abuse

Of sabbath hours with plausible excuse?

If apostolic gravity be free

To play the fool on Sundays, why not we?

If he the tinkling harpsichord regards

As inoffensive, what offence in cards?
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‘. :Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay!
Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons play.
Oh Italy!—thy sabbaths will be soon
“Our sabbaths, clos’d with mumm’ry and buffoon.
Preaching and pranks will share the motley scene:
- Qur’s parcell’d out, as thine have ever been,
God’s worship and the mountebank between.
What says the prophet? Let that day be blest
- With holiness and consecrated rest.
‘Pastime and bus'ness both it should exclude,
And bar the door the moment they intrude;
Nobly distinguish’d above all the six,
By deeds in which the world must never mix.
Hear him again. He calls it a delight,
" A day of luxury, observ’d aright,
When the glad soul is made heav’'n’s welcome
guest,
‘Sits banqueting, and God provides the feast.
But triflers are engag’d and cannot come;

Their answer to the call is— Not at home.
I. E
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Oh the dear pleasures of the velvet plain,
The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again.
Cards, with what rapture, and the polish’d die.
The yawning chasm of indolence supply!
Then to the dance, and make the sober moon
Witness of joys that shun the sight of noon.
Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball,
The snug close party, or the splendid hall,
Where night,down-stooping from her ebon throne
Views constellations brighter than her own.
'Tis innocent, and harmless, and refin’d;
The balm of care, elysium of the mind.
Innccent! Oh, if venerable time
Slain at the foot of pleasure be no crime,
Then, with his silver beard and magic wand,
I.et Comus rise archbishop of the land;
Let him your rubric and your feasts prescribe,
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe.

Of manners rough, and coarse athletic cast,

The rank debauch suits Clodio’s filthy taste.
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- Rufillus, exquisitely form’d by rule,

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

.He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the score,
Then kill a constable, and drink five more;

- But he can draw a pattern, make a tart;

And has the ladies ctiquette by heart.

H Go, fool; and, arm 1n arm with Clodio, plead
Your cause before a bar you little dread;
But know, the law that bids the drunkard die
Is far too just to pass the trifler by.

Both baby-featur’d, and of infant size,
View'd from a distance, and with heedless eyes
Folly and innocence atre so alike,
The diff'rence, thotigh essential, fails to strike.
Yet folly ever has a vacant stare,
A simp’ring count’nance, and a trifling air;
But innocence, sedate, serene, erect,

Delights us, by engaging our respect.
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Man, nature’s guest by invitation sweet,

Receives from her both appetite and treat;

But, if he play the glutton and exceed,

His benefactress blushes at the deed.

For nature, nice, as lib'ral to dispense,

Made nothing but a brute the slave of sense.

Daniel ate pulse by choice—example rare!

Heav'n bless’d the youth, and' made him fresh and

tair.

Gorgonius sits, abdominous and wan,

Like a fat squab upon a Chinese fan:

He snufts far off th’ anticipated joy;

Turtle and ven’son all his thoughts employ;

Prepares for meals as jockies take a sweat,

Oh, nauseous!—an emetic for a whet!

Will Providence o’erlook the wasted good?

Temperance were no virtue it he could. é
That pleasures, therefore, or what such W

call,

Are hurtful, is a truth confess’d by all.
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'..iAnd some, that seem to threaten virtue less,
:‘::;Still hurtful, in th’ abuse, or by th’ excess.
Is man then only for his torment plac’d
The centre of delights he may not taste?
Like fabled Tantalus, condemn’d to hear
The precious stream still purling in his ear,
Lip-deep in what he longs for, and yet curst
With prohibition, and perpetual thirst?
No, wrangler—destitute of shame and sense,
The precept, that enjoing him abstinence,
-Forbids him none but the licentious joy,
Whose fruit, though fair, tempts only to de-
stroy.
Remorse, the fatal egg by pleasure laid
In every bosom where her nest is made,
Hatch’d by the beams of truth, denies him
rest,
And proves a raging scorpion in his breast.
No pleasure? Are domestic comforts dead?

Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled ?
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Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame,

Good sense, good health, good conscience, and
good fame ?

All these belong to virtue, and all prove

‘T'hat virtue has a title to your love.

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor

Stand starv'd at your inhospitable door?

Or, if yourself, too scantily supplied,

Need help, let honest industry provide.

Earn, if you want; if you abound, impart:

These both are pleasures to the feeling heart.

No pleasure? Has some sickly eastern waste

Sent us a wind to parch us at a blast?

Can British paradise no scenes afford

"T'o please her sated and indiff rent lord?

Are sweet philosophy’s enjoyments run

Quite to tue lees? And has religion none?

Brutes capable, would tell you ’tis a lie,

And judge you from the kennel and the stye.
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J"f?'Delights like these, ye sensual and profane,
:z;'-Ye are bid, begg'd, besought to entertain;
all’d to these crystal streams, do ye turn off,
Obscene, to swill and swallow at a trough?
Envy the beast, then, on whom heav’'n bestows
Your pleasures, with no curses in the close.
Pleasure admitted 1n undue degree,
Enslaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free.
"Tis not alone the grape’s enticing juice
Unnerves the moral pow'rs, and mars their
use;
Ambitipn, avrice, and the lust of fame,
And woman, lovely woman, does the same.
The heart, surrender’d to the ruling pow'r
Of some ungovern’d passion ev’ry hour,
Finds, by degrees, the truths that once bore
sway,
And all their deep impressions, wear away.
S0 coin grows smooth, in traffic current pass’d,

Till Ceesar’s 1mage 1s effac’d at last.
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'The breach, though small at first, soon op ning
wide,
In rushes folly with a full-moon tide.
Then welcome errors, of whatever size,
To justify it by a thousand lies.
As creeping 1vy clings to wood or stone,
And hides the ruin that it feeds upon;
So sophistry cleaves close to, and protects,
Sin’s rotten trunk, concealing its defects.
Mortals, whose pleasures are their only care,
First wish to be impos’d on, and then are.
And, lest the fulsome artifice should fail,
Themselves will hide 1its coarseness with :
vell.

Not more i1ndustrious are the just and true
To give to virtue what 1s virtue's due—
'T'he praise of wisdom, comeliness, and worth;
And call her charms to public notice forth—

Than vice’s mean and disingenuous race

‘Yo hide the shocking features of her face.
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Her form with dress and lotion they repair;
Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair.
The sacred implement I now employ
Might prove a mischief, or at best a toy;
A trifle, if it move but to amuse:
But, if to wrong the judgment and abuse,
Worse than a poignard in the basest hand.
It stabs at once the morals of a land.
Ye writers of what none with safety reads,
Footing 1t in the dance that fancy leads:
Ye novelists, who mar what ye would mend,
Sniv'ling and driv'ling folly without end;
Whose corresponding misses fill the ream
With sentimental frippery and dream,
Caught in a delicate soft silken net
By some lewd earl, or rake-hell baronet:
Ye pimps, who, under virtue’s fair pretence,
Steal to the closet of young innocence,
And teach her, unexperienc’d yet and green,

'To scribble as you scribbled at fifteen;
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Who, kindling a combustion of desire,
With some cold moral think to quench the fire;
Though all your engineering proves in vain,
The dribbling stream ne’er puts it out again:
Oh that a verse had pow’r, and could command
Far, far away, these flesh-flies of the land;
Who fasten without mercy on the fair,
And suck, and leave a craving maggot there.
Howe'er disguis’d th’ inflammatory tale,
And covered with a fine-spun specious veil;
Such writers, and such readers, owe the gust
And relish of their pleasure all to lust.
But the muse, cagle-pinion’d, has in view
A quarry more important still than you;
Down, down the wind she swims, and sails away ;
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey.
Petronius! all the muses weep for thee;
But ev'ry tear shall scald thy memory:
T'he graces, too, while virtue at their shrine

Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine,
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Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast,
Abhorr’d the sacrifice, and curst the priest.
“Thou polish’d and high-finish’d foe to truth,

" Grey-beard corrupter of our list'ning youth,

- To purge and skim ‘away the filth of vice,
That, so refin'd, it might the more entice,
Then pour 1t on the morals of thy son,

To taint fuits heart, was worthy of t/iine own!
Now, while the poison all high life pervades,
Write, 1f thou canst, one letter from the shades;
One, and one only, charg’d with deep regret
That thy worst part, thy principles, live yet;
One sad epistle thence may cure mankind
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind.
"lis granted, and no plainer truth appears,

Our most important are our carliest years;

The mind, impressible and soft, with ease
Imbibes and copies what she hears and secs,
And through life’s labyrinth holds fast the clue

That education gives her, false or true.
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Plants rais’d with tenderness are seldom strong;
Man'’s coltish disposition asks the thong;

And, without discipline, the fav'rite child,
Like a neglected forester, runs wild. |

But we, as if good qualities would grow
Spontaneous, take but little pains to sow;

We give some Latin, and a smatch of Greek;
Teach him to fence and figure twice a week;
And, baving done, we think, the best we can,
Praise his proficiency, and dub him man.

From school to Cam or Isis, and thence home;
And thence, with all convenient speed, to Rome,
With rev'rend tutor, clad in habit lay,

To tease for cash, and quarrel with, all day;
With memorandum-book for ev'ry town,

And ev'ry post, and where the chaise broke down;
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart;
With much to learn, but nothing to impart,
The youth, obedient to his sire’s commands,

Sets oft a wand'rer into foreign lands.
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Surpris’d at all they meet, the gosling pair,
ﬂ: With awkward gait, stretch’d neck, and silly stare,
Discover huge cathedrals, built with stone,
* Aud steeples tow’ring high, much like our own;
But show peculiar light by many a grin
At popish practices observ'd within.
bire long, some bowing, smirking, smart abbé,
Remarks two loit'rers that have lost their way;
And, being always prim’d with politesse
For men of their appearance and address,
With much compassion undertakes the task
To tell them—more than they have wit to ask :
Points to inscriptions whereso’er they tread,
Such as, when legible, were never read,
But, being canker’d now and half worn out,
Craze antiquarian brains with endless doubt;
Some headless hero, or some Casar shows—
Defective only in his Roman nose;

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans,

Models of Herculanean pots and pans;
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And sells them medals, which, if neither rare
Nor ancient, will be so, preserv’'d with care.
Strange the recital! from whatever cause
His great improvement and new lights he draws,
'The squire, once bashful, 1s shame-tac’d no more,

But teems with powers he never felt before;

Whether increcas’d momentum, and the force

With which from clime to clime he sped his cours,

(As axles sometimes kindle as they go)

Chaf’d him, and brought dull nature to a glow;

Or whether clearer skies and softer air,

That make Italian flow'rs so sweet and fair,

Fresh'ning his lazy spirits as he ran,

Unfolded genially, and spread the man;

Returning, he proclaims, by many a grace,

By shrugs, and strange contortions of his face,

How much a dunce that has been sent to roam,

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

And wisdom falls before exterior grace;
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We slight the precious kernel of the stone,

And toil to polish its rough coat alone.

A just deportment, manners grac’d with ease,

Elegant phrase, and figure form’d to please,

" Are qualities that seem to comprehend
Whatever parents, guardians, schools, intend;
Hence an unturnish’d and a listless mind,

Though busy, trifling; empty, though refin’d;
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clash
With indolence and luxury, is trash;

- While learning, once the man’s exclusive pride,
Seems verging fast towards the female side.
Learning itself, receiv’d into a mind
By nature weak, or viciously inclin’d,

Serves but to lead philosophers astray,

Where children would with ease discern the
way.

And, of all arts sagacious dupes invent,

To cheat themselves and gain the world’s assent,

The worst is—scripture warp’d from its intent.
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b

The ézarriage-bowls along, and all are pleas’d,
If Tom be sober, and the wheels well greas’d;
But, 1if the rogue have gone a cup too far,

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

It suffers interruption and delay,

And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way.
When some hypothesis absurd and vain

Has fill’d with all its fumes a critic’s brain,
The text that sorts not with his darling whim.
Though plain to others, 1s obscure to him.

The will made subject to a lawless force,

All 1s irregula}', and out of coursc;

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

A critic on the sacred book should be
Candid and learn’d, dispassionate and free;
Free from the wayward bias bigots feel,

From fancy’s influence, and intemp rate zeal:
But, above all, (or let the wretch refrain,

Nor touch the page he cannot but profane)
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| Free from the domineering pow r of lust;
A lewd interpreter 1s never just.
How shall 1 speak thee, or thy pow’r address,
~ Thou god of our 1dolatry, the press:
By thee, religion, liberty, and laws,
Exert their influence, and advance their cause;
By thee, worse plagues than Pharaoh’s land befel,
Diffus’d, make earth the vestibule of hell;
Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wise;
Thou ever-bubbling spring of endless lies;
Like Eden’s dread probationary tree,
Knowledge of good and evil is from thee.
No wild enthusiast ever yet could rest

Till half mankind were like himself possess’d.
Philosophers, who darken and put out
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt;
Church quacks, with passions under no command,
Who fill the world with doctrines contraband,

Discov’rers of they know not what, confin'd

‘Within no bounds—the blind that lead the blind;
1. F
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To streams of popular opinion drawn,

Deposit in those shallows all their spawn.

The wriggling fry soon fill the creeks around,

Pois’ning the waters where their swarms abound.

Scorn’d by the nobler tenants of the flood,

Minnows and gudgeons gorge th’ unwholesome

food.

The propagated myriads spread so fast,

E’en Leuwenhoeck himself would stand aghast,

Employ’d to calculate th’ enormous sum,

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

Is this hyperbole? The world well known,

Your sober thoughts will hardly find 1t one.
I'resh confidence the speculatist takes

From ev'ry hair-brain’d proselyte he makes;

And therefore prints: himself but half deceiv'd,

Till others have the soothing tale behev d.

Hence comment after comment, spun as fine

As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line:
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'F‘IfHence the same word, that bids our lusts obey,
*k-Is misapplied to sanctify their sway.

If stubborn Greek refuse to be his friend,
Hebrew or Syriac shall be forc’d to bend:
\If languages and copies all cry, No—

Somebody prov’d it centuries ago.

Like trout pursued, the critic, in despair,

1Darts to the mud, and finds his safety there.
Women, whom custom has forbid to fly

The scholar’s pitch, (the scholar best knows why)
With all the simple and unletter’d poor,

Admire his learning, and almost adore.
Whoever errs, the priest can ne’er be wrong,
With such fine words familiar to his tongue.

Ye ladies! (for, indiff’rent in your cause,

I should deserve to forfeit all applause)
Whatever shocks, or giv:s:s the least offence

To virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense,

(Try the criterion, ’tis a faithful guide)

Nor has, nor can have, scripture on its side.
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None but an author knows an author’s cares,
Or fancy’s fondness for the child she bears.
Committed once into the public arms,

The baby seems to smile with added charms.
Like something precious ventured far from shore
"T'is valued for the danger’s sake the more.

He views it with complacency supreme,
Solicits kind attention to his dream;

And daily, more enamour’d of the cheat,
Kneels, and asks heav'n to bless the dear deceit.
So one, whose story serves at least to show
Men lov'd their own productions long ago,
Woo'd an unfeeling statue for his wife,

Nor rested till the gods had given it life.

If some mere driv'ler suck the sugar’d fib,

One that still needs his leading-string and bib,
And praise his genius, he is soon repaid

In praise applied to the same part—his head.
For "tis a rule, that holds for ever true,

Grant me discernment, and I grant it you.
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Patient of contradiction, as a child

' Affable, humble, diffident, and mild;

Such was sir Isaac, and such Boyle and Locke:
Your blund’rer 1s as sturdy as a rock.

The creature 1s so sure to kick and bite,

’A muleteer’s the man to set him right.

First appetite enlists him truth’s sworn foe,
Then obstinate self-will confirms him so.

Tell him he wanders; that his error leads

To fatal ills; that, though the path he treads
Be flow’ry, and he see no cause of fear,

Death and the pains of hell attend him there;
In vain; the slave of arrogance and pride,

He has no hearing on the prudent side.

His still refuted quirks he still repeats;
New-rais’d objections with new quibbles meets;
Till, sinking in the quicksand he defends,

He dies disputing, and the contest ends—

But not the mischiefs: they, still left behind,

Like thistle-seeds, are sown by ev’ry wind.
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Thus men go wrong with an ingenious skill;
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked will;
And, with a clear and shining lamp supplied,
First put it out, then take it for a guide.
Halting on crutches of unequal size;

One leg by truth supported, one by lies;
They sidle to the goal with awkward pace,
Secure of nothing—but to lose the race.

Faults 1n the life breed errors 1n the brain;
And these, reciprocally, those again.

T'he mind and conduct mutually imprint
And stamp their image in each other’s mint:
Each, sire and dam of an infernal race,
Begetting and conceiving all that’s base.

None sends his arrow to the mark in view,
Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue.

For though, ere yet the shaft 1s on the wing,
Or when it first forsakes th’ elastic string,

1t err but little from th' intended line,

It falls at last far wide of his design:
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~ So he, who seeks a mansion in the sky,
. Must watch his purpose with a stedfast eye;
That prize belongs to none but the siﬁcere,
The least obliquity is fatal here.

With caution taste the sweet Circean cup:
He that sips often, at last drinks it up.
"Habits are soon assum’d; but, when we strive
 To strip them off, ’tis being flay’d alive.
Call’d to the temple of impure delight,
He that abstains, and he alone, does right.
If a wish wander that Way,' call 1t home;
He cannot long be sate whose wishes roam.
But, if you pass the threshold, you are caught;
Die then, if pow’r Almighty save you not.
There, hard’ning by degrees, till double steel’d,
Take leave of nature’s God, and God reveal'd;
Then laugh at all you trembled at before;
And, joining the free-thinkers brutal roar,
Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense—

That scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense.
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If clemency revolted by abuse
Be damnable, then damn’d without excuse.
Some dream that they can silence when they
will
The storm' of passion, and say, Peace, be still;
But <« Thus far and no farther,” when address’d
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast,
Implies authority that never can,
That never ought to be the lot of man.
But, muse, forbear; long flights forebode a fall;
Strike on the deep-ton’d chord the sum of all.
Hear the just law—the judgment of the skies!
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies:
And he that will be cheated to the last,
Delusions, strong as hell, shall bind him fast.
But, if the wand’rer his mistake discern,
Judge his own ways, and sigh for a return,
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss

For ever and for ever? No-—the cross!
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‘There, and there only (though the deist rave,
“And atheist, if earth bear so base a slave);
There, and there only, is the pow’r to save.
There no delusive hope invites despair;
No mock’ry meets you, no deception, there.
The spells and charms, that blinded you before,
All vanish there, and fascinate no more.

I am no preacher, let this hint suffice—
Ihe cross, once seen, is death to ev'ry vice:
Else he that hung there suffer’d all his pain,

Bled, groan’d, and agoniz’d, and died, in vain.
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Man, on the dubious waves of error toss'd,

His ship half founder’d, and his compass lost,

Sees, far as human optics may command,

A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land:

Spreads all his canvass, evry s*inew plies;

Pants for’t, aims at it, enters it, and dies!

Then farewell all self-satisfying schemes,

His well-built systems, philosophic dreams;

Deceitful views of future bliss, farewell!

He reads his sentence at the flames of hell.
Hard lot of man—to toil for the reward

Of virtue, and yet lose it! Wherefore hard ?—

He that would win the race must guide his horse

Obedient to the customs of the course;
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Else, though unequall’d to the goal he flies,
A meaner than himself | shall gain the prize.
Grace leads the right way: if you choose the wrong,
Take it, and perish; but restrain your tongue, '
Charge not, with light sufficient, and left free,
Your wilful suicide on God’s decree.

Oh how unlike the complex works of man,
Heav’'n’s easy, artless, unincumber’d, plan!
No meretricious graces to beguile,

No clust’'ring ornaments to clog the pile;

From ostentation, as from weakness, free,
It stands like the cerulean arch we see,
Ma,jestic in his own simplicity.

Inscrib’d above the portal, from afar

Conspicuous as the brightness of a star,

Legible only by the light they give,

Stand the soul-quick’ning words—BELIEVE, AND

LIVE]!

'Toomany, shock’d at whatshould charm them most,

Despise the plain direction, and are lofi.
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}g Heav'nonsuchterms! (theycry,with prouddisdain)
171-:?:..Incredible, impossible, and vain!—
Rebel, because 'tis easy to obey;
And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way.
These are the sober, 1in whose cooler brains
Some thought of immortality remains;
The rest, too busy, or too gay, to wait
On the sad theme, their everlasting state,
Sport for a day, and perish 1n a night;
The foam upon the waters not so light.
Who judg’d the pharisee? W hat odious cause
Expos’d him to the vengeance of the laws?
Had he seduc’d a virgin, wrong'd a friend,
Or stabb’d a man to serve some private end?
Was blasphemy his sin? Or did he stray
From the strict duties of the sacred day?
Sit long and late at the carousing board:
(Suchwere thesins with which he charg’d hisLord. )
. No—the man’s morals were exact. What then?

Twas his ambition to be seen of men;
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His virtues were his pride; and that one vice
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price;
He wore them, as fine trappings, for a show;
A praying, synagogue-frequenting, beau.

T'he self-applauding bird, .the peacock, see—
Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he!
Meridian sun-beams tempt him to unfold
His radiant glories; azure, green, and gold:
He treads as if, some solemn music near,

His measur’'d step were govern’'d by his ear;
And seems to say—Ye meaner fowl, give place;
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace!

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes;
Though he, too, has a glory in his plumes.
He, christian like, retreats with modest mien
To the close copse, or far-sequester’d green,
And shines, without desiring to be seen.

The plea of works, as arrogant and vain,
Heav'n turns from with abhorrence and dis-

dain:
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| Not more affronted by avow'd neglect,
:Than by the mere dissembler’s feign’d respect,
What is all righteousness that men devise?

- 'What—Dbut a sordid bargain for the skies?
But Christ as soon would abdicate his own,
As stoop from heav’'n to sell the proud a throne.

His dwelling a recess in some rude rock;

Book, beads, and maple-dish, his meagre stock;
In shirt of hair and weeds of canvass dress’d,
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bless’d;
Adust with, stripes, told out for ev'ry crime,
And sore tormented, long before his time;
His pray’r preferr’d to saints that cannot aid;
His praise postpon’d, and never to be paid;

-See the sage hermit, by mankind admir’d,
With all that bigotry adopts inspir’d,

Wearing out life in his religious whim,

Till his religious whimsey wears out him.

His works, his abstinence, his zeal, allow’d,

You think him humble—God accounts him proud.
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High in demand, though lowly in pretence,

Of all his conduct this the genulne sense—

My penitential stripes, my streaming blood,

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

To your weak sight her telescopic eye.

The bramin kindles on his own bare head

The sacred fire—self-torturing his trade!

His voluntary pains, severe and long,

Would give a barb’rous air to British song;

No grand inquisitor could worse invent,

Than he contrives, to suffer, well content.
Which is the saintlier worthy of the two?

Past all dispute, yon anchorite say you.

Your sentence and mine differ. What’s a name!

1 say the bramin has the fairer claim.

If suff"'rings, scripture no where recommends,

Devis’d by self, to answer selfish ends,

G1ive saintship, then all Europe must agree

Ten starvling liermits suffer less than he.
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The truth is (if the truth may suit your ear,

27

““And prejudice have left a passage clear)

‘Pride has attain’d its most luxuriant growth,
. And poison’d ev'ry virtue in them both.
:Pride may be pamper’d while the flesh grows lean;
Humility may clothe an English dean;
That grace was Cowper’s—his, confess’d by all—
Though plac’d 1in golden Durham’s second stall.
Not all the plenty of a bishop’s board,
His palace, and his lacqueys, and < My Lord,”
More nourish pride, that condescending \;ice,
Than abstinence, and beggary, and lice;
[t thrives in mis’ry, and abundant grows;
In mis'ry fools upon themselves impose.
- But why before us protestants produce
An Indian mystic, or a French recluse?
Their sin is plain; but what have we to fear,
Reform’d, and well instructed? You shall hear.
Yon ancient prude, whose wither'd features show

She might be young some forty years ago,
I G
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Her elbows pinion’d close upon her hips,

Her head erect, . her fan upon her lips,

Her eye-brows arch’d, her eyes both gone astr

To watch yon am’rous couple in their play,

With bony and unkerchiet’d neck, defies

't he rude inclemency of wintry skies,

And sails, with lappet-head and mincing airs,

Duly, at clink ot bell, to morning prayrs.

To thrift and parsimony much inclin’d,

She yvet allows herselt that boy behind.

The shiv'ring urchin, bending as he goes,

With slip-shod heels, and dew-drop at his now

His predecessor’s coat advanc’d to wear,

Which future pages yet are doom’d to share;

Carries her bible, tuck’d beneath his arm,

And hides his hands, to keep his fingers warn.
She, half an angel 1n her own account,

Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount

Though not a grace appears, on strictest search

But that she fasts, and, itern, goes to church.
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EifCOI‘]SCiOLIS of age, she recollects her youth,

~IAnd tells, not always with an eve to truth,

Who spann’d her waist, and who,where’erhe came,

Scrawl’d upon glass miss Bridget’s lovely name;

. Who stole her slipper, fill'd it with tokay,

And drank the little bumper ev'ry day.

Ot temper as envenom’d as an asp;

Censorious, and her evry word a wasp;

In faithful mem'ry she records the erimes,

Or real, or fictitious, of the times;

| Laughs at the reputations she has torn,

And holds them, dangling at arms length, in scorn.
Such are the fruits of sanctimonious pride,

Of malice ted while flesh is mortified:

Tuke, Madam, the reward of all your pray’rs,

Wherehermits and where bramins meet with theirs;

Your portion is with them.—Nay, never frown;

But, if you please, some fathoms lower down.
Artist, attznd! your bfushes and your paint—

Produce them—take a chair-—now draw a saint.
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Oh, sorrowful and sad! the streaming tears

Channel her cheeks—a Niobe appears!

Is this a saint? 'Throw tints and all away—

'I'rue piety 1s cheerful as the day;

Will weep, indeed, and heave a pitying groan,

I'or others’ woes, but smiles upon her own.
"What purpose has the King of saints in view!

Why falls the gospel like a gracious dew?

T'o call up plenty from the teeming earth,

Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth?

Is it that Adam’s offspring may be sav'd

From servile fear, or be the more enslav’d?’

To loose the links that gall’d mankind before,

Or bind them faster on, and add still more?

The freeborn Christian has no chains to prove;

Or, if a chain, the golden one of love:

No fear attends to quench his glowing fires,

What fear he feels his gratitude inspires.

Shall he for such delivirance, freely wrought,

Recompense 1ll? He trembles at the thought.
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His master’s int’rest and his own, combin’d,
Prompt ev’ry movement of his heart and mind:
Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince;
His freedom 1s the freedom of a prince.

Man’s obligation’s infinite, of course
His life should prove that he perceives their force:
His utmost he can render 1s but small—
The principle and motive all in all.
You have two servants—1om, an arch, sly rogue,
From top to toe the geta now 1n vogue,
Genteel 1n figure, easy in address,
Moves without noise, and swift as an express,
Reports a message with a pleasing grace,
Expert in 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 spark—tis all mere sharper’s play;
He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay;
Reduce his wages,- or get rid of her,

Tom quits you, with—Your most obedient, Sir.
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The dinner serv’d, Charles takes his usual stand, -
Watches your eye, anticipates command;
Sighs, 1f perhaps your appetite should fail;
And, if he but suspects a frown, turns pale;
Consults all day your int’rest and your case,
Richly rewarded 1t he can but please;

And, proud to make his firm®ttachment known,
T'o save your life would nobly risk his own.

Now whichstandshighestinyourseriousthought
Charles, without doubt, say you—and so he ought:
One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds,
Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds.

'Thus heav'n approves, as honest and sincer.
'The work of gen’rous love, and filial fear;
But, with averted eyes, th’ omniscient Judge
Scorns the base hireling, and the slavish drudge

Where dwell these matchless saints? — ol

Curlo cries.
Ev’'n at your side, Sir, and before your eyes,

'The favour'd few—th’ enthusiasts you despisc.
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| And, pleas’d at heart, because on holy ground
 Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found,
Reproach a people with his single fall,
And cast his filthy raiment at them all.
Attend!—an apt similitude shall show
Whence springs the conduct that oftends you so.
See where it smokes along the sounding plain,
Blown all aslan't, a driving, dashing rain,
Peal upon peal redoubling all around,
Shakes 1t again, and faster to the ground;
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play,
Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away.
Lire yet it came the trav’ler urg’d his steed,
And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed;
Now, drench’d throughout, and hopeless of his
case,
He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace.
Suppose, unlook’d for in a scene so rude,

Long k1d by interposing hill or wood,
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Some mansion, neat and elegantly dress’d,

By some kind hospitable heart possess’d,

Offer him warmth, security, and rest;

Think with what pleasure, safe, and at his ease,
He hears the tempest howling in the trees;
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ,
‘While danger past is turn’d to present joy.

So fares 1t with the sinner, when he feels

A growing dread of vengeance at his heels:
His conscience, like a glassy lake before,
Lash’d into foaming waves, begins to roar;
The law, grown clamorous, though silent long,
Arraigns him—charges him with ev’'ry wrong—
Asserts the rights of his offended Lord;

Anad death, or restitution, i1s the word:

The last impossible, he fears the first,

And, having well deserv'd, expects the worst.
Then welcome refuge and a peaceful home;

Oh for a shelter from the wrath to come!
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Crush me, ye rocks; ye falling mountains, hide
j Or bury me 1n oéean’s angry tide.—
The scrutiny of those all-seeing eyes
. I dare not—And you need not, God replies;
The~ remedy you want I freely give:
" The book shall teach you—read, believe, and live!
-.: 'Tis done—the raging storm 1s heard no more,
I*.-Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore;
| And Justice, guardian of the dread command,
#Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand.
A soul redeem’d demands a life of praise;
Hence the complexion of his future days.
Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck’d,
And the world’s hatred, as its sure effect.
Some lead a life unblameable and just,
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust:
They never sin—or, if (as all offend)
Some trivial slips their daily walk attend,

The poor are near at hand, the charge is small,

A slight gratuity atones for all!
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For, though the pope has lost his int’rest here,

And pardons are not sold as once they were,

No papist more desirous to compound,

Than some g‘i‘ave sinners upon English ground.

That plea refuted, other quirks they seek—

Mercy 1s infinite, and man is weak;

T'he future shall obliterate the past,

And heav’n, no doubt, shall be their home at last.
Come, then—a still, small whisper in your car—

He has no hope who never had a tear;

And he that never doubted of his state,

He may, perhaps—perhaps he may—too late.
‘Lhe path to bliss abounds with many a snare,

LLearning 1s one, and wit, however rare.

The Frenchman, first in literary fame,

(Mention him, if you please. Voltaire ?—The

same. )
With spirit, genius, eloquence, supplied,
Liv’d long, wrote much, laugh’d heartily, and

died.
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,f The scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew
Bon nots to ga]]i the Christian and the Jew.
An infidel in health, but what when sick?
' Oh——then a text would touch him at the quick.
View him at Paris, in his Jast career:
Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere;
. Exalted on his pedestal of pride,
And fum’d with frankincense on cv'ry side,
He begs their flatt'ry with his latest breath ;
And, smother’d in’t at last, is prais’d to death!
Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door,”
Pillow and bol;)bins all her little store;
Content, though mean; and cheerful, if not gay;
Shutiing her threads about the live-long day,
Just earns a scanty pittance; and at night
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket light:
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit,
IHas little understanding, and no wit,
Receives no praise; but though her lot be such,

(Loilsome and indigent) she renders much;
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Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true—
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew:;
And in that charter rcads, with sparkling eyes,
Her title to a treasure in the skies.

Oh, happy peasant! Oh, unhappy bard!

His the mere tinsel, her’s the rich reward;
He prais'd, perhaps, for ages yet to come;
She never heard of half a mile from home;
He, lost in errors, his vain heart prefers;
She, safe in the simplicity of her’s.

Not many wise, rich, noble, or protound
In science, win one inch of heav'nly ground.
And is it not a mortitying thought
The pooi‘ should gain 1t, and the rich should not:
No—the volupt’aries, who ne’er forget
One pleasure lost, lose heav'n without regret;
Regret would rouse them, and give birth to

pray r;
Pray’r would add faith, and faith would fix them

there.
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Not that the Former of us all in this,

~ Or aught he does, 1s govern’d by caprice;
The supposition 1s replete with sin,

And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in.
Not so—the silver trumpet’s heav'nly call
Sounds for the poor, but sounds alike for all:
Kings are invited; and, would kings obey,
No slaves on earth more welcome were than they:
But royalty, nobility, and state,

Are such a dead preponderating weight,

That endless bliss, (how strange so€’er it seem)
In counterpoise, flies up and kicks the beam.
"Tis open, and ye cannot enter—why ?

Because ye will not, Conyers would reply—
And he says much that many may dispute

And cavil at with ease, but none refute.

Oh, bless’d effect of penury and want,

The seed sown there, how vig'rous 1s the plant!
No soil like poverty for growth divine,

As leanest land supplies the richest wine.
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Earth gives too little, giving only bread,
T'o nourish pride, or turn the weakest head:
'l'o them the sounding jargon ot the schools
Seems what it 1is—a cap and belils for fools:
‘T'he light they walk by, kindled from above,
Shows them the shortest way to life and love:
They, strangers to the controversial field,
Where deists, always foil'd, vet scorn to vield,
And never check’d by what 1impedes the wise,
Delieve, rush forward, and posscss the prize.
Envy, yve great, the dull unletter’d small:
Ye have much cause tor envy-—but not all.
MW e boast some rich oncs whom the gospel sway
And one who wears a coronet, and pravs:
Like gleanings of an olive-tree, they show
Ilere and there one upon the topmost bough.
How readily, upon the gospel plan,
'That question has its answer—What is man!
Sinful and weak, in evry sense a wretceh;

An instrument, whose chords, upon the streteh,
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And strain’d to the last screw that he can bear,
Yield only discord in his Maker’s ear:

Once the blest residence of truth divine,
Glorious as Solyma’s interior shrine,

Where, in his own oracular abode,

Dwelt visibly the light-creating God;

But made long since, like Babylon of old,

A den of mischiefs never to be told:

And she, once mistress of the realms around,
Now scatter'd wide, and no where to be tound,
As soon shall rise and reascend the throne,

By native pow'r and energy her own,

As nature, at her own peculiar cost,

Restore to man the glories he has lost.

Go—-bid the winter cease to chill the year;
Replace the wand'ring comet in his sphere;
Then boast (but wait tor that unhop'd for hour)
T'he self-restoring arm of human pow’r.

But what is man in his own proud esteem ?

Hear him—himself the poet and the theme:
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A monarch, cloth’d with majesty and awe;
His mind his kingdom, and his will his law;
Grace 1n his mien, and glory in his eyes,
Supreme on earth, and worthy of the skies,
Strength in his heart, dominion i1n his nod,
And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God!

So sings he, charm’d with hisown mind and forn,
The song magnificent—the theme a worm!
Himself so much the source of his delight,
His Maker has no beauty in his sight.

See where he sits, contemplative and fix’d,
Pleasure and wonder in his features mix'd;

His passion’s tam’d, and all at his controul,
How perfect the composure of his soul!
Complacency has breath’d a gentle gale

O’er all his thoughts, and swell’d his easy sail:
His books well trimm’d, and in the gayest styl,
Like regimented coxcombs, rank and file,
Adorn his intellects as well as shelves,

And teach him notions splendid as themselves:
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i r%:'-l”‘he Bible only stands neglected there—
'Jl“ho‘ugh that of all most worthy of his care;
‘And, like an infant, troublesome awake,

Is left to sleep, for peace and quiet sake.

What shall the man deserve of human kind,
Whose happy skill and industry, combin’d,
Shall prove (what argument could never yet)
The Bible an imposture and a cheat?

The praises of the libertine, profess'd

The worst of men, and curses of the best.
Where should the living, weeping o’er his woes;
The dying, trembling at the awful close;

Where the betray’d, forsaken, and oppress’d,
The thousands whom the world forbids to rest:
Where should they find, (those comforts at an end
The scripture yields) or hope to find, a friend?
Sorrow might muse herself to madness then;
And, seeking exile from the sight of men,

Bury herself in solitude profound,

Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground.
I, H
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Thus often unbelief, grown sick of life,

Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife.

The jury meet, the coroner is short,

And lunacy the verdict of the court.

Reverse the sentence, let the truth be known,

Such lunacy is ignorance alone.

'T'hey knew not, what some bishops may not know,

‘That scripture 1s the only cure of woe.

That field of promise, how it flings abroad

Its odour o’er the Christian’s thorny road!

The soul, reposing on assur’d relief,

Feels herselt happy amidst all her grief,

Forgets her labour as she toils along,

Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song.
But the same word, that, like the polish’d shar,

Ploughs up the roots of a believer’s care,

Kills, too, the flow’ry weeds, where’er they grow

That bind the sinner’s Bacchanalian brow.

Oh, that unwelcome voice of heav’'nly love, |

Sad messenger of mercy from above!
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b How does it grate upon his thankless ear,

Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of fear!

His will and judgment at continual strife,

That ;:ivil war imbitters all his life:

In vain he points his pow’rs against the skies,

~ In vain he closes or averts his cyes,

Truth will intrude—she bids him yet beware;

And shakes the sceptic in the scorner’s chair.
Though various foes against the truth combine,

Pride above all opposes her design;

Pride, of a growth superior to the rest,

The subtlest serpent, with the loftiest crest,

Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage,

Would hiss the cherub mercjf from the stage.
And is the soul, indeed, so lost?—she cries;

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

Torpid and dull, beneath a frozen zone,

Has she no spark that may be doom’d her own?

Grant her indebted to what zealots call

Grace undeserv’d—yet, surely, not for all!
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Some beams of rectitude she yet displays,
Bome love of virtue, and some pow'r to praise;
Can lift herself above corporeal things,
And, soaring on her own unborrow'd wings,
Possess herself of all that’s good or true,
Assert the skies, and vindicate her due.
Past indiscretion is a venial crime;
And, if the youth, unmellow'd yet by time,
Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and rude,
I'ruits of a blighted size, austere and crude,
Maturer years shall happier stores produce,
And meliorate the well concocted juice.
Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal,
To justice she may make her bold appeal;
And leave to mercy, with a tranquil mind,
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind.
Hear, then, how mercy, slighted and defied,
Retorts th’ affront against the crown of pride.
Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorr’d,
And the fool with it, who insults his Lord.
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Th’ atonement a Redeemer’s lJove has wrought
Is not for you—the righteous need it not.
Seest thou yon harlot, wooing all she meets,
The worn-out nuisance of the public streets;
Herself, from morn to night, from night to morn,
Her own abhorrence, and as much your scorn!
The gracious sh(;w’r_, unlimited and free,
Shall fall on her, when heav'n denics it thee.
Of all that wisdom dictates, this the drift—
That man is dead in sin, and life a gift.

[s virtue, then, unless of Christian growth,
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both?
Ten thousand sages lost 1n endless woe,
For ignorance of what they could not know?
That speech betrays at oncé a bigot’s tongue—
Charge not a God with such outrageous wrong!
Truly, not I—the partial light men have,
My creed persuades me, well em ploy’d, may save;
While he that scorns the noon-day beam, perverse,

Shall find the blessing, unimprov'd, a curse.
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Let heathen worthies, whose exalted mind
Left sensuality and dross behind,

Possess, for me, their undisputed lot,

And take, unenvied, the reward they sought.
‘But still, in virtue of a Saviour's plea,

Not blind by choice, but destin’d not to seec.
There fortitude and wisdom were a flame
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came
Deriv'd from the same source of light and grace
'I'hat guides the Christian in his swifter race.
Their judge was conscience, and her rule their law:
That rule, pursued with rev’'rence and with awe
Led them, however falt'ring, faint, and slow,
From what they knew to what they wish’d to know.
But let not him that shares a brighter day
'I'raduce the splendour of a noon-tide ray,
Prefer the twilight of a darker time,

And deem his base stupidity no crime;

‘The wretch, who slights the bounty of the skies

And sinks, while favour’d with the means to ns
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Shall find them rated at their full amount,

The good he scorn’d all carried to account.
Marshalling all his terrors as he came;

Thunder, and eartlﬁluake, and devouring flame;

From Sinai’s top Jehovah gave the law—

Life for obedience—death for ev'ry flaw.

When the great Sov reign would his will express,

He gives a perfect rule; what can he less?

And guards it with a sanction as severe

~As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear:

Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim,

And man might safely trifle with his name.

He bids him glow with unremitting love

To all on earth, and to himself above;

Condemns th’ injurious deed, the sland’rous tongue,

The thought that meditates a brother’s wrong:

Brings not alone the more conspicuous part—

His conduct—to the test, but tries his heart.
Hark! universal nature shook and groan'd,

Twas the last trumpet—see the Judge enthron’d:
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Rouse all your courage at your utmost need;
Now summon ev'ry virtue—stand, and plead.
What! silent? Is your boasting heard no morc
"T'hat self-renouncing wisdom, learn’d before,
Had shed immortal glories on your brow,
That all your virtues cannot purchase now.
All joy to the believer! Ie can speak —
Trembling, yet happy; confident, yet meek.
Since the dear hour that brought me to th
foot,
And cut up all my follies by the root,
I never trusted in an arm but thine,
Nor hop’d, but in thy righteousness divine:
My pray'rs and alms, imperfect, and defil'd,
Were but the feeble efforts of a child;
Howe'er perform’d, it was their brightest par
That they proceeded from a grateful heart:
Cleans’d in thine own all purifying blood,

Forgive their evil, and accept their good.




TRUTH. 105

I cast them at thy feet—my only plea

Is what it was—dependence upon thee:

While struggling 1n the vale of tears below,

That never fail’d, nor shall it fail me now.
Angelic gratulations rend the skies:

Pride falls unpitied, never more to rise;

Humility 1s crown’d; and faith receives the prize.



EXPOSTULATION.

Tantane, tam paticns, nullo certamine toll

Dona sines? VIRG.

Wny weeps the muse for England? What appears
In England’s case to move the muse to tears?
['rom side to side of her delightful isle,

Is she not cloth’d with a perpetual simile?r
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