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T has been a Jong ‘Complaint of the vir-
tuous and refined World, that Poefy,
whofe Original is Divine, fhould be ¢n-
flaved ‘to Vice and Profanenefs ; that an
Art infpired from Heaven, fhould have fo far
loft the Memory of its Birth-place, as to be
engaged in‘the Faterefts of ‘Hell. © How un-
happily is it perverted from its moft glorious
Defign! How balely has it been driven away
from its proper Station in the Temple of God,
and abufed to much Difhonour! The Iniquity
of Men has conftrained it to ferve their vileft
Purpofes, while the Sons of Piety mourn the
Sacrilege and the Shame.

Tz eldeft Song which'Hiftory has brought
down to ourEars, was a noble Act of Worfhip
paid to the God of Ifrael, when his Rizht
Hand became glorious tn Power ; when thy Right
Hand,* O-Lord, dafbed in Pieces the Enemy :
the Chariots of Puaraog and bis Hofis were
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caft intothe Red-Sea 5 Thou didff blow awith thy
Hind, the Deep covered them, and they fank as
Lead in the mighty Waters, Exod. xv,  This
Art was maintained facred through the follow-
ing Ages of the Church, and employed by
Kings and Prophets, by Davip, Soromon,
and Isaran, in deferibing the Nature and the
Glories of God, and in conveying Grace or
Vengeanee 'to the Hearts of Men. By this
Method they brought fo. much of Heaven
down to this lower World, asthe Darknefs of
that Difpenfation would admit : And now and
then a divine and poetic Rapture lifted their
Souls far above the Level of that OEconomy
of Shadows, bore them away far into a brighter
Region, and gave them a Glimpfe of Evange-
lic Day. . The Life of Angels was harmoni-
oufly breathed into the Children of Apam,
and their Minds raifed near to Heaven in Me-
ledy and Devotion at once, -

In  the younger Days of Heathenifm the
Mufes were devoted to the fame Service ; the
Language in which old Hesrop addrefles them
isthis:

Mige MeghnSr soidfiar sheiovea,

Abtre, Al Byiarire e-‘$£"rigar TeTiE LELKEIOUTCL

Pierian Mufes, fam'd for beavenly Lays,
Defeend, and fing the God your Father's Praife.

And
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And he purfues the Subject in ten pious Lines,
which I could not bear to tranfcribe, if the
Afpect and Sound of fo much Greek were not
terrifying to a nice Reader.

But {fome of the latter Poets of the Pagan
World have debafed this Divine Gift 5 and
many of the Writers of the firft Rank, in this
our Age of National Chrifiians, have, to their
eternal Shame, furpafled the vileft of the Gen-
ttles.  They have not only diffobed Religion
of all the Ornaments of Verfe, but have em-
ployed their Pens in impious Milchief, to de-
form her native Beauty, and defile her Ho-
nours. They have expoled her moft facred.
Character to Drollery, anddreffed her up ina
moft vile and ridiculous difguife, for the Scorn
of the ruder Herd of Mankind. The Vices-
have been painted like fo many Goddefles, the
Charms of Wit have been added to Debau-
chery, and the Temptation heightened where
Nature needs the ftrongeft Reftraints. With-
Sweetnels of Sound, and Delicacy of Expref~
fion, they have given a Relith to Blafphemies
of the harfheft kind ; and when they rant at
their Malker in fonorous Numbers, they fancy
themfelves to have acted the Hero well.

Tausalmoft in vain have the Throne and
the Pulpit cried Reformation; while the Stage
and licentions Poems have waged open War
with the pious Defign of Church and State:

A 3 The
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The Prefs has fpread the Poifon far, and' featt
tered wide the mortal Infe&ion : Unthinking
Youth have been-enticed: to Sin beyond: the
vicious Propenfities of Nature, plunged early
into Difceafes:and Death, and funk down to
Damnation in’ Multitudes, Was it for this,
that Poefy was! endued with ' all thofe allure-
ments: that lead the Mind away in a pleafing:
Captivity:? Was it for this, fhe was furnithed,
with fo many intelle¢tual Charms; that fhe
might feduce the: Heart from GO D, the ori-
ginal Beauty, and the moft lovely of Beings ?
CanI -ever be perfuaded, that thofe fweet and
refiftle(s Forces of Metaphor, Wit, Sound, and
Number; ‘were given with: this' Defign, that
they thould be all ranged underthe Banner of
the great malicious Spirit, to invade the Rights’
of Heaven, and to bring fwift and everlafting:
Deftruction upon Men? How will thefe Allies’
of the nether World, the leud and profane
Verfifiers;ftand aghatt before the great Judge,
when the Blood of many Souls, whom they
never faw, fhall be laid to the Charge of their
Writings, and be dreadfully required at their
Hands ? The Reverend Mr. CoLrier has fet
this awful Scene before them in juft and flam-
ing Colours. If the Application were not too
rude and uncivil, that noble Stanza of my Lord
Roscomuon, on Pfalm cxlvii. might be ad-
dreffed tothem : '

Ye
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2% Dragons, whofe consagious Breath

Peoples the dark Retrears of Death,

Change your dire Hiffings into Heavenly Songs,

And praife your Maker with your forked:
Tongues.

T'uts Profanation and Debafement of {o di-
vine an Art, has tempted fome weaker Chri~
ftians to imagine that Poetry and Vice are na-
turally akin; or, at leaft, that Verfeis fitonly
to recommend Trifles, and entertain our 100~
fer Hours, butitis too light and trivial a me-
thod. to treat any thing that isferious and fa-
cred. They fubmit, indeed, to ufe it in Di-
vine Plalmody, but they love the drieft Tranf-
lation of the Pfalm beft. They will venture
to fing a dull Hymn-or two at Church, inTunes
of equal Dulnefs ; but ftill they perfuade them-
felves, and their Children, that the Beauties of °
Poefy are vain and dangerous. All thatarifes
a Degree above Mr. STERNHOLD is fooairy
for Worfhip, and hardly efcapes the Sentence
of wnclean and abominable. ’Tis ftrange, that
Perfons that have the Bible in their Hands,
fhould be led away by thoughtlefs Prejudices
to fo wild and rafh an Opinion. . Let me en-
treatthem not to indulge this foux, this cenfo-
rious Humour too far, left the Sacred Writers
fall under the Lafh of their unlimited and un-
guarded Reproaches. Let me entreat them to

A g ook
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look into their Bibles, and remember the Style
and Way of Writing that is ufed by the anci-
ent Prophets, Have they forgot, or were
they never told, that many Parts of the OId
Teftament are Hebrew Verfe ? ahd the Figures
are ftronger, and the Metaphors bolder, and
the Images more furprizing and ftrange than
ever T read in' any profane Writer. When
DEsoran fings her Praifes to the GO D of
- Mfracl, where he marched from the Field of
Edom, the fets the Earth a trembling, the Hea-
vens drop, and the Mountains diffalve from before
tbe Lord. — They Jonght from Heaven, the Stars
an thetr Courfes fought againft SISERA : Hhn
#he River of Kifhon Jwept thein away, that an-
cient River, the River Kifhon. O my Soul,
2liou baft trodden - down Strengrh, Judg. v. &¢.
When Ecipuaz, in the Book of Fob, {peaks
his Senfe of the Holinefs of God, he intro-
duces a Machine in a Vifion : Fear came upon
e, Tre:m'u’:}fg or all my Bowes, the Hair of
oy Flefb flood up ; a Spirit poffed by and flaod fill,
but' 165 Form was undjfeernible - an Image before
mine Eyes 5 and Silence ; Then I beard a Poice,
JSaying, Shall mortal Man be more Juft than God 2
fee. Job iv.  When he deferibes the Safety of
the Righteous, he bides him from ke Scourge of
the Tongue, he makes him laugh af Deflruction
and Famine, he brings the Siones of the Field
anto League with i, and makes the Brute
: Animals
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Animals enser into a Covenant of Peace, Fob
v. 21, €¢. When Jos [peaks of the Grave,
how melancholy is the Gloom that he fpreads
overit! It is a Region towhich I muft fhortly
go, and whence I ' hall not return 5 it is a Land
of Darknefs, it is Darknefs itfelf, the Land of
the Shadow of Death s all Confufion and Dif-
order, and where the Light is as Darknefs. This -
is my Houfe, there bave I made my Bed : Ihave
Said to Corruptionr, Thou art my father, and to
the Worm, Thou art my Mother and my
Ssfter : As for my Hope, who fball fee it 2 1 and
wy Hope go down togetber Yo the Bars of the
Pit; Job % 21. and xvii. 13. When he
humbles himfelf in Complainings before the
Almightinefs of G O D, what contemptible
and feeble Images doth he ufe | #ilt thou break
a Leaf driven to and fro 2. I1't thou purfue the
dry Stubble ? I confume away like a rotten thing,
a Garment eaten by the Moth, Job xiii. 25, &Se.
Thon lifteft me up to the Wind, thou caufeft me
1o ride upon ity and diffolveft my Subflance, Job
xxiii. 22. Canany Man invent more defpica-
ble [deas to reprefent the Scoundrel Herd and
Refufe of Mankind, than thofe  which JoB
ufes? Chap. xxx. and thereby he aggravates
his own Sorrows and Reproaches to Amaze-
ment ; They that are younger than Ihave me in
Derifion, whofe Fathers I wonld bavedifdamed
t0 bave fetwith the Dogsof my Flock : for W ant
A5 did
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and Famine they were folitary 5 flecing into the
Wilderne/s defolate and wafte : They cut up Mal-
lows by the Bufbes, and Funiper-roots for their
Meat : They were driven forth from among Men,
(they “cried after them as after a Thief) to duwell
in the Cliffs of the Palleys, in Caves of the Earth,
and in Rocks : Among “the Bufbes they brayed, un-
der the Nettles they were gathered together 5 they
were Children of Fools, yea, Children of bafe
Men 5 theywere viler-than the Earth : And now
am I their Song, yea, I am théir By-word, &c.
How mournful and dcjected is the Langunage
of liis own Sorrows | Terrors are turned upon
him, they purfue his Soulas the W'ind, and his
Eelfare paffes away as a Cloud s bis Bones are
pierced withtn bim, and bis Soul is pouredout 5
be gobs ot ning without the Sun, a Brother to
Dragons, and a Companion to Owls 3 while bis
Harp and Organ ave tiurned into the Voice of
them that weep. 1 muft tranferibe one half of
this holy Book, if Iwould fthew the Grandeur,
the Variety, and the Juftnefsof his Ideas, or
the Pomp and Beauty of his Expreflion : I muft
copy out a good part of the Writings of Davip
and Isaran, if I would reprefent the poetical
Excellencies of their Thoughts and Style : Nor
is the Language of the leffer Prophets, efpeci-
ally in fome Paragraphs, much inferior to
thele.

Now while they paint human Nature in its
various Forms and Circumftances, if their De-
figning be fo juft and noble, their Difpofition

fo
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{o artful, and their Colouring o bright, beyond
the moft famed human Writers, how much
more muft their Deferiptions of God and Hea-
ven exceed all that is poflible to be faid by a
meaner Tongue ? When they fpeak of the
Dwelling-place of G O D, He inbabits Eternity,
and_fits wpon the Throne of bis Holinefs, in the
midft of Light inacceffible. When his Holinefs
is mentioned, The Heavens are not clean in bis
Sight, he charges bis Angels with Folly : He
looks to the Moon, and it [bineth not, and the Stars
ave not pure before bis Eyes » Heis a jealous Gods
and a confuming Fire. 1f we {peak of Strength,
Behold, be is firong : He removes the Mountains,
and they know it not, He overturns them i bis
Anger : He fbakes the Earth from ber Place, and
ber Pillars tremble: He wmakes a Path through
the mighty Waters, be difcovers the Foundations of
the World: The Pillars of Heaven are afto-
nifbed at his Reproof. And after all, Thefe are
but @ Portion of bis Ways : The Thunder of bis
Power who can underfland 2 His Sovereignty,
his Knowledge, and his Wifdom, are revealed
to usin Language vaitly fuperior to all the po-
etical Accounts of Heathen Divinity. Let the
Potfberds firive with the Potfberds of "the Earth;
but fball the Clay fay to bim that fafbtoneth ir,
What makefp thou 2 He bids the Heavens drop
dowen from above, and let the Skies pour down
Rishteoufuefs. He commands the Sun, and it
rifeib not, and hbe fealeth up the Stars. Itis be

hat
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¥hat faith to the Deep, Be dry, and bedrieth up
the Rivers. Woe to them that Jfeek deep to bide
their Counfel from the Lord s his Eyes are upon
all their Ways, be underflands their Thoughts
afar off. Hell is naked before bim, apd De-
Sruction bath no Covering.  Hecalls out all the
Stars by their Names, be frufiraterh the Tokens
of the Liars, and makes the Diviners mad 5 He
durns wife Men backward, and their Knowledge
becomes foslyfp. His tran{cendent Eminence
above all things is moft nobly reprefented,
when he fits upon the Circle of the Earth, and
#be Inbabitants thereof are as Grafboppers - Al
Nations before bim are as the Drop of a Bucket,
and asitbe finall Duft of the Balance : F takes
up the Ifles as a very listle thing 5 Lebanon, with
all ber Beafts, is not fufficient for a Sacrifice to
#his God, nor are all her Trees fufficient for the
Burning. ThisG O D, before whom the wholz
Creation is as nothing, yea, lefs than nothing,
and Vanity. * Towbich of all the Heathen Gods
then will ye compare wme, faith the Lord, and
avbat fhall I be likened to ¢ And to which of all
the Heathen Poets fhall we liken or compare
this glorious Orator, the facred Defcriber of the
Godhead ? The Orators of all Nations areas
nothing before him, and their Words are Va-
nity and Emptinefs. Let us turn our Eyes now
to fome of the Holy Writings, where G O Dis
creating the World : How meanly do the beft
of the Gentiles talk and trifle upon this Subjﬁf’r,
when
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when brought into Comparifon with Mosks,
whom Lowncinwus himfelf, a Gentile Critic,
cites as a Mafter of the Sublime Style, when he
chofe to ufe it 3 And the Lord faid, Let there be
Light, and there was Light 5 Let there be Clouds
and Seas, Sun and Stars, Plants and Animals,
and behald they are : He commanded, and they
appear and obey: By the Word of the Lord
were the Heavens made, and all the Hoft of them
by the Breath of bis Mouth . "This is working
like a G-O D, with infinite Eafe and Omnipo-
tence. His Wonders of Providence for the
Terror and Ruin of his Adverfaries, and for
the Succour of His Saints, is et before our
Eyes in the Scripture with equal Magnificence,
and as becomes Divinity, When Ae arifes out
of bis Place, the Earth trembles, the Founda-
tions of the Hills are Jhaken becaufe be 1s wroth :
There goes a Smoke up out of bis Noftrils, and
Fire out of bis Month devoureth, Coals are kind-
led by 1t. Hebows the Heavens, and comes down,
and Darknefsis under bis Feet. 9 be Mountains
melt like Wax, and flow down at bis Prefence,
If Vircin, HoMER, or PINDAR were to pre-
pare an Equipage for adefcending God, they
might ufe Thunder and Lightnings too, and
Clouds and Fire, to form a Chariot and
Horfes for the Battle, or the Triumph ; but
there is none of them provides him a Flight of
Cherubs inftead of Horfes, or feats him in
Chariots of Salvapion. Davip beholds him

' riding
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riding upon-the Heaven of Heavens, by bis Name
JAH" Hewas mounted upona Cherub, and did
Ty, beflew on Wings of the Wind 5 and Hag-
BARKUR Jfends the Peftilence before bim. Ho-
MER keeps a mighty Stit with his Nepaupeeds a0,
and Hestop with his 2, slefeuses.  JupiTER,
that raifes up the Clouds, and that makes a
Noife, or thunders on high. Buta Divine
Poet mades the Clouds but the Duft of  his Feet’,
and whei the Highefl gives bis Foice in the
Heavens, Hail-flones and Coals of Five foliow.
A Divine Poet difcovers the Channels of the
Waters, and lays open the Foundations of Na-
urey at thy Rebuke, O Lord, at the Blaft of
the Breath of thy Noftrils. - When the HOLY
ONE alighted upon Mount Sinai, bis Glory
vovered the Heavais = He flood andwmeafured the
Earth : He bebeld and drove afunder the Na-
tions, and the everlafiing” Mountatns were ftat-
tered : The perpetual Lills did blow ; bis Ways
are everlafting. Then the Prophet faw fhe
Tentsof Cuthan 72 Afliion, and the Curtains
of the land of NMidian did tremble, Hab. iii.
Nor did the "Blefied Spirit which animated
thefe Writers forbid them the Ufe of Vifions,
Dreams, the opening of Scenes dreadful and
delightful, and the Introduétion of Machines
upongreat Occafions : The Divine Licence in
this relpect is admirableand furprizing, and the
Images are often too bold and - dangerous for
an uninfpired Writer to umitate, My, DExwis

7 lias
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has made a noble Effay to difcover how much
fuperior is infpired Poefy-to the brighteft and
beit Defcriptions of a mortal Pen. = Perhaps,
if his Propofal of Criticifin had been encou-
raged and purfued, the Nation might' have
learnt more Value for the Word of G O DD,
and the Wits of the Age might have been
fecured from the Danger of Deifm ; while they
muft have been forced to confefs at leaft the
Divinity of all the poetical Books of Scripture,
when they fee a Genius running through them
more than human.

Wuo is there now willdare toaffert, that
the Doctrines of our Holy Faith will notin-
dulge or endure a delightful Drefs ? Shall the
French Poet * affright us, by faying,

De la foy dun Chrétien les Myfteres terribles,
D’ Ornemens egayez. ne font pont fufceptibles £

Bur the French Critic T, in his Reflections
upon Eloquerice, tellsus, ¢ That the Majefty
¢ of our Religion, the Holinefs of its Laws,
¢ the Purity of its Morals, the Height of its
¢ Myfteries, and the Imporance of every Sub-
¢ jet that belongs to it requires 2 Grandeur,
¢’a Noblenefs, a Majefty, and Elevation of
« Style fuited to the Theme : Sparkling Images
« and magnificent Expreflions muft be ufed,
¢ and are beft borrowed from Scripture : Lt

sthe

# Boileau, 4+ Rapin,
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¢¢ the Preacher, that aimsat Eloquence, read
¢ the Prophets ihcellantly, for their Writings
‘¢ are an abundant Source of all the Riches
“ and Ornamentsof Speech.”” And, in my
Opinion, thisis far better Counfel than Ho-
RACE gives'us, when he fays,.

Fos exemplaria Greca:
Noclurnd verfate Many, verfate diurnd.

As in the Conduét of my Studies with re-
gard to Divinity, I have reafon torepent of
nothing more than that I have not perufed the
Bible with mere frequency ; {o if I were to fet
up for.a Poet, with a Delign to exceed all the
modern Writers. I would follow the Advice of
Rapin, and read the Prophets Night and
Day. I am fure, the Compofiires of the fol-

lowing Book would have been filled with much

greater Senfe, and appeared with much more
agrecable Ornaments, had I derived a larger
Portion from the Holy Scriptures.

Brsipes, we may fetch a further Anfiver
to Monf. BoiLeau’s. Objection, fiom other
Poets of hisown Country. What a noble Ufe
have Racine and CorNeiLLE made of Chri-
ftian Subjects, in fome of their beft Trage-
dies ? What a Variety of Divine Scenes are
difplayed, and pious Paflions awakened in thofe

‘Poems? The Martyrdom of PoLyeucre,

how deth it reign over our Love and Pity, and
: at
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at the fame time animate our Zeal and Devo-
tion ! May I here be permitted the Liberty to
return my Thanks to that fair and ingenious.
Hand * that directed me to fuch Entertain-
ments in a foreign Language, which I had
long wifhed for, and fought i vain m ourown.
Yet I muft confefs, that the Davipzrs, and
the two ArTauxs, have f{o far anfwered Poi-
reau’s Objection, in Englifh, as that the Ob-
ftacles of artempting Chriftian Poefy are broken
down, and the vain Pretence of its being im-
practicable, is experimentally confuted -

Itis true indeed, the Chriftian Myfteries
have net fuch need of gay Trappings as
beautified, or rather compofed, the Heathen
Superftition.  But this ftill makes for the
greater Eafe and furer Succefs of the Poct.
The Wonders of our Religion, in a plain Nar-
ration and a fimple Drefs, have a native'Gran-
deur, 2 Dignity, and a Beauty in'them;, thought
they do not utterly difdain all Methods of Or-
nament. ©Lhe Book of the Revelations feems’
to be a Prophecy in the Form of an Opera, or
a Dramatic Poem, where Divine Art illuftrates
the Subject with many charming Glories 5 but

fill

¥ Philsmela.

+ Sir Richard Plackmore, in his admirable Prefice ta
his laft Poer entitled 4lfred, has more copioudly refuted
all Boileaw’s Arguments on this Subje&, and that. with
great Juftice and Elegance, 1723. I'am perfuaded that
many Perlons who defpife the Poem would acknowledge
the jult Sentiments of that Preface.
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ALt maft be acknowledged, that the naked
Themes of Chriftianity have {fomething
brighter and bolder in thém, lomething more
furprizing and celeftial than all the Adventures
of Gods and Heroes, allthe dazling Images of
falfe Luftre that form and garnifh a Heathen
Song : Here the very Arcument would give
wonderful Aids to the Mufe, and the heavenly
Theme would fo relieve a dull Hour, and a
I&nguiﬂ:ﬁng Gemius, that when the Mufe nods,
the Senfe would burn and iparkle upon the
Reader, and keep him feelingly awake,

Wit how much lefs Toil and Expence
might a Drypen, an Orway, a CoNGREVE,
ora Dexnis, furnifi out a Chriftian Poem,
than a2 modern Play ? thete is nothing amongft
all the ancient Fables, or later Romances, that
have “two fuch Extremes united in them, as
the Eternal GOD becoming an Infant of Days?
the Poffeflor of the Palace of Heaven laid to
{leep in a Manger ; the Holy ¥ £ S S, wha
knew no Sin, bearing the Sins of Men in his
Body on the Tree ; Agonies of Sorrow loading
the Soul of Him who was GO D over all,
bleffed for ever ; and the Sovereign of Life
ftretching his Arms on a Crofs, bleeding and
expiring : The Heaven and the Hell in our
Divinity are infinitely more delightful and
dreadful than the childifh Figments of a Dog
with three Heads, the Buckets of the Relrdes,
the Furies with maky Hairs, or all the flowry

tories

XViii
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Storiestof Elyfium. ~Andif we furvey the one
as Themes divinely true; -and the otheras a
Medley of Fooleties which we can never be-
lieve, the Advantage for touching the Springs
of Paffion will fall infinitely on the Side of
the Chriftian Poet ; our Wonder and our Love,
our Pity, Delight, and Sorrow, with the long
Prain of Hopes' and Fears, mufl needs be un-
‘der the Conimand of an harmonieus Pen,
whofe every Line maltes a Part of the Reader’s
Faith, and is the very Life or Death of his
Soul. :
1y the triflisgoand incredible Tales that fur-
nifh out a Tragedy, are foarmed by Wit and
Faricy, as to become Sovereign of the rational’
Powers, to triumph over all the Affections,
and manage our Smiles and.our Tears at Plea-
fure; how wondrous'a Conqueft might be ob-
tained over a wild World, and reduce’it, at
leaft, ‘to Sobriety, if the fame happy Talent
were employed in drefling the Seenes of Reli-:
gion in their “proper Figures of Majeity,
Sweetnefs, and Terror » The Wonders of Cre-
ating Power, of Redeeming Love, and Re-
newing Grace, ought not to be thus impioufly
negletted by thofe whom Heaven has endued
with a Gift fo proper to adorn and cultivate
them ; an Art whofe fweet Infinuations might
almoft convey Piety in refifling nature, and
melt:the hardeft Souls to the Love of Virtue.
The Affairs of this Life, with their Reference
to
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to a Life to come, would fhine bright in a Dra-
matic Defcription ; nor is there any need or
any Reafon why we fhould always borrow the
Plan or Hiftory from the ancient Fews, or pri-

mitive Martyrs ; though feveral of thefe would

furnifh eut noble Materials for this fort of Poe-

fy : But modern Scenes would be better under-
ftood by moft Readers, and the Application

would be much more eafy. The Anguith

of inward Guilt, the fecret Stings and Racks

and Scourges of Conftience ; the {weet retiring

Hours, and feraphical Joys of Devotion ; the
Victory. of a reflved Soul oyvera thoufand
Temptations; the inimitable Love and Paffion-
of adying GOD ; the awful Glories of the

laft “Tribunal ; the grand decifive Sentence,,
from which there is no Appeal ;. and the con-

fequent Franfports or Horrors of the two eter-
nal Waorlds ;, thefe things may be yatrioufly dif--
pofed, and form many Poems. How might
fuch Performances, under a Divine Blefling,,
call back the dying Piety of the Nation to Life
and Beauty ? This would make Religion ap-
pear like itfelf, and confound the Blafphemies.
of a profligate World, ignorant of pious Plea--
fures.

But wehave Reafon to fear, that the tune--
ful Men of our Day have not raifed their Am-
bition to (o divine a Pitch ; I fhould rejoice to
fee. more. of this Celeftial Fire kindling with-

in
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in-them; for the Flafhes that break out in fome
prefent and pait Writings, betray an infernal
Source, This the incomparable Mr. Cowrey,
in the latter End of his Preface, and the inge-
nious Sir Ricuarp BLackmork, in the Be-
ginning of his, have fo pathetically deforib’d
and lamented, that I rather refer the Reader
to mourn with them, than detain and tire him
here. Thefe Gentlemen, in their large and
laboured ‘Works  of Poefy, have given the
World happy Examples of what they wifh and
encourage in Profe ;. the Onein a rich Variety
of ‘Thonght and Faney, tthe other inall the
fhining Colours of - profufe and florid Diction,
Iz fhorter Sonnets were compofed on {ub-
lime Subjeéts, fuch as the Pfalms of Davip,
and the holy Tranfports inter(perfed in the
other Sacred Writings, or fuch ‘as_the moral
Odesof Hor Ack, and the ancient Lyricks 5 1
perfuade ‘myfelf, that the Chriflian Preacher
would find abundant Aid from the Poet, in
his Defign to diffufe Virtue, and allure Souls
to GO D, If the Heart were firft inflamed

from Heaven, and the Mufe were not left
:alone to form the Devotion, and purfue a cold

Scent, but.only called in as an Affiftant to the
Worfhip, then the Song would end where the
Infpiration ceafes; the whole Compofiire would
be of a Picce, all meridian Light and meridi-
an Fervour; and the fame pious Flame would

be
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be propagated, and kept glowing in the Heart
of him that reads. Some of the fhorter Odes
of the two Poets now mentioned, anda few
of ‘the Reverend Mr. Norwis’s Effays in
Verfe, are convineing Inftances of the Succels
of 'this Propofal.

Iris my Opinion alfo, thatthe free and un=
confined Numbers of PinDaR, Or the noble
Meafures of Mirton without Rhime, would
beft maintain the Dignity of the Theme, as
well as'give a'Loofe to the deyout Soul, mor
check the' Raptures of her Faith and Love.
Thongh in my feeble Attempts of this kind,
I have too often fettered my Thoughts in the
narrow Metre of our Plalm-Tranflators ; 1
have contracted and cramped the Senfe, orren-
dered it obfeure and feeble; by the too fpeedy
and regular Returns of Rhime.

Tr my Friends expect any Reafon of the
following Compofures, and of the firflt or fe-
cond Publication, I entreat them to accept of
this Account.

Tur Title affures thern that Poefy isnot the
‘Bufinefs of my Life; and if 1 feized cthofe
Hours of Leifure, wherein my Soul wasin a
more {prightly Frame, to entertain them or
my-felf with a Divine or Moral Song, 1 hope
I fhall find an eafy Pardon.

" the Firf Bock are many Odes which
ailitt the Meditations an
and witha De-

fign

were written to
Worfhip of vulgar Chriftians,
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fign to be publifhed in the Volume of Hymus,
which have now paffed a Second Impreflion ;
but upon the Review, I found fome Exprefli-
ons that were not fuited to the plaineft Capa-
city, and the Metaphors are too bold to pleale
the weaker Chriftian, therefore ['have allotted
them a Place here,

Amoncst the Sengs that are dedicated to
Divine Love, 1 think I may be bold to affert,
that [ nevercompofed one Line of ‘them with
any other Defign than what they are applied
to here; and 1 have endeavoured to fecure
them all from being perverted and debafed to
wanton Paffions; by feveral Lines in them that
can never be applied to a meanerLove. Are
not the nobleft Inftances of the Grace of Chrift
reprefented ynder the Figure of ‘a'Conjugal
State, and deferibed in one of the ' fweeteft
“Odes, and the fofteft Paftoral that ever was
wiritten ¢ I appeal to Soromon #, in his Song,
and his Father Davip, in P/l xlv. if Da-
vip was the Author ; And I am well affured,
that I have never indulged an equal Licence ;
Ir was dangerous to imitate the‘Sacred Writers
t00 nearly, in fo nice an Affair.

Tue Poems facred to Firtue, &c. were
formed when ‘the Frame and Humour of my

Soul

* Solomor’s Song was much more in ufe among Preach-

ers and Writers of Divinity when thefe Poems were writ-
ten than it is now. 1736.
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Soul wasjuft {fuited to the Subject of my Verfe :
The Image of my Heart is painted in'them 3
and if they meet with a Reader whofe Soul is
akin to mine, perhaps they may agreeably en-
tertain him, The Dulneis of the Fancy, and
Coarfenefs of Expreflion, will difappear ; the
Samenefs of the Humour will create a Pleafure,
and infenfibly overcome and conceal the Defects
of the Mule. Young Gentlemen and Ladies,
whofe Genius and Education have given them
a Relith of Oratory and Verfe, may ‘be tempted
to feek Satisfaction among the dangerous Di-
verfions of the Stage, and impure Sonnets, if
there be no Provifion of afafer kind made ta
pleafe them. While I have attempted to gra-
tify innocent Fancy in this refpect, I have not
forgotten to allure the Heart to Virtue; and to |
raife it to a Difdain of brutal Pleafures. The
frequent Interpofition of adevout Fhought may
awaken the Mind to a ferions Senfe of G O D,
Religion; and Eternity. = The {ame Duty that
_might be defpifed in a Sermon, when propofed
to theirReafon, may here, perhaps, féize the
lower Faculties with Surprize, Delight, and
Devotion at once ; and thus, by Degrees, draw
. the fuperior Powers of the Mind to Piety. A-
mongit theinfinite Numbersof Mankind, there
is ot more Difference in their outward Shape
and Features, than in their Temper and inward
Inclination. Some are more eafily fufccptiv?
0
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of Religionin a grave Difcourfe and fedate
Realoning. - Some are beft frighted fromi'Sin
and Ruin by Tertor, Fhreatning 'and Arfiazes
ment ;. their Fearis' the properett Palliod 8
which we can addrefs ourfelves; and begin the
Divine, Work .. Others caty feel mo Motive {6
powerful as that which appliesitelf to their Tni
genuity, and their‘polith’d Imagination, Now
1 thought; it-lawful-to take hold of any Handld
of the Seul, to-lead it away betimes from vis
cious Pleafiues ; iand if T could ‘bitt make'tip's
Compofition of Virtue:and:Deligl, fii ted 19
the. Tafte of well-bred Youthy and & Fefie’d
Education,. I had fome: Hope! toallnre andl'iaie
them thereby above the vile Temptations of de-
generate Nature, and Cuftom, that is yet more!
degenerate. \When I have felc a {hghtInclina-
tion.to Satyy qf.Burlefque; /1 thoughe it proper’
to lupprefs it. The grnning and the growlmg’
Mufe are not haid to -be obtaiméd 3 but'l would’
dildam their Afiftance, where 4 manly Fnvita=
tion te Virtue, and a friendly Smile maybe fire-
celsfully employed. Could Iperfuade dnyMan’
by a kinder Metliod; I {thould never thinf it”
proper;to {Cold or lauigh at himy, = =100 50
siPERHAPs theve are fome morcfe Readers, !
that fland ready to:condemn every Einethag’s™
written-upon tlhe ‘Theme of: sy 3 ‘but’have
We not the Caresand the Felicities of that foress
of focial Life reprefented to ussin the. f%erﬁd;;'
Bach B Writings 2
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Writings? Someé Expreflions are there ufcd
-with a Delign to give a mortifying Influence
to our fofteft Affections; others again bright
€n the Chatacter of that State;: and allure vir
tuous Souls to purfitethe divine Advantize of
it, -the mutual| Afliftance in'the way to Salva-
tion. Arenotithe cxxviith and exxviith P/l
indited.on this very Subje&t? Shall'it be lawful
for the Prefs and the Pulpit'to treat of it with
8 becoming Solemnity in Profe; ‘and muft the
Mention of  the fame Thing in Poefy be pro-
nounced for ever unlawful ? Ts it utterly un.
worthy of a feriotis Charaéter to write on this
Argument, becaule it has been unhappily pol-
iuted by fome feurrilous Pens? Why may I not
be permitted to obviate a commion and a grow-
ing Mifchief, while a thoufand vile Poems of
the amorous kind fwarm abroad, ‘and give a
wicious, ‘Laint toithe unwary Reader ? 1 would
tell the Worldithat Thave endeavoured to re-
gover this Argument out of the Hands of im-
pure Writers, and to malke it appear, that Vir-
tue and Love are not fuch Strangers as they
are reprefented. The blifsful Intimacy of Souls
in that State will afford fufficient Furniture for
zhe graveft Entertainment in Verfe; fo that it
ineed not be everlaftingly drefs’d up in Ridi-
cule, nor affumed only to furnifh out the lewd
Bonnets of the Times. May fome happier
Genius promote the fame Service that I pro-

oS pos’d,
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pos’d, and by fuperior Senfe, and {weeter
Sound, render what I have written contemps
ble and ufelefs, : s midey -
‘THE Imitations of that noblelt Lasiy Poet
“of modern Ages, CASIMIRE SARBIEWSEL of
Poland, would need no Excufe, did they) but
atile to the Beauty of the Original. .. I have of-
ten taken the Freedom to add ten or twenty
Lines, of to leave out as many, .that I might
fuit my Song more to my own Defign, or-be-
_caufe I'faw it impoffible to prefent the Force,
the Finenefs, and the Fire of his Expreflion in
“our Language.  There are a few Copies where-
in"I borfow’d fome Hinss from. the fame: Au-
thor, without the Mention of his Name.in the
Title. Methinks T can allow fo.§ upsrior a Ge-
nius now and-then to be lavifh in his Tmagin-
ation, and ‘to indulge fome Excurfions beyond
the Limits of fedate Judgment: The Riches
and Glory of 'his Verfe make Atonement in
~abuindanee, T with fome Englift Pen would
1Mport more of his- Treafures, and blefs our
. Nation. : :
Tue Inferiptions to particular Friends, are
“warranted and defended by the Praltice of al-
~moft all the Lyric Writers. They frequently
convey the rigid’ Rules of Morality to the
~Mind in the {ofter Method of Applaufe; Suf-
tain’d by their Example, a Man will not eafily
be overwhelmed by the heavieft Cenfures of
- B2 the
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“the unthinking and unknowing; efpecially
iywhen there is a Shadow of this Praftice in tlie
~Divine Pfalnifl, wiile he mfcribes to’Asarn
or JepuThHUN, his Songs that were made for
“the Harp, or (which s all one) his Zysic Odcs,
tho® they dre‘addre(s’d to GOD himfelf. .
'~ It the Poems of Heroic Meafure, 1 have at-
~tempted in Rhime the fame Variety of Ca-
dence, Comma and Period, which blank Verfe
glories in'as its-peculiar Elegance and Orna-
-ment. - It degrades the Excellency of the beft
Verfifeation when the Lines run on by Cou-
iplets, twenty together, fult in the [ame Pace,
-and with the fame Paufes. ' It fpoils the. no-
-bleft Pleafure of ‘the Sound : The Reader:is
“ir'd with the tedious Uniformity, or charm'd
“to fleep with the unmanly Softne(s of the
Numbers, and the perpetual Chime of even
T S S A T )
T the Effays withour Rbime, T have not fet
upMirron for-a perfect Pattern ; though he
‘fhall be for ever honoured as our Deliverer
“from the Bondage. His Works contain admi-
rable and unequall’d Inftances of bright and
beautiful Diction, as well as Majefty and Se-
-renenefs of Thought. = There are feveral Epi- |
fodes in his longer Works, that ftand’ in fu-
spreme Dignity without a Rival; yet all that
- #aft Reverence with which I read his Parad:
“d.oft, cannot perfuade me to be charm’d with
every

XVl
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every Page of it, +TheLergth of his Periods,
and fometimes of his Parentheles, runsmeiout
of ‘Breath ; . Some of ‘his Numbers feem too
harfh and ungafy. . Ioonld never belicve that
Roughnefs, and Obfcurity, added any thma £
the ;ruef(smnduur of aPoem : Nor will Iever
affect  Archaifing, E Roticilins, and: a quamt:
Ui .cuuﬂmtfs of %{ueuh, g ordet'to become’
perfectly, Miligniami«-  Tisismy  Qpinion that
Blank Verfe may be written x:mh all due Eles
vationof Thought in 2 modern Btile, Wwithout
bormwmg any, thing from Caauara 's: Tales,’
ot runming back {6 far as the Days of Coran1he
Shepherd, and: the Reign of the Fairy: Bueen, |
The:Odduefs of an antigiie Sound gives buta:
falle: Plealure to the Eai;- and ahufes the true:
Relu’h even when: it works Delight,- "T'hére

were fome fuch Judges of oty ameng the old
Romans, and MARTIAT, ingenioufly laiighsidti

one.of.ithem;, thatiwas pleafed:even to/Aftos
mihment mth obfe]ptc Wortds and hgurﬁs.

s A’mmﬁg@w !:.’gz.r terrai fmg:ﬁ’mx.

So. the a.II-drawn Poftures and Diftortions of
Shape that we meet with in Ghrie/e Pictures
charm a fickly Fancy by their yiery Aulewatd-:
nefs; O adiftemper’d Appetite will chew Coals:
and Sand and prenourtce it guﬁful

Bg e
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A the Pindarics T have generally conform’d
my Lines to the fhorter Size of the Ancients,
and avoided to imitate the exceffive Lengths
to'which fome modern Writers have ftretch’d
their Sentences, and efpecially the concluding
Verfe. ' In thefe ‘the Ear is the trocft Judge ;
nor was it made to be enflaved to any precife
Model of elder or later times.

AFTER all, T muft petition my Reader to
day afide the four and fullen Air of Criticifin,
and toaffume the Friend. : Let him chufe fuch
Copies to read at particular Hours, when the
“Eemper of his Mind is fuited to the Song.
Let hirh come with a Defire to’ be entertain’d
and pleas’d, rather than to feck his own Dil-
guit and Averfion, which will not be hard to -
find." ‘T am not {o vain as to think there 'are
nio Faults, ‘nor {o blind as to efpy none : Tho”
I.hope the Multitude of Alterations in this Se-:
cond Edition are not ‘without Amendment. '
Thereis {o large a Difference between this andi
the former, in the change of Titles, Lines,
and whole Poems, ' as well as in the various
‘T'ranfpofitions, that *twould be ufeles and end-
lefs,-and all.Confufion, for any Reader to-comi="
pare them throughout. The Additions alfo
make up almoft half the Book, !'and fome of
thefe have need of as many Alterations as the'
former. Many.a Line needs the File to'polifly’
the Roughnefs of it, and many a Thought

o wants
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wants ti¢her Language to adorn and make it
fhine. * 'Wide Defects and equal Superfluities.
may be found, “efpecially in the larger Pieces;.
but T have at prefent neither Inclination nor.
Tigifiite to corret, “and I'hope I never ihall.-

*T'is one of the biggeft Satisfactions 1 take in
giving this Vohime to the Waorld, that I ex-
peét to be for ever free fiom the Temptation
of making or mending Poems again®. So that
my Friends may be perfectly fecure againit this*
Impreflion’s growing wafte upon their Hands,
and ufelefs as the former has done, Let Minds
that aré Better furnifhed fot fuch Performances.
purfie thefe Studies; “if they aré convinced that
Poefy can be made fervieeaﬁie‘to Relldrmh and”
Virtue. As for myfelf, I almoft Bluth to
think that T haveread fo-little, and written {0
much. = The following Years, of my ] Life fhall
bé more intirely devoted to the imnicdiate and.,
diret Labours 6f iy Station, excepting thofe
Hours that may'be employ’d in finithing my
Imitation of the Plalms of DAV iDp, in Chrif.
tiah' Language, " which T have now” pmmls’d
the World +.

I cannot court the World to ‘purchafe ‘this’
Book for their Pléafure or Entertainment, by’
AP R t&]lmg

* Naturam expellas farcd feet, wfjue recurret. Hor.
Will this fhort Note of Horace excufeta’NIan aylio has re-
filted Nature many Years, but has been fometimes OVely
come ? 1736, Edition the 7th,

“+In the Year 1719 thele were ﬁmfhed and printed,
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telling *em that any one Copy. entirely pleaes
me.. The beft of them finks below the Idea
which I form of 3 Divine or Moral Ode... He.
that deals in the Myiteries of Heaven, or of
the Mufes, fhould be a Genius of no vulgar
Mould : _And as the Name #tes. belongs. to
botl; fo the Furniture of both is comprisid

in that Line 'of Hogack, :

~—Cui Mens Divintor, atgue Os
Magha Sonaturupmmmes. ..
. BUT what Juv ey arL(pake. in_his;Age,
abides tive in, ours: | A compleat Poet or 8
Frophet is fmhfl_aﬂtﬂ st abienrod-nro §

—Luialers negueo guonficares &3, Jentis iantinm..
_ gg‘amrg;gjgi@m;gg%mqm in Pers-
g

fecvion fhall ever be feen on Earth, ol the fo-

Vif:ij_’th.‘%ﬁ el has founded his awful Trumpets:
till i Victory e compleat onet the Bt aads
his Image,” when the Natives of Heaven fhall;
join in Confort with Prophets and Saints, and.
fing to-their goldem Harps Seluation, Honoyr

6333 Glary, ro bim that Jifs upon the Throuey and:
29 the Lias for evers |

Aoty LOens ol 2




ON READIWG

WATTS"S POEMS

ﬁACRsD TO

&

Piery and DevorioN,

Egard the Man, avho, in _,‘Eraﬂ!f: Lays,
Aud flowing Numbers, i ings brs Maker's Pf'ay‘}- .
He needs inwoke no fabled .M;gfi o Aty 5
The heawenty Song comes: genuirie _ﬁ'om his Heart,
From that pure Heart, awbich GOD bas, dd:‘ﬁn’d £ m@nq
With boly Raptures, and a fatr od Pt
Thrice-bappy Man ! awhofe Soub, and guiltlefs Br Mﬁ
Areauell prepar'd to ladge " d!m:g;:{y Gugftt :
s[is HE that fends thy tow'ring Thonghts their Win ;rg,
Aud tunes thy Lyre, avhen thoi SBHEA'J?E fi.1a fzg
FHE to thy Soud lets in celeflial Day, 3 -
Ew'n avhilff impr ifon'd in BB wigeral Clag.
By Death's gmn Afpedt thow arésist df.m’m—"df
HE ﬁ; !r__l_} S&n\h, AMU dmfb IMH’IR}'M'J
Nor fFail the Grawve o'er thee o Pi&'ry boafl ;
Her Triumph in thy Rifing fhall ke Joffy = 3
When thow fbalt join th' angélic Ghoirs abovey -
In ngver-ending Songs gl Pmrﬁ Ma’ Louer
it wEusesia.

¥ B s TO




Mr. WATTS,
Zo XL AN
POE MS Sacrgd to DEvo-rIq_N..

T
' 0 murtering Streams, in tonder Strains,
My penfive Muft no more Lo
BF Lowve's enchanting Force complains,,,
Along the flousiry Shore.
e o
o more MinTirLo% Jatal Face
My quiet Breaft alarms,
s Eyes, Bis div,. and jartraf:ﬁ:f Grace;
Have o/t their ufual Charams,
: Il
o gay ALEX15 in the Growe
Shall be iy fisgsre T bewe 2.
& burn wvith an imorial Loge,
And fing @ purer Flaye,
V.
Seraphic Heights I feem to gain
And facred Tranfports feel,
While, WAT T S, 1o thy celefiial Sirain,
: Surprin'd, 1 liflen fiill,

Y. Tt



The giding Streams their Cowrfe forbear
When F'thy Lays repeat ;
The bending Foreff dends an Ears
The Birds their Notes forgete
VI, -
With fuch & graceful Harmony
9".-5_],: .i'\mﬂﬁ:’r;ﬂn'fpr os'rmg =

And let vemotefl Lands reply,
.d'ﬂd er(ba 2o thy wag

- _— = =

BRI :
_For as fi’e?ﬁaﬂ! f_gmm avhere. i S o
The beauteous Morning [prings,
Aud featters Odours through the, dir,
From ber refplendent Wings ;

VIIL

Unto the netwsfound Realms, wwhich fée &
The latter Sun arife,
F ben, wwith an eafy Progrefs, be .
Rolls douom_the Nether Skies, =
July, 17 :
PHILOMELA.
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| On readmg h1s

HOR & L? REFOM

Hzﬁ' TL, Eeamen-bors Mufe ! #hat avith cel: ﬁm!.r J’rmx;
And bigh feraphic Numbers, darfl artempe.

o, Eaqin thy ::zafm Sfie’.t No common Theme

Meréts thy T.éa:cgér J’E{f ~confeions of @ Soul

Stuperior, though on Earth detain'd a awbile s,

Like fome propitions Angel, that’s defizn’d

_ A Rejident in this inferior Orb,

\. To guide the wvand’ring Soills 1o heawerly Blifs,

Thou feermfl 5 while thou .fﬁlﬂr everlafling Songs

Haft fung to mortal Ears, and down to Eareh

Transfer'd the Work of Heaven ; awith Thought fublime,
And bigh fonoreus Words, thou fweetly fing'fi

Do thy immortal Lyre.  Amazd, we view




The tonv'ring Haight flupenios, mt:bfiﬁe'.‘éan‘ﬁerj‘}"

Above the Reach ofiwulgar Eyss or Thoughy,

Hymning ' fremnf-Fﬁ;.&cr"; as of Ofd :

When firft t' Alsmighty from the dark Ahyfs' " .

OF everlafling Night and Silence call’d T

The foining HWovids 2uith ore erepting Word,

Ard raisd fromuothing all the heavenly Hofsy

And woith external Glories fill'd she Woidl!

Harmonious Seraphs tui'd theiv goldew Harps,,

And with their chearful Hallelujahs bl

The bonnteous Author of theiy Hapfinefey

From Ord to Ovb 15 alternate Mifick vang,

And from the Cryflal drckes of fhe Sy

Reaehd our then Glovions World, thésiatine Senp

OF the fivft bappy Pair, avbe Join'd their Songs

To the foud Ecche's of #h” aegelic Ghioirs,

And filPd avith blififul Hyntnsy tervefirial Hém;i_

The Paradife of God avhere all Dslights. 1

Aboundeed, and the j}é}‘ﬂ\ﬂmﬁ'rgfﬂiﬁ'ﬂ‘,. L )

Fapn'd by mild Zephyrs; breath’ d sternad AT R

Farﬁ.r'a’dfﬂg Death and Sorvaay, ang beflanu’dl i

Freb beavenly Bloom, and gay inigiortal Kouth.,
Net fo, alas! pheaile apofate Race, ¥

Wk in mad Foys their brutal Hours employ'd,

Afanlting awith theiv impions Blafplenies = 5500 i

The Power fupieme that gae them Life ond Breaths'

Incarnate Fisnds ! outragious. they defyd 9

T8 Eternal s Thusder, and almig bty Wiath

Fearlefs provokd, wwhich all the other Dévile

Would dread to mest ; remembring avell the Day

E

§




W hen driven from pure immiortal Seats absve,
A fiory Tempeft burld *em dowon e Skies
And bung upon the Rear, urging their Fall

To the dark, decpy: unfatbomable Gulphy' v
Where bound on fulphrous Lakes to ploaving Racks
Iith adamantine Ghains, they wail their Woes,
And know [EROVAH Great as avell as Goed 3
And fix'd for ever Iy Eternal Fate,

ith Horror find bis Arvin Omuipotent.

Prodigious Madnefs ! that the facred Mafe;
Firft taught in Hoaven to moune immorial Heights
And trace the boundlefs Glories of the Sy
Shauld now tocwery Tdol bafely bov,

And curfe the Deity flie once ador’d

Eredling Trophies to each fordid Fice,

And celebrating the infernal Praifs

OF haughty Lucifer, #he defperate Foe:

Of Gud and Man, and-<vinming every Hour
Neww Potaries to Hell; aubile all the Fiends
Hzar thefe accurfed Lays, and thus outdore:
Raging they try o match- the Human Race,
Redoubling all their bellifb Blafpbemies,

And with lowd Curfes pend the gloomy Vauld.

Ungrateful Mortals? ab ¥ toorlate you'll find
What tis to banter Heaven and laugh-at Hell 5
To drefs up Vice in falfe delufive Charms,

And avith gay Colours paint ber: hidsous Face,
Leading beforted Souds thre' floww’ry. Paths,
In gaudy Dreayss, and «ain Jantafiick Feps



To difmal Scenes of everiafling Woe

Wher the great Fudge Soall vear bis awiul Throwe,.
And raging Flames furround the trembling Globe,
Hohile the foud Thunders #oar from Pole 1o Pole,
And the f{c’ﬁ. Trump avsakes the J'?ak;‘jirg Dead s

And guilty Souls t ghaflly Bodies drigen,

Hithin thofe dire eternal Prifons [,

Expeiz fheir f&a’ inexorable. Dosm,

Say noww, ye Men of Hir! awbat Tury of Thoughe:.
WEill pleafe you then! alas, bow dull and foar,
B to your fetves will your lewd Flights afpear?
Honv avill yoz eny then the buppy Fate

OF Hiots I and perbaps in wain you'll <wifb,

¥ou'd been as wery Fosls as once you thonghe

Oibers, forthe fiblimeft VWifdom foorn'd s

When pointed Lightnings from the avvathfil Fiidge:
Shall finge your Laurels,; and the Men

Who thaught they flew fo bighy fball full fo loyes )

No more, wy Mufe, of that tremendsus Though
Refome thy. more delighifal Thrae, and Jing
Tk Tmortal Man, that avith Tnmortal ¥ erfe
Riwals the Hymus of dngeles and ke then:
Defpifes mortal Criticks idle Ruder ;.
While thecelefiial Flame that avarms thy Soul'
Infpires us, and wwith Hﬂ::.r"y Trm;!j#rf; mever
Our labouring Minds, and nobler Scenes prefents
Than all the Pagan Posis auer fung,
Homer, or Vireir ; and far faveeter Notes.
Than Horack ever taught bis founding Lyre,
And purer far, the Marriar’s fIf might fecm =
Lewodeft Poet in our Chriflian Days,




May thofe forgotten and négledted fie,
No move let Dlen be ﬁ:m’ of fablous Gods,
Nor Heatlen W debauch one Chriflian Line,
While aith the coarfe and daubing Paint ave hide
The fhining Beauties of eternal Truth,
That in ber native Drefe appears mofl bright,
And charms the Eyes of ‘dngels,—Ok ! ke thes
Let every nabler Genins tuge bis Voice
To Subjects avorthy of their tons'ring Thoughts.
Lot HEAVEN aud Anna then your toseful Are
Jmprove, and confecrate your deathlefi Lays
Ty Hiin ‘T-Uf;we.eg:u wbove, and Her awh rides belosu.

April 175 1706..

Josrry STARDEN,
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DIVENE POEMS,

A4Y, Humjv-Smf.?:, awbence that charming Force,
That Flame ! that Soul ! avbich animates pach pl{rfg oo

And boav 18 runs aith fuch a graceful Eafe,

Loadsdvwith goudyats Senfe ! Say, did not He,

Fhe lowely Jesus, wubo commands thy Breaft,

Tufbire thee avieh bimfelf2 With Tesus dwell,

Kuit in myflerions Bands, the Paraclete,

The Breath of G O D, #he everiafiing Source

OF Lowe; and avbat is Lovein Souls like thine,

But Air, and Tncenfe to the Post's Five P

Should an expiring Saint awhofe faimming Eyes

Mingle he Inages of Things about him,

But bear the leafl exalted of thy Strains,

Heogu greedily be'd drink the Mufick in,

Thi e




?E;#&fﬂg bis Heaw'nly Connvoy quaited wear T

LY gwt a Strefs of powerfid Harmony,.

Nalure wmable longer-to fuflain, o
How'd fink oppre/sd avith Foy to endlefs Refl,

Let none benceforth of Providence complain,
As if the World of Spirits lay unknoavn,
Fenic'd round avith black impenctrable Night ;
Hhat tho’ wo fhining Angel darts from thence :
#ith Leave o publifp Things conceal’d from Senfd, 1
I Language bright as theirs, ave bere are told,
When Life its narrow Round of Years bath voll’d,
Whar “tis employs the Blefs'd, avbat mahes their Blifi 3
Wongs fuch as WAT T S's are, and Lowe like bis,

Bup then, dear S;r, be cantious .55w Yok ;y'.'r,
To Tranfjoris fo ?ﬂ.fz?.'gfnj r.'.m df_yem.r Mf
Lefty avhile 15 ecfiatick prmj"é o obey,

The Soul leap out, and drop the duller Cley,

=

Sept. 4, :?35.

‘Hevry Grove.!

TO
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Dr. WATTS

On the Fifth Edition of his:

HOR& LYRICE

wersign of Sacréd F:r.r.e accept the Lays

OF a young Bard that dares attempt #hy Pray'* T
A Mufe, the meangft qf rrfierwmf‘:rbrae;‘g, Vo s AT
Neww tothe Bays, wor egam? to the Saz;g ' : 3
Fir'd avith the Erowing Glories of thy Fame.
Jains all ber Poavers to celebrate thy Nane.

Ne wulgar T bemes r@' Prous Mn)@ cxgrzgt’ iy TR
No Scemes of Luff pollute thy facred Page. y '
You in majeflick Numbers mouynt the Shies,

And mect defconding dugels as o 7ifey

Fhbofe juft appfmc_ff: charm’ the crowded Groves,

And ADDISON thy tuncful Song approves,

Soft Harmony and manly Figawr join

To_form the Beaulies of each ﬁ'r{gbr{y Line, }
For every Grace of every Mufe is phine.

Minrox, immortal Bard, Divinely Bright,

Caridieés, .Cw Faid'site to the Realms of Lighty

Where RAPnaeL’s Lyre charms the celeflial Thrang,
Delightea Cherubs liff ning to the Song :

From




From Biifi ta BUifs tbe bappy Beings rowe |
And tafle the Suveets of Mifick and of Love. 2 4
But awhin the fifter Scenes of Lifz yoi paint, "
And join the beauteoys Firgin to the Saint,
When you deftribe bow fenw he bappy Pairs,
Whofe Hearts united foften all their Cares,
Ve foe 1o ahomrthe fuseeref Ty bilgigy __
And My @ a% Bedutios onficrais your Sopg. - ¢ C T
Fain the unnumber' d Graees | avonld telf,

Aud n the pleafing Thame fir cver devell'

Bt the Mufe fainss, usequal fo the Flioht,

And fears thy Stpains noithtWender and Delipht.

When Tombs of Princes fball in Ruins .

And all, but Heaven-born Piety fhall die,

When the laft T{%}ﬁf&t“@d&} vhe'filent Dead,

And each lafeimics Poek Bides bis Head,

With thee fball thy divine URan YA TR s
Croavsd quith Siefh Lausoli 1 by ;&gﬁ-\.—.r; Skierz

Great How and GouGE Jball bail thee on thy Way,
And aveleome thee 15 the !:‘ﬂ:gﬁr;f Realms of Day,

Adagt thy funefil Notes ta _He;alrez;f.ﬂ@l S{:l'.r'ﬂg_.r, s
Aud join the Lyric Ode wubile fonue fair Seraph firgs. ~

DI fpir'é.f,l__'ﬁc optat

Tui amantiffimus

. BriTaNNICUS.:




HORZE LYRIGA.
:m;mﬁmﬁﬁcﬁfg.ﬁfﬁéﬁiiéﬁ:ﬁ%&
Sacred to ngqﬁjmﬁ ' alz_id PIETY
TR R R e

Worfbipping with Fmr.

I
Y5 H O dares attempt th? Eternal Name;
e With Notes of i mortal Sound ? e

Y Dangers and Glories guard the Thcmc,
g An& fpread I{;fpau around. f

Deftruftion waits t' obey ]‘Iis Frdwn, beend
And Heaven attends. his Smile « :

A Wreath of Lightning arms his Crown,
But Eove adorne it {61l

IIL Ce:
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;,;._,.- 4 - HIL.
Celeftial ng, our Spirits- lie
{ Trembling-"benedth thy Feet, { LT
And With, and caft a longing Lye, e | T
L'lanm:h th} IoferSeag i & a2l AR
IV
When fhall we fee the Great Unknown, -
And in thy Prefence fland? :
“Reveal the Splendors of thy Thirone,
But fhield os with thy Hand,

: et V.
In thee what endlels Wonders meet !
What varjous Glory fhines !
The erofling rays too fiercely beat
Upon our fainting Minds.
' Coty
Angels are loft in fveet Surprize
If thou unvail thy Grace;
“And humble Awe runs thro’ the Skies,
When Wrath arrays thy Face.
VITEYS
When Merey joins with Majefty
To {pread their Beams abroad,
Not all-gheir: faireft Mindy'on high
Are Sh:a.dnws of a God.
: VL.
Th}' Wnrka the ftrongeft Seraph fings
In a too feeble Stram, :
And labours hard on-all his' Strings ~
To reach thy Thoughts in vain.




b
Sacred 1o DEvoTionN, &c. 3
; IX,
Created Powers, how weak they be!
How fhort our Praifes falll
So much #kin to Nothing We,
And Thon th* Eterngl All.

! Affing Leave'ts fing.

¥ -_
ET, mighty G OD; indulge my Tongue,, + -
Nor let thy ‘Thunders roar, -
Whiltt the young Notes and vent'rous Song
To Worlds of:Glory foar..
1t s oo
If thon my daring Flight forbid, ™ -0 [0 =0« 0
The Mufe folds up her Wings : '
Or at thy Word her {lendér Reed
Attempts Almighty Things.
111,
Her flender Reed infpir'd by Thee
Bids a new Edbz grow, , fuiea Vil 5
With blooming Life on every Tree; o) 1.1
And fpreads a Heav'n, below.
g hrab! 3 s
She-mocks the Trumpet’s loud Alarms
Fill'd with thy dreadful Breath ;
And calls th? Angelick Hoft to Arms, ...
To give the Nations Deaths | '




4. LYRIC POEMS,. Bookl
- . = V-'. - L ¥
Bit when fhe taftes her Saviour’s Love,
And feels the Rapture ftrong; ;
Scarce the divineft Harp above
Aims at a fweeter Song. "’

sprtedtaetisotfeiealoisolnlointdototalobo
Divipe. Judgments.. I
IY o
O T from the Duft my Sotrows fprmg, LA T

Nor drop my Coimforts from ‘the'lower Skiet ; -

Let all ghie baneful Planets thed ! :
Their mingled Curfes onmy_Headi- LT

How vain their Curfes, if th Eternal King

Look thro’ the Clouds and blefs - me|Withihis Byesioili 71
Creatures with all. their; baaﬂqﬁ_&ha}r
Are but his Slavesi and -miuftobel 57
They wait their Ordegs, from abmre:,

And execute his Word, tlu. 1 ‘engeance, or the Love.

sad TR B {
*Tis by a Warrant from his Hﬂn& RSIT B oE :i”
The gentler Gales are Boumdtd {iecg itrneld @
The North Wind blufters;: and Ffliiniics:Command b1/
Over the Defert and the Deep ;
Old Boreas withihis freeking Bowrd o) Leyir St
Turns the Earth Iron,; makes the ©cean Gldis;!
Arrefts the dancing Riw'letsagitheypalfsg /- i aiis i .
And chains them moveleGitortheirShoreaid © 4

b
aafl  NF
=1l S



Sacred 1o DEvorion, &c. 5

The grafing Ox lows to the gelid Skies,
Walks o'er the Marble Meads with withering Eyes,
Walks o'er the folid Lakes, fuuffs up the Wind, and djes.

I11.

Fly to the Polar World, my Song,

And mourn the Pilgrims there, (a wietched Throng!)

* Seiz’d and bound in rigid Chains,

A Troop of Statues on the Ru/ffian Plains,

And Life ftavids frozen in' the Purple Veins,
Atheift, forbear; no more blafpheme::

God has a thoufand Terrors in his Name,

A thouland Armies at Command,
Waiting the Signal of his Hand,

And Magazines of Froft, and Magazines of Flame,
Diefs thee in Steel to meet his Wrath ;
His fharp Artillery from the Norsh

Shall pierce thee to the Soul, and fhake thy mortal Frame,
Sublime on Winter's rugged Wings
He ndes in Arms along the Sky,

And featters Fate on Swains and Kings
And flocks and Herds, and Nations die;
While impious Lips, profanely bold,

Grow pale; and, quivering at his dreadful Cold,
Give their own Blaiphemies the Lie,

v,
The Mifchiefs that infe the Earth,
When the hot Dog-far fires the Realms on high,
Dronght and Difeafe, ‘and cruel Dearth;
Are but the Flathes of a wrathful Eye
From the incens'd Divinity,

C Tn
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In vain our parching Palates thiclt
For vitzl Food in vain we cry,
And pant for vital Breath ;
The verdant Fields are burnt to Dult.
The Sun has drunk the Channels dry,
And all the Air 15 Death.
Ye Scourges of our Maker's Rod,
“Tis at his dread Command, at his imperiabNod
You deal your various Plagues abroad.
V.
Hail, Whislwinds, Hurricanes and Floods
"That ail ¢he leafy Standardsdtrip,
And bear down with a mighty Sweep
The riches of the Fields, and Honours of the Woods ;
Storms, that ravage o'er the Deep,
And bury Millions in the Waves;
Earthquakes, that in Midnight-Slecp _
Tarn Cities into Fleaps, and make our Beds our Graves ;
While you difpenfe your mortal Harms,
“Tis the Creator’s Voice that' founds your loud Alarms,
‘When Guilt with louder Cries provokes 2 Gob to Arms.
VI
O for a Meflage from above
To: bear my Spirits up !
Some Pledge of my Creator’s love
'T'o calm my Terrors and fupport my Hope!l
et Waves and Thonders mix and roar,
Pe thow my Gon, and the whole World is mine; *
While thoo art Sov'reign, T'm fecure;
I fhall be rich till thon art poor;
For el T fear, and all'I'wifh, Heav'n, Earth and Hell

are thine,

Earth .



Sacred to PEvoTion, &c. 7

Earth and Heaven.

I
AST thou not feen, impatient Boy ?
L Haft thou not read the folemn Truth,
That grey Experience writes for giddy Youth
On every Mortal Joy:
Pleafire muf be dafbd wvith Poin
Aad yet with heedlefs Hafte,
The. thislty Boy repeats the Tafte,
Nor hearkens to Defpair, but tries the Bow] again.
The Rills of Pleafure never run fincere;
{Earth has no unpollated Spring)
From the curs'd"Soil fome danz'rous ‘Taint they bear ;
So Rofes grow on Thorns, and Honey wears a Sting
1L
In vain we feek a Heaven below the Sky ;
The World has falfe, but flatt’ring Charms -
Its diftant Joys fhow big in our Efteem,
But Ieflen fiill as they draw mear the Eye;
In our Embrace the Vifions die,
And when we grafp the airy Forms
~We lofe the pleafing Dream.
111
Earth;. with her Scenes of gay Delight,
Is but a Landfkip ridely drawn,
With glaring Colours, and falfe Light;
(85 Diftance
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Diftance commends it to the Sight,
For Fools to gaze upon ;
But bring the nanfeous Daubing nigh,
Coarle and confus'd the hideous Figures lie,
Diffolve the Pleafure, and offend the Eye.
: IV.
Look up my Soul, pant tow’sd th’ Eternal Hills;
Thofe Heav'ns are fairer than they feem
"There Pleafures all fincere glide on in Cryftal Rills,
There not a Dreg of guilt defiles,
Nor Giief difturbs the Stream.
That Carasr knows no noxious Thing,
No curfed Soil, no tainted Spring,
Nor Roies grow on Thorns, nor Honey wears a Stinz.

Felicity Above.

I.
NO, *tis in vain to feek for Blifs ;
For Blifs can ne'er be found
*Till we arrive where Jesus is,
And tread on heav'nly Ground.
1L
There's nothing round thefe painted Skies,
Or round his dufty Clod ;
Nothing, my Soul, that's worth thy Joys,
Or lovely as thy Govb, ;
IIL. - T |



Sacred to DEvoTion, &c. 9

IIL
'Tis Heav'n on Earth to tafte his Love,
To feel his quickning Grace ;
And all the Heav'n I hope above
Is but to fee his Face,
Iv.
Why move my Years in flow Delay ?
O Gobp of Ages! why ¢
Let the Spheres cleave, and marls my way
To the fuperior Sky.
V.
Dear Sov'reign, break thefe vital Strings
That bind me to my Clay;
Take me, Un1es, on thy Wings,
And ftretch and foar away,

$25558888255

Gobp’s Dominion and Decrees.

I
EEP Silence, 2!l created Things,
And wait your Maker’s Nod :
The Mufe ftands trembling while fhe fings
The Honours of her Gop.
1I.
Life, Death, and Hell, and Worlds unknown
Hang on his firm Decree:
He fits on no precarious Throne,
Nor borrows Leave to Be,

C 3 B Th
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1II.
Th' Almighty Voice bid aneient Night
Her endlefs Realms refign,
:And lo, ten thoufand Globes of Light
In Fields of Azure fhine.
V.
Now Wifdom with fuperior Sway
Guides the valt moving Frame,
Whilft all the Ranks of Being pay
Deep Rev'rence to his Name.
V.
He fpake ; The Sun obedient ftood,
And held the falling Day:
Old Fordan backward drives his Flood,
And difappoints the Sea.
VI,
T.ord of the Armies of the Sky,
He marfhals all the Stars;
Red Comets lift their Banners high,
And wide proclaim his Wars,
VII.
Chain’d to his Throne a Volume lies,
With all the Fates of Men,
With every Angel's Form and Size
Drawn by th' eternal Pen.
VIII.
His Providence unfolds the Book,
And makes his Counnfels fhine :
Each opening Tieaf; and every Stroke,
Fulfils fome decp Defign.
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IX.
Here he exalts negleted Worms
To Scepters-and-a Crown ;
Anon the following Pace he turns,
And treads the Monarch down.
X
Not Gabriel aiks the Reafon why,
Nor Gop the Reafon gives ;
Nor dares the Favourite-Angel pry
Between the folded Leaves,
XI.
My Gop, I never long'd to fee
My Fate with-curious Eyes,
What gloomy Lines are writ for me,
Or what bright Scenes {hall rife.
XIIL.
In thy fair Book of Life and Grace
‘May I but find my Name,
Recorded in fome humble Place
Beneath my Lord the Lams,

e e o M L
Self-Confecration.

II
T grieves me, Lonp, it grieves me fore;
That T have liv'd to thee no more;
And wafted half my Days;
s C s My
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My inward Pow'rs fhall burn and fame
With Zeal and Paflion for thy Name,
¥ would not fpeak, but for my Gon, nor move, but to
his Praile,
.
What are my Eyes but aids to fee
The Glories of the Deity
Inferib’d with Beams of Light
On Flow’rs and Stars #* Lorp, I behold
‘The fhining Azure, Green and Gold ;
But when I try to read thy Name, a Dimnefs veils my Sight
«JE
Mine Ears are rais'd when Pirgi/ fings
Sicilian Swains, or Trojan Kings,
And drink the Mufic in’;
Why fhould the Trumpet's brazen Voice,
Or Qaten Reed awake rﬁy Jays,
And yet my heart fo ftupid lie when facred Hymns begin?
IV,
Change me, O God ; my Flefh fhall be
An Inframent of Song to thee,
. And thou the Notes infpise
My tongue fhall keep the heay'nly Chime,
My chearful Palfe (hall beat the Time,
And fiveet variety of Sound fhall in thy Praife confpire.

The deareft Nerve about my Heart,
Should it refufe to bear a Part,
With my melodious Breatl;
T'd tear away the vital Chord,
A bloody Vidtim to my Loro,
And live without that impicus String, or fhew my Zeal
in Death,
The
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2253828888588

7he CRrEATOR and Creatures.

1

OD is a Name my foul adores;

Th* Armicary Tareg, th' ETERNAL OKE;
Naature and Grace, with all their Pow’rs,
Confefs the Infinite Unknown.

II.
From thy Great Self thy Being {prings;
Thou art thine own Original,
Made up of uncreated Things,
And Self-fufficience bears them all.
II1.
Thy Voice produc’d the Seas and Spheres,
Bid the Waves roar, and Planets fhine ;
But nothing like thy Self appears,
Thro all thefe fpacious Works of thine.
IV. i
Still reftlefs Natare dies and grows ; ‘; f e
From Change to Change the Creatures ran: - & '
Thy Being no Succeflion knows, TN
And all thy vaft Defigns are one : 5\1
V. i
A Glance of thine runs thro’ the Globes,
Rules the bright Worlds, and moves their Frame:
Broad Sheets of Light compole thy Robes ;
Thy Guards are form’d of living Flame.
C 5 VI, Thrones
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VI
Thrones and Dominions round thee fall,
And worfhip in {ubmiflive Forms :
Thy Prefence fhakes this lower Ball,
This little Dwelling-place of Worms,

~ V1L

How fhall afinghted Mortals dare
To fing thy Glory or thy Grace,
Beneath thy Feet welie fo far,
And fee but Shadows of thy Face?

VIII.
Who can behold the blazing Light ?
Who can approach confuming Flame ?
None but thy Wifdom knows thy Might;
None but thy Word can fpeak thy Name.

28858250 80388555885855488
T he Nativity of Curist.

T
“ CHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift upyour Eyes,
 And fend yoor Fears away;
« News from the Region of the Skies,
¢ Salvation’s born to day.
II.
« FESUS, the Gop whom Angels fear,
¢ Comes down to dwell with yoo ;
« Tg day he makes his Entrance here,
* But not as Monarchs do.
III, * Nea
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IIL.
¢ No Gold, nor purple fivadling Bands,
# Ner Royal fhining Things ;
¥ A Manger for his Cradle ftands,
“ And holds the Kinc of Kings.
IV.
* Go, Shepherds, where the Infant lies,
* And fee his bumble Throne ;
* With Tears of Joy in all your Eyes,
* Go, Shepherds, kifs the Sow.™
V.
Thus Gabriel fang, and firait around
The heavenly Armies throng,
They tuane their Harps to lofty Sound,
And thus conclude the Song ;
VL
* Glory to Gop that reigns above,
“ Let Peace furround the Barth'; -
 Mortals thall know. their Maker’s Love,
AL their Redeemer’s Birth,®
ViL
Lowrp ! and fhall Angels have their Songs,
And Men no Tunes to raife?
O may we lofe thefe ufelefs Tongues
When they forget to praife
VIIL
Glory to Goo thar reigosabove,
That pitied us forlorn,
We join to fing our Maker’s Love,
For there’s a aviour hoin.

Gop
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Go b Glorious, and  Sinuners Saved.

I.
ATHER, how wide thy Glory {hines !
How high thy wonders rife !
Known thro’ the Earth by thoufand Signs,
By thoufand thro’ the Skies. |
1I. '
Thofe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power,
Their Motions {peak thy Skill ;
And on the Wings of every Hour,
We read thy Patience ftill.
IIT.
Partof thy Name divinely ftands
On all thy Creatures writ,
i They fhew the Labour of thineHands,
Or Imprefs of thy Feet,
IV.
But when we view thy ftrange Defiga
To {ave rebellions Worms,
Where Vengeance and Compaffion join
' In their divineft Forms ;
' V.
Our Thoughts are loft in reverend Awe
We love and we adore ;
The fisft Arch-Angel never faw
So much of Gon before,




e

Sacred to DEvoTionN, &c. 17
VI.

Here the whole Deity is known,
Nor dares a Creature guefs
Which of the Glories brighteft fhone,
The juftice or-the Grace.
VII.
When Sinners broke the Father’s Laws,
The dying Son atones ;
Oh the dear Myfteries of his Crofs |
The Triumph of his Groans!
VIIL.
Now the full Glories of the Lams
Adorn the heavenly Plains;
Sweet Cherubs learn fmmanuel’s Name,
And try their choiceft Strains,
IX.
O may I bear fome humble part
In that Immortal Song!
Wonder and Joys fhall tane my Heart,
And Love command my Tongue.
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The Humble Enguiry.

A French Sonnet imitated. 1605.
Grand Dicw, tes Jugemens, &c.
B

G R A € I rules below, and fits enthron'd above,
How few the Spatks of Wrath ! how flow they
move,
And drop and diein boundlefs Seas of Love !
IL
But me, vile Wretch | fhould pitying Love embrace I
Deepin its Ocean, Hell itfelf would blaze, |
And fiafh, and burn methro’ the boundlefs Seas.
I
Yea, Lorp, my Guilt to fuch a Vaftnels grown
Seems to confine thy Choice to Wrath alone,
And calls thy Power to vindicate thy Throne. |
Iv.
Thine Honour bids, Avenge thine tnpur’d Nane,
Thy flighted Loves a dreadful Glory claim,
While my moilt Tears might but incenfe thy Flame.
3
Should Heav'n grow black, Almighty Thunder roar,
And Vengeance blaft me, T counld plead no more,
But own thy Juftice dying, and adore,
VI. ¥et
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YI.
Yet can thofe Bolts of Death that cleave the Flood
To reach a Rebel, pierce this facred Shroud,
Ting'd in the vital Stream of my Redeemer’s Blood.

b ol PR Bh B E e R R Tl o o b

The Penitent Pardoned.
I

E N CE from my Soul, my Sins, depart,
Your fatal Friendthip now I fee ;
Long have you dwelt too near my Heart,
Hence, to eternal Diltance fice.
11,
Ye gave my dying Lokb his Wound,
Yet Tearefs'd your viperons Brood,
And in my Heart-ftrings lappd you round,
You, the vile Murderers of my Gop.
IIT.
Black heavy Thoughts, like Mountains, roll
‘O'er my poor Breaft, with boding Fears,
And crufhing hard my tortur'd Soul,
Wring thro” my Eyes the briny Tears,
V.
Forgive my T'reafons, Prince of Grace,
The bloody Fews were Traitoss too,
Yet thou haft pray’d for that curs'd Race,
Fatber, they buow not avbat they da.

V. Great
*
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V.
Great Advocate, look down and fee
. A Wretch, whofe fmarting Sorrows blecd ;
O plead the {ame Excufe for me!
For, Lorp, [knew not what I did.
VI

Peace, my Complaints; Letevery Groan
Be ftill and Silence wait his Love ;
Compaffions dwell amidft his Throne,
And thro’ his inmoft Bowels move.

VIL
Lo, from the everlafting Skies,
Gently, as Merning-dews diftill,
The Dove Immortal downward flies,
With peaceful Olive in his Bill.

VIIIL.
How fiveet the Voice of Pardon founds !
Sweet the Relief to deep Diftrefs |
I feel the Balm that lieals my Wounds, |
And all my Pow'rs adore the Grace. .
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A Hympu of Praife for three great Salvations.
V.l Z,

1. From the Spanith Invafion, 1588!

2. From the Gun-powderPlot.  Now. 5.

3. From Popery and Slavery by K. Wit-
L1awm of Glorious Memeory, who landed
Nov. 5. 1688,

Cempafed Nov. 5, 1605,

T
NFINITE Gob,. thy Counfels ftand
Like Mountains of Eternal Brafs,
Pillars to prop our finking Land,
Or guardian rocks to break the Seas:
II
From Poleto Pole thy Nameis known,
‘Thee a whole Heaven of Angels praife ;
Our {abouring ‘Tongues would reach thy Throne
With the loud Triumphs of thy Grace,
T,
Part of thy Church, by thy Command,
Standsrais’d upon'the Bririsk Hles
There, faid the Lorn, # Ages fland,
Firo as the everlafiing Hills,

V. In
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LN
In vain the Spani® Ocean roar'd ;
Tis Billows (well'd againll 'our Shore,
Its Billows funk beneath thy Word,
With all the floating War they bore.

Come, faid the Sens of bloody Rums,
Lt us provide neaw Arms from Hell :
And down they digg'd thro' Earth’s dark Womb,
And ranfack’d all the burning Cell,
VI,

Old Satan lent them fiery Stores,
Infernal Coaly and fulph'rous Flame,
And all that burns, and all that roars,
Outragecus Firesof dreadful Name,

VIL
Beneath the Senate and the Throne,
Engines of Hellith Thunder lay ; _
There the dark Seeds of Fire were {own,
To {pring a bright, but difmal Day.

WIIL.
Thy Love beheld the black Defign,
Thy Love that guards our Iland round ;
Strange how it quench’d the fiery Mine,
And crufh’d the tempeft under Ground.

The Second Part.

E:

SSTUME, my Tongue, a nobler Strain,
Sing the new Wonders of the Lorp ;
The Foes revive their Pow'rs again,
Again they die beneath his Sword.

IL:Dark |



Sacred to DEVOT10 N, &c. 27

. II.
Dark as our Thoughts onr Minutes roll,
While Tyranny pofie(s’d the Throne,
And Murderers of an fr1/5 Soul
Rap, threatning Death, thro’every Town.
I,
T'he Roman Prielt, and Britifs Prince,
Joir'd their beft Foree, and blackeft Charms,
And the fierce Troops of neighbouring France
Offer'd the Service of their Arms,
IV.
Tis done, they cry’d, and laugh’d aloud,
The Courts of Darknefs rang with Joy,
Th’ old Serpent hifs'd, and Hell grew proud,
While Ziex mourn'd her ruin nigh.
V.
Bitlo, thegreat Deliverer fails
Commiffion'd from Jenovan's Hand,
And fmiling Seas, and wifhing Gales,
Convey him to the longing Land.
VI.
The ].mppy Day, and l:lalpp)r Year, } Now. 5. 1688,
Both in onr new Salvation meet :

The Day that quench'd the burning Snare, { New. 5.
The Year that burnt the invading Fleet. 1588.
VII.

Now did thine Arm, O Gob of Hofts,
Now did thine’ Arm fhine dazling bright,
The Sons of Might their Hands had loft,
And Men of Blood forgotto fight.

VI, Bri-
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VL. = |
Brigades of Angels lin'd the way, r
And guarded B7/iiam to his Throne ; ||
There, yeceleftial Warriors, ftay, [
; And make his Palace like your own:
! IX.
' Then, mighty Gop, the Earth thall know
And learn'd the Worlhip of the Sky -
Angels and Britons join below, .
To raife their Hallelyabshigh. |
All Hallaleajak, heavenly King ;
While diftant Lands thy Viétory fing, {?
And Tongues their utmeft Powers employ,
The Werld's bright Roof repeats the Joy,

AR YATATAT TRV APV AT PATAYATAS

e ——————

The Incomprehenfible.

b=

A R in the Heavns my Gop retires, i
My Gob, the Mark of my Defires,
And hides hisdovely Face ;
When he defcends within my View,
He charms my Reafon to parfue,
But leaves it tir'd and fainting in th’ unequal Chafe.

15 Or



—
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1L
Or if I reach nnnfual Heighe
Till near his prefence brought, :
There Floods of Glory checle my Flight,
Cramp the bold pinions of my Wit,
And all untone my Thought ;
Plung'd in a Sea of LightT roll,
Where #ifdom, Fufice, Merey, fhines ;
Infinite Raysin croffing Lines
Beat thick Confufion on my Sight, and overwhelm my
Soul.
II1.
Come to my Aid, ye Fellow. Minds,
And help me reachthe Throne ;
{What fingle Strength, in vain defigns,
United Force hath done ;
Thus Worms may join, and grafp the Poles,
Thus Atoms fll the Sea)
But the whole Race of Creature-Sou's
Stretch'd to theirlalt Extent of Thoughe, plunge and gre
Loftin thee.
V.
Great Gop, behold my Reafon lies
Adoring ; yet my Love would rife
On Pinions not herown :
Faith fhall dire&t her humble Flighe,
Thro' all the tracklefs Seas of Light,
To Thee, th’ Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknown,

.E).—.'.'(.f,-f:-
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Death and Liernity
L

/F ¥ Thoughts, that often niount the Skies,
& 'Go, fearch the World beneath,
There Nature in all Ruin lies,
And owns her Sovereign, Death.
11.
The Tyrant, how he trinmphs here !
His Trophies ] | around !
And heaps of Duft and Bones appear
Thro' all the hollow Ground. {
LIT.
Thefe Skulls, whatzhaltly }""*a;“ca now !
How loathfome to the Eyes ¢
Thefe are the Heads we lately knew i,
S beauteous and fo wife.
IV.
But where the Souls, thofe deathlels Things,
That left his dying Clay
My Thoughts, now ftretch out all your Wings,
And trace Erernity.

[y

V.
O that unfathomable Sea'!
Thofe Deeps without'a Shore!
Where living Waters gently play,
Or fiery Billows roar.

VI. Thus
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VI

Thus mu‘{ we leave the Banks of Life,
And try this doubtful Sea ;

Vain are our Groans, and dying Strife,
To gain a Moment's Stay.

VII.

There we fhall fivim in heav'nly Blifs,
Or fink in flaming Waves,

While the pale Carcafs thoughelefs lies,
Amﬂngﬂ the filent Graves.

VIIL.
Some hearty Friend fhall drop his Tear
Onour dry Bones, and {a

‘o Thele once were ftit i, as
13

ili)‘?‘_‘ﬂ!’,
And mine muft b as they.
b
‘Fhus fhall our monldving Members teach
What now oor Senfes learn :
For Duft and Afhes loudelt preach
Man’s infinite Concern.

27

PR AEIE IR

e

A Sight of Heaven in Sickne/s
I.

F'T have I fatin fecret Sighs,
To feel my Flefh decay
Then groan’d alond with frighed Eyes,
To view the tott’ring Clay,

. But
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11,
But T forbid my Sorrows now,
Nor dares the Flefh complain ;
Difeafes bring their Profittoo ;
The Joy o’ercomes the Pain.
Il
My chearful Soul now all the Day
Sits waiting here and fings ;
Looksthro” the Ruins of her Clay,
And practifes her Wings.
IV.
- Faith almoft changes into Sight,
While from. afar fhe {pies;
Her fair Inheritance, in Light
Above created Skies.
V.
TTad but the Prifon Walls been firong,
And firm without a Flaw,
In darkenefs fhe had dwelt too long,
And lefs of Glory faw.
VT
Buot now the everlafting Hills
Thro' every Chink appear,
And fomething of the Joy (he feels
While the’s a Pris'ner here.
VII.
The fthines of Heaven rufh fiveetly in
At all the gaping Flaws ;
Vifions of endlefs Blifs are feen ;
Andnative Air fhe draws,
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VIIL
O may thefe Walls fland to tring fill,
‘The Breaches never clofe,
If Imuft here in Darknele dwell,
And all this Glory lofe !
IX.
Or rather let this Flefh decay,
The Ruins wider grow,
"Till glad to fee th’ enlarged Way,
T firetch my Pinions through.

v R s R S S

G
The Univerfal Hallelujah.
- Plalm c:_»clvii_i;l Paraphras'd,

P R ATSE ye the Lorp. with joyful Tongue =
¥e Pow'rs that guard his Throne ;
FESUS the Man fhall lead the Soag,
The Gob infpire the Tune,
: It s
Gabriel, and all th* immortal Choir
That fill the Realms above, G
Sing ; for he form'd you of his Fire,
And feeds you with his Love,

D III[
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Shine to his Praife, ye Chl}'.ﬂ.‘ﬂl Ekies,
The Floor of his Abode, | |
.Dr veil your litle twinkling Eyea !
Before a brighter GO D =
-IV.
Thou reftlefs Globe of Golden Light,
Whofe Beams create our Days,
Join with the Silver Queen of Night,
To own your borrow'd Rays,
=7

- —
e

Plufh and re fund the Honours paid !
“Foyour inferior Names: - ey
Tell the blind World, your Orbs are fed
By his o’erflowing Flames.
Gl VL
Winds, ye fhall bear his Name aloud
Thro® the Ethereal Blue, - -
For when his Chariotis a Cloud,
e makes his Wheels of you.
VIL

Ahunder and Hail, and Fires and Storins;,
TheTroops of his Command,
‘Appear in all your dreadful Forms, ,

And fpeak higawful Hand,
vir

Shout to the LorD, ¥€ furging Seas;
In your eternal Roar ;
Let Wave to Wave refound his Praifey

And Shore replytoSboic.:
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IX.,
While Monfters {fporting on the Flood,
In fcaly Silver fhine,
Speak terribly their Maker-Gonb,
And lafh the foaming Brine,
x.
But gentler Things fhall tune his Name
To fofter Notes than thefe,
Young Zephyrs breathig o’er the Stream;
Or whifpering thro” the Trees.
XTI,
Wave your tall Heads, ye lofty Pinles,
To him that bid yon grow,
Sweet Clufters, bend the fruitful Vines
On every thankful Bough,
XII.,
Let the fhrill Birds his Honour raife,
And climb the Morning-Sky:
While groveling Beafts attempt kis Praifa
In hoarfer Harmony,
Thus while the meaner Creatures fing,
Ye Mortals, take-the Sound, - .
Echo the Glories of your King
Thro’ all the Nations round,
Th’ Eternal Name muft fiy abroad
Erom Britain to Fapan 4
And the whole Race fhall bow to Gon
- That owns the Name of Man,

Dz

3t
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SRR ERERERBIES
The ,A".fbe;ﬁ’s Mifiake. !

Iz
AUGH, ye Prophane, and fwell and burf
With bold Impiety : -
et fhall ye live for ever curs'd, |
And feck in vaintodie. | . - !
L - A I'rl_ B
| T'o Gafp of yourexpiring Breath
fi Configns your Souls to Chains,
By the laft Agonies of Death
Sent.down to fiercer-Pains.
e ftandupon & dreadful Steep;
And all beneathiis Hells -
Aour weighty Guilt will finks you deep;,
YWhere the old ‘Serpent fell.
v

When Tron Slumbers bind your Fleth,

With ftrange Surprize you'll find
Immortal Vigour {pring afrefh,

And Tortires wake the Mind !

= L

| * Thenyou'll confels the frightful Names
l': Of Plagues you feorm’d before,
o more fhall look like'idle Dreams;

Like foolifh Tales no more.
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VI.

Then thall ye curfe that: fatal Day,
(With Flames upon your Tongues)
When you exchang’d your Souls away

For Vanity and Songs.
VII.
Behold the Saints rejoice to die,
For Heav'n thines round their Heads ;
And Angel Guards prepar'd to fly,
Attend their faintlng Beds.” =5 0
VIIL
Their longing Spirits part, and rife
o their Celeftial Seat ;
Above thefe ruinable Skies
They make their laft Retreat,
IX.
Hence, ye Prophane, I hate your Ways,
I wall. with pions Souls 3
There’s a wide Difference in our Race,.
And diftant are our Goals.

PEEESSA IR C DLt AR08 5.5 08 0
The Law given at Sinai.

i
R M thee with Thunder, heavenly Mufe,.
And keep th’ expefling World in Awe ;
Oft haft thon fung in gentler Mood
The melting Mercies of thy Gob ;

D3 _f\an
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Now give thy fierceR Fires a Loofe,
And found his dreadful Layw :
To Jfrael firlt the Words were fpoke,
'To Ifrael freed from Egyps’s Yoke,
Inhuman Bondage ! The hard galling Load
Over-prefs'd their feeble Souls, :
Bent their Knees to fenfelels Bulls,
And broke their Ties to Gobp,
LT
Now had they pafs'd the 4rabian Bay,
And march’d between the cleaving Sea ;
The rifing Waves ftood Guardians of their wond'rous
Way,
But fell with moft impetuous Force.
On the purfuing Swarms,
And-bury’d Egypr all in Arms,
Blending in watry Peath the Rider and the Horle :
O'er fruggling Pharash roll'd the mighty Tide,
And fav'd the Labours of a Pyramid.
Apis and Ore in vain he cries;
And all his horned Gods befide,
He {wallows Fate with (wimming Eyes,
And curs'd the Hebrews as he dy'd.
- 111,
Ah ! foolifh Jfrael, to comply
With Memphian Idolatry !
And bow to Brutes, (a fupid Slave)
To Idolsimpotent to fave !
Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the Sky,
Has wrought Salvationin the Deep,
Has bound thy Foes in Iron Sleep,
Andrais’d thine Honours high ;
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His Grace forgives thy Follispaft,
Behold he comes in Majefty,
And 8izar’s Top: prcciaims his Law 3
Prepare to meetthy Gop in hafte ;
But keep an awful Diltance fill :
Eet Mofes round thefacred FIL

The circling Limits draty,

Hark I' The fhrill Echoes of the Trumpet roar,
And call the trembling A¥iics nedr
Slow and unwilling they appear,

Rails kepr them from: the Mount before,
Now from the Rails their Fear:

*I'was the fame Herald, and the Trump the {ame
Which fhall be blown by high Command,
Shall bid the Wheels of Nature ftand,

And Heav'n's eternal Will proclaim,
That Time fBail-be no mire,

V.

Thus while the labouring Angel fwell'd the Soumd,

And rent the Skies; and fhook the Ground,
Up rofe th* Almighty ; round his Sapphire Seat
Adoring Thrones in Order fell ;
The lefler Powers at diftance duwell,
And caft their Glories down fuccefiive at his Feet £
Gabriel the Great prepares his way,
Lift up your Heads, Eternal Doors, he cries ;
Th’ Eternal Doors his Word abey,
Open and fhoot Celeftial Day
Upon the lower Skies.

35

Dy Heav'n's
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Heav'ns mighty Pillars bow'd their Head,
As their Creator bid,
And down Jeuovan rode from the fuperior Sphere,
A thoufand Guards before, ‘and Myriads in the Rear,

VI.
His Chariot was a pitchy Cloud,
The Wheels befet with burning Gems 3
The Winds in Harnefs with the Flames
Elew o'er th’ Ethereal Road :
Down thro’ his Magazines he pait
Of Hail, and Ice, and fleecy Snow,
Swilft roll'd the Trinmph, and as faft
Did Hail, and Ice, in melted Rivers flow.
The Day was mingled with the Night,
His Feet on {olid Darknefs trod,
His radiant Eyes proclaim’d the Gop,
And featter'd dreadful Light; #
He breath™d, and Sulphur rar, a fiery Stream: z
He fpoke, and tho’ with unknown Speed he came)
Chid the flow Tempell, and the lagging Flame,

: VI
Stuai receiv'd his glorious Flight,
With Axle red, and glowing Wheel
Did the winged Chariot light,
And rifing Smoke obfcur’d the burning Hill;
Lo, it mounts in curling Waves,
Lo, the gloomy Pride out-braves
The ftately Pyramids of Fire
The Pyramids to Heav'n afpire,
And mix with Stars, but fee thewr gloomy Offpring bigh-
ﬂr- r "
So
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So have you feen ungrateful Tvy prow

Round the tall Oak that fix fcore Years has ftoad,-
And proudly fhoot a leaf or two

Above its kind -upporter’s utmoft Bough,

And glory there to ftand the loftielt of the Wond,

VILL,
Forbear, young Mufe forbear :
The flow’ry Things that Poets fay,
The little Arts of Simile
Are vain and ufelefs here ;
Nor fhall the burning Hills of Old
With Séwai be compar'd,
Nor all that lying Greece has told,
Or learned Reme has heard ;
tna fhall be nam’d no more,
~Etna, the Torch of Sicify ;
Not half fo high
Her Lightnings fy,;
Not hzlf foloud her Thunders roar
Crofs the Scicanian Sea, tofright.-th’ Lalian Shore,
Behold the facred Hill : Tts trembling Spire
Qualkes at the Terrors of the Fire,
While all below its verdant Feet
Stagger and reel under th’ Almighty Weight=
Prefs'd with a greater than feign’d 4i/as’ Load
Deep groan'd the Mount ; it never bore
Infinity before,
Itbow'd, andfhook beneath the burden of a Gop,

: IX.
Frefh Horror feize the Camp, Defpair,
And dying Groans, torment the Air, ' R

D s : And
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And Shricks, and Swoons, and Deaths were there ;
The bellowing Thunder, and the Lightning’s Blaze
Spread thro’ the Hoft a wild Amazeé ;
Darknefs on every Soul, and pale was every Face:
Confus’d and difimal were the Cries,
Let Mofes fpeak, or Urael dies :
Mafes the fpreading Terror feels,
No more the Man of God conceals
His Shivering' and Surprize :
Yet, with recovering Mind, commands
Silence, and deep. attention, thro’ the Hebrewv Bands.

X
Hark I from the Center of the Flame,
All arm’d and feather’d with the fame,
Majeftick Sounds break thro the fmoaky Cloud :
Sent from the All-creating Tongue,
A Flight of Cherubs guard the Words along,
And bear their fiery Law to the retreating Crowd,

XI.
# T am the Lorp : 'Tis [ proclaim
¢ That glorions and that fearful Name,
@ Tuy Gop anp Kine: "Twas I, that broks
¢ Thy Bondage, and th' Egyptian Yoke ;
¢ Mineis the Right to fpeak my Will,
¢ And Thine the Daty to fulfil.
st Adore no Gop befide Me, to provoke mine Eyes ;
« Nor worfhip Me in Shapes and Forms that Men devife ;
« With Rev'rence ufe my Name,nor turn myWords toJeft;
¢ Obferve my Sapbath well, nor dare prophane my Reft ;
« Honour, and due Obedience, to thy Parents give;
« Nor fpill the guiltlefs Blood, nor let the Guilty live:
“ Prelerve
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# Preferve thy Body chafte, and flee th* unlawful Bed ;
 Nor fteal thy Neighbour’s Geld, his Garment, or his
Bread ;
* Forbear to blaft his Name with Falfhood, er Deceit; =
** Nor let thy Withes loofe upen his large Effate.

EXFALXANEEEFTAAARANL
Remember your Creator, &c. Ecclef, xii.

I

C HILDREN, to your Creator, Gob,
Your early Honours pay,
While Vanity and youthful Blood
Would tempt your Thoughts aftray.
11,
The Memory of his mighty Name;
Demands your firft Regard
Nor dare indulge a meaner Flame,
"Till you have lov'd the Lorp,
-HL
Be wife, and make his Favour fure,
Before the mournful Days,
When Youth and Mirth are known no more,
And Life and Strength decays, '
TV,
No more the Bleflings of a gaft
Shall relith on the Tongue,
The heavy Ear forgets the Tafte
#nd Pleafure of 2 Song,
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V.
Old Age, with all her difmal Train,
Invades your golden Years
With Sighs and'Groans, andraging Paing
And Death, that never {pares.
VL
What wil! you do when Light departs,
Andleaves your withering Eyes,
Without one Beam to chear your Hearts,
From the fuperior Skies ?
VIL
How will you meet Gop’s frowning Brow,
Or [tand before his Seat,
While Nature’s old Supporters bow,
Nor bear their tott’ring Weight ?
VIIL.
Can you expett your feeble Arms
Shall make a ftrong Defence,
When Death, with terrible Alarms,
" Summons the Pris'ner hence
IX.
The Silver Bands of Nature burit,
And. let the Building fall 5
The Flefh goes down to mix with Duft,
Its vile Original,
X.
Laden with Guilt, (a heavy Load)
“Uncleans'd and unforgiy'n,
The Soul returns t'an angry Gop,
Ta be fhut out from Heav'n.

Book L
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Sun, Mboon, and Stars, praife ye the Logp.
. ) p J

T

&

A IR E ST of all the Lights above,

Thou Sun, whofe Beams adorn the Spheres,
And with unweary'd Swiftnefs move, :
To form the Circles of ounr Years ;

II.
Praife the Creator of the Skies,
That drefe’d thine Orb in golden Rays:
Or may the Sun forget to. rife,
If he forget his Maker’s Praife,

IIL
Thou reigning Beauty of the Night,
Fair Queen of Silence, Silver Moon,
Whofe gentle Beams,, and borrow'd Light;
Are fofter Rivals of the Noon ;

IV,
Arife, and to that Sov’reipn Pow’i-
Waxing and waning Honours pay,
Who bid thee rule the duflky Hour,,

.And haif fupply the abfent Day,

V.
Ve twinkling Stars, who gild the SEies
When Darknefs has its Curtains drawn,
Who keep your Watch, with wakeful Eyes,
When Bufinefs, Cares, and Day are gone ;
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VI.
Proclaim the Glories of yoor Lorp,
Difpers'd thro’ all the heav’nly Street, ]
Wihofe boundlefs Treafures can afford
So rich a Pavement for his Feet.
VIL
Thon Heav'n of Heav'ns, fupremely bright,
Fair Palace of the Court Divine,
Where, with inimitable Eight,
The Godhead condefcends to fhine.
VL,
Praife thou thy Great Inhabitant,
Who featters lovely Beams of Grace
On every Angel, every Saint,
Nor veils the Luftre of his Face. ol
IX. |
O Gon of Glory, Gob of Love,
Thou art the Sun that makes our Days -
With all thy fhining Works above,
Let Earth and Dult attsmpt:thy Praife.

BELT NSRS 255 855858
The W’E’fwﬂw Mgﬂe;sgcr..

1

O R D, wher we f:c':'a Saint of thing
Lie galping out his Breath, s

With longing Eyes, and Looks Divine,
Smiling and pleas'd in Death ;
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IE.
How we could e’en contend to lay
QOur Limbs vpon that Bed )
We afk thine Envoy to convey
Our Spirits in his Stead.
IIT.
Our Souls are rifing on the Wing,
To venture in his Place ;
For when grim Death has loft his Sting,
He has an Angel’s Face.
IV.
FESUS, then purge my Crimes away;
"Tis Guilt creates my Fears,
"Tis Guilt gives Death its fieree Array,
And all the Arms it bears,
N
Oh ! if my threatning Sins were gone,
And Death had loft his Sting,
1 could invite the Angel on,
And chide his lazy Wing.
VI.
Away thefe interpofing Days,
And let the Lovers meet 3
The Angel has a cold Embrace,
But kind, andfofi, and fivift.
VII.
I'd leap at once my Seventy Years,
I'd rufh into his Arnis;
And lofe my Breath, and all my Cares,
Amidft thofe heav'nly Charms,

i
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VIIL.
Joyful I'd lay this Body down,
And leave the lifelefs Clay,
Without a Sigh, without a Groan,
And ftretch and foar away.

%‘%%fﬁ@ﬁ‘%@i’--Fﬁﬁﬁ‘%%@ﬁ&iﬁ&?@ﬁ@ﬁﬁ&&% # ki
Sincere Praife.

I

LMIGHTY Maker, Gop!
How wondrous is thy Name }
Thy Glories how diffus'd abroad
"Fhro’ the Creation's Frame ! |
1L, i
Nature in every Drefs
Her humble Homage pays,
And finds a thoufand Ways t' exprefs
Thine undiffembled Praife.
TILL
Tn native White and Red
The Rofe and Lilly ftand,
And free from Pride, their Beauties fpread,
To fhew thy fkilful Hand, :
1v.
The Lark mounts up the Sky,
With unambitous Song,.
HAind bears her Maker's Praife on high
- Upenher artlefs Tongue.
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V.
My Soul would rife and fing
To her Creator too,
Fain would my Tongue adore my King,
And pay the Worfhip due.
VI.
But Pride, that bufy Sin,
Spoils all that I perform 3
Curs’d Pride, that creeps f{ecurely in,
And fivells a haughty Worm.
VIE,
Thy Glories I abate,
Ok Praife thee with Defign ;
Some of the Favours I forget,
Qr think the Merit mine.
VIIE,
The very Songs I frame,
Are faithlefs to thy Caufe,
And fteal the Honours of thy Name.
T'o build their own Applaufe.
IX. _
Create my Soul anew, : -
Elfe all my Worfhip’s vain ;
This wretched Heart will ne'er he true;,
Until 'tis form’d again.
X
Defcend, Celeftial Fire,
And feize me from above,
Melt me in Flamesof pure Defire,
A Sacrifiee to Love,
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XL

Let Joy and Worfhip fpend

The Remnant of my Days,
And tomy Gop, fy Soul, afcend,

In fweet Perfumes of Praife.

CTPTTTTTETST
True Learning. .

Partly imitated from a French Sonnet of
Mr. Poret,

 E

H APPY the Feet that fhining TruTa hasled
With her own Hand to tread the Path fhe pleafe,
To {ee her native Luftre round her {pread,
Withouta Vail, witheuta Shade,
All Beauty, and all Lighr, as'in herfelf the i
IL
Our Senfes cheat us with the prefling Crowds
Of painted Shades they thraft upon the Mind :
The Truth they fhew lies wrap'd in {ev'nfold Shronds,
Our Senfes cait a Thoufand Clouds
On unenlighten'd Souls, and leave them donb!j- blind.
IIT1.
T hate the Duit that fierce Difputers raife,
And lofe the Mind in a wild Maze of Thought:
What empty Triflings, and what fubtil Ways,
Fo fence and guard by Rule and Rote !

©ur Gop will never charge us, That we knew them Not.
I¥.
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: IV:
Touch, Heavenly Worp, O touch thefe curious Souls s
Since I have heard butone foft Hint from Thee,
From all the vain Opinions of the Schools
{That Pageantry of knowing Fools)
I feel my Powers releas'd, and ftand divinely free,
V.
"Twas this Almighty Worp that all Things made,
He grafps whole Nature in his fingle Hand ;
All the Eternal Truths in him are laid,
The Ground of all Things, and their Head,
The Circle where they move, and Center where they
5 fland.
VI.
Without his Aid I have no fure Defence,
From Troops of Errors that befiege me round ;
But he that refts his Reafon and his Senfe
Fafthere, and never wanders hence,
Unmoveable he dwells upon unfhaken Ground.
VII
Infinite TRuTH, the Life of my Defires,
Come from the Sky, and Join thy felf to me 5
Pm tird with Hearing, and this Reading tires 3
But never tir'd of telling Thee,
*Tis thy fair Face alone my Spirit burns to fee,
VIII
$peak to my Soul, alone, no other Hand
Shall mark my Path out with delufive Are -
All Nature filent in his Prefence ftand,
Creatures be dumb as his Command,
And leave his fingle Voice to whifper to my Hearg,

IX,
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X
Retire, my Soul, within thy felf rerire,
Away from Senfe and every outward Show ©
Now let my Thoughts to loftier Themes afpire;.
My Knowledge now on Wheels of Fire
May mount and {pread above, furveying all below.

The Lord grows lavifh of his heav'nly Light,
And pours whole Floods on fuch a Mind as this :
Fled from the Eyes the gains a piercing Sight,
She dives into the Infinite,
And fees unusterable Things in that unknown Abyfs.

e
True Wifdome.

15

Ronounce him bleft, my Mufe, whom Wispom guides
In her own Path to her own heavenly Seat ;
Thro' all the Storms his Soul {ecurely glides,
Nor can the Tempefts, nor the Tides,
"Fhat rife and roar around, fupplant his fteady Feet,
11.
Earth, you may let your golden Arrows fly,
And feck in vain, a Paflage rohis Breaft;
Spread all your painted Toys to conrt his Eye,
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try
To [ure his Soul afide from her Eternal Reft.

HI.
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JI1.
Our head-firong Lufts, like a young fiery Horle,
Start, and flee raging in a violent Courfe ;
He tames and breaks them, manages and rides ‘em,
Checks their Career, and turns and guides ‘em,
And bids his Reafon bridle their licentions Force,
IV.
Lord of himfelf, he rules his wildeft Thoughts,
And boldly afts what calmly he defign’d,
Whilft he looks down and pities human Faults ;
Nor can he think, nor can he find
A Plague like reigning Paflions, and a fubjeét Mind,
V.
But oh | 'tis mighty Toil to reach this Height,
To vanguith Self is a laborious Art ;
What manly Courage to fuftain the Fight
To bear the noble Pain, and part
With thofe dear charming Tempters rooted in the Heart »
VI, -

*T'is hard to ftand when all the Paflions move,
Hard to awake the Fye that Paffion blinds
‘To rend and tear out this unhappy Love,

That clings fo clofe about our Minds,

#£nd where th’ enchanted Soul {o fiveet a Poifon finds,

, VIL _ .
Hard ; but it may be done. Come, Heavenly Fire,
Come to my Breat, and with one powerful Ray
Meltoff my Lnfts, my Fetters: Icanbear

A while to be'a Ténant here,

But not be chain’d and prifon'd in‘a, Cage of Clay.

VILL:
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VIIL
HHeav'n is my Home and I maftufe my Wings;
Sublime above the Globe my Flight afpires:
I have a Soul wasmade to pity Kings,
And all their licde glittring Things ;
i have a Soul was made for infinite’ Defires.
IX.
Toos'd from the Earth, my Heart is upward flown;
Farewel, my Friends, and all that once was mine ;
Nows;, fhould you fix my Feet on Cefar's Throne,
Crown me, and call the World my own,
The Gold that binds my Brows could ne'er my Soul cors
fine.

X.
T amthe Lorp’s, and ¥ E S U 8 is my Love;
He, that dear Gop, fhall fill my vaft Defire.
My Flefh below ; yet I can dwell above, :
And nearerto my Saviour-move; - i
There all my Soul thall center, allmy Pow'rs confpire,
- XI.
Thus T with Angelslive ; thus half-divine
1 fit on high, nor mind inferior Joys :
Fill'd with his Love, I feel that Gen is ming;
His Glory is my great Defign,
That everlafting Projett all my Thoughts employe,
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EREREIER e

A Song to Creating Wifdom,

2 AR T T

L

TERNAL Wisbowm, thee we praife,
Thee the Creation. fings-
With thy loud Name, Rocks, Hills, and Seas,
And Heav'nshigh Palace rings. :
: In .
Place meon the biight Wings of Day’
To travel with the Sun s ;
With what Amaze {hall I furvey
The Wonders thou haft done?
HI.
Thy Hand how wide it fpread " the Sky §
How glorious to behold ?
Ting'd with 2 Blue of heavenly Dye,
And ftarr’d wish fparkling Gold. -
IV.
Therethou haft bid the Globes of Light
Their endlefs Circles run ;
Jhere the pale Planet rules the Night,
And Day obeys the Sun,

P4RT




52 LYRIC POEMS, Booklk |

Pl Rl

V.

Downward I turn my wond’ring Eyes
On Clonds and Storms below,
Thofe Under-Regions of the Skies
Thy num’rous Glories fhow.
' < N,
The noify winds ffand ready there
Thy Orders to obey,
With founding Wings they fweep the Air;
To make thy Chariot Way.
VII.
There, likea Trumpet, loud and firong,
Thy Thunder fhakes our Coalt :
While the red Lightiings wave along, - i
The Banners of thine Hoft.
VI,

On the thin Air, withauta Prop,
Hang fruitful Show'rs arpund :
At thy Command they fink, and drop

Their Fatnefs on the Ground.

PART L
T IX-
Now to the Earth I bend my Seng,
And calt my Eyesabroad,

Glancing the Brisifs 1les along ;
Blef Hes, confefs your God,
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X.
Eow did his wondrous Skill array
Your Fieldsin charming Green 3
A thoufand Herbs in his Art difplay,
A thoufand Flowers between !
XT,
Tall Oaks for future Navies grow,
Fair Albion’s beft Defence,
While Corn and Vines rejoice below,
Thofe Luxuries of Senfe.
XTI,
The bleating Flocks his Pafture feeds's
And Herds of larger Size,
That bellow thro' the Lindizn Meads,
His bounteous Hand fupplies,

P AR TV,

XIIL
Ve fee the Thames carefs the Shore
He guides her filver Flood :
While angry Severn fivells and roars,
¥et hears her Ruler Gon.
XIV.
The rolling Mountains of the Deep
Obferve his ftrong Command ;
His Breath can raife the Billows fteep,
Or fink them to the Sand.
XV.
Amidft thy watry Kingdoms, Loxp,
The finny Nations play, :

>

1 J
ty
LLE
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%d fealy Monfters, at thy Word,
Rufh thro’ the Northern Sea.

PART V.

XV
Thy Glories blaze all Nature round,
And firike the gazing Sight,
Thro® Skies, and Seas, and folid Ground,
With Terror and Delight.
1 XVIL
Tnfinite Strength, and equal Skill,
Shine thro' the Worlds abroad,
Our Souls with vaft Amazement fill,
And fpeak the Builder Gop.
: XVIIL
But the fweet Beauties of thy Grace
Our {ofter Paflions move 3
Pity Divine in  E $:U S Face
We fee, adore, and love:

EHEEER8L28D8

G o p’s Abfolure. Dominion.

i 1.
O R D, when my Thonghtful Soul furveys
Fire, Airand Earth, and Stats and Seas,

i call them a1l thy Slaves ;

Commiffion’d by my Father's Will,

Boyfons {hall cure, or Balms thall kjll 5
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Vernal Suns. or Zepbyr's Breath,

May burs or blaft the Plents to Death
"That fharp December faves ;

What can Winds.or Planets boaft
Bur a precarious Pow's ¢

The Sun is all in Darknefs loft,

Froft thall be Fire, and Fire be Froft,
When he appoints the Hour,

II.

Lo, the Neravegians near the Polar Sky
Chafe their frozen Limbs with fnow,
Their frozen Limbs awake and glow,

‘Fhe vital Flame touch'd with a ftrange Supply

Reliindles, for the Gob of Life is nigh ;

He bids the vital Flood in wonted Circles flow.
Cold Steel expos'd to Nerthern Air,

Drinks the Meridian Fury of the Midnight Bear,
And burns th' unwary Stranger there.

I,
Enquire, my Soul, of antient Fame,
Look back two thoufand Years, and fee
Th’ 4fyrian Prince transform'd a Brute,

. For boafting to be abfolute -

Oiice to his Court the Gop of Jirael came.
A Kixe more abfolute than he.

I fee the Furnace blaze with Rage
Sevenfold : T fee amidit the Flame
Thrce Hebrewws of Immortal Name ;

Theymove, they walk acrofs the burning Stage

Unhort, and fearlels; while the Tyrant {tood
A Suatue ; Fear congeal'd his Blood :

hiz
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Nor did the raging Element dare
Attempt their Garments, or their Hair;
1t knew the Lorp of Nature there.
Nature, compell'd by a fuperior Caufe,
Now breaks her owneternal Laws,
WNow feems to break them, and obeys
Her Sov'reign King in different Ways.,
Father, how bright thy Glories fhine!
FHow broad thy Kingdom, how divine!
Nature and Miracle, and Fate, and Chance are thine,
Iv.
Hence from my Heart, ye Idols, fice,
Ye founding Names of Vanity !
No more my Lips fhall facrifice
To Chance and Nature, Tales and Lies :
£LCreatares without a Gop can yeld me no Supplies.
What is the Sun, or what the Shade,
Or Frofts, or Flames, to kill or fave ?
#is Favouris my Life, his Lips pronounce me dead ;
And as his awful Dictates bid,
Farth is my Mother, or my Graye.

B 55T T e B e B R
Condefcending Grace.

In Imitation of the cxivth Pfalm.

1.

H E N the Eternal bows the Skies,
To vifit Earthly Things,
§With Scorn divine he turns his Eyes
From Towsss of haughty Kings ;
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SElE
Rides on a Clond difdainful by
A Sultan, or a Czar, :
Laughs at the Worms that.rifeo highy
Or frowns 'em from afar;
1L
He bids his awful Chariot roll
Far downward from the Skies,
To vifit every humble Boul,,
With Pleafure in his Eyes.
IV,
Why fhoun!d the Lorp thatreigns above
Difdain fo lofty Kings ?
Say, Lorp, and why fuch Looks of Love:
Upon fuch worthlefs ‘Things.?
V.
Mortals, be dumb; what Creature dargs
Difpute his awful Will 2.
Afk no Account of his Affairg;.
But tremble, and be fll.
; VI.
Juft like his Nature is his Grace,
All Sovereign, and all Free 3
Great Gon, how fearchlefs are thy Ways !
How deep thy Judgments be !

E3 Tha
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The Tufinite.

i
O ME Seraph, lend your heavenly Tongue,
Or Harp of Golden String, '
That I may raife a lofty Song
To our Eternal King,
1L
Thy Names, how Infnite they be !
Great EvErLaSTING ONE!
Boundlefs thy Might and Majefty,
And unconfin'd thy Throne.
HF.
Thy Glories fhine of wondrous Size,
And-wondrous large thy Grace ;
i Immortal Day breaks from thine Eyes,
I And Gabriel veils his Face.
TV,
Thine Effenceis a vaft Abyfs,
Which Angels cannot found,
An Oceanof Infinities :
Where all our ‘Thoughts are drown'd.
Vi
‘The Myfteries of Creation lie
Beneath enlighten’d Minds,
: Thoughts
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Thonghts can afcend above the Sky,
Andly before the Winds.
VI
Reafon may gralp the mafly Hills,
And ftretch from Pole to Pole,
But half thy Name our Spirit fills,
And overloads our Soul.
VII.
In vain our haughty Reafon fivells,
For Nothing’s found in Thee
But boundlefs Unconceivables,
And valt Eternity.

Pl e s Na o B T W o W WP W o ale

Confeffion: and Pardon.

I.
I. AS, my aking Heart!
A Here the keen Torment lies ;
Tt racks my waking Hours with Smart,
And frights my flumbring Eyes.
1T,
Guilt will be hid no more,
My Griefs take vent apace,
The Crimes that blot"my Confcience o'et
Flufh Crimion in my Face,
HI.
My Serrows, like a Flood,
Impatient of Reftraint,

E 4 Inte
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Iato thy Bofom, O my Gon,
Pour out a Iong Complaint;
IV.
This impious Heart of mine
Could once defy the Lorp,
£ould ruth with Violence on to Sin,
In Prefence of thy Sword.
V.
How often have I flood
A Rebel to the Skies,
The Calls, the Tenders of a Gop;
And Merey's loudeft Cries |
VL
He offers all his Grace,
And all his Heaven to me ;
Offers | but ’tis to fenfelefs Brafs,
That cannot feel nor fee.
VIIL
oA 7 E 8§ US the Saviour ftands
To court me from above,
And looks and fpreads his wounded Flands,
#nd fhews the Prints of Love,
; VIII.
' But I, aftupid Fool, '
How long have I withftood
The Bleilings purchas'd with his ‘Soul,
And paid for all in Blood
IX.
The heav'nly Dove came down
And tender'd me his Wings
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T'o mount me upward to a Crown,
And bright immortal Things.
X,
Lowp, I'm afham'd to {ay
That I refus'd thy Dove,
And fent thy Spirit griev'd away,
To his own Realms of Love.
XL
Not all thine heax’nly Charms,
Nor Terrors of thy Hand,
Could force me to lay down my Agms,
And bow tothy Command.
XII.
Lorp, 'tis againft thy Face
My Sins like Arrows rife,
And yer, and yet (O matchlefs Grage !)
Thy Thunder filent lies,
XIIL
O fhall T never feel
The meltings of thy Love ?
Am T of fuch Hell-harden'd Steel
That Merey cannot move:?
XIV.

Now for one powerfal Glance,
Dear Saviour, from thy Face
This Rehel-Heart no mare withftands,

But finks beneath thy Grace,

XV.
Q'ercome by dying Love I fall,
Here at thy Crofs Ilie;

Es
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And throw my Flefh, my Soul, my All,
And weep, and love, and die,
XVL.
** Rife, faysthe Prince of Mercy, rife,
** With Joy and Pity in his Eyes :
* Rife, and behold my wounded Veins,
** Here flows the Blood to wath thy Stains.
XVIL
* See my Great Father reconcil’d
He faid. And lo, the Father fmiid ;
The joyful Cherubs clap'd their Wings,
And founded Grace on all their Strings.

0330 S0 0T 0> 250 0iSM 01500 LS00 0Li0e

Poung Men and Maidens, Old Men ang Babes,
praife ye the Lorp, Pfal. cxlviii. 12.

I

O NS of Adam, bold and young,
Inthe wild Mazes of whofe Veins
A Fload of fiery Vigour reigns,
And weilds your active Limbs, with hardy Sinews ftrung ;
Fall proftrate at th' Eternal Throne
Whence your precarious Pow’rs depend
Nor fwell as if your Lives were all your own,
Bar ¢l oofe your Maker for your Friend ;
His Favouris your Life, his Arm is your Support,
His Hand can firetch your Days, or cut your Minutes j
fhort. ?

e
I, Virgins
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IL
Virgins, who roll your artful Eyes,
And fhoot delicions Danger thence ;
Swift the lovely Lightning flies,
And melts our Reafon down to Senfe ;.
Boalt not of thofe withering Charms
That muft yield their youthful Grace
To Age and Wrinkles, Earth and Worms;
But love the Author of your {miling Face ;
That heavenly Bridegroom claims your blooming Hours;
@ make it your perpetual Care
To pleale that Everlafting Fair ;
His Beauties are the Sun, and but the Shade is yours.
IIL
Infants, whofe different Deftinies
Are wove with Threads of different Size ;

Bt from the fame Spring-tide of Tears;
Commence your Hopes, and Joys, and Fears,
(A tedious Train !) and date your following Years :

Break your firlt Silence in his Praife
Who wrought your wondrous Frame :
With Sounds of tendereft Accent raife.
Young Honouss to his Name ;
And confeerate your early Days
To know the Pow’r fupreme,
: IV,
Ye Heads of venerable Age,
Juft marching off the mortal Stage,
Fathers, whofe vital Threads are {pun
Aslong as e'er the Glafs of Life would sun; .

Adora
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Adore the Hand that led your Way

Thro’ flow’ry Fields a fairlong Summer's Day

Galp out your Soul in Praifes to the Sovereign Pow'r

"That fet your Weft fo diftant from your dawning Honr,

S

Flying Fowl, and Creeping Tbings, praife ye
the Lorp, Pial, exlviii. 10.

I

W EE'T Flocks, whofe foftenamel'd Wing
Swift and gently cleaves the Sky ;
Whofe charming Notes addrefs the Spring
With an artlefs Harmony.
Lovely Minftrels of the Field,
¥Who in leafy Shadows fit,
And your wordrous Struétures build,
Awake your tuneful Voices withthe dawning Light;
To Nature’s Gop your firft Devotions pay,
E'er you {alute the rifing Day,
*Tis he calls up the Sun, and gives him every Ray,
K
Serpents, who o’er the Meadows {lide,
And wear upon your fhining Back
Num'rons Ranks of gaudy Pride,
Which thoufand mingling Colours make 3
Let the ficrce Glances of your Eyes
Rebate their baleful Fire:
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Tn harmlefs Play twilt and unfold
The Violumes of your fcaly Gold :

That rich Embroidery of your gay Attire,
Proclaims your Maker kind and wife.

HI

Infefts and Mites, of mean Degree,
That fwarm in Myriads o'er theLand,
Monlded by Wifdom's arcful Hand,

And curl'd and painted with a varions Die ;.
In your innumerable Forms
Praife him that wears th Ethereal Crows,
And bend his lofty Counfels down

To defpicable Worms.

FOTCHTLLHTIZCHIDDI DD
The Comparifon and Complaint,

N FIN ITE Power, Eternal Lorb,
How Sovereign is thy Hand !
All Nature rofe t obey thy Word,
And moves at thy Command,
; 11,
With fteady Courfe thy fhining Sun
Keeps his appointed Way ;
And all the Hours obedient rgn ;
The Circle of the Day, 3
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III
But ah | how wide my Spirit flies;. -
And wanders from her Gon |
My Soul forgetsthe heavenly Prize
And treads the downward-Road.
TN
The raging Fire, and formy Sea;
Perform thine awful Will,
And every Beaft and every Tree,.
Thy great Defigns fulfil -
Ve
While my wild Paflions rage within,
Nor'thy Commands obey 3
And Flefh and Senfe, enflay'd to Sin,
Draw my beft T '1.'“‘._51 ts away.
b e
‘th'l Creatares of a meaner Frame
Pay all their Dues tothee ;
Creatures, that never knew thy Name,
That never lov'd like me &
AR
Great Gop, create my Soul anew,
Conform my Heart to thine,
Melt down my Will, and let it flow;
And take the Mould Divine.
VIIE

Scize my whol¢ Frame into thy Hand ».

Here all my Pow’rs [ bring ;

Manage the Wheels by ‘thy Command,

And govern every Spring;

EYRIC POEMS,
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126
Then fhall my Feet no more depart,
Nor wandring Senfes rove s
Devotion fhall be all my Heart,
And all my Paflions Love,
X
Then not the Sun fhall more than I
His Maker's Law perform,
Nor travel fwifter thro® the Sky,
Nor with a Zeal fo warim,

FHHHEHI FHESIEHIFLHEF ST
G o p Supreme and Self-fufficient.

14
H A T isour Gon, or what his Name
Nor Men can learn, mnor Angels teach ;
He dwells conceal’d in radiant Flame,
Where neither Eyes nor Thoughts can reach.
IL.
The Spacious Worlds of heav'nly Light,
Compar'd with him, ‘hew fhett they fall:
They are too dark, and He too bright.
Nothing are they, and Gob is All.
11l
He {pole the wondrous Word, and lo

Creation rofe at his Command ; 3
Whirl-
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Whirlwinds and Seas their Limits know;
Beund in the Hollow of his Hand.

IV
There refts the Earth, there roll the Spheres;
There Nature leans, and feelsther Prop :
But his own Self-fufficience bears
The Weight of his own Glories up.

V.
The Tide of Creatures ebbs' and flows,
Meafuring their Changes by the Moon :
MNo Ebb his Sea of Glory knows ;
His Age is one Eternal Noon.

VI

Then fly, my Song, an endlefs Round,
The lofty Tune let Michael raife ;
All Natore dwell upon the Sound,
But we can ne’er fuldil the Praife,

5582585388525555858888
FESUS rbe anly Saviour,

I.

D 4 M, our Father and our Head,
Tranfgreft ; and Juftice doom'd ns Dead 2
The fiery Law {peaks all Defpair,
There’s no Reprieve, nor Pardon there,
i
Call a bright Council in the Skies;

 Seraphs the Mighty and the Wile, 7R
1
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¥ 83y, what expelient ean you give,

" That Sin be damn’d, and Sinners live
IIL

 Speak, are you {trong to bearthe Load,.

* The weighty Vengeance of a Gob ?

‘% Which of you loves our wretched Race,

O dares to. venture in our Place?

IV,
In vainwe afle : for all around
Stands Silence thro® the heavenly Ground s
There’s not a glorions Mind abeve
Has half the Strength, or half the Love.

V.
But, O unutterable Grace !
Th" Bternal Son takes .4dam's Place g
Down to our World the Saviour flies,
Stretches his naked Arms, and dies,

: VI
Juftice was pleas'd to bruile the Gob,
And pay its Wrongs with heavenly Blood ;.
What unknown Racks and Pangs hebore!
Thenrofe : The Law could afk no more.
VIL

Amazing Work ! look down, ye Skies,.
Wonder and gaze with all your Eyes;
Ye heavenly Thrones, ftoop from above,
And bow to this myfterious Love..

6a

VIIL. Secy
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VIIL
See, how they bend | See, how they logk !
Long they had read th’ Eternal Rook,
And ftudied dark Decrees in vain,
The Crofs and Cafvary makes them plain.
IX,
Now they are fruck with deep Amaze,.
Each with his Wings conceals his Face 3
Nor clap their founding Plumes, and cry,
The Wifdom of @ D EITY
X,
Low they adore th” Incarnate Son,.
And fing the Glories he hath won 3
Sing how he broke our Iron Chains,
How deep he funk, how high he reigns.
XL
Triumph-and reign, vitorious Lenp; -
By all thy flaming Hofts ador’d :
And fay, dear Conqueror, fay, how losz,,
Eer we fhall rife to join their Song,
XIL
Lo, from afar the promis’d Day
Shines with a well diftinguifh’d Ray ;
But my wing'd Paflion hardly bears
Thefe Lengths of flow delaying Years.
XII.
Send down a Chariot from above, .
With fiery Wheels, and pav'd with Love; !
Raife me beyond th' Ethereal Blue, |
Tofing and love as Angels de.

e ——

Leoting
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1« AN

H E Heavens invite mine Eye,
The Stars falute me round ;
Father, I blufh, I mourn to lie
Thus groveling on the Ground.
i 62
My warmer Spirits move,
And make Attemptsto fly 5
I wifh aloud for Wings of Lave
To raife me {wift and high.
HI.
Beyond thofe Cryltal Viaults,
And all their fparkling Balls ;
They're but the Porches to thy Cousts,
And Paintings on thy Walls,
IV.
Vain World, farewelto you;
Heaven is my native Air:
I bid my Friends a fhort Adieu,
Impatient to be there.
V.
[ feel my Powers relealt
From their old flefhy Clod ;
Fair Guardian, bear me upin halte
And {fét me nearmy Gon.

CrRIET
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Curist Dying, Rifing, and Reigning.

L

} E dies! the heav'nly Lover dies I

The Tidings ftrike a doleful Sound
On my poor Heart firings deep he livs
In the cold Caverns of the Ground.

1714

Come, Saints, and drop a Tear or tWo;
On the dear Bofom of your Gop,
He fhed a thoufand Drops for you;
Acthoufand Drops of: richer Blood,.

1L,

Here's Love and Grief beyond degree,
The Lorp of Glory dies for Men !
But lo, what fudden Joys I fee !
JES§ US the dead revives again.

IV.
The rifing Gop forfakes the Tomb,
Up to his Father’s Court he flies 5
Chernbic Legions guard him home,
And fhout him welcome to the Skies:

V.

Break off your Tears, ye Saints, and tell
How high our Grear Deliverer reigns ;
Sing how he fpoil’d the Hofts of Hell,.
And led the Monfter Death in Chains.
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VI.

18ay, Livefor ever, avondrous King f

Born to vedeer, and flyong to fawe |
Then atk the Monfter, W#lere's bis Sting 2
And avbere's thy Fidory, boafling Grave ?

73

Sk R EEE LR B AR

The G oD of Thunder.

1.

O T H E Immenfe, th' Amazing Height,
The boundlefs Grandeur of our Genp,
Who treads the Worlds beneath his Feet,
And fways the Nations with his Nod {
1L,
‘He {peaks ; and lo, all Naturefhakes,
Heav'n’s everlafting Pillars bow ;
He rends the Clouds with hideous Cracks,
And fhoots his fiery Arrows through,
IIL.
Well, letthe Natiops fart and fly
At the blue Lightning’s horrid Glare,
Atheifts and Emperors fhrink and die,
When Flame and Noile torment the Air.
BV
Let Noife and Flame confound the Skies,
And drown the {pacious Realmsbelow,
Yet will we fing the Thunderer's Praife,
And fend ouwr loud Hyfanmas through,

V. Cea
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Celeftial King, thy blazing Power
Kindles our Hearts to flaming Joys,
We fhout-to hear thy Thunders roar,
And echo'toour Father’s Voice.
Vi.
Thaus fhall the Gopour Saviour come,
And Lightnings round his Chariot play,
Ye Lightnings, fly to make hintroom,
Ve glorions Storms, prepare his Way.

W0, U, JSB I P, PEC L PRIL TN S L T e ot O T L R N
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2 be Day of Fudsmeny. !
Attempted i Englih Sapphick. i

i

", HEN the fierce Norsh Wind with his airy Forees I!

Rears up the Baltick to afoaming Fury ;
And the red Lightning, with a Storm of Hail comes
Rufhing amain down,
IIL.
How the poor Sailors ffand amaz’d and tremble !
While the hoarfe Thunders, Tilke a bloody Trumpet, |
Roara loud Onfecto the gaping Waters
Quick to devour them. |

I Such
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TIL
Such thall the Noife be, -and the wild Diforder,
(If Things Eternal may be like thefe Earthly)
Such the dire Terror when the great _"chhﬂngc]
Shalkes the Creation ;
§ BT
Tears the ftrong Pillars of the Vault of Heaven,
Breaks up old Marble, the Repofe of Princes ;
See the Graves open; and the Bones arifing,
Flames all around ‘em !

=

(€5

V.
Hark, the fhnill Outeries of the gniley Wretches !
Lively bright Horror, and amazing Anguifh,
Stare thro' their Eye lids, whilethe living Worms lies
Gnawing within them.

: VI :
Thoughts, lile old Vultures, prey upon their Heartflrings,
And the Smart twinges, when the Eye beholds the
Lofty Judge frowningand ‘a Flood of Vengeance

Rolling afore him,
VIIL.
Hopelefs Immortals ! how they {cream:and Thiver
While Devils pufh’them to the Pit wide yawning
‘Hideous and gloomy to receive them headlong
Down to the Centre.
VIIL

Stop here, my Fancy: (allaway, ye horrid

Doleful Ideas,) come, arifeto ¥ E §US,
How hefits God-like! and the Saints around him
Thron'd, yet adoring!

0
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IX.
O may I fit thére when he comes Triumphant,
Dooming the Nations | then afcend to Glory,
While our Ho/aunas all along the Paffage
Shout the Redeemer,

The Song of Angels above.

%6

I

A R'T H has detain’d me Prifoner long,
And I'm grown weary now :
My Heart, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongue,
There’s nothing here for you,
IL
Tird in my Thoughts T firetch me dows,
And upward glance mine Eyes.
Upward (my Father) to thy Throne,
And to my native Skies.
II1.
There the dear Max my Saviour fits,
The Gop, how bright he fhines{
And fcatters infinite Delights
On all the happy Minds.
IV.
Seraphs with elevated Strains
Circle the Throne around,
And move and charm the ftarry Plaing
With an Immortal Sound,

V. JE
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V.
FESUS the Loro their Harps employs,
JESUS my Love they fing,
JESUS the Name of both ounr Joys
Sounds fweet from every String.,
VI
Hark, how beyond the narrow Bounds
Of Time and Space theyrun,
And fpeak in moft Majeftick Sounds,
The Godhead of the Sow.
ViL
How on the Father’s Breaft he lay,
The Darling of his Soul,
Infinite Years before the Day
Or Heavens beganto roll.
VIIT.
And now they fink the lofty Tone,
And gentler Notes they play,
And bringth® Eternal Godhead down
To dwell in humble: Clay.
1X.
O facred Beauties of the Man |
{The Gop refides within)
His Flefh all pure, without a Stain,
His Soul without a Sin,
X,
Then, how he look’d, and how he finil'd,
What wondrous Things he faid !
Sweet Cherubs, ftay, dwell herea while,
And tell what FE§ U § did,

F XI Ar
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il XI.
At his Command the Blind awalke,
And feel the gladfom Rays;
He bids the Dumb attempt to fpeak,
They try their Tongues in Praife.
XI1L
He fhed a thoufand Bleflings round
Where-e'er he turn’d his Eye ;
He fpoke, and at the Sovereign Sound
The hellifh Legions fly.
ZIIL
Thus while with unambitious Strife
Th’ Ethereal Minftrels rove
Thro’ all the Laboursof his Life,
And Wonders of his Love.
XIV.
In the full Choir a broken String
I Groans with a firange Surprize ;
I The reft in Silence mourn their King,
' That bleeds, and loves, and dies.
XV.
Seraph and Saint, with drooping Wings,
Ceafe their harmonious Breath ;
No blooming Trees, nor bubbling Springs,
_ While 7 £ U § {leeps in Death.
I XVI.
Then all at once toliving Strains
They {ummon every Chord,
Break up the Tomb, and burft his Chains,
And fhew their rifing Lorp,

XVIL A-
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XVIL
Around the flaming Army throngs
To guard him to the Skies,
With loud Hefanna’s on their Tongues,
And Triumph in their Eyes.
XVIIIL ; "'
In awful State the conquering Gop
Afcends his fhining Throne,
While raneful Angelsfound abroad
The Viét'ries he has won.
XIX.
Now let me rife, and join their Song,
And bean Angel too;
My Heart, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongue,
Here's joyful Work for you.
XX
Iwould begin the Mufick here,
And fo my Soul thould rife :
Oh for fome heavenly Notes to bear
My Spirit to the Skies !
XHI,
There, ye that love my Saviour, fit,
There, I would fain have place,

Amongit your Thrones, or at your Feet,

S0 I might {ee his Face.
XZIL.
I am confin'd to Earth no more,
But mount in hafte above,
To blefs the Gop that I adore,
And fing the Max I love.

Fz Fire,
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Fire, dir, Earth and Sea, praife ye the
Lor .

I

A R T H, thou great Footftool of our Gob |
Who reigns on high ; thou fruitful Source '
OF all cur Rayment, Life and-Food:;
Our Honfe, our Parent, and our Nurfe ;
Mighty Stage of mortal Scenes,
Dreft with ftrong and-gay Machines,
Hung with golden Lamps around ;
{And flow’ry Carpets fpreadthe Ground)
Thou bulky Globe, prodigions Mafs,
That hangs unpillai’d in an empty. Space !
While thy unweildly Weight refts on the feeble Air,
Blefs that Almighty Word that fix'd and holds thee there,
1L,

Fire, thon fwift Herald of his Face,
Whofe glorious Rage, - at his Command,
FEevels a Palace with the Sand,

Blending the lofty Spires in Ruin with the Bafe :
Yetheav'nly Elames; thatfinge the Air, i
Artillery of a jealous Gob,

Bright Arrows that his founding Quivers bear

To {catter Deaths abroad ; _

Lightnings, adore the fovereign Arm that flings h

: His Vengeance, and your Fixes, upon the Heads of Kings:

E II1. Thou
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I
Thou vital Element, the 4ir,
Whofe boundlefs Magazines of Breath
Qur fainting Flame of Life repair,
And fave the Bubble Max from the cold Arms of Death :
And ye, whofe vital Moifture yields
Life’s purple Stream a frefh Supply ;
Sweet Waters, wandring thro’ the flow'ry Fields,
Or dropping from the Sky ;
Confefs the Pow’r whofe all-fufficient Name
Nor needs your Aid to build, or to fupport our Frame.
IV.
Now the rude Air, with noify Force,
Beats up and {wells the angry Sea,
They join to make our Lives a Prey,
And fweep the Sailors Hopes away,
Vain Hopes, to reach their Kindred on the Shores!
Lo, the wild Seasand furging Waves
Gape hideous in a thoufand Graves :
Be ftill, ye Floods, and know your Bounds of Sand,
Ye Storms, adore your Mafter's Hand ;
The Winds are in his Fift, the Waves at his Command,
V. :
From the Eternal Emptinefs
His fraitful Word by {ecret Springs
Drew the whole Flarmony of Things
"That form this noble Univerft :
Old Nothing knew his pow'rful Hand,
Scarce had he fpoke his full Command,
Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea heard the creating Call,
And leap'd from empty Nothing to this beauteous All;
And fill they dance, and ftill obey
The Orders they receiv'd the great Creation-Day.

3 The
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The Farewel.

L

E A D be my Heart to all below,
To mortal Joys and mortal Cares ;
To fenfual Blifs that charms us fo
Be dark, my Eyes, and deaf, my Ears.
1I,
Here I renounce my carnal Tafte
f the fair Fruit that Sinners prize ;
Their Paradife thall never wafte
One Thought of mine, but to defpife,
HI.
All earthly Joys are over-weigh'd
With*Meuntains of vexatious Care ;
And where’s the Sweet that'is notlaid
A'Bait to fome deftruétive Snare ?
13
Be gone for ever, Mortal Things!
Thou mighty Mole-Hill, Earth, Farewel !
Angels afpire on lofty Wings,
A.Ld leave the Globe for Ants to dwell, :
V. '
Come Heaven and £ill my vaft Defires,
My Soul purfues the fovereign Good :
She was all made of heavenly Fires,
Nor can fhe live on meaner Food,
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Goop only known to bimfelf.

1.

T AN D and adore ! how glorious He
That dwells inbright Eternity !
" We gaze, and we confound our Sight
Plung'din th® Abyfs of dazling Light.
IT.
Thou Sacred Oxe, Almighty THREE,
Great Everlafting MysTeryY,
What lofty Numbers fhall we frame
Equal to thy tremendous Name ?
I13,
Seraphs, the neareft to the Throne,,
Begin, and {peak the Great Unknows =
Attempt the Song, wind up your Strings,
To Notes untry’d; and boundlefs Things.
1V.
You, whole capacious Pow'rs furvey
Largely beyond our Eyes of Clay :
Yet what a narrow Portion too
Isfeen, or known, or thoughtby you?
i
How flat your higheit Praifes fall
Below th' immenfe Or1cinaL !
Weak Creatures we, that ftrive in vain
To reach an uncreated Strain. !
F 4

VI. Great
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Great Gop, forgive our feeble Lays,

Sound out thine own eternal Praife ;

A Song fovaft, 2 Theme fo high,

Calls for the Voice that tun'd the Sky.

2]

GROGCOEGTE
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LPardon and Sanétification.

I.
¥ Crimes awake s and hideous Fear
i Diftraéts my reitlefs Mind,
Guilt meets my Eyes with horrid Glare,
And Hell purfues behind.
1T,
Almighty Vengeance frowns on high,
And Flames array the Throne
While Thunder murmurs round the Sky,
Impatient to be gone.
L.
Where fhall T hide this noxions Head ;
Can Rocks or Mountains fave ?
Or fhall T wrap me in the Shade
Of Midnight and the Grave ?
Iv.
Is there no Shelter from the Eye
Of a revenging God ?
F ESUS, tothy dear Wounds I fly,
Bedew me with thy Blood,

Book I

DOGES

V. Thofe
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V.
Thofe Guardian Drops my Soul fecure,
And walh away my Sin ;
Eternal Juftice frowns no more,
And Confcience fmiles within.
VI.
T blefs that wondrous Purple Stream
That whitens every Stain ;
Vet ismy Soul but half redeem’d,
If Sin the Tyrant reign. :
ViI.
Lorp, blaft his Empire with thy Breath,
That curfed Throne muftfall ;
Ve flattering Plagues, that work my Death,
Fly, for I hate you all.

FEEFESHIFPHPEESIPHHHHHIBIHSED
Sovereignty and Grace.

I.
T H E Lorp! ‘how fearful is hisName ?

How wide is his Command ?
Matare, with all her moving Frame,
Reits on his mighty Hand.
IL.
Immortal Glory forms his Throne,
And Eight his awful Robe ;
Whilft wich & Smile, or-with a Frown,
He manages the Globe,
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IIL.
A Word of his Almighty Breath
1 Can {well orfink the Seas ;
' Build the vaft Empires of the Earth,
Or break them as he pleafe.
LN
Adorimg Angels round him fail
In all their fthining Forms,
His fovereign Eye looks thro’ them all,
And pities mortal Worms.
V.
His Bowels, toour worthlefs Race,
In fweet Compaffion move ;
He cloaths his Loolks with {ofteft Grace,
And takes his Title, Love.
VI.
Now let the Lorp for ever reign,
And fway us as he will,
Sick, or in Health, in Eafe, or Pain,
We are his Favourites ftill,

VIL.
! No more fhall peevifh Paflion rife,
4 The Tongue no more complain ;

Tis fovercign Love that lends our Joys,
And Love refumes again,
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CRAPENEREREILR

The Law and Gofpek

L.

s U RST be the Man, for ever curft,

C « That doth one wilful Sin commit ;
& Death and Damnation for the Firlt,
¢ Without Relief and Infinite.

1L
Thus Sinei roars ; and round the'Earth
Thunder, and Fire, and Vengeance flings;
But ¥ E SUS, thy dear galping Breath,
And Calwary, fay gentler Things.
L=
¢ Pardon, and Grace, and boundlefs Love,.
« Streaming along a Saviour’s Blood,
And Life, and Joys, and Crowns above,.
Dear purchas'd by a bleeding Gop,
Iv.
Hark, how he prays, (the charming Sound:
Dwells on his dying Lips) ForGIVE 3
And every Groan and gaping Wound,
Cries, « Father, let the Rebels live.
V.

Go, you that reft upon the Law,
And toil, and feek Salvation there;
Look to the Flames that’ Mo/es faw,
And firink, andwemble, and defpair,

i

-

L

WI. But
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VL
But Tl retire beneath the Crofs,
Saviour, at-thy dearFeet Llie ;
And the keen Sword that Juftice draws,
Flaming and red, thall pafs me by.

EEBEERLE LSRR S BESEEIEL G5
Secking: a divine Calm in a refilefs World.

O Mens, qua ftabili fata Regis vice, &,
Cafimire Baok L. 04, 28.

162

TERN AL Mind, who rul'ft the Fates
Of dying Realms, and rifing States,
With one unchang'd Decree,
While we admire thy valt Affairs,
Say, Can ourlittle trifling Cares
Afford 2 Smile tothee ?

I1. .

Thou fcattereft Honours, Crowns and Gold 3 |
We ity to feize, and fight to hold IL
The Buabbles and the Qar i i
So Emmets ftrugzle for a Grain ; |
So Boys their petty Wars maintain i
¥or Shells upon the Shore. E

I }
Here a vain Man his Scepter breaks, |
Llie-next a broken Scepter takes,
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And Warriors win and Jofe
This rolling World will never ftand,
Plunder’d and fnatch'd from Hand to Hand,
As Power decays or grows,

IV.
Earth’s but an Atom : Greedy Swords
Carve it amongft a thopfand Lords,
And yet they can’t agree:
Let greedy Swords fiill fight and flay,
I can be poor; but, Lorp, I pray
To fit and {mile with thee.

EEER28BBEEEE

Happy Frailyy.

1.
£ OW meanly dwells th’ Immortal Mind !
¢ How vile thefe Bodies are!
¢ Why was a Clod of Earth defign'd
« T enclole a heavenly Star ?
1L
Weak Cottage where our Souls refide!
¢¢ This Flefh a tott’ring Wall ¢
With frightful Breaches gaping wide
# The Building bends to fall.

IIT.
All'round it Storms of Trouble blow,
¢ And Waves of Sorrow roll ;
Cold Waves and Winter Storms beat through,
¢ And pain the Tenant-Soul,

[3

-

-
B

Alas
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IV. |
< Alas! how frail our State?* faid [ ;
And thus went mourning on,
Till fudden from the cleaving Sky
A Gleam of Glory [hone.

Ve
My Soul all felt the Glory come;
And breath’d her native Air;
Then the remember'd Heaven her Home,
And fhe aPrifoner here.
VI,
Straight fhe began to change her Key,
And joyful in her Pains,
She fung the Frailty of her Clay
In pleafurable Strains.
VIIT.
How weak the Prisin is where I dwell!
“ Fleth but a toteering Wall,,
The Breaches chearfully foretel,
¢ The Houfe muit fhortly fall,
VIII.
% No more, my Friends, fhall I complain,
¢ Tho’ all my Heart-ftrines ake;
# Welcome Difeale, and every Pain, |
¢ That makes the Cottage thake:
1.
Now let the Tempelt blow all reund,
« Wow- {well the Surges high,
¢« And beat this Houfe of Bondage down, sy
¢ To letthe Stranger fly.

-

B
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2
¢« JThave a Manfion built above
* Ry the Eternal Hand ;
s And thould the Earth's old Bafis move
¢ My Heav'nly Houfe muit ftand.

WS
¢ Yes, for 'tis there my Saviourreigns,
‘¢ (I long to fee the Gop)
¢ And his immortal Strength fuftains
¢ The Courts that coft him Blood.

HII.
Hark, from on high my Saviour calls :
“ I come; my Lorp, my Love:”
Devation breaks the Prifon Walls;
And fpeeds my laft Remove.

e R

Launching nto Eternity.

T was a brave Attempt! adventurous He,
Who in the firlt Ship broke the unknown Sea ;

And leaving his dear native Shores behind,
Trufted his Life to the licentious Wind
I fee the furging Brine ; the Tempelt raves :
He on a Pine-Plank rides acrofs the Waves,
Exulting on the Edge of thonfand gaping Graves : §
He fteers the winged Boat, and fhifts the Sails,
Conquers the Flood, and manages the Gales,

Stich
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Such is the Soul that leaves this mortal Land
Fearlefs when the great Maller gives Command,
Death is the Storm ; the {miles to hear it roar,
And bids the Tempeft waft her from the Shore:
Then with a fkilful Helm fhe fiveeps the Seas,
And manages the raging Storm with Eafe ;
(Her Faiths can govern Diath) the fpreads her Wings
Wide to the Wind, and as fhe fails fhe fings, }
And lofes by Degrees the fight of mortal Things.
As the Shores leffen, fo her Joys arife,
The Wayes roll gentler, and the Tempeft dies,
Now valt Eternity fills all her Sight,
She floats on the broad Deep with infinite Delight, }
The Seas for ever calm, the 8kies for ever bright,

EE ST 2. €659 F.0.DF NP PG 3
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A Profpeét of the Refurrediion.
<)

I

OW long fhall Death the Tyrant reiga
And triumph o’er.the Jait,
While the rich Blood of Martyrs flain t
Ligs mingled with the Duit ¢

11
When thall the tedious Night be gone?
When will our Lord appear?
Qur fond Defires would pray him down,
Our Liove embrace him hiere.
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T
Let Faith arife and climb the Hills,
And from afar defery
How diftant are his Chariot-Wheels,
And tell how faft they fly.

IV,

Lo, I behold the featt'ring Shades,
The Dawn of Heav’n appears,
The feet immortal Morning fpreads

Its Blulhes round the Spheres.

V.
I fee the Lorp of Glory come,
And flaming Guards around :
The Skies divide to make him room,
The Trumpet fhakes the Ground.

VI
I hear the Voice; Yo dead arife,
And lo, the Graves obey,
And waking Saints with joyful Eyes
Salite th’ expedied Day.

VIL
They leave the Duft, and on the Wing
Rife to the middle Air,
In Mining Garments meet their King,

And low adore him there.
VILI

O may my hamble Spirit ftand
Amongft them cloth'd in White!
The meanek Place at his Right Hand

Is infinite Dflight.

IX. How
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I B
How will our Joy and Wonder rife,
When our returning King
Shall bear us homewaid thro' the Skies
On Love's triumphant Wing !

VEEEB S ESECREw

Ad Dominum noffrum & Servatorem
FESUM CHRISTU M,

O=DwA,

I,
E, grande Numen, Corporis Incola,
Te, magna magni Progenies Patris,
Noimen verendum nofli TFTESU
Vox, Citharz, Calami fonabung,

1L
Aptentur auro grandifonz fides,
CHR IS8T I Triumphos incipe Barbite,
Fraftofque teirores dwsrni,
Victum Ercbum. domitamque Mortem,

III.
Immenfa vaftos fmcula circulos
Volvere, blando dum Patris in finfl
Toto fruebatur FEHOFAH
Gaudia mille bibens FESUS;
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IV.
Donec {uperno vidit ab Aithere
Adam cadentem, Tartara hiantia,
Unéique mergendos ruingd
Heu nimium miferos Nepotes :

V.
Vidit minaces Vindices Angeli
Iznes & Enfem, Telague Sanguine
Tingenda noftro, dum rapine
Spe fremuere Ercbza Monfira.

VI
Commota facras Vifcera protinus
Sensére flammas, Omnipotens furor
Ebullit, Immenfique Amoris
JEtherenm calet Igne Pectus,

VIL.
Non tota prorfus Gens Hominum dabit
Hofti Triumphos : Quid Patris & Labor
# Duleifque Imago ¢ num peribunt
¢ Funditus? O prius Aftra czcis

VIIL
Mergantur Undis, & redeat Chaos:
Aut ipfe difperdam Satane dolos,
¢ Aut ipfe difperdar, & ifti
¢ Sceptra dabo moderanda dextrae,

IX.
Teftor paternum Numen, & hoc Caput
/Equale teftor, dixit; & Zitheris
Inclinat ingens culmen; alto
Defiliitque ruens Olympo.

1

-

X. Meor-
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X,
Mortale corpus impiger induit !
Artufque noftros, heu tenges nimis .
Nimifque viles! Vindicique !
Corda dedit fodienda F. erro,

XI.
Vitamque Morti ; Proh dolor ! O graves
Tonandis Ire! O Lex fatis afpera !
Mercefque Peccati fevera
Adamici, vetitique fruftus

XII.,
Non Peena lenis | Quoé ruis impotens !
Qud Mufa ! largas fundere lachrymas,
Buftique Divini triumphos
Sacrilego temerare flety ?

XIIT.
Sepone queftus, leta DEum cane
Majore Chordé. - Pfalle fonoride
Ut ferreas Mortis cavernas
Et rigidam penetravit Aulam,

XIV,
Sensére Numen Regna feralia,
Mugit Barathrum, contremuit Chaos,
Dirtim fremebat Rex Grbennes,
Perque faum tremebundus Orcam

XV,

Late refugit. ¢ Nil agis Impie,
“ Mergar vel imis te Plilegethon vadis,
* Hoc findet undas Fulmen, inquit,
Et patrios jaculatus ignes
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XVI.
Trajecit hoftem. Nipra filentia
Umbrzque Hammas ZEthereas pavent
Dudum perofe, ex quo corufco
Praecipites cecidere Caelo,

XVIL
Immane rugit jam Tonitru ; fragor
Laté ruinam mandat : ab infimis
Le&tzque defignata Genti
Tartara disjiciuntur antris.

XVIIL
Heic ftrata paffim Vincula, & heic jacent
Unci cruenti, Tormina Mentinm
Invifa ; plorataque vafto
Spicula Mors fibi adempta plangit.

XIX.
En, ut refurgit Viftor ab ultimo
Dizs profunde, curribus aureis
Aftrita raptans Monftra noélis
Perdomitumque Ersbi Tyrannum.

XX,
Quanta Angelorum gaudia jubilant
Vittor paternum dum repetit polum ?
En qualis ardet, dum beati
Limina fcandit ©vans Olympi!

XXI.
15 triumphe plefira Seraphica,
Io triwmphe Grex Hominum {onet,
Dum lzta quaquaverfus ambos

Altra repercutiunt Triumphos. o
=
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RSB ey

Sui-ipfius  Increpatio,
EPIGRA MM A.

ORPORE cur hares, Wartif £ cur Incola Terrzm?
Quid copis indignum, Mens habitare lutam ?
Te Caro mille malis premit ; hinc juvenes gravat artus
Languor, & hinc vegetus crimina fanguis alit

Cura, Amor, Ira, Dolor mentem malé diftrahit : Auceps
Undique adeft Sefanas retia fieva flruens,

Sufpice ut /Ethereum fiznane tibj nutibus Aftra
Tramitem, & Aula vocat parte Croore DEer.

Te manet Urde/ dux; & tibi fubjicit alas
Stellatas Seraphin officiofa cohors.

Te Superiun Chorus optat amans, te invitat ¥ESUS,
¢ Huc ades & noftro tempora conde fini.

Vere amat ille Lutum quem nec Dolor aat Satan arcet
Inde, nec alliciunt Angelus, Aftra, Deuns.

050 L 50 0 S O L 085
Excitatio Cordis Celum ver fus.

1604,
EU quot sécla teris carcere Corporis,
l l Fatyfi # quid refugis Limen & Exitum ?
Nec Mens Achereum Culmen, & Atria
Magni Patris anhelitat ?

Corpus
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Corpus vile creat mille Moleftias,
Circum Corda volant & Dolor, & Metus,
Peccatumque malis dorins omnibus
C=zeas Infidias ftrait.
Non hoc grata tibi Gaudia de folo
Surgunt : CHrRIsTUS abeft, delicie tum,
Longé Curistus abeft, inter & Angelos
Et pifta aftra perambulans.
* Cexli fumma petas, nec jaculabitar.
Jracunda tonans fulming : 'Te Deus
Hortatur; #acuum tende per dera. :
Pennas wunc bomint dalas.

® Fide Horat, Lib. I Ods 3.
G wd - G i b
Hdh I dbh I O I O b F

Breathing toward the Heavenly Country.
Cafimire, Book I Od. 19. imitated,
Uit me Patrie Decor, &c.

HE Beauty of my native Land
Immortal Love infpires;
I bugn, I burn with firong Defires,
And figh, and wait the high Command.
There glides the Moon her fiining Way,
And fhoots my Heart thro’ with a Silver Ray,

Upward
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_ Upward my Heart afpires : :
| A thoufand Lambs of golden Light 5

Hung high, in vaulted Azure, charm my Sight,

And wink and beckon with their amorous Fires,

O ye fair Glories of my heavenly Home,

Bright Centinels who guard my Father’s Court,
Where all the happy Minds refort,
When will my Father’s Chariot come ?
Muft ye for ever walk th Ethereal Round,
For ever fee the Mourner lie
An Exile of the Sky,
A Prifoner of the Groind 2
Defeend fome fhining Servants from on high,
Build me a hafty Tomb ;
A prafly Turf will raife my Head ;
‘Lhe neighbouring Lilies drefs my Bed ;
And fhed a cheap Perfume.
Here T put off the Chains of Death,
My Soul too long has worn:
Friends, T forbid one groaning Breath,
Oy Tear to wet my Urn ;
Rapbacd, behold me al] undreft,
Here gently lay this Fleth to reft:
"Then mount, and lead the Path unknown,
Swift I purfue thee, flaming Guide, on Pinions of my own:

Cafimiri |
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Caflimiri Epigramma 100.

In Sanctum Ardalionem qui ex. Mimo Chrifti-
anus faftus Martyrium paffus eft.

A R D A LTO facros deridet carmine Ritus,

Feflague non @gqui woce Theatra quatit,
Audiit Omnipotens 3 ¢ Nou oft opus, inguit, biulen
¢ & Fulmine ; tam facilem, Gratia, wince Firum.
be;'ﬂ:w'r';':?a Polas, & deferit ife Theatrum,

E tereti facrum volit in Enfe Capue.
¢ Sic, fic,inguit, abit noflre Comadia Fites

“ Terra valey Calum plande, Tyranne foris

Englithed.

On Saint Ardalio, who from 4 Stage-Player
became a Chriftian, and fuffered Martyrdom.

L :
A_R D AL I0 jeers, and in his Comick Strains
Y2°X The Myfteries of our bleeding Gop profanes
While-hisloud Lauvghter thalkes the painted Scenes,
IL :
Feaven heard, and firait around the fmoaking Throne
The kindling Lightning in thick Flafhes fhone,
And vengefitl Thunder murmur'd (o be gone,

i1, Mer.




162 LY RIC POEMS; Bookl

III.
Mercy food near, and with a {miling Brow
Calm'd theloud Thunder ; « There’s no need of you;
| ¢ Grace fhall defcend, and the weak Man {ubdue.
i EV.
| Grace leaves the Skies, and he the Stage forfakes,
He bows his Head down to the Martyring Ax,
I And as he bows, this gentle Farewel {peaks ;
i V.
i “ So goes the Comedy of Life away;
* Vain earth, adien ; Heaven will applaud to Day
s¢ Strike Courteous Tyrant, and conclude the Play-

Jb ob db JOb db Jb b db A

W ben the Proteflant Church at Montpelier wd!
demolifbed by the French King’s Order, the
Proteflants laid Stones up in their Burying-
place, whereon & Jefuit made 4 Latin Epi-
gram, :

Englifhed thus :

Hug'naz Church, once at Moxtpelier built,
Stood and proclaim'd their Madnefsand their Guilt |
Too long it flood beneath Heav'n's angry Frown, '
Woithy when rifing te be thunder’d down.
Leawss, atlaft, th’ Avenger of the Skies,
Commands, and level with the Ground it lies:
"The Stones difpers’d, their wretched offspring come,
Gather, and heap them on their Father's Tomb. :
Thus
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Thus the curs'd I:Ionfe. falls on the Builder's Head :
And tho’ beneath the Ground their Bones are laid, }
Yet the juft Vengeance fiill purfues the guilty Dead.

USSR IS USSR S St

The Anfwer by a French Protefiant.
Englifhed thus:

Chriffian Church once at Montpelier ftood,
And nobly fpoke the Builder's Zeal for Gom
It ftood the Envy of the fierce Dragoon,
But not deferv’d to be deftroy’d fo foon:
Yet Lewis, the wild Tyrant of the Ace,
Tears down the Walls, a Viftim to his Rage.
Young faithful Hands pile up the facred Stones
(Dear Monument I} o'cr their dead Fathers Bones
The Stones fhall move when the dead Fathers rife, .
Start up before the pale Deftroyer’s Eyes, E
And teftify his Madnefs to th’ avenging Skies.

EREE L e e P oy

Two bappy Rivals, Devotion and. the Mufe.

I.
W I L D as the Lightning, various as the Moon,
Roves my Pirdaric Sang

Here the glows like burning Noon
Gz In
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In fierceft Flames, and here fhe plays
:Gentle a5 Star-beams on the Midnight Seas ;
Now-in a {miling Angel’s Form,
Anon fhe rides upon the Storm,
Loud as the noify Thunder, -as 2 Deluge firong. |
Are my Thoughts and Wifhes free,
And know no Number nor Degree ?
- Such isthe Mufe: Lo fhe difdains
The Links and Chains;
_ Meafures and Rules of vulgar Strains,
And oer the Laws of Harmony a Soversign Queen fhe-
reigns : i
II.
If fhe roves Lo
By Streams or Groves
Tuning her Pleafures or her Pains,
My Paffion keeps her flill in Sight, |
My Paffion holds an equal Flight
Thro’ Love's, or Nature’s wide Campaigns. :
If with bold Attempt fhe fings |
Of the biggeft mortal Things,
"Tottering Thrones and Nations {lain ;
i Orbreaks the Fleets of warring Kings,
i : While Thunders roar
From Shore to Shore,
My Soul fits falt upon her Wings,
JAnd fweeps the crimfon Surge, or fcours the purple Plais ,
Still 1 attend her as fhe flies,
Round the broad Globe, and all beneath the Skies,
11,
But when from the Meridian Star |
Long Stecaks of Glory fhine,
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And Heaven invites her from afar,.
She takes the Hint flie knows the Sign,
The Mufe afcends her heavenly Carr,
And climbs the fteepy Path and means the Throne divine.
Then fhe leaves my flutt’ring Mind
Clogg'd with Clay, and unrefin'd,.
Lengths of Diftance far behind :
Virtae lags with heavy Wheel ;
Faith has Wings, but cannot rife,
Qannot rife, Swift andhigh
As the winged Numbers fly,
Ard faint Devoticn panting'lies
Half way th’ Ethereal Hill..
IVs
O why is Piety fo weak,
And yet the Mufe {o firong ?
When fha!l thefe hateful Fetters break
That have confin’d me long i
Inward a glowing Heat I feel;
A Spark of heav'nly Day;
But earthly. Vapours damp my Zeal,
And heavy Fleth drags me the downward Way.
Faint are the Efforts of my Will,
And mortal Paflion charms my Soul aftray.
Shine, thon fweet Hour of dear Releafe,
Shine from the Sky,
And call me high
To mingle with the Clioirs of Glory and of Blifad
Devotion there begins the Flight,
Awakes the Song, and guides the Way ;
There Love and Zeal divine and bright

G 3 Trace
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Trace outnew Regions in the World of Light,
And fcarce the boldeft Mufe can follow or cbey.
V.
P'm in a Dream, and fancy reigns, ‘
She fpreads her gay delufive Scenes ;
Oris the Vifion true ¢
Behold Relrgion on her Throne,
} In awful ftate defcending down.
it And her Dominions vaft and bright within my {pecious
i View.
She {miles, and with a courteous Hand
She beckons me away ;
I feel mine airy Powersioofe from the cumbrous Clay,
And with a joyful hafte obey
Religion’s high Command,
What Lengths and Heights and Deptlis anknown;
Eroad Fields with blooming Glory fown,
And Seas, and Skies, ‘and Stars her own,
In an anmeafur'd Sphere |
What Heavens of joy, and Light ferere,
W hich northe rolling Sun has feen,
Wherenor the foving Mufe has been
That greater Traveller !
VI,
A Jong Farewel to' all below,
Farewel to all that Senfe can fhow,
To golden Scenes, and flow’ry Fields,
Toall the Worlds that Fancy builds,
And all that Poets know. .
Now the fwift Tranfports 6f the Mind
Leave the Hattering Mufe behind,
A thoufand loofe Pindaric Plumes fly fcatt’ring down the
Wind,
Amongit
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Amongft the Clouds I Jofe my Breath,
The Rapture grows too firong:
he feeble Pow'rs that Nature gave
Faint and drop downivard to the Grave:;
‘Receive their Fall, thou Treafurer of Death';
I will no more demand my Tongue,
'Till the grofs Organ well refin'd
Can trace the boundlefs Flights of an unfeiter'd Mind,
And raile an equal Song.

ELEANEXRE B ALALARLALLL

The following Poems of this Book are pecus
liarly dedicated to Drving Love

T ke Hazard of loving tbe Creatures,

1:

W HERE E'ER my flatt’ring Paffions rove
' I find a lurking Snare ;
*Tis dangerous to letloofe our Love
Beneath th® Eternal Fair.
II.
Souls whom the Tye of Friendfhip binds,
And Parners of our Blood,
Seizea large Portion of our Minds,
And leave the lefs for Gop.

® Different Ages bave their different Airs and Fafbions of Writiegs
It wwas much eore the Fafbion of the Age, quben thefe Poents soere
SETUCIECen, JToeThe of Divike. Subjadu iv the Sryle sf SorLoMON's

Sawc rban it 13 at this Day, which will afford fome Apology for the
Wiiter, in his youngeft Years, 3

w

G ¢ 31T Na-
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III. '
Nature has foft but powerful Bands, |
And Reafon fhe controuls :
While Children with their little Hands I
Hang clofelt to our Souls.
IV,
Thoughtlefs they att th’ old Serpent’s Part ; : ,
‘What tempting Things they be ! '
Lorp, how they twine abont our Heart,
And draw it off from thee |
X
Our hafty Wills rufh blindly on
Where rifing Paffion rolls,
#ind thus we make our Fetters ftrong
To bind our flavifh Souls.
; VI.
Dear Sovereign, break thefc Fetters off,
And fet our Spirits free ;
Gob in himfelf is Blifs enough,
For we have all in Thee,

33522352885

Defiring 2o Jove CHR 18 T.

15
O M E, let melove: or isthy Mind
Harden'd to a Stone, or froze to Ice ?
I fee the blefled Fair One bend
And ftoop t* embrace me from the Skies !
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II.
0! ’tis 2 Thought would melt a Rock,
And make a Heart of Iron move,
That thofe fweet Lips, that heavenly Look,
Should feek and wifh a mortal Love !

III.

[ wasa Traitor doom'd to Fire,
Bound to fuftain Eternal Pains ;
He flew on Wings of ftrong Defire,
Affum’d my Guilt, and took my Chains.

IV,
Infinite Grace ! Almighty Charms !
Stand in Amaze, ve whirling Skies,
FES U § the Gop, with naked Arms,
Hangs on a Crofs of Love, and dies,

V.
Did Pity ever fteop {o low,
Drefs'd in Divinity and Blood ?
Was ever Rebel courted fo
In Groans of an expiring Gop ¥

VL
Again he lives ; and fpreads his Hands,
Hands that were nail’d totott'ring Smart ;
By thefe dear Wounds, {ays he ; and ftands
And prays to clafp me to his Heatt.

ViIL.
Sure T muft love ; or are my Ears

* 86l deaf, nor will my Paflion move ?

Then let me melt this Feart to Tears;
*I'his Hearsfhall yield to Death or Love.

55 The
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S35 303 506: 900 G¢- 40300 4B B
Tbe Heart grven away.

I

F there are Paffions in my Soul,
(And Paffions fure there be)
Now they are all at thy Controul,
My 7 E S US, all for Thee.
I1.
If Love, that pleafino Power, can reft
In Heartsfo hard as mine,
Come, gentle Saviour, to my Breaft,
For all my Love is thine.
IIT.
Let the gay World, with treacherous Art,
Allare my Eyes in vain :
I have convey'd away my Heart,
Ne'er to return again,
- IV.
I feel my warmeft Paffions dead
To all that Earth can boaft ;
This Soul of mine was never made
For Vanity and Duft,
N
Now I can fix my Thoughts above,
Amidft their flatt'ring Charms,
Till the dear Lorp thathath my Love
Shall call me to his Arme,
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VI.
So Gabriel, at his King’s Command,
From yon Celeftial Hill,
Walks downward toour worthlefs Land,
His Soul points upward fill,
VII.
He glides along by mortal Things,
Without a Thought of Love,
Fulfils his Tafk, and {preads-his Wings
To reach the Realms above:
BHESHHBIHHEIBEESFIDI IS ESEED
Meditation in.a Grove,
L. 7
WEET Mufe, defcend and blefs the Shade,
And blefs the Evening Grove ;
Bufinefs, and Noife, and Day are fled,
And every Care, but Love.
: 1.
But hence, ye wanton Young and Fair,
Mine is a purer Flame ;
Mo Philiis fhall infelt the Air,
With her unhallowed Name.
: IIL. s
FJESUS has all my Powers puﬁ:t,
My Hopes, my Fears, my Joys:
He, the dear Sovereizn of my Breaft,
Shall #ill command my Voice,
B
Some of the fiivelt Choirs above

Shall fiock around my Song,

With
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With Joy to hear the Name they love
Sound from a mortal Tongue.
V.
His Charms fhall make my Numbers flow,
And hold the falling Floods,
While Silence fits on every Bough,
And bends the lit'ning Woods,
VI.
Tl carve our Paflion on the Bark,
And every wounded Tree
Shall drop and bear fome myftic Mark
That ¥ ESU § dy'd for me,
VIIL:
‘The Swains fhall wonder when they read,
Inferib’d on all the Grove,
“That Heaven itfelf came down, and bled
T'o win a Mortal’s Love,

;500 605 50° 050w 0550 05500 205500 0550w e 500
The Fuaireft and the Only Belgved.

L

O N OU R to that diviner Ray
That firftallur'd my Eyes away
From every mortal Fair ;
Al the gay Things that held my Sight
Seem but the twinkling Sparks of Night,
And langnithing in doubtful Lighg
Dig ag the Morning-Star,




=
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II.
Whatever fpeaks the Godhead great,
And fit to be ader’d,
Whatever makes the Creature fweet,
And worthy of my Paffion, meet
Harmonious in my LorD.
A thoufand Graces ever rife
And bleom upon his Face 3
A thoufand Arrows from his Eyes
Shoot thro” my Heart with dear Surprizey
And guard around the Place.
IIL
All Natare's Art fhall never cure
The heavenly Pains I found,
And 'tis beyond all Beauty’s Power
To malke another Wound :
Farthly Beauties grow and fade;
Nature heals the Wounds fhe made,
But charms fo much divine
Hold 2 long Empire of the Hearts
What Heaven hasjoin’d fhall never part,
And 7 E § U § muft be mine.
Iv.
Tn vain the envious Shades of Night,
Or Flatteries of the Day
Would veil his Image from my Sight,
Or tempt my Soulaway ;
FESUSis all my waling Theme,
His lovely Form megts every Dream
And kiiows not to depart i

113

Tk
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The Paffion reigns
Thro' all my Veins,
And floating round the crimfon Stredm,
Still finds him at my Hearr.
Vi
Dwell there; for ever dwell, my Love;
Here I confine my Senle ;
Nor dare my wildeft Withes rove
Nor flir a Thought from thence,
Amidft thy Glories and thy Grace
Let all my Remnant-Minutes pals ;
Grant, thou Everrastiye Fair,
Grant my Soul a Manfion there :
My Soul afpiresto fee thy Face
Tho’ Life fhou'd for the Vifion pay ;
So Rivers ran to meet the Sea,
And lofe their Nature in th’ Embrace,
VI,
Thou artmy Ocean, thoumy Gop 3
In Thee the Paffions of the Mind
With Joys and Freedom unconfin’d
Exult, and fpread their Powers abroad,
Not all the glittering Things on high
Can make my Heaven, if thou remove ;
1 thall be tir'd and long to die ;
Life is a Pain without thy Love ;
Who could ever bear to be
Curft with Immortaliey
Among the Stars, butdar from Thee 2
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Mutual Love fironger than Death.

I

O T the rich World of Minds above
Can pay the mighty Debt of Love
I owe to Curist my Gob ¢
With Pangs which none but he could feel
He brought my guilty Soul from Hell :
Not the firft Seraph’s Tongue can tell
The Value of his Blood,
1I.
Kindly he feiz'd mein his Arms,
From: the falfe World's pernicouis Charms
With Force divinely fweet.
Had T ten thoufand Lives my own,
At his Demand,
With chearful Hand,
T'd pay the Vital Treafure down
In hourly T'ributes at his Feet.
TI1.
But, Saviour, let metafte thy Grace
With every fleeting Breath }
And thro' that Heaven of Pleafure pafs
To the cold Arms of Death;
Then I could lofe fucceflive Souls
Falt as the Minutes fly 5
So Billgw after Billow rolls
To kifs the Shore, and dic. 3
The
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BN ENENEBIERS

Thoe Subflance of the following Copy, and many r
of the Lines were fent me by an eftcemed Friend,
Myr. W, Nokes,. with a Defire that I would
Jform theminto a Pindarte Ode 5 but I'retain’d
bis Meafuresy left I fbould too much alter bis
Jenfe.

A Sight of CHRIS T

N G EL S of Light, your Goo and King furround
With noble Songs ; in his exalted Flefh
He claims your Worfhip ; while his Saints on Earth,
Blefs their RenEeMER-Gop with humble Tongues, 1
Angels with lofty Honours crown his Head ;
We bowing at his Feet, by Faith, may feel
His diftant Influence, and confefs his Love.

Once I beheld his Face, when Beams divine.
Broke from his Eye lids, and unofual Light
Wrapt me at once in Glory and Surprize.
My joyful Heart high leaping in my Breaft
With Tranfport ery’d, Thisis the Curist of Gob;
Then threw my Arms around in fwect Embrace,
And clafp'd; and bow'd adering low, till I was loft in him,

While he appears, noother Charms can hold
Or draw my Soul, afham'dof former Things,
Which no Remembrance now deferve or Name,
Tho’ wish Conternpt ; beft in Oblivion hid.

But
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Butthe bright Shine and Prefence foon withdrew ;
I fought him whom I love, but found himnot ;
I felt his Abfence ; and with ftrongeft Cries
Proclaim’d, Where FESU S isnot, all is vain,
Whether I hold him with a full Delight,
Or feek him panting with extreme Defire,
*Tis he alone can pleafe my wond’ring Soul ;
T'o hold or feek him is my only Choice.
If he refrain on me to caft his Eye
Down from his Palace, nor my longing Soul
With upward Look can {py my deareft Lorp
Theo" his blue Pavement, I'll behold him fill
With fiveet Reflection on the paceful Crofs,
All in his Blood and Anguifh groaning deep,
Gafping and dying there
This Sight T ne'er can lofe, byitI live:
A quick'ning Virtue from his Death infpir'd
Is Life and Breath te me ; his Flefh my Food ;
His vital Blood I drink, and hence my Strength,

1 live, I'm firong, and now Eternal Life
Beats quick within my Breaft, my vigorous Mind
Spurns the dull Earth, and on her fiery Wings.
Reaches the Mount of Purpofes Divine,
Counfels of Peace betwixt th® Almighty Three:
Conceiv'd atonce, and fign’d without Debate,.
In perfeét Union of th’ Eternal Mind.
With vaft Amaze I {ee the unfathom’d Thoughts,
Infinite Schemes, and infinite Defigns
Of Gon's own Heart, in which heever refis.

Eternity
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Eternity lies open to my View:
Here the Beginning and the End of all
I ean difcover ; C HRIST the End of all,

And CH R IST the great Beginning ; he my Head,

My Gob, my Glory, and my Al in Al

O that the Day, the joyful Day were come
¥ 19 ¥ ’
When the firft 4fem from his ancient Daft
Crown'd with new Honours fhall revive, and fee

FE SU S his Son and Lord ; while fhoutir g Saiits

Surronnd their King, and Gop's Brernal Sou
Shines in the midft, but with fuperior Beams,
And like himfelf ;- then: the myfterions Word
Long hid behind the Letter thall appear

All Spirit and Life, and in the fulleft Light
Stand forth to publick View ; and there difclofe

His Father's facred Works;, and wondrous Ways :

Then Wifdom, Righteoufnefs and Grace divine,
Thro® all the infinite Tranfa@ions paft,
Inwrought and fhining, fhall with double Blaze
Strike our aftonifl’d Eyes, and ever reign
Admir'd and glorious in triumpharit Light.

Death, and the Tempter, and theMan of Sin
Now at the B'u arraign'd, in Judgment caft,
Shall vexthe Saints nomore : but perfeét Love
And loudefl Praifes perfet Joy create,

While-ever-circling Years maintain the blifsful State.

-
ot 3 AT
.!,3;':;*‘?%..;.
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Love on a Crofs, and a Thirone.

Is
O W let my Faith grow Ttrong, and rife,
And view my Lorp in all his Love ;
Took back to hear his dying Cries,
Then mount and fee his Throne above.
11,
See where he languifh'd on the Crofs ;
Beneath my Sini he groan'd and dy'd;
See where he fits to plead my Caule
By his .&1m¥ghty Father's Side.
T1T.
Tf I behold his bleeding Heart,
There Love in Floods of Sorrow reigns
He winmphs o'er the killing Smart,
And buys my Pleafure with his Pains,
=P
Or if I elimb th* Eternal Hills
Where the dear Conqueror fits enthron'd,
Sl in his Heart Compaffion dwells,
Near the Memorials of his Wound.
V.
How fhall a pardon’d Rebel fhow
How much I love my dying Gop ?
Lonp, here I banifh every Foe,

I hate the Sins that coft thy Blood.
VLI
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VI
I hiold no more Commerce with Hell,
My deareft Lufts thall all depart ;
Butlet thine Image ever dwell
Stamptas a Seal upon my Heart:

QR QPQO QR QPR A RO
4 Preparatory Tbought for the Lord s-Supper.
In Imitation of L. lxiil. 1, 25 3.

I
V H AT heavenly Max, orlovely Gop,
Comes marching downward from the Skies,
Array’d in Garments roll’d in Blood,
With Joy and Pity in fiis Eyes ¥
1I.
The Lorp | the Saviour | yes, 'tis he;
T know him by the Smiles he wears ;.
Dear glorious Maw that dy’d for me,.
Drench'd deep in Agonies and Tears '
III.
Lo, hereveals his fhining Breaft ;
T own thofe Wounds,.and I adore:
Lo, he prepares a royal Feaft,
Sweet Fruit of the fharp Pangs he bore I
IV,
Whence flow thefe Favours fo divine |
Lorn! why fo lavith of thy Blood ¥
Why for fuch Earthly Souls as mine,
"This heav'nly Fleth, this facred Food ?
: ¥. "Tias
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V.
*T'was his own Love that made him bleed,
Z'hat nail’'d him to the curfed Tree;
' Twas his own Love this Table {pread
For fuch unworthy Worms as we.

VL.

Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lorn:
With glad Confent our Lips fhall move
And fweet Hyfannas crown the Board,

RN EANFEENLLLNA XA
Converfe with CHR 15 T,

L

"M tir'd with Vifits, Modes, and Forms,
And Flatteries paid to Fellow-Worms ;
Their Converfation cloys ;
Their vain Amours, and empty Stoff:
But I canne'er enjoy enough
Of thy beft Company, my Lorp, thou Life of all my Joys.
IT.
When he begins to tell his Love,
Through every Veinmy Paflions move,
The Captives of his "Tongue :
In midnight Shades, on frofty Ground,
I could attend the pleafing Sound,
Nor thould T feel December cold, nor think the Darknefs
long.
III.
There, while I hear my Saviour-Gop

Count o'er the Sins {a heavy Load) 5
- =
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He bore upon the Tree,
Inward I blufh with {ecretShame,

And, weep, and love, and blefs the Name {me.
That knew not Guilt nor Grief his own, but bare it all for
Iv.

Next he deferibes the Thorns he wors,
And talks his bloody Paflion o’er,
Till I am drown’d in Teears :
Yet with the Sympathetic Smart
There's a ftrange Joy beats round my Heart ; (bears,
The curfed Tree has Bleffings in't, my fweeteflt Balm it
V.

T hear the glorions Snfferer tell,

How on his Crofs he vanquifh’d Hell,
And all the Powers beneath :

Tranfported and infpir'd, my T'ongue

Attempts his Triomphs in 2 Song; (Death ?
How basthe Serpent lofl bis. Sting, and wwbere’s thy Vidtorys
V1.

But when hefhews his Hands and Heart,
With thofe dear Prints of dying Smart,

- Hefets my Soul on Fire :

Mot the beloved Febn could reft

With more Delight upon that Breaft, (Defire,
Nor Thomas pry into thofe Wounds with more intenfe
VIL

Kindly he opens me his Ear,
And bids me pour my Sorrow there,
And tell him all my Pains :
Thus while I eale my burden’d Heart,
In every Woe he bears a Part, {fuflains,
His Arms smbrace me, and his Hand my drooping Head

VIII. Ry

I
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VIIIL.
Fly from my Thoughts, all human Things,
And fporting Swains, and fighting Kings,
And Tales of wanton Love:
My Soul difdains that little Snare
The Tangles of Aniira’s Hair;
Thine Arms, my Gop, are fiveeter Bands, nor can my
Heart remove. :

FHEFFFHHFFPREESHSFISDFTHEDTHTH

Grace _}va}u}ﬁga and Naturé .:zfm:'ﬂg.
Sol, Song i. 3, &ii, 5.8 vi. 5.

L

E L L me; fairelt of thy Kind,
Tell me Sueenerp, all divine,
Where this fainting Head reclin’d
May relieve fuch Cares as mine :
SuepHERD, lead me to thy Grove ;
If burning Noon infeét the Sky
The fick’ning Sheep to Covert fly,
The Sheep not half fo faint as I,
Thus overcome with Love.
1L
$ay, thou dear, Soverzicn of my Breaf,
Where doft thou lead thy Flocl to reft :
Why thould I appear like one
Wild and wandring all alone,
Unbeloved and unknown ?
O my Great RepeemER, fay,

Shall I'turn my Feet aftray |
Will
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Will ¥ESUS bear to {ee me rove,
To fee me {eelcanother Love
III.
Neter had Idenown his deareft Name,
Ne'er had I felt his inwasd Flame,
Had not his Heart-firings firlt began the tender Sound -
Nor can I bear the Thought, that He
Shou'd leave the Sky,
Shou’d bleed and die,
‘Should love a Wretch fo vile as me
Without Returns of Paflion for his dying Wound.
1V

His Eyes are Glory mix'd with Grace ;
In his Delightful awful Face
Sits Majeity and Gentlenefs.
o tender is my bleeding Heart
That with @ Frown hekills 3
His Abfence: is:perpetual Smart,
Nor is my Soul refin'd enough
To hear the Beaming of his Love,
And feel hiswarmer Smiles.
Where fhall [ reft this drooping Head ?
¥ Jove, I lovethe Sun, and yetl want the Shade.
¥ :
My finking Spirits feebly firive
T? endure the Extafy ;
* Beneath: thefe Rays I cannot live, v
And yet without them die.
None knows the Pleafure and the Pain
That all my inward Powers {uftain
But fuch as feel a Savionr’s Love, and Love the Gon
again,

VI. Ch
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VL
Oh why fhould Beauty heavenly bright
Stoop to charm ‘a Mortal’s Sight,
And torture with the fweet Excefs of Lighe?
Our Hearts, alas ! how frail their Make !
With their own Weight of Joy they break,
Oh why is Love fo ftrong, and Nature's {elf fo weak 2
VIL
Turn, turn away thine Eyes,
Afcend the Azaore Hills, and fhine
Amongft the happy Tenants of the Skies,
They can fuftain a Vifion {o divine.
Oturn thy lovely Glories from me,
The Joys are too intenfe, the Glories overcome me:
: VIII,
Dear Lorn, forgive my rath Complaint,
And love me fill
Againft my froward Will;
Unvail thy Beauties, tho’ T faint.
Send the great Herald from the Sky,
And at the Trampet’s awful Roar
This feeble State of Things thall fly,
And Pain and Pleafure mix no more :
Then fhall I gaze with firengthned Sight
On Glories infinitely bright,
My Heart fhall all be Love, my ¥ ES U § all Delighe,

Lowe
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Love to CHR 18T prefent or abfent.

1.

Fall the Joys we Mortals know,
FESUS, thy Love exceeds the reft;
J.ove, the beft Blefling here below,
And neareft Image of the bleft.
IL
Sweet are my Thoughts, and foft my Cares,
When the Celeftial Flame I feel ;
In all my Hopes, and all my Fears,
There’s fomething kind and pleafing fill,
Il
While I am held in his Embrace
There's not a Thopght attempts to rove;
Fach Smile he wears upon his Face
Fixes, and charms, and fires my Love.
1V.
He {peaks, and {trait immortal Joys
Run thro’ my Ears, and reach my Heatt ;
My Sonl all melts at that dear Voice,
AndPleafure fhoots thro® every Part.
V.
&f he withdraw a Moment's {pace, :
He leaves 2 fecred Pledge behind ; {
Here in this Brealt his Image {tays, ' '
The Grief and Comfort of wy Mind,
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VI.
Whie of his Abfence I complain,
And long, and weep as Lovers da,
There’s a firange Pleafure in the Pain,
And Tears have their own Sweetnefs too,

VII.
When round his Courts by Day I rove,
Or afk the Watchmen of the Night
For fome kind Tidings of my Love,
His very Name creates Delight.

VIIIL.
JESUS, my Gop; yet rather come 3
Mine Eyes would dwell upon thy Face’;
"Tis beft to fee my Loap at home,
And feel the Prefence of his Grace.

AHIEEIEEAEEET R RN EEE LN S
The Abfence of Cr R 15T,

I

C O M E, lead meto fome lofty Shade
Where Turtles moan "their Loves 3

Tall Shadows were for Lovers made :
And Grief becomes the Groves.

1T
"I'is no mean Beauty of the Ground

Thathas inflav’d mine Eyes ;
I faint beneath a nobler Wound,
Nor love below the Skies.

H 2 11, 7 E-
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' TiL
FESUS, the Spring of all that’s bright,
The Everlafting Fair,
Heaven's Ornament, and Heaven’s Delight,
Is my Eternal Care,
IV.
But, ah ! how far above this Grave
Does the bright Charmer dwell 2
‘Abfence, thoukeenelt Wound to Love,
That fharpelt Pain, 1 feel.
V.
Penfive I climb the facred H ills,
And near him yent my Woes 5
Vet his fiveet Face he fiill conceals,
Yet flill my Paffion grows-
Vi,

4 murmur to the hollow Vale,
T tell the Rocks my Flame,
And blefs the Eecho in her Cell

That beft repeats her Name.
VIL

My Paffion breathes perpetual Sighs,
"Till pitying Winds fhall hear,

And gently bear them up the Skies,
And gently wound his Ear,

Defiring bis Defeent 1o Earth.

17
a ESUS, T love, Come, deareft Name,

Come and poffefs this Feart of mine ;
I love
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I love, tho’ 'tis a fainter Flame,
And infinitely lefs thap thine.
IL.
O | if my Lorb would leave the Skies,
Dreft in the Rays of mildeft Grace,
My Soul fhould haften to my Eyes
'Fo meet the Pleafures of his Face.,
11T,
How would I fealt on all his Charms,
Then round his lovely Feet entwine !
Worfhip and love, in all their Forms,
Shouw'd honour Beaury fo'divine.
TV
In vain the Tempter’s flat'ring Tongaes,
The World in vain fhould bid me move,
In vain; for I'thonld gaze folong
Till I were all transform’d to Love,.
__“.._ __,_._—-__—_ e
Then (mighty Gon) I'd fing and fay,
¢ What empty Names are Crowns and Kings !
“ Amonglt'em give thefe Worlds away,
* Thefe little defpicable Things.
VL
I would not afk to climb the Sfky,
Nor envy Angels their Abode,
- Thave a Heav’n as bright and high
Inthe bleft Vifion of my Gon.
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Afeending to bim in Heaven. i

L |
3 I § pure Delight, without Alloy, ]
FESUS, tohear thy Name,
My Spirit leaps with inward Joy,
I feel the facred Flame.
1I.
My Paflions hold a pleafing Reign,
While Love infpires nry Breaft,
Love, the divineft of the Train,
The Sovereign of the reft,
IIL
This is the Grace mudt live and fing,
When Faithand Fear thall ceafe,
Mult found from every joyful String
Thro’ the fiweet Groves of Blifs,
IV.
1.ct Life immortal feize my Clay ;
Let Love refine my Blood ;
Her Flames can bear my Soul away,
Can bring me near my Goa.
V.
Swift I afcend the heavenly Place, : L
And haften to my Home, .
1leap to meet thy kind Embrace, |
Icome, OLozp, 1 come. |
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VI
ik down, ye feparating Hills,
Let Guilt and Death remove,
“Tis Love that drives my Chariot-Wheels,
And Death muft yield to Love.

The Prefence.of Gob worth dying for :
Or, The Death of Mofes.

x
4

O R D, 'tis an infinite Delight
L To fee thy lovely Face,
To dwell whole Ages in thy Sight,
And feel thy vital Rays,
I
This Gabriel knows; and fings thy Name’
With Rapture on his Tongue ;
Ma/fes the Saintenjoys the {fame,
And Heaven repeats the Song.
IIL
While the bright Nation founds thy Praife
From each eternal Hill,
Sweet Odours of exhaling Grace
The happy Region fill.
IV.
Thy Love, a Sea without a Shore,
Spreads Life and Joy abroad :
O ’tis a Heaven worth dying for
i To fee a-fmiling Gop !

| H 4 V. &ewi
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v
Shew me thy Face, and I'll away
From all inferior Things ;
Speak, Lord, andhere I quit my Clay,
And ftretch my airy Wings.
VI
Sweet was the Journey to the Sky
The wondrous Prophet try’d ;
Climb Up the Mouns, fays Gob, and dit ;
The Prophet climb'd and dy’d.
VIE
Softly his fainting Head he lay
Upon his Maker’s Breaft,
His Maker kifs'd his Soul away, i
And lzid his Flefh to reft. I
NIIL. |
In Gon’s own Arms he left the Breath |
That Gon’s.own Spirit gave ;
His was the nobleft Road to Death,
And his the fweetelt Grave,

dta do Jb Jb Jb I Ib
Eonging for L'r.r: Return.

I

O TW A S amournful parting Day !
Farewel, my Spoufe, he faid ;

(How tedious, Lorp, isthy Delay !
How long my Love hath f{aid !)

1L Farexvel !
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=111
Farezel; at once he left the Ground,
And climb’d his: Father's Sky :
Lorp, Iwould tempt thy Chariot down,

Or leap to thee on high,
IIE

Round the Creation wild T'rove,
And fearch the Globe in vain
There’s nothing here that's worth my Love
Till thou return again.
v,
My Paffions fly to feek their Kinc,
And {end their Groans abroad,
Tley beat the Air with heavy Wing,
And mourn an abfent Gop.
V.
With inward Pain my Heart- firings found,
My Soul diffolves away; =
Dear Soversion, ‘whirl the Seafons round,
And bring the promis’d Day.

&EB5522552228835228
Hope in Darknefs.

t6pq
I 4

E T, Gracious Gob,
Yetwi'l I feck thy finiling Face ;
What tho” a fhort Eclipie his Beanties fhrowd
And barthe Influence of his R: ays,
s but a Morning V apour, or a Summer-Clond +

H s He
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He is my Sun tho’ he refufe to {hine,

Tho’ for a Moment he depait
I dwell for ever on his Heart,
For ever he on mine.
Early before the Light arife

Tl {pring a Thought away'te Goo ;
The Paflion of my Heart and Eyes
Shall fhout a thoufand Groans and Sighs,
A thonfand Glances firike the Skies,
The Floor of his Abode.
1.
Dear Sovereiay, hear thy Servant pray,
Bend the blue Heavens, Eternal King,
Downward thy chearful Graces bring ;
Or fhall I'breathe in vain and pant my Hours away ?
Break, glorious BricHTNESS, thro’ the gloomy Veil,
Look how the Armies of: Defpair
Aloft their {ooty Banners rear
Round my poor captive Soul, and dare
Pronounce me Prifoner of Hell.
But Thou, my Sux, and Thou, my SHIELD,
Wilt fave me inthe bloody Field
Break, glorious BricuTxiss, fhoot one glimm'sing Ray,
One Glance of thine createsa Day,
And drives the Troops of Hell away.,
111
Happy the Times, but ah ! the Times are gone
When wond'rous Power and radiant Grace
Round the tall Arches of the Temple thone,
And mingled their viftorious Rays ;
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Sin, with all its ghaftly Train,
Fled to the Deeps of Death again,
And {miling Triumph faton every Face :
Our Spirits raptur'd with the Sight
Were all Devotion, all Delight,
And loud Hofannas founded the Redeemer’s Praife;:
Here could I fay,
{And point the Place whereon I ftood)
Here I enjoy’d a Vifit half the Day
From my defcending God :
1 was regal’d with heavenly Fare,
With Fruit and Manna from above ;
Divinely fweet the Bleflings were
While mine Emanue! was there : -
And o'er my Head
The Congueror fpread-
The Banner of his Love.
Iv. :
Then why my Heart furik down fo low ?
Why do my Eyes diffolve and flow,
And hopele{s Nature mourn ?
Review, my Soul, thofe pleafing Days,
Read his unalterable Grace
Thro' the Difpleafure of his Face,
And waita kind Retarn,
A Father's Love may raile a Frown
To chide the Child, or prove the Som,
Bur Love will neer deftroy ;
The Hourof Darlenefs is but thore,
Faith be thy Life, and Patience thy Suppo:f,"
The Morning brings the Joy.

Come,
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Comey Lord JES U S.

N i e X "

212
W HE N fhall thy lovely Face he feen ?
When fhall our Eyes behold our Gob ?
What Lengths of Diltancelie between,
And Hills of Guilt ? a heavy Load !
II.
Our Months are Ages of Delay,
And flowly every Minute wears : ;
Fly, winged Time, and roll away H
Thefe tedious Rounds of fluggifh Years. i
III. '
Ye heavenly Gates, loofe all your Chaine,
Let the eternal Pillars bow ;
Blekt Saviour, cleave the flarry Plains,
And make the Cryftal Mountains flow.
IV.
Hark, how thy Saints unite their Cries,
And pray and wait the general Doom ;
Come, Thou, TrE, Sovr oF ALL oUR Joxs,
Thou, Tur DestrE or NaTioxs, come,
M
Pat thy bright Robes of Triamph on,
Aund blefs our Eyes, and blefs our Ears,
Thou abfent Love, thou dear Uxxzows,
Thou FAIREST OF TEN THOUsAND Fairs,

TR RTR —.

£
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¥VI. Our
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VI
Our Heart-ftrings groan with deep Complaint,
Our Flefh lies panting, Lonb, forthee,
And every Limb, and every Joint,

¢ Stretches for Immortality.

; Vil
Our Spirits fhake their eager Wings,
And burn to meet thy flying Throne ;
We rife away from mortal Things
T” attend thy fhining Chariot down,
VIIE
Now let our chearful Fyes furvey
The blazing Earth and melting Hills,
And {mile to fee the Lightnings play,
And fAafh along before thy Wheels.
IX,
O for a Shout of violent Joys
To join the Trumpet’s thund'ring Sound !
The Angel Herald fhiakes the Skies,
Awakes the Graves, and tears the Grouad.
X.
Ye flumb’ring Saints, a heavenly Hoft
Stands waiting at your gaping Tombs ;
Let every facred fleeping Duft
Leap into Life, for 7E 8 LS comes.
XI.
FESUS, the Gop of Might and Love,
New-monlds our Limbs of comb'rous: Clay ;
Quick as Seraphick-Flames we move,
Agtive and young, and fair as they.

XIL.

137

Our
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| O airy Feet with unknown Flight

' gwift as the Motions of Defire,

Run up the Hills of heavenly Light,

And leave the weltring World in Fire.

TRt R R i e e e e ke

o

et

Bewatling my own Tuconflancy.

L
[.OVE the Eorp; butak! how far
My Thouaghts from the dear Object are 4
This wanton Heart, how wide it roves | 4
And Fancy meets a thoufand Loves, K
1. |
If my Soul burn to feemy Gob,: !
I tread the Courts of his Abode,
But Troops of Rivals throng the Place
And tempt me off before his Face.
IIT.
Would I enjoy my Loxp alone,
I bidimy Paflions all be gone,
All but my Love ; and charge my Will
I T'o bar the Door and guard it fill.
Iv. i
Put Cares, or Trifles, make; orfind, |
gtill new Avenues to the Mind,
il I with Giief and Wondel fee,
Huge Croids betwixt the Lorp and me.

R
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V.
Oft ¥ am told the Mefe will prove
; A Friend to Piety-and Love ;
i Strait I begin fome facred Song,
And take my Saviour onmy Tongue:.
VI
Strangely I lofe his lovely Face,
‘T'o hold the empty Sounds in chafe ;
At beft the Chimes divide' my Hear,.
And the Mufe (Rares the larger part.

VII.
| Fal{e Confident! and falfer Breait !
: Fickle and fond of every Gueft :

Bach airy Image as it flies

| Here finds Admittance thra’ my ]Eyes.
h VIIL
This foolifh Heart can leave her Gop,
And Shadows tempt her Thoughts abroad ;.
How fhall T fix this wandring Mind ?
y' Or throw my Fetters on the Wind ¢

IX,
Look gently down, AvmicaTy GRace,
Prifon me round inthine Embrace;
Pity the Soul that would be thine,
And let thy Powermy Love confine.

X,

Say, when fhall thy bright Moment be
Thic T fhall live alone for Thee,
My Heare no foreign Lords adore,
And the wild Mufe prove falfe no more ?

Forjaten,

i
i
i
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SHEY 3§13 SRV SAEAN
Forfaken, yet Hoping.
I.

A PP Y the Hours, the golden Days,
When I could call my 7 E § U § mine,
And fir and view his miling Face, {
And melt in Pleafures all divine,
IL
Near to my Heart, withinmy Arms
He lay, till Sin defil’d my breaft,
Till broken Vows, and earthly Charms,
Tird and provok'd my heavenly Gueft.
L
And now He’s gore, (O mighty Woe )
Gene from my Soul, and hides his Love |
Curfeon you, Sins, that griev'd him fo, !
Ye Sins, thatforc’dhim to remove. i
. V.
Break, break, my Heart; complain, my Tongue ; |
Hither, my Friends, your Sorrows bring : {
Angels, aflift my doleful Song, .
If you have ¢'er a mourning String. 5
V. '.
But, ah! your Joys are ever high,
Ever his lovely Face you fee ¢
While my poor Spirits pant and die,
And groan, for Thee, my Gop, for Thee.

e %



E o

Sacred to DEvoTion; &c, 141
VI
Yetlet my Hope look thro® my Tears,
And {py afar his rolling Throne ;
His Chariot thro the cleaving Spheres
Shall bring the bright Berovep down
VIL
Swift as a Roe flies o'er the Hills,
My Soul fprings out to meet him high,
Thenthe fair Conqueror turns his Wheels,
And climbs the Manfions of the Sky.
VIIL
There fmiling Joy for ever reigns
No more the Turtle leaves the Dove ;
Farewel to Jealoufics, and Pains,
And all the Illsof abfent Love.

el RSO e e e e el e

‘TheCoNcLUSTION,

G o b exalted above gl Praife.

E
TERN A L Power ! whofe high Abode
Becomes the Grandeur of a Gob ;
Infinite Length beyond the Bounds
Where Stars revolve their little Rounds.
I1.
The lowelt Step above thy Seat
Rifes too hizh for Gabriel's Feet, I
B
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In vainthe tall Arch-Angel tries
Toreach thine Height with wondring Eyes.
HI
Thy dazling Beauties whillt he fings. !
He hides his Face behind his Wings ;
And Ranks of fhining Thrones around
Fall worlhipping, and {pread the Ground:
IV
Lorp, what fhall Earth and Afhes do 2
We would adore our Maker too ;
From Sin and Dult to thee we ery,
The GreaT, the Hovy, awd tbe Hica |
A
Earth from afar has heard the Fame,
And Worms have learnt to lifp thy Name ;
But O, the Glories of thy Mind
Leave all our foaring Thoughts behind..
AL
Gop is in Heaven, and Men below :
Be fhort, our Tunes; our Words be few ;
A {acred Reverence checks onr Songs,
And Praiie fits filent on our T'ongues.

The End of the FirsT Booxk, '
Tibi filet Laus, O DE v s, Pfal. Ixv. 1.
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Commands our Love, and charms our Heart
t' abey,

Forgive the Nation's Groan when W ILLT A M dy'd :
Lo, atthy Feetin all the loyal Pride
Of blooming Joy, three happy Realms appear,
And B IL L1 4 B8's Urn almoft withouta Tear
Stands ; nor complains : while from' thy gracious Tongue
Peace flows in Silver Streams amidft the Throng.
Amazing Balm, thaton thofe Lips was found
‘Lo footh the Torment of that mortal Wound,

QU E E N of the Novekbern World whofe gentle Sway:

And
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And calm thewild Affright! The Terror dies;
The bleeding Wound cements, the Danger flies,
And Albion dhouts thine Honours as her Joys arife.

The German Eagle fecls her Guardian dead,
Mot her own Thunder can fecure her Head ;
Her trembling Eaglets haften from afar,

And Belgia’s Lion dreads the Galiick War :

All hide behind thy Shield. Remoter Lands
Whofe Liveslay wufted in Nafiwizn Hands
Transfer their Souls, and live ; fecare they play
In thy mild Rays, and love the growing Day.

Thy beamy Wing at once defends’ and warms
Fainting Religion, whilft in varioas Forms
FairPiety fhines thro” the Brizib Hles
Here at thy Side, and in thy kindeft Smiles *
Blazing in-ornamental Gold-the-ftands;

. To blefs thy Councils, and affilt thy Hands,
‘And rowds wait round her to receive: Commands.
There at a humble Diftance from the Throne +
Beauteous (he lies ; her Luftre all her own,
Ungarniflid ; yet not bluthing, nor afraid,

Nor knows Sufpicien, nor affeéts the Shade :
Chearful and pleas’d fhe net prefumes to fhare

In thy Parental Gifts, but owns thy Guardian Care,

For thee, dear Sovereign, endlefs Vows arile,
And Zeal with earthly Wing falutes the Skies
Ta_ gain thy Safety: Here a folemn Form *

OFf ancient Words Keeps the Devotion warm,

® The gﬁaéf{,ﬁ)'n’ Clurch of England,
+ Tbe Protejtant Diffenters,

And
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And guides, but bounds our Witfhes = There the Mind §
Feels its own Fire, and kindles unconfin'd
With bolder hopes:: Yer fiill beyond our Vows
Thy lovely Glories rife, thy fpreading Terror srows,

Paiwcess, the World already owns thy Name :

Go, mount the Chariot of immortal Fame,

Nor dieto be renown'd : Fame's loudeft Breath
Toodear is purchas'd by an Angel's' Death.

The Vengeance of thy Rod, with general Joy,

Shall fcourze Rebellion and the Rival-Boy # ;

Thy founding Arms his Galiic Patron hears

And fpeeds his Flight ; not overtakes his Fears,

Till hard Defpair wring from the Tyrant’s Soul

The Iron Tearsout. Let thy Frown controal

Our angry Jars at home, till Wrath fubmit

Her impious Banners to thy facred Feet.

Mad Zeal, and Frenzy, with their murderous Train, -
Flee thefe fiveet Realms in thine aufpicious Reign, }
Envy expirein Rage, and Treafon bite the Chain.

Let no black Scenes affright fair dlbion’s Stage s
Thy Thread of Life prolong our golden Age,
Leng blefs the Earth, and late afcend thy Throne
Ethereal ; (not thy Deeds dre there unknown,
Nor there unfung; for by thineawful Hands
Heaven rules the Waves, and Thunders o'er the Lands,
Creates inferior Kingst,and gives'em their Commands.)

§ ke Proteftant Differters.
® The Pretender,

1 She made Charies the Emperor’ s!’en:nd Son King of Spain, who
iz now Emperor of Gtr"m}'

Legions
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Legions attend thee at'the radiant-Gates ;
For thee thy Sifter-Seraph, bleft M 4 R I 4, waits, [

But oh ! the parting Stroke ! fome heavenly Power
Chear thy fad Britons in the gloomy Hours
Some new propitious Star appear on high
The faitelt Glory of the IFefern Sky,
And 4NN A be its Name ; with gentle Sway
To check the Planets of malignant Ray,
Sooth the Rude Norsh Wind, and the rugged Bear, !
Lalm rifing Wars, heal the contagious Air, !
And reign with peaceful Influence to the SeuthernSphere.

Wote, This Poem cvas qoritten | the Tear 1703, in fthat barcu ble
Puarr of the Reipn ol our fate QUEER, apben (e bad broke 15l
Pozverar Blenheim, affé ted the right of UnAnLEs the prefent B
yorota the:Crongn of Spain, cxerted ber Zeal fir (b Pro nt 5
fion, .and promifed inviolably to- maiatain the Toleration o il
tefrant Diffenters. Thus fhe sppear’d tbe chicf Suppert of the Redor-
mmation, andtbe Patronels of the Libe g

The Dutrer Part of ber Reign svatef &
7o means arcended noinh the Aconiplyfbment of farnas Fopes Tubich
e bad conceived..  Nowwthe Mufp cannztjatiyfy berfelfi o publiff this |
neen Edition noitbout ackavpltdeing the Mhfiateof Ber former Prefagers
and Tubile fbe does the World thes Fuftice, fhedoes berfeif the Hovew af= |
a woluntary Retralfation.

Auvgoflt 1. 1721

Pels  olaatroin i in Wate e W o R SRl I el S

Pl N Q=D

R IT O NS, forgivethe forward Mufe
That dar'd Prophetic Seals to loofe,
(Unikill'd.in Fate’s Eternal Bools,)
And the deep Characters miftook.

GEORGE
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G EORGEis the Name, that glorious Star ;

¥e faw his Splendors beaming far;

Saw in the Eaff your Joys arife,

When AN N 4 funk in #%efrn Skies,

Streaking the Heavens with Crimfon Gleom,

Emblems of Tyranny and Rome, }

Pertending Blood and Night to come,

"Twas G £ O R G E diffus’d avital Ray,

And gave the dying Nations Day ;

His Influence fooths the Rufian Bear,

Calm rifing Wars, and heals the Air ;

Join’d with the Sun his Beams are hurl’d

‘T'o {catter Bleflings round.the World,

Fulfil whate'er the Mufe has {poke,

And crown the work that 4 NN E forlook.
Aug, 1. 17210

Sttt ettt et
=)

FOHN L OCKE,Ef;
Retir’d from Bufinefs.

L

NGE LS are made of Hcavcn'[y Things,
And Light and Love our Souls compofe,
Their Blifs within their Bofom {prings,
Within their Bofom Hows.
But narrow Minds #ill make Pretence
To fearch the Coafts of Flell and Senfe,
And fetch diviner Pleafures thence,

Men
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Iien are akin to Ethereal Forms,
But they belye their nabler Birth,
Debafi: their Honour down to Earth,
And claim g fhare with Worms.
IIL.
He that has Treafures of his own
May leave the Coutage orthe Throne,
May quitthe Globe, and dwell alone
Within his fpacious Mind.
1. 0 C K E hath a Soul wide as the Sea,
Calm as the Nizht, bright a5 the Day,
There may his valt Ideas play,
Nor feel a Thought confin'd.

T SRR R i e gl S S
T O

YOHN § HUZ{ E, Elg;,
Now Lord BARRINGTO N)

On Mr. LOCK E's dangerous Stckue/s, [fome
time after be badretir'd 1o ffudy the Scriptures.
j’n‘m‘, 1708
1.

N D muft the Man of wondrous Mind
A_ (Now his rich Thoughts are jult refin’d)
Forfake our longing Eyes?
Reafon atlength fubmits to wear
The Wings-of Faith ; and lo, they rear
Her Chariot high, and nobly bear
Her Prophet to the Skies,

1. Go,
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T3
Go, Friend, and wait the Prophet’s Flight,
Watch if his Mantle chance to light,
And feize it for thy ewn ;
S HUTE is the darling of his Years,
Young § HUT E his better Likenels bears ;
All but his Wrinkles and his Hairs
Are copy'd in his Son,
: 1L
Thus when our Follies, or our Faults,
Call for the Pity of thy Thoughts,
Thy Pen fhall make us wife:
"The Sallies of whofe youthful Wit
Could pierce the Brivjfb Fogs: with Light,
Place our true * fuzerefl in our Sishe, -
And open half our Eyes.
¥ The Intereft of England, soritten by T 5. Efy;

AL T AL R L L ERENXR

T O
M. #ILLTIAM NOKES.
Friend/bip.
I 1702;

RIENDSHIP, thou Charmer of the Mind,
Thou fiveet deluding T,

The brighteft Minute Mortals find,

And tharpeft Hour we feel,

o T

Fate has divided all our Shares

Of Pleafure and of Pain 3 .. . Rt
I In
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in Love the Comforts and the Cares
Are mix'd and join’d again.

But whilt in Floods our Sorrow rolls;
And Drops of Joy are few,
This dear Delight of mingling Souls
Serves but to fiwell our Woe.
Iv.
Oh ! why fhould Blifs depart in hafte,
And Friendfhip ftay to moan ? |
Why the fond Paflion cling fo faft, '
When every Joy is gone? |
DN '
Vet never let ounr Hearts divide,
Nor Death diffolve the Chain: i

For Love and Joy were once ally'd,
And muft be join'd again. ‘
h

$088880800808828208388
T 0

NATHANIEL GOULD, E

e

_ N O W
Sir NATHANIEL GOULD.

L 1704+
? 1S not by Splendour, or by State,
Exalted Mien, or lofty Gait,
My Mufe takes meafure of a King:

e
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If Wealth, or Height, or Bulk will do,
She calls each Mountain of Peru
A more Majeftic Thing.
Frown on me, Friend, if e'er I boaft
Q’er Fellow-Minds enflav’d in Clay,
Or fivell when I fhall have engroft
A larger Heap of fhining Duft,
And wear a bigger Load of Earth than they:
Let the vain World falate me loud,
My Thoughts look inward, and forget
The founding Names of High and Grear,
The Flatteries of the Crowd.

I1.
When GOU LD commands his Ships to run
And fearch the Traflick of the Sea,
His Fleet o'ertakes the falling Day,
And bears the Weflern Mines away,
Or richer Spices from the rifing Sun :
While the glad Tenants of the Shore
Shout, and Pronounce him Senator *
Yer flill the Man's the fame-
For well the happy Merchant knows
The Soul with Treafure neyer ZIOWS,

Nor fwells with airy Fame,

ot His
But truft me, GOU L B, tis lawful Pride
To rife above the mean Controul
Of Fleth and Senfe, to which we'se ty'd ;
This is Ambition that beeomes a Soul,

® Member of Par{iament Jor & Pore i Suflex,

1z : We
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We fteer our Courfe up thro” the Skies ;
Farewel this barren Land :
fie ken the heavenly Shore with longing Eyes,
There the dedr Wealth of Spirits lies,
And beckoning Angels ftand.

R S U B

AT ;
Dl:, THOMAS GIBSON.
The Life of Sorels. ;

s
W IF T" as the Sun revolves the Day
We haften to the Dead,
Slaves to the Wind we puff away,
And to the Ground we tread :
T3 Air that lends ns Life, when firft
The vital Bellows heave: :
Our Fleth we borrow of the Duft:
And when a Mother's Care has nurft
The Babe to manly Size, we muft
With Ufury pay the Grave.
1.
Rich Juleps drawn from precious Oar
Still tend the dying Flame:
And Plants, and Roots, of barbarons Name,
Torn from the Hdian Shore..
Thus we {upport our tott'ring Fleth,
Our Cheeks refume the Role afrefh,
When Bark and Steel play well their Game
To fave our finking Breath,
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And G 1B 8§ ON, with his awful Power,
Refeues the poor precarious Honr
From the Demands of Death.
IIT.
Bat Art and Nature, Pow'rs and Charms,
And Drugs, and Recipe’s, and Forms,
¥ield us, avlaft, to greedy Worms
A defpicable Prey
T'd have'a Life to call m}; oW,
“Flhat fhall depend onHeaven alone ¢
Wer Air, norEarth, nor Sea
Mix their bale Effences with mine,
Nor claim Dominion {fo Divine
. To give me Leave to Be,
IV.
Sure there’s a Mind within, that reigng
O'er the dull Current of my Veinss
I feel the inward Pulfe beat high:
With vig'rous Immortality.
Let Earth refume the Fleth it gave,
And Breath diffolve amongft the Winds ;
G IB SO N, the Things that fear a Grave,
That I can lofe, or you can fave, e
Are not akin to Minds. s
We claim Acquaintance with the Skies,. B
Upward our Spirits hourly rife, T s
And there our Thoughts employ: >t :
When Heaven fhall fign our grand Releafe,-
We are no Strangers to the Place,
"The Bufinefs, or the Joy.

5]
-
L
(¥

Taa. Falle
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FEEELL825858

Falfe Greatnefs.

L
M}’L O, forbear to call him bleft
That only boafts a large Eftate,
Should all the Treafures of the Weft
Meet, and confpire to make him Great.
X know thy better Thoughts, T know
Thy Reafon can’t defeend fo low.
Let a broad Stream with golden Sands
Thro’ all his Meadows roll,
He's but a Wretch, with all his Lands,
That wears a narrow Scul,
II.
He fiells amidit his wealthy Store,
And proudly poizing what be weighs,
In his own Scale he fondly lays
Huge Heaps of (hining Oar.
He fpreads the Balance wide to hold
His Manors and his Farms,
And cheats the Beam with Loads of Gold
He hugs between his Arms.
So might the Plough-Boy elimb aTree,
When Cygﬁ;;'mqunts his Throne,
And both ftand up, and fmile to fee
How long their Shadow’s grown.
Alas! how vain their Fancies be
To-think that Shape theirown !

. Thus
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1048
Thus mingled fill with VWealth and State,
Crefus himfelf can never know
His trae Dimenfions and his Weight
Are far inferior to their Show.
Were I fo tall to reach the Pole,
Or grafp the Occan with my Span,
T muoft be meafur'd by my Soul :
The Mind’s the Standard of the Man,

:ﬁﬁt?.dtb Jo o Jo Jo db JBX
T O
S A RIS S 4
An EPISTLE.

EAR up, S4RISE 4, thro’ the rufiling Storms
Of a vain vexing World : Tread down the Cares
Thefe ragged Thorns that lie acrofs the Road,
Nor fpend a Tear upon them. Truft the Mufe,
She fings experienc'd Trath : This briny Dew,
This Rain of Eyes will make the Briars grow:
We travel thro® a Defart, and our Feet
Have meafur'd a fair Space, have left behind
A thoufand Dangers, and a thoufand Snares
Well feap'd.  Adieu, ye Horrors of the Dark,
Ye finifh'd Liabours, and ye tedious Teils
Of Days and Hours : ‘The Twinge of real Smart,-
And.the falfe Terrors-of ill boding Dreams

Ly Vanith
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Vanith together, be alike forgot,
For ever blended in one common Grave,

Farewel, ye waxing and ye waning Moons,
That we have watch'd behind the fiying Clouds
On Night's dark Hill, or fetting or 1ﬁcerlding,
Or in Meridian Height : Then Silence reign'd
Oer half the World ; then ye beheld our Tears, |
Ye witnefs'd our Complaints, our Kindred Groans,

{Sad Harmony ! } while with your beamy Horns |
Or richer Orb ye filver'd o'er the Green

Where trod our Feet, and lent a fecble Light

To Mourners.  Now ye have fulfil'd your Round,

‘Thele Hours are fled, farewel. . Months that are gong

Arc gone for ever, and have borne away

Each his own Load. Our Woes and Sorrows paf,
Mountainous Woes; flill-leflen as they fly

Far off. So Bil lw._ in a flormy Sea,

Wave after Wave {a long Succeffion) roll

Beyond the Ken of Sight = The Sailors {afe

Look far aftern till they have loft the Storm,

And fhout their boifterens Joys. A gentler Mufe

Sings thy dear Safety, and commands thy Cares

"T'o dark Oblivion ; bury’d deepin Night

Lofe them, § 4 RIS8 4, and aflift my Sonp., . '

Awake thy Voice; fing how the flender Line
Of Fate's immortal NO B divides the Paft
From all the Future, with eterna.l Bars
Forbidding a Return, The paft Temptations
No more fhall vex us; every Grief we feel
Shortens the deftin’d Number; every Pulle
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Beats a fharp Moment of the Pain away.

And the lafk Stroke will come. By fwift Degrees
Time fweeps us off, and we fhall foon arrive
AtLife's fweet Period © O Celeftial Point

That ends this mortal Story !

But if a Glimpfe of Light with flatt’ring Ray
Breaks thro® the Clouds of Life, or wand'ring Fire
Amidit the Shades invite your doubtful Feet,.
Peware the daneing Meteor; faithlels Guide,
That leads the lonefome Pilgrim wide altray
To Bogs, and Fens; and Pits; and certain Death!
Should vicious Pleafure take an Angel-Form

And at a Diftance rife, Ea;: {low Degrees,
Preachetous, to wind herfelfinto your Hear

Stand firm aloof’; nor lec the gaudy ilhc.ntam

Too long allure your Gaze: Thejuft Delight |
That Feaven indulpes lawful, muft cbey

Superior Pawers ; nor témpt your Thoughts too fas
Ti Slavery to Senfe, nor fwell your 'r'opv

To dang'rous Size: 1f it approach your Feet

And court. your Hand,. forbid th® mtrading Joy -
To fit tob near your Heart: Still may our Souls
Claim Kindred with the Skies, nor'mix with Dufk
Our better-born Affefions; leave the Globe

A Neft for Worms, and haften to our Home,

O there are Gardens of th’ immortal I&mi
That crown the heavenly ;
With Beauty and with Sweets 3 :no LI.'L; g Mifchief
Duwells in the Frait; per Seppent twines, the i;olagh: 3

Ig i The
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The Branches bend laden with Life and Blifs
Ripe for the Tafte, but 'tis a fteep Afcent :
Hold faft the * Golden Chain let down from Heav'n,
*Twill belp your Feet and Wings ; I feel its Force
Draw upwards ; faften'd to the Pearly Gate
Tt guides the Way unerring : Happy Clue
Thro' this dark Wild ! *Tiwas Wifdom’s nobleft Work,
All join'd by Power Divine, and every Link is Love.

® Tie Gofpel

B BT B o B o R B

TO
Mr. 9. BRADBURY.
Paradife.

= 1708,
OUNG as T amT quit the Stage,
Nor will I know th’ Applaufes of the Age ;
Farewel to growing Fame. 1 leave below
A Life not half worn out with Cares,
Or Agonies, or Years;
I leave my Country all in Tears,
But Heaven demands me upward, and I dare to go,
Amongft ye, Exiends, divide and {hare
The Remnant of my Days,
If ye have Patience, and can bear
A long Fatigue of Life; and drudge thro’ all the Race.

11, Hark,
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11,
Hark, my fairGuardian chides my ftay, .
And waves his Golden Rod :
“ Angel, I'come; lead onthe Way:
And now by fwift Degrees
I fail aloft thro™ Azure Seas,
Now tread the milley Road :
Farewel, ye Planets, in your Spheres ;
And as the Stars are loft, a brighter Sky appears,
In hafte for Paradife
I ftretch the Pinions of a bolder Thought ;
Scarce had I wiil'd, bur I was paft
Defarts of wacklefls Light and all th’ Ethereal Wafle,
And to the facred Borders bronght;
There on the Wing a Guard of Cherubs lies,
Each waves a keen Flame as he flies.
And well defends the Walls from Siepes and Surprize,
1T,
With pleafing Rev'rence T behold
The pearly Fortals wide unfold :
Enter, my Soul, and view th’ amazing Scenes ;
Sit falt upon the fiying Mufe,
And let thy roving Wonder loofe
Q'er all th* Empyreal Plains.
Noon ftands Eternal here: here may thy Sight
Drink in the Rays of primoseneal Light:
Here breathe Yinmoral Air -
Joy muft beat high in ev’ry Vein,
Pleafure thyo all thy Eclom reign 3
The Laws forbid the S:ranger) Pain,
And banith every Care,

IV. See
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1v. |

See how the bubbling Springs of Love |
Beneath the Throne arife ;

- The Streams in Cryftal Channels move, \

Around the Golden Streets they rove, ir

And blefs the Manfions of the upper Skies. i
There a fair Grove of Knowledge orows, |
Nor Sin nor Death infedts the Frait ; i
Young Life hangs frefh on all the Boughs,

And f{prings from ev’ry Root;
Here may thy greedy Senfes feaft

] While Extafy and Health attends on every Tafte.

i With the fair Profpect charm’d I ftood ;

Fearlefs I feed on the delicious Fare,

And drink profufe Salvation from the Silver Flood,

f Nor can Excels be there,

i V.

i In facred Order rang'd along

: Saints new-releas’d by Death

Join the bold Seraph’s warbling Breath,

And aid th’ Immortal Song.
Each has a Voice that tunes his Strings
To mighty Sounds, and mighty Things, ¥
Things of everlafting Weight, W
Sounds, like the fofter Viol, fweet,
And, like the Trampet, firong.

Divine Attention held my Soul,

i Iwas all Ear!

| Thro' all my Pow'rs the heavenly Accents roll,
Ilong'd and wilh'd my BRAD BURY there;
¢ Could he but hear thele Notes; Tfaid,

* His wuneful Soul wou'd never bear

A

T -
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¢ The dull unwinding of Life’s tedious Thread,
# But burft the vital Chords to reach the happy Dead.
VI,
And now my Tongue prepares to join
The Harmony, and with a noble Aim
Attempts th’ unutierable Name,
But faints, confounded by the Notes Divine :
Again my Soul th” unequal Honour {ought,
Again her utmoft Force (he brought,
And bow'd bericath the Barden of th™unwieldy Thou ght.
Thrice I eflay'd, and fainted thrice ;
Th' Immortal Labour ftrain’d my feeble Frame,
Broke the bright Vifion, and diffolv’d the Dream ;
I funk at once and loft the Skies :
In vain I {fought the Scenes of ‘Light
Rolling abroad my lenging Eyes,
For all around ’em ftood my Custains and' the Night.

PR e g ek AT 1SRl Bl St St
Siriét Religion very rave,

I
‘M borne aloft; and leave the Crowd,
I {ail- upon a Morning Cloud
Skirted with.dawning Gold :
Mine Eyes beneath the opening Day
Command the Globe with wide {urvey,
Wiere Ants in bufy Millions play,
And tug and heave the Mouid,
II.
¢« Are thefe the Things (my Paflion cry'd)
* That we call Men 2 Are thefe ally'd

¥ Pa
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¢ To the fair Worlds of Light?
“ T'hey have ras'd out their Maker's Name,
¢ Grav'n on their Minds with pointed Flame
# In Swrokes divinely bright,
11I.
« YWretches| they hate their native Skies;
“ If an Ethereal Thouzht arife;
¢ Or Spark of Virtue [hine,
#t With cruel Force they damp its Plumes,
“ Choke the young Firve with fenfual Fumes,
# With Bufinefs, Luft, or Wine.
IV,
st T.o! how they throny with panting Breath
<t The broad defcending Road
That leads unerring down to Death,
 Noir'mifs the dark Abode.
Thus while I drop a Tear or two
On the wild Herd, ‘a noble few
Dare to firay upward, and purfue
Th' unbeaten Way to Gon.
V.
1 meet Myrsiils mounting high,
1 know his candid Sonl afar;
Here Dorylus and Thysfis fily
Eachlike a rifing Star.
Charin I faw and Fidaa there.
1 faw them help each other’s Elight,
And blefs them as they go;
They foar beyond my my lab'ring Sight,
And leave there Loads of mortal Care,
Buot not their Love below.

P

-
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On Heav'n, their Home, they fix their Eyes,
" The Temple of their Gop :
With Morning Incenfe up they rife
Sublime, and thro' the lower Skick
Spread the Perfumes abroad.

VI.

Acrofs the Road a Seraph flew,
* Mark {faid he} that happy Pair,
 Marriage helps Devotion there ©
“ When Kmdred-Minds their Gop purlye
% They break with deuble Vigour thro’

 The dull incumbent Air.
Charm’d with the Pleafure and Surprize

My Soul adores and fings,
s Bleft be the Pow'r that fprings their Flight,
% That fireaks their Path with heavenly Light,
* That turns their Love to Sacrifice,

¢ And joins their Zeal for Wings.

£854223828885884828

T 0

Mr.C.and §. FLEET W OQOD,

I
LEETWOODS, young generous Pair,
Defpife the Joys that Fools purfuc ;
Bubbles are light and britle too,
Born of the Water and the Air,

Try'd
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Try'd by aStandard bold and juft

Honour and Gold and Paint and Duft; ,
Elow vile the lalt is and as vain the firlt? |

Things that the Crowd call great and brave,

With me how low their Value's brought ;-

Titles and Names, and Life and Breath,

Slaves to the Wind and born for Death ;

The Soul’s the only Thing we have

Worth an important Thouzht:

IT.
The Soul! 'tis of th' immartal Kind, |
Nor form'd of Fire, or Earth, or Wind, (hind.

Out.lives the mouldring Corps and Ieaves the Globe be-
In Limbs of Clay tho’ {he appears,

Array'd in-rofy Skin, and deck’d with Ears and Eyes,
The Flefh is but the Soul's Difguife,

There's nothing in her Frame kin o the Drefs fhe wears:
From all the Laws of Matter free,
From all we fecl, and ail we fee,

She flands eternally diftin@, and mujt for ever be.

111,
Rife then, my Thoughts on high,
Soar beyond all that's made to die;
Lo | on an awful Throne }
Sits the Greator and the Judpe of feuls, '
Whirling the Planets round the Poles,
Winds o‘}'our’T!;Ieads of Life, and brings our Periods on, !
Swift the Approach, and folemn s the Day,
When this immortal Mind.
Stript of the Body's coarle Array,
To endlefs Pain, or cnulms Joy, \

Muidt be at once canfign’d.
.‘ IV, Think [
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Think of the Sands ran-down to walte,
We pofiefs none of alithe Balt,
None bat the Prefent is. our own 3
Grace is- not plac'd within our Pewer,
*Tis but ane fhore, one fhining Hour,
Bright apd-declining as.a {etting Sun.
See the white ilinutes vi ng'd with bafte 3
The NOTW that fites may be the laft;
Scize the Salvation e'er 'tis paft,
Nor mourn the Bleff 1r'g gone
A Thouzht's Delay is Rain here,
A clofine Eye, a b"l’“'i Breath
Shuts up the golden Scene in Death, N
And drowns you in Delpair. s g

CRR e e B i TR e S etk b

T 0
WILLIAM BLACKBOURUN, Efg;
Cafimr. Lib. I¥, Od. 2. imitated.
Que tegit canas modo Bruma walles, &c.

¥
ARK how it fnows ! how faft the Valley'fills!
And the fiveer Groves the hoary Garment wear;
Yer the warm Sen-heams boundin ' from the Hills
Shail melt the Vale away, and the young Green appear.

IT. But
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1I. |
But when old Age has on your Temples fhed
Her Silver-Froft, there's no returning Sun;
Swift flies our Autumn, {wift our Summer’'s fled,
When Youth, and Love, and Spring, and golden Joys
are gone.

II1.
Then Cold, and Winter, and your aged Snow
Stick faft upon you; not the rieh Array;
: Not the green Garland, nor the rofy Bough
: Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy Grey:
| IV. '
i The Chafe of Pleafures is not worth the Pains,
While the bright Sands of Health run wafting down ;
And Honour calls you from the fofter Scenes,
'T'e [ell the gaudy Hour for Ages of Renown.

N
"Tis but one Youth, and fhort, that Mortals have,
And one old Age diffolves our feeble Frame ;
But there’s a heavenly Art t'elude the Grave,
And with the Hero-Race Immortal Kindred claim,

vI.
The Man that has his Country’s facred Tears
Bedewing his cold Hearfe, has liv'd his Day::
i Thus, BLACKBOUR N, we fhould leave cur Names
our Heirs s
©Old Time and waning Moons fiveep all the relt away.

Q%
GO
Tine
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True Monarchy.

1701}
HE rifing Year beheld ¢h’ imperious Gaul
Stretch his Dominion, whilea hundred Towny
Crouch'd to the Vidtor ; but a fteady Soul.
Stands firm on its own Bafe, and reigns as wide,
As abfolute s and {ways ten thoufand Slaves,
Lufts and wild Fancies with a fovereion Hand.

We are a little Kingdom ; but the Man
That chains his Rebel-Will to Reafon's Throne,
Forms it a large one, whilft his Royal' Mind
Malces Heaven its Council, from the Rolls above
Draws his own Statutes, and with Joy obeys.

*T'is not a Troop of well-appointed Guards
Create a Monarch, nota purple Robe
Dy'd in the People’s Blood ; not all the Crowns
Or dazzling Tiass that bend about the Head,
Tho' gilt with Sun-beams and fet round with Stars.
A Monarch He that conquers all his Fears,
And treads upon them ; when he ftands alone,
Makes his own Camp ; four Guardian Virtues wait
His nightly Slambers, and fecure his Dreams.
Now dawns the Light ; he ranges all his Thoughts
In fquare Battalions, bold to meet th' Attacks
Of Time and Chance, himfelf a num’rons Hoft,
All Eye, all Ear, all wakeful as the Day,

Firm as a Rock, and movelefs as the Centre.
In
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In vain the Harlot, Pleafure, fbreads her Charms, |
To Jull his ‘houghts in Luxa ¥'s faic Lap,
To fenfual Bafe, (the Bane of lirle Kings;
Monarchs whofe waxen Tmages of Sculs
Are moulded into {ofefs) Ml his Mind
Wears its own Shape, norcan the heavenly Form
Stoop to bemrodelld by the wild Decrees

Of the mad Vulpar, that unthinking Herd.

He lives above the Crowd, nor hears the Noife
OFf Wars and "Trimphs, ner -rcg;gas'da the-Shouts
Of popular Applaufe, that emvty Sound ;

Nor feels the Hying Arrows pfj;{.epr_u&:h,-
Or Spite or Envy, Iy himfelf fecure,

Wiifdom his Tower; and Conf{cience:is his Shieldy
His Peace all inward; and his Joys his own.

Now my Ambition fivells, my Wiihes foar,
This be my Kingdom ; fit above the Globe
My rifing Soul, and drefs thy {elf around
And fhine in-Virtae’s Armour; climb the Height
Of Wifdom's lofty Cafile, there refide
Safe from the fmiling and the frowning Wosld:

Yet once a Day drop down a gentle Look :
On the great Mole-hill, and with pitying Eye ;
Survey the bufy Emmets roand the Heap, i
Cronding and butling in a thoufand Forms '
Of Strife and Toil, to purchafe Wealth and Fame, |
A Bubble or a2 Duft: Then call thy Thoughts |
Up to thy (eIf to feed on Joys unknown, ]
Rich without Gold, and Great without Renown,



True Courage.

ONOUR demands my Song.  Forget the Ground,
My generons Mufe, and fit amongft the Stars|

‘There fing the Soul, that, confciousof her Birth,

Lives like a Native of the vital World,

Amongft thele dying Clods, and bears her State

Juft to herfelf: how nobly fhe maintains

Her Charatter, fiperior to the Flefh,

She wields her Paffions like her Limbs, and knows

The brutal Powers were only born tobey.

This is the Man whom Storms could never make
Meanly complain; nor can a flatt'ring Gale
Make him talk proudly: He hath no Defire
To read his fecret Fate ; yet unconcern’d
And calm could meet his unborn Defling,

In all its charming, or its frightful Shapes.

He that unfhrinking, and without a Groan,
Bears the firft Wound, may. finifh all the War
With meer courageous Silence, and come off
Conqueror: For the Man that well conceals
The heavy Strokes of Fate, he bears ‘em well.

He, tho' th' 4antic and the Midland Seas
With adverle Surges meet, and rife on high
Sufpended 'twixt the Winds, then rufh amain

Mingled
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Mingled with Flames, upon his fingle Head,
And Clouds, and Stars, and Thunder, firm he fands,
Secore of his beft Life ; unhurt, unmov'ds

And drops his lower Natare, born for Death.
Then from the lofty Caftle of his Mind

Sublime looks down, exulting, and furveys

The Ruins of Creation ; (Sexls alone

Are Huirs of dying Worlds ;) 2 piercing Glance
Shoots upwards from between his clofing Lids.
T'o reach his Birth-place, and witheut a Sigh
He bids his batter'd Flefh lie gently down
Amongf its native Rubbifhi ; whillt the Spirit
Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted Gueft
Of the third Heaven, thunruinable Sky.

L

B,

"Thither, when Fate has brought our willing Souls,
No matter whether *twas a fharp Difeale,
Or a fharp Sword that help'd the Travellers on,
And puih'd us to our Home, Bear up, my Friend,
Serenely, and break thro’ the ftormy Brine
With fteddy Prow ; know, we fhall once arrive
At the fair Haven of eternal Blifs;
To which we ever fteer ; whether as Kings
Of wide Command we've {pread the fpacious Sea
With a broad painted Fleet, or row'd along
In a thin Cock-boat with a little Qar,

There let my native Plank fhift me to Land
And I’ll be happy : Thus I'll leap afhore
Joyful and fearlefs on th’ Immortal Coatt,
Since all I leave is mortal, and it mufl be loft,

e e S S
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FHOSEERY SeS S AR

M. THOMAS ROWE,
The Direétor of my Youthful Studies,

Free Philofophy.
I

CUSTDM, that Tyrannefs of Fools,

That leads the Learned round the Schools,
In Magic Chains of Forms and Rules!

My Genius florms her Throne -
No more, ye Slaves, with Awe profound
Beat the dull Track, nordance the Round ;
Loofe Hands, and quit th’ inchanted Ground ;
Knowledge invites us each alone,

I

I hate thefe Shackles of the Mind

Forg'd by the haughty Wife ;
Souls were not born to be confin’d,
And led, like Sampfon, blind-and bound ;
But when his native Strength he found

He well avengd his Eyes.
I love thy gentle Iniluence, RO HE,
Thy gentle Influence like the Sun,
Only diffolves the frozen Snow,
Then bids our Thoughts like Rivers flow,
And chufe the Channels where they rum,

II1, Thoug!:m
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IIL.
Thoughts fhould be frec as Fire or Wind ;
The Pinions of ‘4 fingle Mind
Will thro® all Nature fly :
But who can drag up to the Poles
Long fetter'd Ranks of Leaden Souls ?
A Genius'which no Chain controuls
Roves with Delight, or deep, or high:
Swift I furvey the Globe around; 1
Dive to the Centre thro® the folid' Ground,
Or travel o'er the Sky.

To the Reverend

M. BENONI ROWE.

The Fay of the Multitude.

1.
[ O W E, if we make the Crowd our Guide
Thro' Life’s uncertain Road,

Mean is the Chafe ; and wandering wide

We mils th® immortal Good :
Vet if my Thoughts could be confin’'d
To follow any Leader-Mind,
I'd masl thy Steps, and fread the fame:
Dreft in thy Notions I'd appear
INot like a Soul of mortal Frame,

Nor with a valgar Air. l
: II. Men. |
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IL.
Men live at random and by Chance,
Bright Reafon never leads the Dance 3
Whilit in the broad and beaten Way
O'er Dales and Hills from Truth we ftray,
Ta Ruin we defcend, to Ruin we advance.
Wifdom retires ; fhe hates the Crowd,
And with a decent Scorn
Aloof fhe climbs her fteepy Seat,
Where nor the grave nor giddy Feet,
Of the learn'd Vulgar or the Rude,
Have ¢'er a Pafiage worn.
II1.
Meer Hazard firlt began the Tracls,
Where Cuftom leads her Thoufands blind
In willing Chains and ftrong ;
‘There’s fcarce ane bold, one noble Mind,
Dares tread the fatal Error back ;
But Hand in Hand our felves we bind
And drag the Age along.
Iv.
Mortals, a favage Herd, and loud
As Billows on a noify Flood
Inrapid Orderroll :
Ecemple makes the Mifchief good :
With jocund Heel we beat the Read,
Urheedful of the Goal
Me et ® Rhupiels friendly Wing
Snatch from the Crowd, and bear fublime

173

® Lihurielrs the Nameof an Angel in Milton's Paradife Lof,
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To Wifdom’s lofty Tower,
Thence to furvey thatwretched Thing,
Mankind ; and in exalted Rhime

Blefs the delivering Power.

EEFLLERBERFALERNLARN

To the Reverend

Mt. F0HN HOW E,
: 1 170k
R E AT Man, permit the Mufe to climb
And feat herat thy Feet,

Bid her attempt a Thought {ublime,

And confecrate her Wit.
I feel, I feel th® attradtive Force

Of thy {operior Soul :
My Chariot flies her upward Courfe,

The Wheels divinely roll.
Now let me chide the mean Affairs

And mighty Toil of Men :
How they grow grey in trifling Cares,
Or wafte the Motions of the Spheres

Upon Delights as vain !

I1.

A Puff of Honour fills the Mind,
And yellow Dultis folid Good ;
Thus like the Afs of favage Kind,
We fnuff the Breezes of the Wind,
Or fteal the Serpent’s Food.
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Could all the Choirs
That charm the Poles

But ftrike one doleful Sound,.

"T'would be employ’d to mourn our Sonls,

Souls that were fram'd of fprightly Fires
In Floods of Folly drown'd,

Soulsmade of Glory feek a Brutal Joy;

How they difclaim their heavenly Birth,
Melt their bright Subftancedown with drofy Earth,
And hate tobe refin’d from that impure Alloy,

i
Oft has thy Genius rous’d us hence
With elevated Song,
Bid us renounce this World of Senfe,
Bid us divide th’ Immortal Prize
With the Seraphic Throng :
* Knowledge and Love makes Spirits bleft,
¢ Knowledge their Food, and Love their Reft;
But Flefh, th' unmanageable Beaft,
Refifts the Pity of thine Eyes,

And Mufic of thy Tongue.

Then letthe Wormsof groveling Mind
Round the fhort Joys of earthy Kind

Inreftlefs Windings roam ;

HOWE hath an ample Orb of Soul,
Where fhining Worlds of Knowledge roll,
Where Lovethe Centre and the Pole

Compleats the Heaven at home,

550
g

Kz The




156 ~LTRIC POEMS, Bookll
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The Difappointment and Relief.

8
V ERTUE, permit my Fancy to impofe

Upon my better Pow'rs :
She cafts feet Fallacies'on half our Woes,
And gilds the gloomy Hours.
How could we bear this tedious Round
Of waning Moons, and rolling Years,
OFf faming Hopes, and chilling Fears,
If {where no {overeign Cure appears)
No Opiates could be found.
IL.
Love, the moft cordial Stream that flows,
Is a deceitful Good :
Young Doris who nor Guilt ner Danger knows,
On the green Margin fiood,
Pleas'd with the golden Bubbles as they rofe,
And with more golden Sands her Fancy pav'd the Flood
Then fond to be entirely bleft,
And tempted by 2 faithlefs Youth,
As void of Goodnels-as of Truth,
She plunges in with heedlefs Hafte, ;
And rears the nether Mud:
Darknefs and naufeous Dregs arife 1
O’er thy fair Current, Love, with large Supplies |
Of Pain to teize the'Heart, and Sorrow for the Eyes. '
The golden Blifs that charm’d her Sight
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Is dafh’d, and drown’d, and loft :
A Spark, or glimmering Streak at ‘moft,
Shines here and there, amidit the Night,
Amidft the tarbid Waves, and gives a faint Delight.
I
Recover'd from the fad Surprize,
Doris awalkes at lalt;
Grown by the Difappointment wife ;
And manages with Art th' unlucky Caft;
When the lowring Frown fhe fpies
On her haughty Tyrant's Brow,
With humble Love fhe meets his wrathfal Eyes,
And makes her Sovereign Beauty bow ;
Chearful fhe fmiles upon her grizly Form ;
So fhines the fetting Sun on adverfe Skies,
And paints a Rainbow on the Storm.
Anon fhe lets the {ullen Humour {pend,
And witha vertuous Book, or Friend,
Beguiles th’ uneafy Hours :
Well-colonring every Crofs fhe meets,
With Heart ferene [he {leeps and eats,
She fpreads her Board with fancy’d Sweets,
And firows her-Bed with Flow'rs.

@50e 05500 5500 fS0e DIS0m D500 DIl QNS0
The Hero's School of Morality.

I

HE RO N, amongit his Travels, found,
A broken Statue on the Ground ;
And fearching onward, as he went
He trac’d a ruin'd Monument.
K3 Mould,
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Mould, Mofs, and. Shades had overgrown
The Sculpture of the crumbling Stone,
Yet, e'er he palt; with much ado,

He guefy’d; and fpell'd out, Sci.rr.0.

* Enoogh, he cry'd ;-T'll drudge no more
In turning the dull Stsies o'er -

* Let Pedants wafte their. Hours of Eafe

“ Tofweat all Night at Socrater ;

“ And feed their Boys with Notes and Rules,
“ Thofe tediotis Recipe’s of Schools,

** To cure Ambition : I can learn

“ With greater Eafe the preat Concern,

“ Of Mortals; how we may defpife

# All the gay Thingsbelow the Skies,

“© Methinks a miouldring Pyramid
* Says all that the old Sages faid ;
¥ For me thefe fhatter'd Tombs contain
Maore Meorals than the Fatican,
# The Duft of Heroes caft abroad,
¢ And kick'd, and trampled in the Road,
* The Relicks of a'lofty Mind, }

"
=

Thatlately Wars and Crowns defign’'d,
* Taft for a Jelt from Wind to Wind,
Bid me be humble, and forbear g

-
-

T'all Monuments of Fame to rear,
¢ They are but Caftlesin the Air

* The tow’ring Heights, and frichtful Falls,
“ The ruin’d Heaps and Funerals, ]

¢ OF {moaking Kingdoms and their Kings,
* Tell me a thoufand mournful Things
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< In melancholy Silence
(13 He

That living could not bear to fee

An Equal, now lies torn and dead ;

* Here his pale Trunk, and there his Head;

¢ Great Pompey ! while T meditate,

¢ With folemn Hosror, thy fad Fate,

Thy Carcafs, {catter’d on the Shore

¢ Without 2 Name, inftrufts no more }
Than my whole Library before.

¢ Tie fill, my: Plusarch, then, and{leep,
And my good Sexeca may keep

Your Volumes clos'd for evertoo,

I have no further Ufe for you:

For when I feel my Virtue fail,

And my ambitious Thoughts prevail,
I'li take a Turn among the Tombs,
And fee whereto all Glory comes :
There the vile Foot of every Clown
Tramples the Sons of Honour dow.
Beppars with awful Afhes fport,

And tread the Cefars inthe Dirt,

£
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Freedom.
1667,
1.
T EMP T meno more. My Soul can ne'er comport
With the pay Slaveries of a Court:
I've an Averfion to thofe Charms,
And hug dear Liberty in both mine Arms,

K 4 Go,
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Go, Vaffa]-Soul;, g0, cringe and wait,
And dance Attendance at Himaric's Gate,
Then run in Troops before him to compofe his State ;
Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ftand ;
You're but the Shadows of a Man,
Bend when he fpeaks ; and kifs the Grognd :
Go, catch th' Impertinence of Sound »
Adore the Follies of the Great :
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the Idol frown’d
And drove them to their Fate,
II.
‘Thus bafe-born Minds @ butas for Me,
" T can and will be free :
Like a frong Mountain, or fome ftately Tree,
My Soul grows firm upright,
And as I ftand, and as 1 go,
Itkeeps my Body fo ;
No, Ican never part with my Creation Right,
Let Slaves and Afles foop and bow,
I cannot make this Iron Knee
Bend to a meaner Power than that which form'd it free.
; HI.
Thus my bold Harp profufely play’d
Pindarical; then ona branchy Shade
I hung my Harp aloft, my felf beneath it laid,
Nature that liften'd to my Strain,
Refum'd the Theme, and ated it again,
Sudden rofe a whirling Wind
Swelling like Housrio proud, |
Around the Straws and Feathers crowd, |
Types of a flavith Mind ; - "

Upwards
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Upwards the ftormy Forces rife,
The Duft flies up and climbs the Skies,
And as the Tempeit fell th® obedient Vapours funk :
Again it roars with bellowing Sound,
The meaner Plants that grew aronnd,
The Willow, and the Alp, trembled and kifs’d theGround =
Hard by ftood the Iron Trunk
OF an old Oak, and all the Storm defy’d ;
In vain the Winds their Forces try'd,
Tnvain they roar’d ; the Iron Oal
Bow’d only to the heavenly Thunder’s Stroke.

gt Jb 8o Jdo Jdo do Jb IF 06

On Myr. LOCKE's Anuotations uponfeveral
Parts of the New TEsTAMENT, left be-
bind bim at bis Death.

¥

H U S Reafon learns by flow Deprees,
What Faith reveals ; but ftill complains
OF Intelleétual Pains,
And Darknefs from the too exuberant Light.
The Blaze of thofe bright Myfteries
Pour’d all at ence on Nature's Eyes
Offend and cloud her feeble Sight,
IT.
Reafon could {earce fuitain to fee
'Th’ Almighy One, th' Eternal Three,
Or bearthe Infant Deity 5

Ks Searce
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Scarce could her Pride defcend to own
Her Maker ftdoping from his Throne,
. “And dreftin Glories fo unknown.
A ranfom’d World, ableeding Gop,
And Heav'n appeas'd with fowing Blood,
Were Themes'too painful to be underftidod.
HEe :
Faith, thon bright Cherub, fpeals, and fay
Did ever Mind of mertal Race
Colt thee more Toil, or larger Grace,
To melt and bend it to obey,
Twas hard to make {orich a Soul Submit;
And lay her{hining Honoursat thy fovereign Feet:
V.
Sifter of Fzith, fair Charity;
Shew me the wondrous Man on high,
Pell how he fees the Godhead Three in One;
The bricht Conviétion fills hiz Eye,
His nobleit Powers in deep Profiration lie
At the myfterious Throne: |
s« Forgive, he.cries, ye Saints below,
« The wav'ring and the cold Affent
* I gaveto Themes divinely true ;
“ Can you admit the Blefled to repent ?
¢ Freenal Darknefs vail the Lines .
¢ Of that unhappy Baok,
# Where glimmering Reafon with falfe Luftre {hines,
& VWhere the meer Mortal Pen miftook
« YWhat the Celeftial meant | -

Ser. Mr. Locke’s Annstations ot Rom.. iii, 24, and: Parapbr,¢,% o
Rom, . g.awbieh bas inclived feme Readers o denbt sobecber e bez
lievid
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freved the Deity and Satisfaifionof CarrsT, Therefore in fIaf_ﬂJu'rb
Stanza f fwwske Charivy, rbat oy S Help Doy find bim gt i Hea-
en, fince Biy Noter en -z Cor, voult. and fome otber PI'II:JTG'.\T.| FIuE me
reafon to befieve be was no Siciniin, e be bas darken'd the Glarg of
the Gufpel, and debafed Chriffianity, in-.the Book zubich ke calls the
Rezfonablenels of ity andin fome of big ctber Forks,

s Mo AR
True Riches.

A M not concern’d to know
What To-morrow Fate will do :
*Tis enough that I can {ay,
T've pofieft my felf To-day :
Then if haply Midnight-Death
Seize my Flefh, and flop my Ereath,
Yet To-morrow 1 fhall be
Heir to the beft Part of Me.

Glittering Stones, and Golden Things,
Wealth and Honours that have Wings,
Bver fluttering to be gone
I could never call my own :

Riches that the World beffows,
She can take, and I canlofe ;
But the Treafures that are mine
Lie afar beyond her Line.
When I view my fpecious Soul,
And farvey myfelfawhole,

And enjoy my felf alone,

I'm a Kingdom of my owsl

Tve
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I've a mighty Part within

That the World hath never feen,
Rich as Eden’s happy Ground,
And with choicer Plenty crown'd.
Here on all the fhining Boughs
Knowledge fair and ufelefs ZIOWS ;
Onthe fame young flow’ry Tree
All the Seafons you may fee ;
Notionsin the Bloom of Light,
Juft difelofing to the Sight ;
Here are Thoughts of larger Growth,
Rip'ning into folid Truth ;
Fruits vefin'd, of noble Tafte ;
Seraphs feed on fuch Repait,
Here ina green and thady Grove,
Streams of Pleafure mix with Love:
There beneath the fmiling Skies
Hills of Contemplartion vife ;
Wow npon fome fthining Top

i Angelslight, and call'meup;
I rejoice to raife my Feet,
Both rejoice when there we meet.-

There are endlefs Beauties more
Earth hath no Refemblance for;
Nothing like them round the Pole,
Nothing can deferibe the Soul ;
*Tis a Region half unknown,

That has Treaflures of its own,
More remote from puoblick View
Than the Bowels of Pefa s

e prm———r
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Broader ‘s, and brighter far,
Than' the Golden Iudéer are;

Ships that trace the watry Stage
Cannot coaltirin an Age ;

Harts, or Horfes, firong and fleet,
Had they Wingsto help their Feet,
Could not run it half way o'er

In ten thoufand Days and more,

Yet the filly wandring Mind:
Loth to be too much confin'd,
Roves and takes her daily Tours;
Coalting round the narrow Shores,
Warrow Shores of Fléfh and Senfe,
Picking Shells and Pebblesthence:
Or fhe fits at Fancy's Door,
Calling Shapes and Shadows to her,
Foreign Vifits fill receiving,

And t' her felf a Stranger Hving.
Wever, never would fhe buy
Indian Dult, or Tyrian Dye,
Never trade abroad for more,

It fhe {aw her native Store,

If herinward Worth were known
She mightever live alone.

i85
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The Adventurous Mufe. »

L

R A4 NI 4 akes her Morning Plight
With aninimitable Wing: °

Sl

Thre*
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Thro’ rifing Deluges of dawning Light

She cleaves her wondrons Way,
She tunes immortal Anthems to the growing Day ;
Nor * Rapir gives her Rules to fly, nor+ Percell Notes
to fing.
II.
She nor inquires, nor Knows, nor fears
Where lie the pointed Rocks, or where th’ingulphingSand,
Climbing the liquid Mountains of the Skies .
She meers defcending Angels as the flies,
Nor afles them wlhere their Country, lies,
Or where the Sea marks ftand.
Touch'd with an Empyreal Ray
She {prings, unerring, upward to eternal Day,
Spreads her white Sails aloft, and fieers,
With bold and {afe Attempt, to the Celeftial Land.
III.
Whillt licle Skiffs along the mortal Shores
With homble Toil in Order creep,
Coafting in fight of one another’s Oars,
Nor venture thro’ the boundlefs Deep.
Such low pretending souls are they
Who dwell inclos’d in folid Orbs of Skull 3
Plodding along their fober Way,
The Snail olertakes them in their wildelt Play,
While the poor Labourers fiveat to be correctly dull.
IV,
Giveme the Chariot whofe diviner Wheels
Miark their own Rout, and unconfin’d
Bound o'er the everlafting Hills,
And lafe the Cloud's below,and leave the Stars behind.
Give me the Mufe whofe-generous Force,

® A French Criticks o a Enghith Mafier of Muffec-
Impgticpt
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Impatient of the Reins,
Purfues an unattempted Courle,
Breaks all the Criticks Iron Chains,
And bears to Paradile the raptar'd mind.
¥ ol
There Milton dwells ; The Mortal fung
Themes not prefom’d my mortal Tongue ;
MNew Terrors, or new Glories, fhine
Tn every Page, and flying Scenes Divine
Surprize the wond'ring Senfe, and ‘draw our Souls along,
Behold his Mafe fent out t’ explore
The unapparent Deep where Waves of Claosroar,
And Realms of Nightunknown before,
She trac'd a glorious Path unknown,
Thro' Fields of heavenly War, and Seraphs overthrown,
Where his advent’rous Genins led :
Sovereign fhe fram'd a Model of her own,
Nor thank'd the Living nor the Dead.
"The noble Hater of degenerate Rhime
Shook off the Chains, and bui® his Verfe fiblime,
A Monument too high for coupled Sounds to climb.
He mourn’d the Garden loit below ;
(Earth is the Scene for tuneful Woe)
Now Blifs beats high in all his Veins,
Now the loft Edbn he regains,
Keeps his own Air, and triumphs in unrival'd Sirains.
VI. ;
Immortal Bard ! Thas thy own Rephael fings,
And knows no Rule but native Fire :
All Heav'n fits filent, while to his fovereign Strings
He ralks unutterable Things 5

With
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With graces infinite his untaught Fingers rove
Acrofs the polden Lyre:
From every Note Devotion {prings,
Rapture, and Harmony, and Love,
O’erfpread the liftning Choir.

HIEHSEFOIFE DRSS HFHES EHH 5SS B
TO

Mr. VICHOLAS CLARK,

Tbe Complaint.

I,

5 T W A S Ina Vale where Ofiers grow
By murm’ring Streams we told our Woe,
And mingled all our Cares :
Friendfhip fat pleas’'d in both our Eyes,
In both the weeping Dews arife,
And drop alternate Tears.
IL
The vigorons Monarch of the Day
Now mounting half’ his Morning Way
Shone with a fainter Bright ;
Still fickning, and decaying fill,
Dimly he wander’d up the Hill,
With his'expiring Light.
[11.
In dark Eclipfe his Chariot roll'd,
*I'he Queen of Night obfcur’d his Gold
Behind her fable Wheels 3
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Nature grew fad to lofe the Day,
The fow'ry Vales in Mourning lay,
In Mourning fteod the Hills,
IV,
Such are our Sorrows, C L A R K, Teryd,
Clouds of the Brain grow black, and hide
Qur dark’ned Souls behind ;
In the young Morning of our Years
Diftempering Fogs have climb’d the Sphere,
And choke the lab’ring Mind.
V.
Lo, the gay Planet rears his Head,
And everlooks the lofty Shade,
New-bright'ning all the Skies ;
But {ay, “dear Partner of my Moan,
When will our long Eclipie be gone,
Or when our Suns arife
VI.
In vain are potent Herbs apply’d,
Harmonious Sounds in vain have try’d
Tomake the Darknefs fiy :
But Drugs would raifethe Dead as {con,
Or clat'ring Brals relicve the Moo,
When fainting in the Sky.
VI
Some: filendly Spirit from above,
Bom of the Light, and nueftwith Love,
Afliftour feebler Fires ;
Force thefe invading Glooms away ;
Souls fliould be feen quite thro'their Clay,
Bright as your heav'nly Choirs.

VIIL But




150 LITRIC POEMS,  BookIl
VIIL
But if the Fops muft damp the Flame,
Gently, kind Death, Diflolve aur Fram 2,
Releafe the Prifoner Mind :
Our- Souls fhall mount, at thy Difcharge,
To their bright Source, and fhine at large
Nor clouded nor mnnn’d

Lalls -]d\m

EEASCHIDIDELLE T EL £
The Afflictions of a Friend,

- 1707%;
O W let my Cates all bury'd lie,
My Griefs for ever dumb :
Your forrows fwell my Heart {o-high,
They leave my own no room,
IL
Sicknefs and Pains are quite forgat,
"The Spleen it felf is gone;
Plang'd in your Woes I feel them not,
Or feel them all in one.
AL
Infinite Grief puts Senfe to Flight,
And all theSoul invades :
So the broad Gloem of fpreading Nighe
Devours the Evening Shades.
IV.
Thus am 1 born to be unbleft !
"This Sympathy of Woe
Drives my own Tyrants from my Brealt
T admit 2 foreign Foe,

V. Sor-
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b
Sorrows in long Succeflionzeign ;
Their Iron Rod I feel :
Friendfhip has only chang'd the Chain,
But I'm the Prig’ner flill.
VI,
Why was this Life for Mifery made ?
Or why drawn out fo long ?
Is there no room amengft the-dead 2
Oris a Wretch too young ¢
VIL
Move fafter on great Natare's Wheel,
Be kind, ye rolling Powers,
Hurl my Days headlong down the Hill
With undiftmguifh’d Heurs.
VIIL,
Be dufky, all my rifing Suns,
Nor fmile upon a Slave :
Darlcnefs, and Death, make hafterat once
‘To hide me in the Grave.

-, RN, SRR LS IS (S, SR, SRPI, S, SEEL, SEREL AN
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The Reverfe : Ory The Canforts of afviend.

T
H U S Nature tun'd her mournful Tongue,
. Till Grace lift up her Head,
Revers'd the Sorror and the Song,
And fmiling, thus fhe faid :

. Ver

[
0
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I1,
Were Kindred Spirits born for Cares ?
Muft every Grief be mine ?
Is there a Sympathy in Tears,
Yet Joys refufe to join ?
IIT:
Forbid.it, Heav'n, and raife my Love,
And make our Joys the fame:
S0 Blifs and Friendfhip join’d above
Mix an immortal Flame,
: IV,
Sorrows are loft in vaft Delight
That brightena all the Sonl.
As Deluges of davning Light
O'erwhelm the dufky Pole.
V.
Pleafures in long Suéceflion reign,
And all my Powers employ :
Friendfhip but fhifts the plcaﬁng Scens
And frefh repeats the Joy.
VI
Life has a foft-and filver Thread,
Nor is it drawn too Iong ;
Yet when my vafter Hopes perfuade,
I’'m wiiling to be gone.
VII.
Faft as ye pleafe roll down the Hill,
And hafte away, my Years;
Or I can wait my Father's Will,
And dwell bencath the Spheres.
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YIIL.
Rife glorious, every future Sun,
Gild all my following Days,
Butmake the laft dear Moment known
By well-diftinguifh'd Rays.

XEXLAXANENENLAARLNK

e

To the Right Honourable

F.0 H V' Lord {CUET§

At the Siege
of Nawur,

Tbe Hardy Soldier.

L.

b WH Y is Man {o thoughtlefs grown ¢
* Why guilty Souls in halte to die
Vent'ring the leapto Worlds unknown,
Heedlefs to Arms and Blood they fly.
1L
Are Lives but worth a Soldier’s Pay ?
Why will ye join fuch wide Extremes,
And ftake Immortal Souls, in play
At defperate Chance, and bloody Gaimes ?
III,
Valour’s a nobler Turn of Thought,
* Whofe pardon’d Guilt forbids her Fears :
“ Calmly the meets the deadlv Shot
¢ Secure of Life abbve the Stars,

-

4

=

1

-

L34
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IV, But
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IV.
1 But Frerzy dares eternal Fate,
« And {purr'd with Honour’s airy Dreams,
# Fliesto attack th’ infernal Gate, 3 !
% And force a Paflare to the Flames.
V.
Thus hov'ring oler N A MU R I A's Plains,
Sung heav'nly Love in Gabriel's Form :
Young THR A8 O lefr the moving Strains,
And vowd to pray before the Storm,
VI,
Anon the thundering Trumpet aills ;
Foaws are but Wind, the Hero crigs ;
Then fwears by Heav’n, and fcales the Walls,
Drops in the Ditch defpairs and dies.

SERBEERIZERBERY

Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martial, Old-
ham, Dryden, &c.

1708,
L.
JU D G E the Mufe of lewd Defire ;
Her Sons to Darknefs, and her Works to Fire.
1n vain the Flatteries of their Wit
Now with a melting Strain, now with an heavenly Flight,
Would temptmy Virtue to approve
Thofe gaudy Tinders of a lawlefs Love. |
So Harlots drefs:: They can appear '
; Sweet, modeft; cool, divinely Fair,
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Tocharm a Cato’s Eye ; butall within,
Stench, Impudence and Fire, and ugly raging Sin.

Die, Flora, die inendlels Shame,
Thou Proftitute of blackett Fame,
Stript-of thy falle Array.,
Owid, and all ye wilder Pens
Of modern Luft, who gild our Scenes,
Poifon the Britié Stage, and paint Damnation gay,
ttend your Miftrefs to the dead ;
thn Flora dies, her [mm ihould walt upon her Snade
11,
* St#phor, of noble Blood and Mind,
(For ever fhine his Name !
As Death approach'd, his Soul refin’d,
And gave his loofer Sonnets to the Flame,
 Burn, burn; he cry’d withfacred Rage,
 Hell is the Due of every Page,
* Hell be the Fate. (Bur O indulzent Heaven !
¥ Sovile the Mufe, and yet the Man forgivinl)
* Burn on my Songs ;- For not the Silver Thames
 Nor Tyber with his yellow Streams
* In endlefs Currents rolling to the Main,
‘¢ Can e’erdilute the Poifon, or wafk out the Stain,
So Myjes by Divine Command
Forbid the leprous Houfe to ftand
When deep the fatal Spot was grown
3—‘ ‘cak doavn the Timber, and dig up e Stone.

# Earl of Rochefier,

T O
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O

Mwis. B. BENDIS H.

Againft Tears.

15

A D AM, perfuade me Tears are good
To walhour Mortal Cares away ;

Thefe Eyes (hall weep a fudden Flood,
And fiream into a briny Sea.

IL
Or if thefe Orbs are hard and dry,
(Thefe Orbs that never ufe to rain)
Some Star direft me where to buy
One fovereign Drop for all my Pains

’ 1R

YWhere both the golden fndies mine;
T'd give both Jndies for a Tear :
I'd barter all butwhat’s divine :
Nor fhall I think the Bargain dear.

V.
But Tears, alas! are trifling Things,
Fhey rather feed than healioar Woe ;
From trickling Eyes new Sofrow {prings,
As Weedsin rainy Sealons grow,

Vi
Thus Weeping nrges Wecping o ;
In vain our Miueries hope Reliek,

1698,
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For one Drop calls another down,
Till we are drown'd in Seas of Grief,

VL
Then let thefe ufelefs Streams be ftaid,
Wear native Courage on your Face:
Thefe volgar Things were never made
For Souls of a fuperior Race,

VIL
If "tis a rugged Path you go,
And thoufand Foes your Steps furround,
Tread the Thorns down, charge thro® the Foe:
The hardeft Fight is higheft crown'd.

3 o3ien 1 B350 g0 eTERe om0 e

Few bappy Matches.

Aup. 1781,
B
AY, mighty Love, and teach my Song,
To whom my fiweetelt Joys belong,
And who the happy Pairs
Whofe yielding Hearts, and joining Hands,
Find Bleffings twilted with their Bands,
To foften all their Cares,

1L,
Not the wild Herd of Nymphs and Swains
That thoughtlefs fly into the Chains,
As Cuftom leads the Way :
If there be blifs without Defign,
Ivies and Oaks may grow and twine,
And be as bleft as they.

L 11, Not
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II1.
Wot fordid Sounls of earthy Mould
Who drawn by Kindred Charms of Gold
To dull Embraces move :
So two rich Mountains of Peru
May rufh to wealthy Marriage too,
And make a World of Love.
IV.
Mot the mad Tribe that Hell infpires
With wanton Flames ; thofe raging Fires
The purer Blifs defiroy :
On Ainz's Top let Furies wed,
And Sheets of Lighting drefs the Bed
T* improve the burning foy.
s
Nor the dull Pairs whofe marble Forms
None of the melting Paflions warms,
Can mingle Hearts and Hands:
Logs of green Wood that quench the Coals
Are marry’d juit like Stoic Souls,
With Ofiers for their Bands.
VL
Wot Minds of melancholy firain,
Still filent, or that il complain,
Can the dear Bondage blefs:
As well may heavenly Conforts {pring
From two old Lutes with ne'er @ String,
Or none befides the Bafs.
VII.
Nor can the foft Enchantments hold
' Twojaring Souls of angry Mould,
The Rugged and the Keen;:

Book II. |

|

Sanipion’s
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Sampfei’s young Foxes might as well
In Bonds of chearful Wedlock dwell;
With Firebrands ty'd between.
V.III,
Nor let the critel Fetters bind
A gentle to a favage Mind:;

=1

For Love abhors the: Sight:
Loofe the fierce Tyger from the Deer,
For native Race and native Fear
Rife and forbid Delight,
IX.
Two kindeft Souls alone muft meet ;
“Tis Eriendfhip makes the Bondage fiveet,
And feeds their mutaal Loves:
Bright Pesus on her rolling Throne
Is drawn by gentleft Birds alone,
And Cupids yoke the Doves,

HHTHHDER 485 SR EM 40888
T O

DAVID POLHILE. Eilqg;
AnEPISTLE

December 1702:
I.
ET ulelefs Sounks t0 Woods retreat 3
POLHILL fhould leave a Cm:r'try Seat
When Virtue bids him dare be Great.

gL 2 II. Nor
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IT.
Nor Kent *, nor Suffex*, fhould have Charms
While Liberty, with loud Alarms,
Calls you to Counfels and to Arms.
1.
Lewvis, by fawning Slaves ador'd,
Bids you receive a 4 bafe-born Lord ;
Awake yeur Cares ! awake your Sword !
V.
Fattions amongtt the || Brftons rife,
And warring Tongues, and wild Surmile,
And burning Zeal without her Eyes,
Vi
A Vote decides the blind Debate;
Refolv'd, ‘Tis of diviner Feight
To farve the Steeple, than the State.
VI,
The i bold Machine is form'd and join'd
To- ftretch the Confcience; and to bind
The native Freedom of the Mind,
VII.
Your Grandfire Shades with jealous Eye
Frown down to fe¢ their Offsp'ring lie
Carelefs, and let their Country die.
VIIL
IF § revia fear to let you fland
Againft the Gaul with Spear in Hand,
At leaft +§ Petition for the Land,

® s Gountry-Seat and Daveliing. + Tha Pretender, pre-
elarm’d King in France. fi The Parlicment. T The Biil
againf Oceafisnal Conformityy 1708, & Mrs. Polhill of the Eo-
mily of theLord Ticyor, +& M. Polhill qvas one of rhife fiat
Zenlons Centlenien nobe prefented the famans Wentiih Pafition to the Lar- |
Jisement, i the Reign of King Willism, ro baffen their Supplies in arder
1o Juppsrt the Kong in bis #Far zuith Fraoce,
- : The
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FEERBLEBREERE

The celebrated Fidlory of the Poles over Olman
. the Turkith Emperor in the-Dacian Battel.

Tranflated from Calimire, B. IV, Od. 4. with large
Additioms.

A DO R, the Old, the Wealthy and the Strong,,

Cheerful in Years (nor of the Hergic Mulfe
Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair Poffeflions
Where flows the fruitful Danwbe ;: Seventy Springs
Smil'd on his Seed, and feventy Harvelt-Moons
Fill'd his.wide Granaries with Autemnal Joy:
Still he refum’d the Toil ; and Fame reports,
While he broke up new Ground,. and tir'd his Plough
In graily Furrows, the torn Earth. difclos'd
Helmets, and Swords (bright Furniture of War
Sleeping in Ruft) and Heaps of mighty Bones.
The Sun defcending to the Weffers Deep
Bid him lie down and reft ; he loos'd the Yoke,
. Yet held his wearied Oxen from their Food
With charming Numbers, and uncommon Song,

Go, Fellow-Labourers, you may rove fecure,
Or feed befide me ; tafte the Greens and Boughs
That you have long forgot ; crop the fiveet Herb,
And graze in fafoty, while the Vifor-Pole
Leans on his Spear, and breathes ; yet ftill his Eye-
E 3 Jealons:
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Jealous and fierce. How large, old Soldier, fay,
How fair a Harvelt of the flaughter'd Teuds
Strew'd the Moldawian Fields © What mighty Piles
Of vaft Deftrution, and of Thracian Dead

Fill and amaze my Eyes? Broad Bucklers lie

(A vain Defence) fpread o'er the pathlefs Hills,
And Coats of fealy Steel, and hard Habergeon,
DLCP brois’d and empty of Mabometan Limbs.
"This the fierce Saracen wore,, {for when-a Boy,
I'was their Captive, and remind their Drefs :)
Here the Polonians dreadfal march'd along

In augult Port, and regular Array,

Led on to Congueft: Here the Turkih Chief
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude Order rang'd
His long Battalions, while his populous Towns
Pour'd out frefh Troops perpetual, dreft in Arms,
Horrent in Mail, and gay in {fpangled Pride.

O the dire Tmage of the bloody Fight
Thefe Eyes have feen, when the capacious Plain
Was throng’d with Daciax Spears; when polifh’ d Helms
And convex Gold blaz'd thick againft'the Sun
Reftoring all his Beams! but ﬁ'ownmg War
All ngomy, like z gather'd Tempelt, ftood
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its Fall,

The Storm of miffive Stecl delay’d a while
By wife Command ; fledg’d Arrows on the Nerve;
And Scymiter and Sabre bore the Sheath
Reluftant 3 till the hollow brazen Clouds
Had bellow'd from each Quarter of the: Field
Loud. Thunder, and difgorg’d their fulph’rous Fire-

Then
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Then Banners wav'd, and Arms weremix'd with Arms;

Then Javelins anfiver'd Javelins as they fled,

For both fled hifling Death: With adverfe Edge
The crocked Fauchions met; and hideous Noife
From clafhing Shields, thro’ the long Ranks of War,
-lang’d horrible, A thoufand Tron Storms

Roar diverfe; and in harfh Confufion drown

The Trumpet’s Silver Sound. O rude Effort

Of Harmony! not all the frozen Stores

OF the cold Northl when pour'd in rattling Hail

Lafh with fach Madnefs' the Neraverian Plains,

Or fo torment the Ear. Secarce founds fo far

The direful Fragor, when {fome Sauthern Blaft

Tears from the g5 a Ridge of knotty Oaks
Deep fang'd, and ancient Tenants of the Rock :

The maffy Fragment, many a Rood in Length,

With hideous Crafh, rolls down the rugged Cliff

Refiftlefs, plunging in the fubjeét Lake

Como or Lugaine 3 th' afilicted Waters roar,

And varions Thunder all the Valley fills,

Such was the Noife of War: the tronbled Air
Complains aloud, and propagates the Din

To neighbouring Regions ; Rocks and lofty Hills
Beat the impetuous Echoes round the Sky.

Uproar, Revenge, and Rage, and Hate appear
In all their murderous Forms; and Flame and Blood
And Sweat and Duft amray the broad Campaign
In Homor: Hatty Feet, and fparkling Eyes,

And all the fayage Paflions of the Soul
Engage in the warm Bufinefs of the Day:

Lia Here
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Here mingling Hands, but with no friendly Gripe,
Join in the Fight; and Breafts in clofe Embrace,

But mortal, as the Iron Arms of Death.

Here Words auftere, of perilous Command,

And Valour {wift ¢ obey ; bold Feats of Arms
Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate,

Shine thro’ the Field with more furprizing Brightnefls
Than glittering Helms or Spears. What loud Applaufe
{Beft Meed of warlike Toil) what manly Shouts,

And Yells unmanly thra' the Battel ring !

And {udden Wrath dies into endlefs Fame.

Long did the Fate of War hang dubious. Here
Stood the more num’rous Turk, the valiant Pof
Fought here ; more dreadful, tho’ with lefler. Wings.

But what the Dabezs or the Coward Soul

Of a Cydoriian, what the fearful Crouds

Of bafe Cificians fcaping from the Slaughter,

Or Fartbian Bealts with all their racing Riders,
What conld they mean againft th’ intrepid Breaft

Cf the purfuing Foe? Th” impetuous Poler

Rufh here, and here the Lithuansan Horle

Drive down upon them like a double Bolt

Of kindled Thunder raging thro’ the Sky

On founding Wheels : or'as fome mighty Flood
Rolls his two Torrents down a dreadful Sieep
Precipitant, and bears-along the Stream :
Rocks, Woods and Trees, with all the grazing Herd,
And tambles lofty Forefts headlong to the Plain.

The
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The bold Boruffian fmoaking from afar
Moves like a Tempeft in a dufky Cloud,
And imitates th Artillery of Heaven,,
The Lightning and the Roar. Amazing Scenel’
What Showers of mortal Hail, what flaky Fires
Burlt from the Darknefs! while their Cohorts firm
Met the like Thunder, and.an equal Storm,
From hoftile Troops, but with a braver Mind.
Undannted Bofoms tempt the Edge of War,
And rufh on the fharp Point ; while baleful Mifchiefs,.
Deaths, and bright Dangers flew acrofs the Field
Thick and eontinual, and a thoufand'Souls
Fled murmuring thro their Wounds.  I'ftood aloof;
For 'twas uniafe to. come within the Wind
©f Ruffiap Banners, when with whizzing found,,
Eager of Glory, and profufe of Life,
They bore down fearlels on the charging Foes,
And drove them backward. Then the Turfiz Moons:
Wander'd in difarray. A dark Eclipfe
Hung on the Silver Crefcent, boding Night,
Long Night to-all her Sons; at length difrob’d
The Standards fell'; the barbarous Enfigns torn
Fled with the Wind, the Sport-of angry Heavns.
And a large Cloud of Infantry and Horfe
Scattering in wild Diforder, fpread the Plain,

Not Noife, nor Number, nor the brawny Limb;
Nor high-built Size prevails: *Tis Courage fights,.
"Tis Courage conquers. - So whole Forefts fall.
fA. fpacions Ryin) by one fingle Ax,,

T e : Andi
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And Steel well fharpen'd; fo a generous Pair
Of young-wing'd Eaglets fright a thonfand Doves.

Vaft was the Slaughter, and the flow'ry Green
Drank deep of flowing Crimfon. Veteran Bands
Here made their lat Campaign.  Here hanghty Chiefs
Stretch'd on the Bed of purple Honour lie
Supine, nor dream of Battel’s hard Event,

Opprefs’d with Iron Slumbers, and long Night.

Their Ghofts indignant to the nether World,

Tled, but aftended well ; for at their fide

Some faithful Fanizaries firew’d the Field,

Fall’n‘in juft Ranks or Wedges, Lunes or Squares,
Firm as they ftood ; to the W arfevian Troops

A nobler Toil, and Triumph worth their Fight.

But the broad Sabre and keen Poll-Ax fley

With {péedy Terror thro’ the feebler Herd,

And made rude Havock and irregular Spoil

Amongft the valgar Bands that own'd the Name

Of Mabomet. - The wild Arabians fled

In fivift Afiright a thoufand different Ways {tains
Thro’ Brakes and Thorns, and climb’d the craggy Moun-
Bellowing ; yet hafty Kate o'ertook t.‘_ne Cry,

And P Hunters clave the timorous Deer.

Thus the dire Profpe& diftant ill'd my Soul
With Awe ; till the laft Relicks of the War
The thin Edurians, flying had difclos'd
The ghaftly Plain: 1 took a nearer View,
Unfeemly to the Sight, nor to the Smell
Grateful.  What Loads of mangled Flefh and Limbs

A difinal
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(A difmal Carnage!) bath'd in reeking Gore

Lay welt'ring on the Ground ; while flitiing Life
Convuls'd the Netves fill fhivering, nor had loft
All Tafte of Pain! Here an old Thracian lies
Deform’d with Years, and Scars, and groans aloud
Torn with frefh Wounnds ; but inward Vitals firm
Forbid the Soul’s Remove, and chain it down

By the hard Laws of Natuore, to {uftain

Long Torment ; his wild Eye balls roll ; his Teeth
Gnafhing with Anguifh, chide his lingring Fate.
Emblazon'd Armour {poke his high Command
Amongft the neighbouring Dead ; they round their Lord
Lay profirate; fome in Flight ignobly {lain,

Some to the Skies their Facesupwards turn’d

Still brave, and proud to die fornear their Prince.

1 mov'd not far, and lo, at manly Length
Two beauteous Youths of richeft O#fman Blood
Extended on the Field ; in Friendfhip join’d,
Nor Fate divides them ; hardy Warriors both
Both faithful ; drown'd in Show'rs of Darts they fell,
Each with his Shield {pread: o’er-his Lowver's Heart,
In vain : for on thofe Orbs of friendly Brals
Stood Groves of Javelins; fome, alas, too deep
Were planted there, and thro' their lovely Bofoms
Made pamful Avenues-for cruel Death.
O my dear native Land, forgive the Tear
I dropt on their wan Cheeks, when ftrong Campaflion
Forc'd from my melting Eyes the briny Dew,
And paid-a Sacrifice to hoftile Virtue.
Dacia; forgive the Sight that will'd the Sauls
Of thofe faw Infidels fome humble Place

Among

i e T
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Among the Bleft. ¢ Sleep, fleep, ye haplefs Pair,
* Gently, I ery’d, worthy of better Fate,

“ And better Faith. Hard by the General lay
Of Saracen Defcent, a grizly Form

Breathlels, yet Pride fat pale upon his Front

In Difappointment, with a furly Brow

Louwring in Death, and vext ; his rigid Jaws
Foaming with Blood bite hard the Po/j% Spear.
In that dead Vifage my Remembrance reads
Rafh Caracas: In vain the boafting Slave
Promis’d and footh'd the Su/tan threatning fierce
With Royal Suppers and triumphant Fare
Spread wide beneath Parfouvian Silk and Gold ;
See on the naked Ground all cold he lies

Heneath the damp wide Cov'ring of the Ajr
Forgetful of his Word. How Heaven confounds
Infulting Hopes! with what an awful Smile
Laughs at the Proud, that loofen all the Reins
'To their unbounded Wifhes, and leads on
Their blind Ambition to a fhameful End?

But whither am I borne ? this Thought of Arms
Fires me in vain to fing to fenfelefs Bulls
What generous Horfe thould hear.  Break off my Song,
My barbarous Mufe be {till ;. ITmmortal Deeds
Mult not be thus profar’d in ruftic Verfe :
The Martial Trumpet, and the following Age,
And growing Fame fhall loud rehearfe the Fight
In Sounds of Glory. Lo, the Evening-Star
" Shines o’er the Weltern Elill ; my Oxen, come,
The well-known Star invites the Labourer home,

T 0.
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M. HENRY BENDYSH.

Dear Sig, Aung. 24, 1705,

YH E followwing Song wvas yowrs avhen firfl compos’d ! Thy

Mufe then deferib’d the general Fate of Mankivd, that iz,
ta be ill match'd ;. and now fbe rejoices that you hawe efeap’d
the common ;'-a"’ﬁé"gr; and f;ﬂa"r 1 S.:r;.:f _af;(;_; ﬁ.rg;;g' its FL T
Mare. Let this Ode then ca.'."gi'ﬂf.tfm‘f you both.  Growr mu,.
tually in smore compleat Likenefs and Love : Perfevere and be
Happy.

1 perfuade myfelf you wwill accepe fron the Prefi cvbag the
Pen more privately infirib'd fo you domg ago; and Pm in no
Pain Ieff you foould take Offence at the fabulous Drefs of this
Foemn : Nor avonld wveaker Minds be feandaliz’d at it, if ey
aprld givr themfelves leave 2o refledt oy wiany divine Truths
are fpoken by the Holy Writers in Vifions and Tnages, Para-
bles and Dreams: Nor are my wvifer Friends affan’d to- de-
Jeud it, fince the Narrative is grave and the Moral fo juft
and gbvisus.

ol o ¥ B B o B B B o

The Indian Philofopber.
Sept. 3, 1701.
L.
WHY fhould our Joys transform to Pain?
Why gentle Hymen's filken Chain

A Plague of Iron prove ?
BENDYSH,
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Boole I1.

B ENDYSH, ’ts ftrange the Charm that binds

Millions of Hands, fhould leave their Minds
At fuch a Loole from Love.

gy
In vain I fonght the wondrous Caufe,
Rang'd the wild Fields of Nature’s Laws,
And urg’d the Schools'in vain ;
Then decp in Thought within my Breait
My Soul retir'd, and Slumber drefs'd
A bright inftructive Scene.
111.
©O'er the broad Lands, and crofs the Tide;
On Fancy's airy Horfe T ride,
{Sweet Rapture of the Mind [}
Till on the Banks of Gange's Flood,
In a-tall ancient Grove I flood
For {acred Ufe defign'd.
IV.
Hard by, a venerable Pricft,
Ris’n with his God, the Sun, from Reft,
Awoke his Morning Song ;
Thrice he conjur'd the murm’ring Stream 3
The Birth of Souls was all hisTheme,
And half-divine his Tonpue,

Vi
« He{ang th’ Eternal rolling Flame,
st That vital Mafs; that fll the fame
~«.Does all our Minds tompoie:
« But thap'd in twice ten thoufand Frames;
* Thence diff ring Souls of differing Names,
¢ And jarring Tempers rofe,

VI, % The



Sacred 1o VIRTUE; &c.
- VI.
¢ The mighty Power that form’d the Mind
« One Mould for every Two defign'd,
¢ And blefs’d the new-born Pair:
< This be @ Match for this: (he {aid)
s Then down he fent the Seuls he made,
* To feelk them Bodies here.

VIL
«« But parting from their warm Abede
¢ They loft their Fellows on: the Road,
* And never join'd their Hands:
% Ah cruel Chance, and crofling Fates!
& Our Eaftern Souls have dropt their Mates
¢ On Eurape’s barbarous Lands,
VIIL
“ Happy the Youth that finds-the Bride
 Whofe Birth is to his own ally’d;
“ The fweetelt Joy of Life :
 But oh the Crowds of wretched Souls
# TFetter'd to Minds of different Moulds,
# And chain'd t'eternal Strife!
IZ.
Thus fang the wond'sous Judian Bard ;
My Soul with vaft Attention heard,
While Ganges ceas'd to flow :
« Sure then (L cry’d) might I but fee
= That gentle Nymph that twinn'd with me,
*¢ T-may be happy too,
X.

« Some courteons Angel tell me-where.
 What diftant Liands thig'unknown Fair,

2T%
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< Or diftant Seas detain ?
“ Swift as the Wheel of Nature rolls
% T'd fly, to meet, and mingle Souls,
. And wear the joyful Chain.

R R

The Happy Maw,

L
ERENE as Lightis M ¥ RO N5 Soul,
And adtive as the Sun, yet fteady as the Pole:
In manly Beauty fhines his Face ;
Every Mufe, and every Grace,
Makes his Heart and Tongue their Seat,
His Heart profufely good, his Tongue divinely fweet.
MYRON, the Wonder of our Eyes,
Behold his Manhood fearce begun !
Behold his Race of Virtue run !
Behold the Goal of Glory won!"
Nor Fame denies the Merit, nor with holds the Prizes
Her Silver Trumpets his Renown proclaim : :
The Lands where L-::J.mi'r'ug never flew,
Which, neither Rome nor Atbens knew,
Surly Fapan and rich Péru,
In barbarous Songs pronounce the Briri/l Hero's Name:

* Airy Blis (the Hero: cry'd)
. May feed the Tympany of Pride; -
o Bt
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¢ But healthy Souls were never found
“ Ta live on Emptinefs and Gound.

EE

Lo, at his honourable Feet
Fame's bright Attendant, WeaLTR, appears ;
She comes to pay Obedience meer,
Providing Joys for f'utl._ire Years s
Bleflings with lavifh Hand fhe pours

Gather'd from the Judian Coaft ;

Not Danae's Lap. could equal Treafure’s boaft,

When Feve came down in Golden Showers.

He look’d and turn’d his Eyes away,
With high Difdain I'heard him {ay,
** Blifs is not made of glittering Clay.

JIE.
Now Pome and Granpeur court his Head
With Scutcheons, Arins, and Enfigns fpread-
Gay Magnificence and State,
Guards, and Chariots at his Gate,
And Slaves inendlefs Order round his Table waits
They learn the Diftates of his Eyes,
And now they fall and now they rife,
Warch every Motion of their Lord,
Hang on his Lips with moft impatient Zeal
With fwift Ambition feize th’ unfinith’d Word,.
And the Command fulfl.
Tir'd with the Train that GrRanpzur briags,
He dropt a Tear, and pity’'d Kings:
Then flying from the noify Throng,
Seeks the Diverfion of a Song,

IV.
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AT




s14 - LGRIG POE MSe Book Il

IV.
Musick defcending on a filent Cloud,
Tuon’d all her Strings with endlefs Art;
By flow Degrees from foft to loud
Changing fhe rofe : The Harp and Flute
IT"IELGI'IIOH!: Jein, the Hero to falute,
And make a L“lpr:* e:of lis Heart.
Fruits; and rich Wing, a1d Scenes of lawlefs Lovs
Each with utmoft Luxury firave
To treat their Favourite beft ;
But o unding Strings, -znd Froits, and Wine,
And lawlels Lovey in vain combiie
To make Lis Virtue fleep, or-lull his Soul to reft. !

&
He faw the tedious Round, and, with a Sigh,
Pronounc’d the World but Vanity.
 In Crowds of Pleafire ftill I find
¢ A painful Solitude of Mind,
¥ A Vacancy within which Senfe can ne’er fapply.
“* Hence, and be gone, ye flattring Snares,
“ Ye vulgar Charms of Eyes and I:','Lrs,
‘“ ¥e unperforming Promifers |
¢ Be all my bafer Paffions dead,
 And bafe Defires, by Nature made
# For Animals and Boys
¢ Map_has a Relith more refin'd,
“ Souls are for focial Blifs defign’d,
 Give me a Bleffing fit to match my Mind,
** A Kindred-Sonl to double and to fhare my Joys.

-

VI. MY R-
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VI.
MYR R H.A appear'd ;-Sercae Bipw Sond
And aliice s the Sum, et feady as the Doles
b fofter B.-:auh'c:_..'ri- ouz-her. Face,
Ewery Mafe, and soery {u Q0L
Made her Heart and 'T:
Her Heart profiyfely pood, -herd
MYRRHA pthe Wonder ﬁ_f f i LJ-,L;,
His Feart recoil’d with fweet Surprize,
With Joys unknown before :
His Soul diffolv’d in pleafing Pain,
Flow'd to his Eyes, and look'd again,
And could endure no more.
¢ Fnought (th' impatient Hero cries)
) And {eiz'd her to his Breaft,
# [ {eck no more below the Skies,
¢ T give my Slaves the reft.

Ll L L e i Ko e
L0
DAVID POLHILIL, Elg

An Anfwer to an infamous Satyr, called, Aduice 2
a Painter-. written by a namelefs Author, againit
King #illiam I11. of Glorious Memorys, 1693.

SR
WH EN you put this Satyr info my Hand, you garve Mg
the Occafion of employing my Pen to avfover fa detefia-
ablea Writing ;. avhich mizht be dane much more effedually
by
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by your fmovon Zeal Sor the Interefl of bis Majefly, your
Counfels and yousr Conrage employ'd in the Deftice of yonr King.
and Country, And fince you Lrovoked e to nurite, you avill
accept of thofe Efforis of my Loyalty to the e/l of Kings, ad-
WrefSd to one of the moft xealous of bis Subjels, by,

Sir

¥

Your Moft Obedient Servans,
L,
S e

PART T '

N D muft the Hero, that redeem’d our Land, |
Here in the Front of Vice and Scandal fland >
"The Man of wondrons Soul, that feorn’d his Eafe,
Tempting the Winters, and the faithlefs Seas,
And paid an annual Tribute of his Life
To guard his Eusland from the Irifl Knife,
And crufh the French Dragoon 7 Muft #i/kiam's Name,
That brightef Star that gilds the Wings of Fame,
William the Brave, the Pious, and the Jof,
Adorn thefe gloomy Scenes of Tyranny Luft

POLHILL, my Bleod boils hizh, my Spirits flame ; 5,
Can your Zeal fleep! Or are your Paffions tame ? }
Mor call Revenge and Darknefs on the Poet's Name 2
Why fmoke the Skies not ? Why no Thunders rol] ?
Nor kindling Lightnings blalt his guilty Soul 2

Andacious,
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Aundacious Wretch ! to ftab 2 Monarch's Fame,

And fire his Subjefts with a Rebel-Flame ;

To call the Painter to his black Defigns,

To draw our Guardian’s Face in hellifh Lines :

Painter, beware ! the Monarch can be fhown

Under no Shape but Angels, or his own, }
Gabriel, or William, on the Britjh Thione.

01 could my Thought but grafp the vaft Defign,
And Words with infinite Tdeas join,
I'd roufe Apelles from his Tron Sleep,
And bid him trace the Warrior o’er the Deep:
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belzian Plain,
Fierce, how he climbs o'er Vionntains of the Slain, %
Scattering juit Vengeance thro’ the red Campaign.
* Then dafh the Canvas with a fiying Stroke,
Till it be loit in Clouds of Fire and Smolse,
And fay, *Twas thus the Conqueror thro’ the Squadrons

broke. .

Mark him again emerging from the Clond,
Far from his T'roops ; there like a Rock he fiood %
His Country's fingle Barrier in a Sea of Bleod.
Calmly he leaves the Pleafures of a Throne,
And his Maria weeping ; whilft alone }
He wards the Fate of Nations, and provekes his own :
But Heav'n fecures its Champion ;- o’er the Field
Paint hov'ring Angels s tho! they fly conceal'd, }
Bach intercepts a Death, and wears it on his Shield.

Now, noble Pencil, lead him to our Ifle,
Mark how the Skies with joyful Luftre fmile,

Thien
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Then imitate the Glory on the Strand

Spread half the Nation, longing till he land.

Wafh off the Blood, ‘and take a peaceful Teint, y
All Red the Warrior; white the Ruler paint; %
Abroad a Hero, and at Home a Saint.

Throne him on high upon a fhining Seat,

Fuft and Prophanenefs dying at his Feet, %
While round his Head the Laurel and the Olive meet,
The Crowns of War and Peace; and may they blow
With fow'ry Bleflings ever.an his Brow,

At -his I{:ghtH ind pile up the Eug/j% Laws

In facred Volumes; thence the Monarch dr"w

His wife and jut Commands= : !
Rile, ye old S'lgE'- of the Bringh Tl

On the fair Tablet calt a reverend Siile,

And blefs the Pieces thefe Statutes are your own,

That fway the Cottage, and direét the Throne;

People and Prince are-one in Willian’s Name;

Their Joys, their Dangers, and their Laws the fame. |

Clap their glad Wings around their Guardian's Head,
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry Pinions {pread.
Religion guards him; round th’ Imperial Queen
Place waiting Virtues, each of heavenly Mein ;
Liearn their bright Air, and p'wr it from his Eyes ;
The Juft, the Bold, the Temperate, and the Wiie '
Dwell in his Looks ; Majeltic, i:ut Sercne 3 }
|

Let Liberty,: and Right; with Plumes difplay’d, }

Syweet, with na Fondnéls i Chearful, butnot vain:

Bright, without Terror; Great, withont Difdain, . 3|
His Soul infpires us what his Lips command, I
And fpreads his brave Example thro” the Land :
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Not fo the former Reigns ;
Bend down his Ear to each afli&ed Cry,

Let Beams of Grace dart gently from his Eye;

But the bright Treafures of his facred Breait

Are too divine; too valt to be expreft :

Colours muft fail where Words and Numbers faint.
And leave the Hero's Heart for Thought alone to paint

-

®

had
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OW, Mufe, purfuethe Satpsift-again,
Wipe-oft-the Blots-of his invenom’d Pen;
Hark, how he bids the fervile Painter draw
In monftrous Shapes, the Patrons of our Taw
At one {light Dath he cancels every Name
From the white Rolls of Honelty and Fame :
This {eribling Wretch marks all he meets for Knave,
Shoats fudden Bolts promifcuous at the Bafe and Brave,
And with unpardonable Malice fheds
Poifon and Spite an undiftinguifh'd Heads,
Painter, forbear: or if thy bolder Hand
Dares to attempt the Villains of the Land,
Draw firft this Poet; like fome baleful Star,
With filent Influence fhedding Civil War ;
Or faltious Trumpeter, whofe Magic Sound
Calls off the Subjetts to the hoftile Ground,
And featters hellith Teuds the Nation round.
Thefe are the Tmps of Hell, that curfed Tribe
That firft create the Plague, and then the Pain deferibe.

Draw
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Draw next above, the Great Ones of our Ifle,
8till from the Good diftinguifhing the Vile ;
Seat 'em in Pomp, in Grandeur, and Command, ‘
Peeling the Subjects with a greedy Hand:
Pain forth the Knaves that have the Nation fold, |
And tinge their greedy Looks with fordid Geld. i
Mark what a felfith Faction undermines !
The pious Monarch’s generous Defigns,
Spoil their own native Land as Vipers do,
Vipers that tear their Mother’s Bowels through.
Let Great Naflaw, beneath a careful Crown,
Mournful in Majefty; look gently down, }
Mingling foft Pity with an awful Frown :
He grieves to {ce how long in vain he firove
To make us bleft, kow vain his Labours prove }
To fave the {tubborn Land he condefcends to love.

- i o -t e = en 4 B 1l
2an b b b b Jb b B M

T the Difcontented and Ungutet.
Tnitated parily from Calimire, B.1V. Od. 15,

yARIA', there’s nothing here that's free
From wearifome Anxiety :

And the whole Round of mortal Joys
With fhort Poffeifion tires and cloys:

"T'is a dull Circle that we tread,
Juft from the Window to the Bed,
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We rife to fee and to be feen,

Gaze on the World a while, and then
We yawn, and firetch to fleep again.
But Faxcy, that uneafy Gueft;

5till holds a Longing in our Breat ;

She finds or frames Vexations ftill,

Her felf the greateft Plague we feel.

We take firange Pleafure in our Pain,
And malke a Mountain of a:Grain;
Affume the Load, and pant and fiveat
Beneath th* imaginary Weight.

With ourdear felves we live at Stife,
While the moft conftant Scenes of Life
From peevith Humours are not free ;
Still we affeét Variety:

Rather than pafs aneafy Day,

We fret and chide the Hours away,
Grow weary of this circling Sun,

And vex that he fhould everrun

The fame old Track ; and fill, and Gill
Rife red behind yon Eaftern Hill,

And chide the Moon thatdarts her Light
Thro' the fame Cafement every Nizht.

We thift our Chambers, and our Homes
To dwell where Trouble never comes -
Sylvia has left the City Crowd,

Againft the Court cxclaims aloud,

Flies to the Woods ; a Hermit-Saint !
She lonths her Parches, Pins, and Paint,
Dear Dianconds from her Neck are torn -
But Humour, that Eternal Thorn,

»

M
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Sticks in her Heart : fhe's harry'd i,

*Pwixt her wild Paffionsand her Will :

Haunted and hagg'dwhere-e'er fhe voves,

By purling Streams, afid filent Groves, }
Or with her Furies, or her Loves.

Then our own native Land we hate,
Too cold, too windy, or too:wet ;
Change the thick Climate, and repair
To Frauceor Jialy for Air ;

In vain we change, in vain wefly ;

Go, Sylvia, mount thewhirling Sky, _
" Or ride upon the feather’d Wind 5
In vain; if this difeafed Mind }

Clings faft, and fll fits clofe behind.

Faithful Difeafe, that never fails
Astendance at her Lady’s Side,
Over the Delart or the Tide,

On rolling Wheels, or flying Sails,

Happy the Soul that Virtae fhows
To fix the Place of Her Repole,
Needlefs to move ; for fhe can dwell
1n her old Grandfire’s Hall as'well.
Y TuE that never loves to roam,
But (weetly hides her felf at home:
And cafy on a native Throne
©OFf humble Tuf fits pently down.

Yet fhould tumultuons Storms arife,
Angd mingle Earth, and Seas, and Skies,
Shonld the Waves {well, and make her reil
Agrofs the Line, or near the Pole,

|
Seill \
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gtill the's at Peace 3 for well fhe knows :
To launch the Stream that Duty fhows, }
And makes her Home where'er the goes, |
Bear her, ye Seas, upon your Breaft,

Orwafther, Winds; from Eq/f to 272

On the foft Air; fhe cannot find N
A Couch fo eafy as her Mind, }
Nor breathe a Climate half fo kind. .

2255888585585 85585

TO
}OJ{ZAF H A R TOPP, E{qi
N OW

St YOHN HAR 7 0 PP, Bart.
Cafimire, Book I. Ode 4. imitated.
Vive jucunde metuens juvente, &c.

July 1700,
L :
IVE, mydear HARTOPP, liveto Day,
Norlet the Sun look down and fay,
¢ Inglorious here he lies,
Shake off your Eafe, and fend your Name
To Immortality and Fame,
By ev’ry Hour that flies.
1.
Youth's a {oft Scene, buttruft her not:
Her airy Minutes, fwift as Thought,
Slide off the flipp'ry Sphere ;
Moons with their Months make hafty Rounds,

Mz The
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The Sun has pafs'd his vernal Bounds,
And whirls about the Year.
IIT.
Let Folly drefs in green and red,
And gird her Wafte with flowing Gold
Knit bluihmg Rofes round' her Head,
Alas! the gandy Colours fade,
The Garment waxes old.
H ART O PP, mark the withering Rofe, |
And the pale Gold how dim it fhows !
IV.
Bright and lafting Blifs below
Is all Romance and Dream ;
Only the Joys celeflial flow
In aneternal Stream,
The Pleafures that the finiling Day
With large Right Hand beftows,
Falfely her Left conveys away,
Anc huofiles in our Woes.
Sp have I feen 2 Mother play,
And cheat her filly Chiid;
She gave and took a Toyaway,
Tlie Infant cry’d and {mil'd.
Airy Chance, and Iron Fate
prerry and vex our mortal State,
And all the Race of Ills create ;
Now fiery Joy, now fullen Grief,
Commands the Reins of human Life,
The Wheels impetuous roll :
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The harnet Hours and Minutes ftrive,
And Days with firetching Pinions drive——
~——down fiercely on' the Goal.
VI.
Nothalf fo faft the Gally flies
Q'er the Fenetian Sea,
When Sails, and Oars, and lab’ring Skies
Contend to make her Way.
Swift Wings for all the flying Hours
The Gobp of Time prepares, .
The reft lie ftill yet in their Neft
And grow for future Years,

SRR RRIRRVER PR FERELRR IR RERE ¥
T O

THOMAS GUNS T O N, Elg;
1700.

Happy Solitude.
Cafimire, Book IV. Ode. r2. Imitated.

Buid me latentem, &c,

I

H E noify World complains of me
That I (hould fhun their Sight, and flee
Vifits, and Crowds, and Company.
GUNSTON, the Lark dwells in her Neg
Till fhe afcend the Skies ;
And in my Clofet I could reft
Till to the Heavens Irife.

M 3 II. Vet
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II.
Yet they-will urge; « "This private Life
¢ Can never make you bleft,
* And twenty Doors are ftill at firife
* T engage you for a Gueit.
Friend, thould the Towers of Windfer or Whitchall
Spread open their inviting Gates
To make my Entertainment gay ;
I would cbey the Royal Call,
Bat fhort fhould be my Stay,
Since a diviner Service waifs
P employ my Hours at home, and betier fill the Day.
L
When T'within my Self recreat,
I fhut my Doors againit the Great !
My bufy Eye.balls imvard roll,
And there with large Survey T fes:
Allthe wide Theatre of Me,
And view the various Scenes of ‘my retiring Soul ;
"There I walk o’er the Mazes I have trod,
While Hope and Feararcin a donbtful Strife,
Whether this Opera of Life .
Be afted well to gain thé Plawdit of my Gon.
IV.
There’s a Day haftning, (*tis an awful Day !)
When the Great Sovereign thall at large review
All that we fpeak, and'all we do,
The feveral Parts we a& on'this'wide Stage of Clay :
Thele he approves, and thefe heblames,
And crowns perhaps a Porter, and a Prince he damns.
© if the Judze from histremendous Seat
$hall not condemn what I have done,
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¥ (hall be happy tho’ unknown,
Nor need the gazing Rabble, nor the fhouting Streef.
e

T hate the Glory, Friend, that{prings
From vulear Breath, and empty Sound ;

Famé monnts her upward with a flatt'sing Gale

Upon her airy Wings,
Till Enwy thoots, and Fame receives the Wound ;
Then her Hagi;ing Pinionsfail,

Down Glory falls and firikes the Ground,
And breaks her batter'd Limbs.
Rather let me be quite conceal’d from Fame ;

How happy I thounld lie
In fweer Obfcurity,
Nor the loud World pronounce my little Name !
Here I could live and die alone ;
Or if Society be due
To keepourtafte of Pleafurenew,
GUNSTO N, I'dlive and die with you,
For both ocur Souls are one.
VI,
Here we could fit and pafs the Hour,
And pity Kingdems, and their Kings,
And {mile at all their fhining Things,
Their Toys of State, and Images of Power;
Pirtue thould dwell within our Seat,
Firtus alonecould make it fweet,
Nor is her {elf fecure, but in a clofe Retreat.
While the withdraws from public Praife
Enwy perhaps would ceafe to rail,
Erwy itlelf may innocently gaze
At Beanty in a Vail :

M4 Bt
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But if fhe once advance to Light,
Her Charms are loft in Exuy's Sight,

And Firtue ftands the Mark of univerfal Spight.

Sb REL J6 b dh o dh S b

T O

FOHN HARTOPP, Ly

NOoOw

Sir YOHN HARTO PP, Bat

The Difdain.

L

ARTOPP, Ilove the Soul that daras
'Iread the Temptations of his Years
Beneath his youthful Fee: :
FLEET W00 D and all thy heavenly Line
Look thro® the Stars, and fmile divine
Upen an Heir fo great.
Young H A RT O P P knows this noble Theme,
That the wild Scenes of bufy Life,
The Noife, th® Amufements, and the Strife
Are but the Vifions of the Night,
Gay Phantoms of delufive Light,
Or avexatious Dream,

II.
Flefh 1s the vileft and the leaft
Ingredient of our Frame :
A" 're born to live above the Bealt,
~Or quit the manly Name.

Fleafures

1700,
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Pleafures of Senfe we leave for Boys ;
Be fhining Duft'the Mifer’s Food ;
Let Fancy feed on Fame and Noile,
Souls muft purfuediviner Joys,

And feize t’ Immortal Good,

05 0 3 e G500 0500 03300 05500 9550 0550

TO
M I7TI10, my FrienD.
An-BE PekS=ib 14 B

ORGIFE me, MITIO; that there fbouid be

any mortifying Linesin the follewving Poems inferibed ta
Yowy fo foon after. your Entrance “into that State swhich wwas
defign’d for the compleateff Happine/s on_Earth: But ymu
will quickly difeover, thot the Mufe in the firft Poem only
reprefents the Shades and dark Colours that melancholy
dbrows upon Love, and the Social Life. - In the fecond, por-
kaps fbe indulges ber orum bright Ideas a fittle. Yo if the
Aecountscare but avell balanced nt ;’aﬂ, and T, bf}{g: St in 4
due Light, I boge there is no Grownd for Cenfure,  Herp
Jew il find an dttempt made to talkof oneof the mafnic
pertant Concernsof’ buman. Nature i Perfe, and that woith
@ Solemnity becoming' the' Avpunient. I bawe bazifbed
Grimace ~and Ridicule; that Pesfons of “ihe maft ferinus
Gharader may read abithout Offepce. - FPhat wtas avristin ;:,_-
weral Years ago 1o your flf is now permitied to ntertoin
-‘.{'8 Werld s butyoi may affimse it to your JoIF as aprivate e
Entertatmnent il wvbife o fiz concealed belhind s Srigred

N,
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The Mourning-Piece.

1F F’s along Tragedy : This Globe the Stage, *
Well fix'd and well adorn’d with Brong Machines,
Gay Fields, and Skigs, and Seas: The Aftors many :
ThePlot inimenfe : A Flightof Damons fit
©n every failing Cloud with fatal Purpofe ;
And fhoot acrofs the Scenes tenthoufand Arrows
Perpetual and unfeen, headed with Pain,
With Sorrow, Infamy, Difeafe and. Death.
"The pointed: Plagues fly filent thro’ the Air
Nor twangs the Bow, yet fure and deep the Wound.

Dianthe aés her little Part alone,
Nor wifhes an affociate, Lodhe glides.
Single thro’ all the Storm, and more fecure ;
Lef: are her Dangers; and her Breaftreccives
The feweft Darts. ¢ But, O my lov'd Marilla,
« My Sifter, once my Eriend, (Dianthe cries)
¢t How much are thou expos’d! Thy growing Soul
¢ Doubled in Wedlock, multiply’din Children,
¢ Stands but the broader Mark for all the Mifchiefs
« That rove promifcuouso’er the mortal Stage :
« Children, thofe dear young Limbs, thofe tendereft
Pieces
¢ OFf your own Flefh, thole little other Selves,
¢ How they dilate the Heart to wide Dimenfions,
< And foften every Fibre to improve
¢ The Mother’s fad Capacity of Pan?

-

] mours
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 I'mourn Fideliptoo ; tho' Heaven has chefe

“ A Favourite Mate for him, of all her Sex

“ The Pride and Flower : How bleft the lovely: Pair,
“ Beyond Exprefiion, if well minsled Loves

“ And Woes well- mingled conld improve our Blifs'!
. Amidft the rugged Cares of Life behold

“ The Father and the Hufband ; flattering Names,
“ That {pread his Title, and enlarge his Share

“ Of common Wretchednefs, He fondly hopes

* To multiply his Joys,  but every Hour

 Renews the Difappointment and the Smart,

“ There not a Wonnd afli&ts the meaneft Joint

** Of his fair Partner, or hér Infant-Train,

** (Sweet Babes 1) but pierces to his Inmoft Soul,

“ Strange is thy Power, O Love | what numerous Veing;
* And Arteries, and Arms, and Hands, and Eyes,

* Are linlk’d and faften'd to a Lover's Heart,

* By firong but feeret Strings | with vain Attempt

* ‘We put the Stoicon; in vain wetry

** To break the Ties of Nature and of Blood ;

* Thofe hidden Threads maintain the dear Communion
“ Inviolably firm : their thrilling Mations

* Reciprocal give endlefs Sympathy

* In all the Bitters and the Sweets of Life,

* Thrice happy Man, if. Pleafure only knew

* Thefe Avenues of Love to reach our Souls,

*“ And Pain had never found ’em !

Thus fang the tuneful Maid, fearful to try
The bold Experiment. Oft Daphris came,
And oft Narcifiis, Rivals of her Heart,

Luring
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Luring her Eyes with Trifles dipt in Gold,

And the gay filken Bondage. Firm fhe ftood,

And bold repuls'd the bright Temptation ftill,

.Nor put the Chains on; dangerous to try,

And hard to be diffolv’d. Vet rifing T'ears

Sate on her Eye-lids, while her Numbers How'd
Harmonious Sorrow ; and the pitying Drops
Stole down her Cheeks, to mourn the haplels State
Of mottal Love. Love, thou beft Blefling {ent
To {often Life, and make our Iron Cares

Eafy : Butthy own Cares of fofter kind

Give tharper Wounds : they lodge toonear the Heart,
Beat, like the Pulfe, perperual, and create

A ftrange uneafy Senfe, a tempting Pain.

Say, my Companion M IT IO, fpeak fincere,
(For thou art learned now) what “anxious Thoughts,
What kind Perplexities tumultuous rife, |
If but the Abfence of a Day divide
"Thee from thy fair beloved ! ¥ainly {miles
The chearful Sun, and Night with radiant Eyes
Twinkles in vain: The Region of thy Soul
Ts Darknefs, till thy better Star appear.

Tell me, what Toil, what Torment to fuftain
The rolling Busthen of the tedious Hours ?
The tediods Hours are Ages. Fancy roves
Reflefsin fond Enguiry, nor believes :
Charifla fafe : Chariffa, inwhofe Life !
Thy Life confifts, and in her Comfort thine. i
Tear and Surmife put on a theufand Forms

Of dear Difquictude, and round thine Ears |
Whifper|
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Wiilper ten thoufand Dangers, endlefs Woes,

Till thy Frame fhudders at her fancy'd Death ;

Then dies my M I'T I'0, and his Blood creeps cold
Thro® every Vein. Speak, does the Stranger-Nule
Caft happy Gueffes at the unknown Paffion,

Or has fhe fabled all ? Inform me, Friend,

Are half thy Joys fincere ! Thy Hopes fulfill'd,

Or frultrate ¢ Here commit thy {ecret Griefs

To faithful Ears, and be they bury'd here

In Friendfhip and Oblivion ; left they fpoil

Thy tew- born Pleafures with diftafleful Gall.

Nor lct thine Eye too greedily drink in

The frightful Profpeét, when untimely Death

Shall make wild Inroads on a Parent’s Heart,

And his dear Offspring to the cruel Grave

Are dragg’din {ad Succeflion; while his Soul

Is torn away Piece Meal : Thus dies che Wretch

A variouns Death, and frequent, ¢’er he quit

The Theatre, and make his Exir final.

But if his deareft Half, his faithful Mate
Survive, and in'the fweetelt {addeft Airs
OFf Love and Grief, approach with trembling Hand
To clofe his fwiming Eyes, what double Pangs,
What Racks, what Twinges'rend his Heart-ftrings off
From the Fair Bofom of that Fellow-Dove
He leaves behind tomourn:? What jealous Cares
Hang on his parting Soul, to thisk his Loye
Expos'd to wild Oppreflion, and the Herd
Of favage Men 2 So parts thedying Turtle
With {obbing Accents, with fuch Regret

= Leaves
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Leaves his kind feather’d Mate: The Widow-Bird
Wanders in lonefome Shades, forgets her Food,
Forgets her Life ; or fallsadpeedier Prey.
Totalon'd Fauleons, and the crocked Beak

Of Hawks athirft for Blood

LRSI E R

‘The Second P. A R T: or

The bright Fifion.

H U 5 far the Mufe, in unaccuftom’d Mood,
And Strains unpleafing to a Lover’s Ear,

Indulg’da Gloom of Thought; and thus fhe fang
Partial ; for Melanchely's hateful Form
Stood by in‘fable Robe : The penfive Mufe
Survey'd the darkfome Scenes of Tife, andfought
Some bright rclicvlng Glimpfe, fome cordial Ray
In the fair World of Love : But while fhe gaz'd
Delightful on the State of "T'win-born Souls
United, blefs'd, the cruel Shade apply’d
A dark long Tube, and a falfe tinétuy’d Glafs
Deceitfl ; blending Love and Life at once
In Darknefs, Chaos, and the common Mafs
Of Mifery s Now Urania feels the Cheat,
And breaks the hated Optic in Difdain,
Swift vanithes the fullen Form, and lo

"The Scene {hines bright with'blifs : Behold the Place

Where Milchiefs never fly, Cares never come
With wrinkled Brow, nor Anguifh, nor Difeafe,

Ner
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Nor Malice forky-tongn'd. ~ On this dear Spot,
MIT 1O, my Love would fix and plant thy Station
To aét thy Part of Life, ferenc and bieft
With the fair Confort fitted to thy Heart,

Sure ‘tis a Vifion of that happy Grove
Where the firft Authors of our monrnful Race
Liv'd in {weet Partnerfhip | one Hourtthey liv'd,
But chang'd the tafted Blifs (imprudent Pair 1)
For Sin, and Shame, ‘and this wafte Wildernefs
OF Briars, and ‘mine hundred Years of Fain,
The withing Mufe new drefles the fair Garden
Amid this Defart-World, with budding Blifs,
And Ever-Greens, - and Balms, and Hew’ry Beaunties
Without one dangerous Tree; There heavenly Dews
Nightly defcending fhall impear] the Grafs
And verdant Herbage ; Drops of Fragraney
Sit trembling onthe Spires : The {picy Vapours
Rife with the Dawn, and thro® the Air diffus'd
Salute your waking Senfes with Perfume :
While vital Fruits with their Ambrofial Juice
Renew Life’s purple Flood and Fountain, pure
From vicious Taint ; and with your Innocence
Immortalize the Strufture of your Clay.
On this new Paradife the clondlefs Skies
Shall fmile perpetual, while the Lamp of Day
With Flames unfully’d, (as the fabled Torch
Of Hymen) meafures out your golden Hours
Along his Azure Road. The nuptial Moon
In milder Rays ferene, fhould nightly rife
Full-orb’d (if Heaven and Nature will indulge

So
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So fair an Emblem) big with Silver Joys,

And ftill forget her Wane  The feather’d Choir
Warbling their Maker's Praife on early Wing,

Or perch’d on Evening-Bough, fhall join your Worfliip,
Join your {weet Vefpers, and the Morning Song.

O facred Symphony:! Hark, thro® the Grove
T liear the Sound Divine ! I'm all Awention,
All Ear, all Extafy ; unknown Delicht!
And the fair Mufe proclaims the Heav'n below.

Not the Seraphic Minds of high Degree
Difdain Converfe with Men: ‘Again retuining
I fee th*Ethereal Hoft on downward Wing.
Lo, at the Eaftern Gate young Cherubs fland
Guardians, commiflion'dito convey their Joys
Toearthly Lovers. Go, ye happy Pair,
Go taite’ their Banguet; learn the nobler Pleafires
Supernal, and from brutal Dregs refin'd,
Rapbael fhall reach thee, Friend, exalted Thoughts
And intellefinal Blifs, *Twas Repbacl taught
The Patiarch of our Progeny th' Affairs
Of Heaven : (So Milign fings, enlightned Bard !
Nor mifs'd his Eyes, whenin fublimeft Strain
The Angel's great Narration he repeats
To Aibion’s Sons high favour’d) Thou fhalt learn
Celeftial Leflons from his awful Tongue ;
And with {oft Grace and interwoven Loves
(Grateful Digreflion) all his Words rehearfe
To thy Chariffa’s Ear, and charm her Soul.
Thaus with divine Difcourfe, in thady Bowers




Sacred to ViR T U g, &cC. 23%
OF Eden, our firlt Father entertain’d
Erwe his fole Auditrels 3 and deep Difpute
With conjugal Careifes onther Lip
Solv'd eafy, and abftrufeft Thoughts reveal'd.

Now the: Day wears apace, now M I'T 7O comes
From his bright TFutor, and finds out his Mate.
Behold the dear Aflociates feated low
On humble Turf, with Rofe'and Myrtle firow’d ;
But high their Conference | how felf-{ufic'd
Livestheir Eternal Maker, girt around
With'Glories : arm’d with Thunders ; and his Throne
Mortal Accefs forbids, projeéting far
Splendors unfufferable and radiant Death.

With Reverence-and Abafement deep they fall -
Before his Sovercign Majefty, to pay

Due Worfhip : Then his Mercy on their Souls
Smiles with a gentler Ray, but Sovereign {lill;
And leads their Meditation and Difcour(e
Long Ages backward, - and acrofs the Seas

To Bethiehem of Fudak: There-the Son,

The filial Godhead, Charaéter exprefs =

Of Brightnefs inexpreflible; laid by

His beamy Robes, and made Defcent to Earth
Sprung from the Sons of Adam he became

A fecond Father, Ruadiousto regain

Loft Paradife for Men, and purchafe Heav'n,

The Lovers with Indearment mutual thus

Promifcuous talk'd, and Queltions intricate
His manly Judgment fill refoly’d, and fill

Held
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Held her Attention fix'd ¢ {he mufing fat
On the fiveet mention of Incarnate Love,
Till Rapture wale’d her Voice to {ofteft Strains.
¢ She f{ang the Infant God ; (myflerions Theme 1)
How vile his'Birth-place, and his Cradle vile !
The Ox and Afs his mean Companions ; there
In Habit vile the Shepherds Rock around,
¢ Saluting the oreat Maother, and adore
0 Jirael's anointed King; theappointed Heir
** OF the Creation.— How debas'd he lies
3, ¢ Beneath his Regal State; for thee;, my- M TE D,
¢ Tiebag'd in fervile Form; but Angels fiood
“ Miniftring round their'Charge with folded Wings
« Obleqguious, tho'unfeen; while lightfome Hours
¢ Fulfiil’d the Day, and the grey Evening rofe.
« Then the fair Guardianshov'ring o'er his Head
¢« Wakeful all Night, drive thefoul Spirits far,
« And with their fanning Pinions purge the Air
¢ From bufy Phantoms, from infeétious Damps,
¢ And impure Taint; while their Ambrofial Plumes
s A dewy Slumber on his Senfes fhed.
4 Alternate Hymns the heavenly Watchers fung
" Melodious, foothing the furrounding Shades,
“ And keptthe Darknefs chafte ‘and holy. Then
s Midnight was charm’d, and all her gazing Eyes
 Wonder'd to fee their mighty Malker fleep.
# Behold the Glooms difperfe, the rofy Morn
#¢ Smiles.in the Eaff with Eye-lids opening fair,
¢ But not o fair as Thine ; O I could fold Thee,
s My young Almighty, my Creator-Babe,
“ For ¢ver in thefe Arms ! For ever dwell

(1

&

(3
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1 Uggﬁ

i
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# Upen thy lovely Form with gazing Joy,
 And every Pulfefhould beat Sevaphic Love;
“ Arpund my Seat fhonld crouding Cherubs come
“ With fwift Ambition, zealousto attend
 Their Prince, and:Form a Heav’n below the Sky.

% Forbear, Céariffa, O forbear the Theught
® Of Female-Fondnels, and forgive the Man
** That interropts fuch melting Harmony !
Thus M LT 7 Q3 and awakes her nobler Powers
To pay jult Worthip to the {facred King,
F B80S, the Gop ; nor with Devotion pure
Mix the Carefies of her fofter Sex ;
{Vain Blandithment) < Come, turn thine Eyes afide
“ From Berblg'em, and climb np the doleful Sweep
“ OF bloody Calzary, where naked Sculls
* Pave the fad Road, and. fright the Traveller,
% Canmy Beloved bearto rracethe Fest
* Of her Redeemer panting up the Hill
* Hard burden'd 2 Can thy Heart:attend his Crofs?
f* Nail'd to the cruel Wood he groans; he dies,
** For thee he dies. Beneath thy Sins and mine
* (Harrible Load !) thefinlefs Savionr oF0ans,
* Andin fierce Anguifh of his Soul expires.
* Adoring Angels pry with bending Head
*Searching the deep Contrivance, and admire
“ This Infinite Defign. Here Peace is made
“ "Pwixt Gap the Sovereign, and the Rebel Man :
*“ Here Satan overthrown with all his Hofts
* In fecond Ruin ragesand defpairs ;
& Malice itlelf defpajrs, The Captive Prey

“ Long
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* Long held in Slavery hopes:a fiveet Releale,
" And Aden’s ruin'd Offspring fhall revive
** Thus ranfom’d from the greedy Jaws of Death,

The-fair Difeiple heard : - her Paffions move
Harmorious to the great Difcourfe; and breathe
Refin'd Devetion : while new Smiles of Love
Repay her Teacher. Both with bended Knees !
Read o'er the Covenant of Eternal Life
Brought down to Men'; feal'd by the facred Three
Tn Heav’n ; and {eal’d on: Earth with Gop’s own Blood.
Here they unite thejr Waumies again, and fign
Thofe peaceful Articles.* (Hail, bieft Co-heirs |
Celeftial - Ye fhall grow to manly Age,
And {pite of Earth and Hell, in feafon due
Poffefs the fair Inheritance above.)
With joyous Admiration they furvey
The Gofpel Treafures infinite, unfeen
By mortal Eye, by mortal Ear unheard,
And unconceiv'd by Thought : Riches Divine
And Horours which the Almighty Father-Gop
Pour'd with-immenfe Profufion on his Son,
High-Trealurer of Heaven. The Sonbeftows
The Life, thesLove, the Blefing; and the Joy
On Bankrupt mortals who believe and love
His Name: ' * Then, my Chariffa, all is'thine. |
* And thine, my MI7 10, the fair Saint replies. i
« Life, Death, the World below, and Worlds on' high,
“ And Place, and "Time, are ours ; and Things to come,
© And paft, and prefent, for our Intereft ftands :
¢ Firm in our Myftic Head, the Title fure.
4 Tis for our Health and f{iveet Refrefhment, while |

% Wa
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« We [ojourn Strangers here, the fruitful Earth

st Bears plenteots ; and revolving Seafons (il

¢¢ Drefs her valt Globe in varions Ornament.

¥ For usthis chearful Sun and chearful _I_Eg]n:
Diurnal thine.  Thisblue Expanfe of Sky
Hangs, a rich Canopy above our Heads
Covering our Slumbers, ‘all with flarry Gold
Inwroughe, when Nipht alternates her Return;
For us Tlime wears his Wings out: Natare keeps
© Her Wheels in Motien : and her Fabrick ftands.
* Glories beyond our Ken of mortal Sight

“ Are now preparing, and'a Manfion fair

-

1

A

 Awaits us, where the Saints unbody'd live.

* Spirits releas!d from Clay,and purg'd from sin :
Thither eur Hearts with moft inceffant Wilh
Panting afpire ; when fhall that deareft Hour
Shine and releafe us hence, and bear us high,
Bear us at once unfever'd to our better Home 3

-

-

(4

-

Qbleft connubial State I © happy Pair,
Envy’d by yetunfociated Sculs
Who feek their faithful T'wins ! Your Pleafures rife
Sweet as the Morn, advancing as the Day,
Fervent as glorious Noon, ferenely calm
As Summer-Evenings. ‘The vile Sons of Earth
Groveling in Duft with all their noify Jars
Refilefs, fhall interrupt your Joys nomore
Than barking Animals affright the Moon
Sublime,-and riding inher Midnight Way.
Friendlipand Love fhall undiftinguifh'd reign
O'er all your Paffions with unrival'd Sway

Mutual
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Mutual and everlafting : Friendlhip knows

No Property in, Good, butall Things common

That each pofiefles, asthe Light or Air

In which we breathe and live ; There's not one Thonght
Can Jurk in clofe Referve, noBarmers fix'd,

But every Paflage open as the Day

To one another’s Breaft, and inmoft Mind.

Thus by Communion your Delight fhall grow, E |

"Thus Streams of mingled Blifs fivell higher as they flow, 4|
Thus Angels mix their Flames, and more divinely glow,

HHIHFIH IDBHE BRI RELHHIHHEH L |
I
|

The Thud PARK T O
The Acecount balanced.

I

H O U L D Sovereign Love before me ftand,
With all his Train of Pomp and State,
And bid the daring Mufe relate
His Comforts and his Cares ;
M IT 10, I wouldnot afk the Sand
For Metaphorst’ exprefs their Weisht,
Nor borrow Numbers from the Stars.
Thy Cares-and Comforts, fovereign Love,
Vaftly out weigh the Sand below,
And to alarger Audit grow
Than all the Stars above.
Thy mighty Loffes and thy Gains
Are their own mutual Meafores ;
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4
Only the Man thatknows thy Pains
Can reckomwup thy Pleafures,
ITieeg
8ay, Damon, {ay, how bright the Scene,
Dazmon 15 half-diviney bleft,
Leaning his Head on his Florella's Breaft
Without a jealous Thought, or buly Care between +
Then the: fweet Pajiions inix and fliare;
Flrelia tells thee all her Heart,
Norcan thy Soul’s remotelt Pare
Conceal a I'honght or Wilh from the beloved Far,
Say, what a Pitch thy Pleafures
When Friendfhipall fin

re grows up o Ecftacy
Nor felf contralts the Blifs; nor Vice pollutes the Joy,
While thy dear O"%prl'w round: thee fit,
Or fporting innocently at thy Feet
Thy kindeft Thoughts engage :
Thofe little Images of Thee,
What pretty Toysof Youth they be,
®nd growing Propsof Age!
HI.
But thort is earthly Blifs:|. The changing Wind
Blows from the fickly Soneb, and brings. .
Malignant Fevers on its fultry Wings,
Relentlefs Death fits clofe behind ;
Now galping Infants, and a Wife in Tears,
With piercing Groang {alutes his Ears,
Thro® every Vein the thrilling Torments roll ;
While Sweet and Bitter are at Suife
In thofe dear Miferies of Life,
Thofe tendereft Picces of his blesding Soul,

The
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The pleafing Senfe of Love awhile !

{ Mixt with the Heart ake may the Pain bezuile, !

i ‘And make a fecble Fight :

: *Till Sorrows like a gloomy Deluge rife, |
Then every fmiling Paffion dies, |
And hope alone with wakeful Eyes

Darkling and folitary waits the flow returning Lighe.

Iv.

|
Here then let my Ambition reft, f
May I be moderately bleft
When I the Laws of Love obey : '
et but my Pleafure and my Pain |
In equal Balance ever reign, ‘
Or mount by Turns and {ink again,
And fhare jult Meaflures of alternate Sway, '
So Damen lives, and ne'er complains;
Scarce can we hope diviner Scenes |
On this dull Stage of Clay : '
The Tribes beneath the Northern Bear
Submit to Darknels half the Year,
Since half the Year is Day.

sl pltisiolololduidoioldelol il |

On the Death of the Duke of Gloucefker, jufl |
after Mr. Dryden. 17co. .

An EPIGR A M,

RYDE Nisdead, DRY DE N alonecould fing |

The full-grown Glories of a future King.
Now G LOST E R dies : Thos lefler Heroes live
By that immortal Breath thatPocts give ;

And
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And fearce furvive the Mufe, but WILLIAM ftands,
Nor afks his Honours from the Poet’s Hands,
WILLIAM fall hine wichout 2 DR YD E N Praife,
His Laurels are not grafied on the Bays.

COGETOGTTOTOLTDGLE

An Epigram of Martial to Cirinys.
Sic tua, Cirini, pronius B pigrammata vulzy
Ut mecum poffis, &ec.
Inferib’d to Mr, YOSIAH HORT 16g4.

Now Lord Bithop of Kijmre in Freland.

O fmooth your Numbers, Friend, your Verfe fo {weet;
S So fharpthe Jek, and yet the Turn {o neat,
That with her Martial Rome would place Cirize,
Rame would prefer your Senfe and Thought to mine,
Yer modeft you decline the publiclk Stage,
To fix your Priend dlone amidit e applanding Age,
So Mary L]ld, the mighr}' Mare ﬁngs
In valt Heroic Notes of valt Heroie ‘Things,
And leaves the Ode to dance upon his Flaceus Strings,
Hetfeorn'd o' daant the desr Horatign Tvre,
Tho® his brave Genius fafvd Pindaric Fire,
And avhis Will ‘conld filence all thie Liyric Quire,
80 10 Jis Farins he refion’'d the Praife
Of the proud Bufkin and the Tragic Bays,
When he could thunderwith 2 lafiier Vein,
And fing of Gods and Heroes in a bolder Strain,

A handfome Treat, a Picce of Gold, or fo,
And Compliment; will every Fricnd beflow ;

N Rarely




246 LYRIC POEMS, Bookll

Rarely a Firpil, a Civine we meet, .
Who lays his Laurels at inferior Feet,
And yields the tenderelt Point of Honour, Iz,

XA S o dh b
E-P IS0 L A

|

i
Hratri {uo dile¢to R . 1. . S.P.D. |
URSUM tugs, amande Frater, accepi Literas, eodin

© fortafié momento, guo mes adte peruenerunt 3 ddemique gl

te feribentens vidit Diet, misom ad Epifolare munus excitavil

a - |
Cd-l’ﬁ‘m!ﬂi:_; HoH f;;ezna é;r? FHIEr 05 FJ'{.‘!;.‘?'.‘:M,’);’ Fotneky  HHICHE

exim Spiritas nos intis aniyat, agitgue, & Concordes in am
bobus efficit arotus: O utinam crefeat indies, & wigefoat mutua
Charitas ; Saxit Deus, ut Amor fui noflra sneendar &5 defees]
e2t pellora, tunc etenim 3 alternis pure dpicitia flammi)
grga nas tnwicem Divinun in modum ardebimus Cc::.rrm;ﬁ-i
mur Jefom woffrum, Cealefle illud & adsrandum Exempla|
Charitatis. e gf?

Induit Homanos, at puollet Corpore noftras

(Heu miferas) fulferre vices ; fponforis obivit
Munia, & in lefe Tabulz maledifta Minacis |
‘Tranflulit, & feeleris poenas hominifgque reatum. !

Q;U [ quondam zeterno delapfus ab Erhere Vultus

Ecce jacet defertus humi, diffafus in herbam
“Integer, innocuas verfus fua fidera Palmas
Et placidum attollens vultum, nec ad ofcula Patris
Amplexus folitofve ; Artus nudatus amitn
Sidereos, & fponte finum patefaius ad Iras

}\"uminif‘

|
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Numinis armati. Pater, hic infige * fagittas,
* Hzc, ait, iratum forbebunt Peétora ferrum,
“ Abluat Mrhereus mortalia Crimina Sanguis.

Dixit, & horrendum fremuére tonitrua Ceeli
Infenfufque Dens; (quem jam pofuiffe paternum
Mufa queri vellet nomen, fed & ipfa fragores
Ad tantos pavefada filet,) Jam diffilic Ether,
Pandunturque fores, ubi duro Carcere regnat,
Ira, & Peenarum Thefauros mille coercer,

Inde ruunt gravidi vefano Sulphure Nimbi,

Lentuplicifque volant contorta volumina Flammae

In Caput immeritum ; diro hic {ub Pondere prefiis

Reftar, comprefios dumque ardens explicat artus

+ Parpureo veftes tinte fudore madefcust,

Nec tamen' infando 7iudex Repina labori

Segnits incumbit, fed laffos increpat Ignes

Acriter, & fomno languentem fufcitat || Enfem :

 Surge, age, Divinum pete Peftus, & imbue facro

Flomine mucronem ; Vios hinc, mea fpicala, laté

Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina Gbriftuns,
Immenfum tolerare valet; ad pondera peen

« Suftentanda hominem fuffulcict Incola Nuumenw,

¢ Bt tu facra Decas Legum, Violata Tabella,

“ Ebibe vindiGtam ; vaiti {atiabere czde,

Mortalis Culpz penfabit dedecus ingens

< Permiftus Deitate Cruor.————o

£
L1

(14

L5

Sic fata, immiti contorquet Vulnera dextrd
Dilaniatque finus ; fan&i penetralia Cordis

* Jubiv.6 + Luke wxii. 440 I Zech. xiii. 72

N oz Pana

T TR

fifs wmay
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Panduntur, fievis avidus Dolor invelat alis,
Atque andax Mentem ferutator, & Ilia mordet;
Interea Servator *ovat, Viftorque Doloris
Eminet, Illuftri 4 perfufus Membra Cruore,
Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortits illom
Urget Patris Honos, & non vincenda Voluptas
Servandi miferos Sontes; O nobilis Ardor |
Peenaram ! O quid non Mortalia Pectora cogis
Durus Anior 2 Quid non Celeftia ?

At fulfidat Phantafia, wangfoant Inagines; nefeio quo
froviputt amens Mufer: Folus quatuor fineas pedibus aflrinzers,
&5 pecel ammeri crefount in immenfunr;  dumque concitalt
Genio lanawt frena, “wereor v juveniite impetus Theologian
.'Td'ﬁr_v'-‘ &5 quidnx pimis Tmaginatio.  Hevi alata e ad wt

Bool I1.

I Ej“l: ola indicans Matrem zrf.:‘:':':y‘?m"é Je babeve, licet ignes _ﬁ!—
I Erilic son progfus defereit mortale ojus Domiciliun: Plurd
woini, fed turgidi & crefeentes werfis nolucre pliva, & oo

aviddarant feriptionis Limites. . Faleamice frater, & in i adrs’

Pietatis & Artis medicer: firenatis decurves i‘

Damm & Muofieo meo Londini xvt® Kalend. Febr. !
Anno {zlutis cio1acxciir.

* L‘uJ s o+ Le. aiis 24 ‘

|

o l

3%"‘;‘3 ﬁl‘égbt“! i%ﬂ' e %:J.elmn‘q‘? hﬁ(ﬁ@%i

Fratris B. W. olim navigaturo

: Septoq0: 1601, |
FELIX, pede profpero i
I Frater, Trabe pined '

Sulces Aquord ceerula |

Pandas Carbafa flaibus !
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Qu:z tuto reditura fint.

~ Non te monftra Natantia
Ponti Carnivorze Incol=
Preedentur Rate naufragi,

Navis, Tu tibi creditom
Fratrem dimidiom: mei
Salvum fer per inhofpita
Ponti Regna, per avios
Traftus, & liquidum Chaos.
Nec te {orbeat horrida
Syrtis, nec Scopulus minax
Rumpat roborenm latus.
Captent mitia flamina
Antennz ; & Zephyri leves
Dent Portom placidum: tibi.
T, quiflamina, qui vagas

Flotus Oceani regis,

Et fzvum Boream domas.
Da fratrj faciles vias,
Et fratrem reducem {nis,

5A8588580808880080888
Ad Reverendum Virum

D YOHANNEM PINHORNE,
Fidum Adolefcentiz mez Praeceptorem.
Pindarici Carminis Specimen. | 1604,

IF
T te, PINORN I, Mufa Teifantica
Salutat, ardens difcipulam tuam
N 3 Graf&
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Grate fateri : nunc Athenas,
Nunc Latias per ameenitates
"Tuto pererrans te recolit Ducem,
Te quondam teneros & Ebraia per afpera gteffus
Non dora duxiffe manuo.
‘Tuo patefcunt lumine Thefpii
Campi atque ad arcem Pleridén iter :
En altus affurgens Homerns
Arma Deofque Virofque mifeens
Occupat ALthereum Parnafi culmen : Hosmers
Immenfos ftopeo manes
Te, Mare, dulce canens fylvas, «t¢ bella fonantera
Ardua, da veniam tenuni venerare Camoend :
Tuzque accipias, Thekane Vates,
Debita Thara Lyre.
Vobis, magna Trias | clariflima Nomina, femper
Scrinia noltro patent, & Peétora noftra patebunt,
‘QQuum mihi cunque levem conceflerit otia & horam
Divina Mafis pagina,

IL
Flacews ad hancTriadem ponatur, atdpfa pudendas
Deponat Veneres : venias, {ed * purus & jnfons
Ut te collawder, dum fordes &F mala lufira
Ablutus, Penufine, canis ridelfve. Recife
Haic lege accedant Satyre juvenalis, amari
Terrores vitiorum. At longé czcus abeflet
Perfius, obfcurus Vatesy mifi lumina circum-
-fula forent, Sphingifque mmgma.ta, Bonde, feidiffes.

# Horat, Lib, I, Sat 6.
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Grande fonans Senece fulmen; gradifque cothurni
Pompa Sophocles celfo ponantur eodem
Ordine, & ambabus fimul hos ampleétar in ulnis,
Tutd, Poetz,; tutd habitabitis
Pifics abacos : improba Tinea
Obiit, nec audet {=va caftas
Attingere Blata Cameenas:
At tu renidens feeda Epigrammatum
Farrago inertiimy ftercoris impii
Sentina fetens, Martialis,
In Barathrum relegandus imum
1ee, & hinc tecum rapias Catullvm

Ak

Infulse mollem, narbus, auribuos
Ingrata caftis cariing, & Jmprcdn
Spurcos Naforis Amores.
I11.
Nobilis extremd gradiens Caledonis ab ard
En Buchananus adeft.  Divini Plaltis Imago
Felfiades {alveto 5 potens feu Numinis Iras
Fulminibus mifcere, facro vel lumine Mentis
Fugare noétes, vel Citharz {ono
Sedare flutus Pectoris.
Tu mihi hzrebis comes ambulanti,
Tu Domi altabis focius Perennis,
Sewlevi Men{z fimul aflidere
Dignabere, fen Leftice.
Mox recumbentis vigilans ad aurem
Aureos {fuadebis inire fomnos
Sacra fopitis fuperinferens ob-
livia cugis,

N 4
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Stet juxta®  Cafmirus, huic nec pacius Ignem
Natura indulfit nec Mufa armavit Alymnam
* Sarbioinp rudiore Lyra.
Quanta Polnuss levat aura Cygnum
+ Humana linguens (en fibi dewiii
Bntes recedunt ) luzurizntibus
Spatiatur in aére pennis,
Seu m forte virum toliis ad zthera,
Cognatoive Thrones & patrium Polum
Vifurus confurgis avans,
Vifum fatigas, aciemque falis,
Dum tuum a longe fupeo volatam
O non imitabilis Ales,
IV.
8arbivii ad nomen gelida incalet
‘Mufa, fimul totus fervelcere
Sentio, frellataslevis induor
Alas & tollorin altum,
Jam juga Zioass radens pede
Elato inter fidera vertice
Longé defpeto mortalia,

Quam juvat altifonis volitare per zthera pennis,
¥t ridere procul fallacia Gaudia séeli

"Térrelz Grandia insnia, - :
Quze mortale genus (hea male) deperit,
O coras hominum miferas ! Cano,
£t miferas nugas Diademata !

Ventofz fortis Ludibriums

® M, Cafimirus, Sarbiewski Pocta infignis Polonis.
% Ode V. Lib, 2,

M

.
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En mihi {fubfidunt terrenz & peftore Faces,
Geftit & effiznis divinum effundere C"umeri

Mens afflata Deo
at vos Heroes & Arma

Et procul efte Dii, lndiora Numina.
Quid mihi cum veftra pondere Lancezs,
Pallas | aut veltris, Disnyfe, Thyrfis
Et Clava, & Anguis, & Leo, 8 Hercules,
Et brutum tonitra fictitii Patgis,

Abftate a carmine noftro,

N
T'e,. Dens Omnipotens ! te noftra fonabit 7B 8 &
Mufa, nec aflucto celeftes. Barbitonausii
Tentabit numeros, Walti finelimite Numen &
Immenfum fine lege Denm numert fine lege fonabunt;

Sed Myfam magna pollicentem deflituit vigor 3 Diving jus
bare perfivingitur oculorums acies, En labafcit penmis, ire-
mit ariubus, vuit deorfum per- inane Btheris, jacet wifa,,
ebfiupefeit, filet, .

J:g::gﬁ'as, Rewerende Fi irs, Tiang CoNaming ﬁ‘agﬂzfa Foe
rude licet & impolitums zgui bomi_confulas, €5 gratitudings.
Jam din debitee i partem repongs,

VU150 L B A L B s B
Votum, feu Vila in terris beatg.

Ad virum ﬂi_gn'tﬂimum

FOHANNEM HARTQPPITM, Bartm..
1702
L
ART O P P Ieximio flemmate nobilis
Venaque Ingenii divite, fi roges
N 5 Quem
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Quem mea Mufa beat,
Tlle mihi felix ter &amplitis,
Et fimiles fuperis annos agit
Dyt fibi fufficiens .G.':.;M adefl fibi.
Hunc longé a curis mortalibus
Inter agros, fylvafque filentes
Se Mufifque fuis tranquilliin pace fruentem
Sol orensvidet & recumbens,
II.
Non fuz Vulgi favor infolentis
(Plaufus infani tumidus popelli)
Mentis ad facram penetrabit arcers,
Feriatlicet ABthera clamar,
Nec Gaza'flammans divitis rdree,
Nee, Tage, veltrz fulgor Arenule
Ducent ab obfcurd quiete
Ad laquear radiantis Aulz.
L.
©O fi daretur ftamina proprii
Tra&are fufi pollice proprio,
Atque meum mihi fingere fatam ;
Candidus vitz color innocentis
Fila nativq decoraret Albo
Non Tyrié vitiata con-::ha .
MNon aurum, mon gemma mtens, nec purpura tele
Intertexta forent invidiofa mez.
Longé a Triumphis, & fonitu Tubz
Longé remotos tranfigerem dies:
Abftate fafces (fplendida Vanitas)
Et vos abftate, Corong,
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1V.

Pro meo tefto Cafa fit, falubres
Captet Auroras, procul Urbis atro
Diftet a famo, fugiatque longé

Dura Phthifis mala, dura Tuffis.
Difplicet Byrjz & fremitu molefto
Turba Mercantiim ; gratills alvear
Demulcet aures murmuore, gratius

Fons falientis aguz. =

: B2

Litigiofa fori me terrent jurgia, lenes
Ad fylvas properans rixofas execror artes
Eminus in tuto a Linguis

Blandimenta artis fimul =quus odi;
Valete, Cives, & amcena fraudis

Verba; proh Mores ! & inane facri
Nomen Amici !

VL
Taque quz noftris inimica Mufis
Felle facratum vitias amorem,
Abfis 2ternum, Diva libidinis
Et Pharetrate Puert
Hinc, hine, Cupids, longuis avola
Nil mihi cum feedis, Puer, ignibus ;
thered fervent face pectora,
Sacra mihi Feaus eft Urama,
Et juvenis Feffens Amor miliz
- ViIL.
Celefte carmen (nec taceat lyra
Jefleea) Tetis anribus infonet,
Nec Patfianis ¢ medullis

255
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' Ulla dies rapiet vel hora.
Sacri Libelli, Deliciz mez,
Et vos, Sodales, femper amabiles,
Nune fimul adfitis, nunc viciffim,
Et fallite tzdia vitz: :

XIFRXKIRRAKI IR ERKKK
a0 :
Mss. S I N G ER
(Now Mr. R O 7 E)

On the Sight of fome of ber divine Pocins, never
printed.
Fuly 19. 1706
1

0 N the fair Banks of gentle Thanes
I tun'd my Harp ; nor did celeftial Themes
Refufe to dance upon my Strings ¢ -
Therebeneath the Evening Sky
T fung my Cares afleep, and rais'd my Wilhes high
To everlafting Things.
Sudden from bian’s Weftern Coaft
Harmonious Notes come gliding by,
The neighbouring Shepherds knew the Silver Sound ;
« T PHILOMEL 45 Voice, the neigh'bring |
Shepherds ery; :
Af once my Strings all filent lie,
Atonce my fainting Mufe was loft
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In the fuperior Sweetnefs drown’d.

In vain'1 bid my tunefol Powers unite ;

My Soul retir'd, and left my Tongue, .
I was all Ear, and PHILOME L s Song

Was all divine Delight.

II.

Now be my Harp for ever dumb,

My Mufe attempt no more. "Twas long age

I bid adieu to mortal Things,

To Grecian Tales, and Warsof Rome,
"T'was long ago I broke all but th’ immortal Strings ;
Now thofe immortal Strings have no Employ,

Since a fair Angel dwells below,

To tune the Notes of Heav'n, and propagate the Joy.

Let all my Powers with Awe profonnd

While P H 1L O M B/L 4 fings,

Attend the Rapture of the Sound,

And my Devotion rife on her Seraphic Wings.

The End of the Second Book.

HOR &
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B'O"0 K- HE
Sacred to the Memory of the Dead.

FEBIEBEHTEHIH S SEBSFSSEHIHHES
An EPITAPH on

King W ILLIAMIIL
Of Glorious Memory.
W ho died March the 8th, 101,

i i
B ENE AT H thefe Honours of a Tomb,

GrEATNESS in humble Ruin lies :
{(How Earth confinesin narrow Room
Vhat Heroes leave beneath the Skies !)
1I.

Preferve, O venerable P1i g,

Inviclate thy facred Truft ;

To thy cold Armsthe B R /T I'.§ H Ifle,

Weeping, commits her richeft Duft,

III. Ye
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HE
Ye gentleft Minifters of FatTe,
Attend the Monarch as he lies,
And bid the fofteft SLumnErs wait
With filken Cords to bind his Eyes,
IV,
Reflt his dear Sworp beneath his Head ;
Round him his faithful Arms fhall ftand ;
Fix his bright Exsicns on his Bed,
The Guasds and Honours of our Land.
M
YeSifter-Arts of PaixTt and VErsE,
Place 4L B IO N fainting by his Side,
Her Groans arifing o’er the Hearfe,
And BE LG I.4 finking when he dy’d.
VI.
High o'er the Grave ReLic1on fet
In folemn Gold ; pronounce the Ground
Sacred, to bar unhallow'd Feet,
And plant ber Guardian VirTuEs round,
VII.
Fair LigerTY in Sables dreft;
Write his lov’d Name upon his Urn,
WILLIAM, the Seourge of Tyrantspaff,
And dave of Princes yer unborn.
VILL
Sweet Prace his facred Relicks keep
With Olives blooming round her Head,
And ftretch her Wings acrofs the Deep
T blefs the Nations with the Shade,

IX: ‘Stand




260 LYRIC POEMS, BookIIL |

IX.
Stand on the Pile, Immortal EamE,
Broad Stars adorn thy brighteft Robe,
Thy thoufand Voices found his Name

In Silver Accents round.the Globe.

X.
Frarrery fhall faint beneath the Sound,
While hoary Trurs infpiresthe Song ;
Envy grow pale and bite the Ground,
And Svawoer gnaw her forky Tongue.

X1
Nicat and the Graveremove your Gloom ;
Darknefs becomes the vulgar Dgad s
But Groryvebids the Royal Tomb
Difdain the Horrors of a Shade.

XIE

Grory with all her Lamps fhall burn,
And watch the Wartior's flceping Clay,
Till the laft Trumpet rouze his Urn
"To aid the Trinmphs of the Day.

035w 03500 013500 03500 05300 S5m0 1500
On the fudden DeaTn of
Ms. M ARY PEACOCK

An Elegiac Song fent-in_a Letter of Condolaitce
o Mr.N. P. Merchant at Amfterdam.

I.
-+ A R K | fhe bidsall her Friends‘adieu ;
Some Angel calls her to'the Spheres ;
Our Eyes the radiant Saint purfie
Thro® liquid Telefcopes of Tears.

II. Fare-
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IL.
Farewel, brizht Soul; a thort Farewel,
Till we fhall meet again above
In the fiveet Groves where Pleafures dwell,
And Trees of Life bear Fruits of Love.
III.
There Glory fits on every Face,
There Friendihip finiles inevery Eye,
There fhall our Tonguesrelate the Grace
Thatled us homeward to the Sky.
Iv.
O'erallthe Names of Carist our King
Shall our harmonions Voices rove,
Our Harps fhall found from-every String
The Wonders of his bleeding Love:
Y.
Come, Sovereign Lorp, dear Saviour, comg,
Remove thefe feparating Pays,
Send thy bright Wheels to fetch us home ;
That golden Honr, how long ititays! s
VI,
How long muft we lie lingring here,
While Saints around us take their Flighe?
Smiling, they quit this dufky Sphere,
And mount the Hills of heavenly Light,
VIL
Sweet Sonl, we leave thee to thy Reft,
Enjoy thy ¥ E § U § and thy Gop,
Till we, from Bands of Clay releait,
Springout and elimb the fhining Road.

VIIL
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VIiI.
TWhile the dear Duft fhe leaves behind |
Sleeps in thy Bofom, facred Tomb ! |
Soft be her Bed, her Slumbers kind, :
And all her Dreams of Joy to come,

P R B & QR L s 3, R |

EPITAPHIUM Viri Fenerabilis

Don. N, MATHER,
Carmine Lapidario comferiptum.

M. S.

Reverendi admodum Viri.

NATHANAELIS MATHERL

Q_U O D morj potuit hic fubtus depofitum eft,
8i quaris, Hofpes, Quantus & Qualis fuit,
Fidus enarrabit Lapis.

Nomen a Familid duxit
Santtioribus ftudiis & Evangelio devoti, |
Et per utramque Angliam celebri. .
Americanam{c. atque European:. !
Et hic quoque in fanéti Minifterii Spem eductus
Non fallacem :
Et hune atraque novit 4uglia
Doftum & Docentem.
Corpore fuit procero, Forma placidé verendd;
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| At fupra Corpus & Formam fublimé eminuerunt
[ndoles, Ingenium, atq; Eruditio:
Supra hzcPietas, & (fi fas dicere}
Supra Pietatem Modeftia,
Cweteras enim Dotes cbumbravit.
Quoties in Rebus Divinis peragendis
Divinitus afflatz mentis Specimina
Praftanuora edidit,
Toties Hominem fedulus occuluit
Ut folus con{piceretur Devs::
Voluit totus latere, nec potuik ;
Heu guantum tamen {ui nos later !
Et-majoreny Eaudis Partem {epulclirale Marmor
Invito obrait filentio,
Gratiam FE SU C H R I8 7T I {alutiferam
Quam abunde haufit iple, aliis propinavit,
Puram ab humana fece,.
Veritatis Evangeliea decus ingens,
Eringens Propugnaculum,
Concionator grayis Afpectu, Geflu, Voce ;
Cui nec aderat Pompa Oratoria,
Nec deerat 3
Flofculos Rhetorices fupervacaneos fecit
Berum dicendarum Majeftas, & Deus preefens,
Hinc Arma Milicie {uz non anfelicia,
Hinc toties fugatus Satanas,
Et hine Victorize
Ab Inferorum Portis totiesTeportate.
Solersille ferreis Impioram Animis infigere
Altom & Salutare Vulnus:
Vulneratas idem traQare leniter folers,

Et
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EtMedelam adhibere- manis falutaren.
Ex defecato Cordis Fonte
Divinis Eloquits affatim featebant Labia,
Etiam in familiari Contubernio :
Spirabat ipfe undique Caleftes fuavitates,
Quali Oleo Latiti femper recéns delibutus;
Et femper {upra Socios 3
Gratumque dilediflimi fui F E § & Odorem
Quaguaverfiis & late diffudit,
Dolores tolerans fupra fidem,
Arumnzque heu quam afliduze [
Invitte Animo, Vidtrice Patientia
Varias Curarum-Moles-pereutit
Etin Stadio & in Meta Vite :
Quam ubi propinguam vidit,
_ Plerophorid fidei quafi Curru alato veétus
Properé & exultim attigit.
Natuselt in Agro Lawcaffrienff 20° Martii, 153‘0.
Inter Now-Anglos Theologiz Tyrocinia fecit,
Paftorali Munere din Dublinii in Hibernia funétus,
Tandem {ut femper) Providentiam fecutus Ducem,
Coetui fideliom apod Lendinenfes prapofitus eft,
Quos Doétrina, Precibus, & Vita beavit :
Ah brevi ! :
Corpore folutus 26° Fulir, 16g7. JEtat. 67,
Ecclefiis Mcerorem, Theologis Exemplar reliquit,
Probis Fiifque omnibus
Infandum fui defiderium :
Dum pulvis CH R I8 T O charns hic dulce, dormit
Expedtans Stellam matutinam,

Book 111, |
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To the Reverend
Mr. YOHN §HOWER,

On the Death of his Daughter

Mis. ANNE W 4R NE R.
Reverend and dear Siv
H QM great foewer was my. Senfe-of your Lofi, yer [
did ot think myfelf fir to. offer any Lines of. Com-
Jort: your owwn Meditations car furnifb you with many a
delightfil Truth in the midfi of fo beaniy e Sorrsav; for the
Ca-w‘;.rm;;‘gf' Grace has Brightnefs envagh in it to gild the
#afl gloomy Providence = and 1o that Jveze Covenant youy
ol is no Stranger. M}- aon Thonghts avere much impreft
with the Tydings of your Daugleer’s. Death ;o and the' T
made many & Refleiiion on the Vanity of Mankind in its beff
Bffate, et Lo ackuowvledae that my Temper leads me moff
10 the pleaifant Scenes of Heawen, and that fiture Warld of
Bfe_g_’?ﬁ‘dﬂrsf}. When T vecolle? the Memory of my Friends ¢bat
are dead, I frequenitly rove into - the World of " Spivite, and
Jearch thewm out fhere. : Thus. I ondeavoured to-trace Mrvi.
Warncr; and thefe Tihonghes cronding fafl apon we, I for
then dion for my cuom Entertainment.  The Varfe breaks off
abruptly, becanfe I bad no Defien to avrite o finid Elegy ;
and befides,, auhen Tuoes fallen wpon the dark Side of Death,
Lhadsn piind va tarrytbere.  If the Lines T bave avritten
be fo bappy asto entertain you-a little, and divert your Grief;
the Time fyent in compafing thent foall not be reckoned among
ay loft Hours, and phe Rewican wuill be more pleafing to
S IR,
Decemb, 22z, Your affeftionate humble Servant,

1707, L-.
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An Eleziac Thought on Mrs. ANNE W ARNER,
who died of vhe Small-Pox, Decemb. 18,
1707. at one of the Glock in the NMorning
a few Days after the Birth and Death of ber
Jirft Child.

W A K E, myMufe, range thewide World of Souls,

Andideck PERNERA fed ; With upward Aim
Direét thy Wing ; for fhe was born from Heaven,
Fulfll’d her Vific, and return’d on high.

The Midnight Watch of Angels that patrole
The Britifb Sky, havenotic'd her Afcent
Near the Meridian Star ; purfue the Track
Tothe bright Confines of immortal Day
And Paradife her Home.  Say, my Urania,
(For nothing fcapes thy Search, nor can'ft thou mifs
So fair a Spuit) fay, beneath what Shade
Of Amarant, or chearful Ewer-green
She fits, recounting to her Kindred-Minds
Angelic or Humanes her mortal Toil
And Travels thro! this howling Wildernefs :
By what divine Protegtions fhe eftap'd
"Thofe deadly Snares when Youth and Safar leagu'd
Tn Combination to aflail her Virtue ;
(Snares fet to murder Souls) but Heav'n {ecur'd
The Favourite Nymph, and taught her Vitory.
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Or does fhe feek, or has fhe found her Bahe
Amongft the Infant-Nation of the Blef
And clafp’d it to her Soul, to fatiate there
The: young Maternal Paflion, and abfolve
The unfulfill’d Embrace ? Thrice happy Child !
That faw the Light, and turn'd its Eyes afide
From our dim Regions to th’ Eternal Sun,
And led the Parent’s Way to Glory | There
Thou art forever hers, with Powers entarg'd
For Love reciprocal and fweet Converfe.

Behold her Anceftors (a pions Race)
Rang'd in fair Order; ather Sight rejoice
And fing her Welcome. She along their Seats
Gliding falutes them all with Honours due
Such as are paid in Heaven : Andlaft fhe finds
A Manfion fathion’d of diftinguifh'd Light,
But vacant : 7% (with fure Prefige fhe cries)
Anuaits my Father ; avken avill be arviqge ?
Hoaw long, alas, boww long ! (Then calls her Mate)
- Die, thou dear Partner of ny morial cares,
Die, and pariake my Blijs ; ave are  far ever Oune.

Ah me ! where roves my Fancy! What kind Dreams
Croud with fweet Violence on my waking Mind !
Perhaps Ilufions all! Inform me, Mufe,

Chufes fhe rather to retire apart

To recolleét her diflipated Powers, .

And call her Thoughts her own : fo lately freed

From Earth's vain Scenes, gay Vifits, Gracalations,
From Hymen's hurrying and tumultuous Joye,

. And
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And Fears and Pangs, fierce Pangs that wrought her
Death.

Tell me on what fublimer Theme fhe dells

In Contemplation, with unerring Clue

Infinite Truth purfuing. (When, my Soul,

O when fhall thy Releafe from canibrous ¥ lefh

pafs the Great Seal of Heaven @ What happy Hour
hall give thy Thoughts a Loofe to foar and trace

The Intelletual World # Divine Belight !

VERNERAslov’d Employ !) Perhaps {he fings

To fome new golden Harp th® Almighty Ireeds,

The Names, the Eonours of her Saviour-God,

His Crofs, his Grave, his Victory; and s Crown :

Oh could Fimitate th' exalted Notes,

And mortal Ears could bear them !

11 1Ll

Or lies fhe now before th’ Eternal Throne
Pioftrate in humble Form, with deep Devotion
O'erwhelm’d, and Self-Abafement at the Sight
OF the uncover'd Godhead Face to Face?
Seraphic Crowns pay homage at.his Feet,

And Hers amonglt them, not of dimmer Gar,

Nor fet with meaner Gems : But vain Ambition,
And Emulation vain, and fond Conceit,

And Pride for ever banifh’d flies the Place,

Curit Pride, the Drefs of Hell. Tell me, Uransa,
How her Joys heighten, and her golden Hours
Circle in Love. O Ramp upon my Soul

Some bliisful Image of the fair Deceas'd

T'ocall my Paflions and my Eyes afide

From the dear breathlefs Clay, diftrefling Sight !
T look and mourn and gaze with greedy View
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Of melancholy Fondnefs : Tears bcdewing
That Form {o late defir’d, fo late belov'd,
Now loathfome and unlovely. Bafe Difeafe,
That leagu'd with Nature’s tharpeft Pains, and fpoil'd
So fiweera StruCture ! The impoifoning Taint
O’erfpreads the Building wrought with Skill divine,
And ruins the rich Temple to the Duft |

Was this the Conntenance, where the Wotld admirg
Features of Wit and Virtue ¢ This the Face
Where Love triumph’d 2 and Beauty on thefe Cheeks,
As'on a Throne, beneath her radiant Eyes
Was feated to Advantage ; mild, ferene,
Reflecting rofy Light? Sofits the Sun
(Fair Eye of Heaven!) upon a Crimfon Clond
Near the Horizon. and with gentle Ray
Smiles lovely round the Sky, till rifing Fogs,
Portending Night, with foul and heavy Wing
Involve the golden Star, and fink him down
Oppreft with Darknefs,

05500 350> D300 05500 05300 D530e 0f 500 0F 300

On the Death of an Aged and Honoursd Rela-
tve, Mrs. MW, July 13, 1693.

I.
Know the Kindred Mind, ~ *Tis fhe, "tis fhe;
Among the heav'nly Forms I {pe
The Kindred-Mind from flefhly Bondage free ;
Ohow unlike the Thing was lately feen
Gmuning and panting on the Bed,
With ghaly Air, and languifh’d Head,
Life on this Side, there the Dead,
".’Er'hilethcdc]a;:ing Flefh lay fiverine |

1AV fypesn et voon

G L i
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11
Long did the earthy. Houfe reftrain
In toiliome Slavery that Ethereal Guett ;
Prifon’d her round in Walls of Pain,
And twifted Cramps and Acheswith her Chain F
Till by the Weight of num’rous Days oppreft
The earthly Hopfe began to reel,
The Pillars trembled, and the Building fell ;
The Captive Soul became her own again :
'Tir'd with the Serrows and the Cares,
And tedions Train of fourftore Years,
The Pris’ner {mil'd to be releaft,
She feit her Fettersloofe, ‘and mounted: to her Relk.
III.
Gaze on, my Soul, and let 2 perfedt View
Paint her Idea all anew ;
Rafe out thofe melancholy Shapes of Woe
That hang around thy Memory, and becloud it fo,
Come Faxcy, come, with Effencesrefin’d,
With youthful Green, and {potlefs White ;
Deep be the Tinftare, and the Colours bright
T exprefs the Beauties of a naked Mind.
Provide no Glooms to forma Shade ;
All things above of vary’d Lightare made,
Nor can the heav'nly Piece require a mortal Aid,
But 1f the Features toodivine
Beyond the Powerof Fancy fhine,
Conceal th inimitable Strokes behind a graceful Shrine,
IV
Deferibe the Saint from Head to Feet,
Make all the Lines in juft Proportion meet;
But let her Pofture be
Filling a Chair-of high Degree ;

Obf&l‘ve
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Obferve how near it ftands to: the Almighty Seat.
Paint the new Grages of her Eyes 3
Freth in her Loaks let{prightly Youth arife,
And Joys unknown below the Skies;
Virrus that lives conceal'd below,
And to the Breaft confin'd,
Sits here triamphant on thelBrow,
And breaks withiradiant Gilories through
'The Features of the Mind,
Exprefs her Paffion {Hll the fame,
But:more-divinely fweet ;
Love has an everlafting Flame, :
And makes the Work complete, g P el
= V+ "r‘g:wi-
The Painter-Mufe with glancing Eve
Obferv’d a2 Manly Spirit nigh *,
That Death had long disjoin’d:;
** In the fair Tablet they tall ftand
*¢ United by a happier Band :
Shefaid, and fix'd her Sight, and drew the manly Mind,
Recount the Years, my Song, (a mournful Round [)
Since he was feenon Larthno more :
He fought in lower Seas and drown'd ;
But Victory and Peace he found
On'the fuperior Shore
There now his tuneful Breath in facred Songs
Eniploys the Evrepear and the Eafiern Tongues.

I
* My Grandfather M- Thomes Fatts, had fuch acquaintance witli
the Michematicks, Painting, Muficle, and Posly, &c. av gave him
confiderable Efleem among bisCeontemporaties. ~ He was Commandey
of a Ship of Wir 1656, and by blowing up of the Ship in the Burchk
Wear be wasdrown'd in his Youth, }

Oz Let
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Letth’ awful Truncheon and the Flute,
The Pencil and the well-known Lute,
Powerful Numbers; charming Wit
And every Art and Science meet,
And bring their Laurelsto his Hand, or lay them at his
Feet.

VL.

“Tis done. What Beams of Glory fall

{Rich Varnifh of immortal Art)

To gild the bright Original !
*Tis done. The Mufe has now perform’d her Part.
Bring down the Piece, Urania, from above,

And let my Howotr and my Love
Direfs it with Chains of Gold to hang upon my Heare,

b S S S S
A

EUNERAL POEM

On the DEA T H of
THOMAS GUNSTON, Ef,
Prefented to the

Right Honourable the Lady 4 B NV E ves

Lapv-Mavoress of Lonpox.
July 1701.
Manam,
A DI beer a common. Mouwrner at the Funeral of the
dear Gentleman deceafed, T fPould have labonred
after more of et in the follewing Compofition, fo fupply
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the Defeét of Nature, and to feign a Sorrow but the uncom-
wmon Gondefeenfion of bis Friend/bif to e, the inavard Ef~
teem 1 pay bis Memory, and the wafl and tender Senfe I bave:
of the Lofs, make all the Methods of Art needleft, whillt ua-
tural Gricf fupplics more than all.

Thad refloed indeed to lament in Sighs and Silence, and
Frequently check'd the too foravard Mufe : bae the Duporin-
nity wias ot fo be refifted 5 long Lines of Sorront Soied i
wpos e £er Lavas aware, whilfll took many a folitary Walk
ii the Garden adjoining ta bis Seat at Newington ; mor contid
1 free myfeif frome the  Croavd of melancholy Ideas.  Your
Ladyfbip woill find throughont the Poem, that the fair and
wnfinifld Building aubich ke bad jufl rais'd for himfelf, gave
almeft-all the Turns of Mourning to my Thoughts ; for I pur-
Jue v oiber Topics of Elegy thawavbat 1) Paffion and ¥
Senfes led me ta,

The Potws rowes, as wiy Eyes and Gricf did, [yom vie Part
of the Fabrick to the other © It rifes from the Foundation, fa-
Jutes the Walls, the Daors, ard the Windows,” drops a Trar
upans the Roof, and climbs the Turret, that pleafant Retreat,
avbere 1 promis’d myfelf many faveet Hours of bis Coner-
Sation ; there my Song avanders amongfl the delightful Sub-
Jedls divine and moral, wbich ufed to entertain our bappy
“Leifure’s and thence defcends to the Fields and the fbady
Walks, avhere I fo often enjey'd bis pleafing Difeourfe s my
Sorronus diffufe themfelves there avithout a Limit: T bad
quite forgotten all Scheme and Methed of Writing, till 1 cot-
redd myfelf, and rife to the Turret again o lament that defo-
late Sear, Noww if the Critics laugh at the Fuolly of the
Mufe for taking too much Notice of the Galden Ball, let them
confider that the meaneft thing that belong’d to o waluable a
Pevfon flill gove fome frolb and doleful Refleclions : And T
tranferibe Nature avithout Rule; and veprefent Friendfbip in
a mourning Drefs, abandoned to deegefl Serrow, and avith
a Negligence becoming W oe nnfrigned.

e 3 Had




fr.fe, botls by Merit and &y
f’

274 LYRIC-POEMS Book Il

Had Idsfion'd a comploas Elegy, Madam, en yorr deareft

Brother, and intendvd i3 o publick Piews, I fhonld bame
Jollowved the wfisal  Fopms of Poetry, fo far ar af leall; as tn
Jbend fome Pages 1 13, Charafter and. Praifes af the De.
ceafed, and thence have takin Occafion to call Mankind i3
complain aloud of she uaiverfal and unfpeakabis Lofs s But
Trate mevely for my folf as ¢ Friend of the Dead, and to
eafe my il Soul £y r?":-e‘cr.*.:”.a';'g cuk <my cavwe Complaints =
dres bis Clava o aid Fiptues fo avally fhat there avarns
Heed 10 mention e avfile T ialbed anl) wwith my felFs for the
Iage GF theos wva; vorer Prefent avith ape, auvhicls depe tle
Lain af the Hemrs intenfe dnd fively, - and my Tears Soving
with my Perge.

Perbars your Ladiffis auill expedd fome Divine Thoughts
&nd Sackogd Nindisa ons, mingled avith o Subtalt fo folemp ay
1555 is v Mo Lfermd a Definn of effering it to your Hard:,

bad compe’d 5 i Clyif #n Poem s Lut “fovas Grief
2arely matural for a Drosh Jo fuiprizing that drexe ail the
Strokes of it, and therefore my Refesiions ave chiefly of a moral
Strain,  Such g it i, Jour Ladylbip veguires a Capy of it 5
bat Jet it ot touch Jyour Soul tog tenderly, nor FEUE Touy gy
Mornings. Recsie ity Madam, a; an Offering of Lo
and Tears ot phy Tomk o a deparied Lricnd, and Jef it abide
<Lithyon as o B, stnefsaf that ajfediionare Refpecl and Homonr
that I bore fim i allaukich, as yaur Ladijkbip’s mefl rightfl
Succe/fion, ismone bumbly offered,

Mapau,
L ouy Ladyfbip’s moft Hearep

and Obedient Servant,

T AT T8

Te
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To the dear Memory of my honour'd FRIESD,
¥ ¥

THOMAS GUNSTO N, Elg;

Who died Novs 11, 1700y when ke bad. jufl
fouif'd brs Seat at Newington.

F blafted Hopes, and of fhort withering Joys,
Sing, heavenly Mufe. 'I'ry thine Hihercal Yoice
In Funeral Numbers and a doleful Song ;
GLNSTON the Jufk, the Generous, and the Young,
GUNSTON the Friend is dead. O empty-Name
OF earthly Blifs ! 'tis all an airy. Dream,
All 2 vain Thought | Our foaring Fancies rife
On treacherons Wings | and Hopes that touch the Skies
Drag but a longer Quin thro’ the downward Air,
And plunge the falling Joy flill deeper in Defpair,

How did our Souls ftand Batter'd and prepard
To fhout him welcome to the Seat he rear'd !
There the dear Man fhould {ee his Hopes complete,
Smiling, and tafting ev'ry lawful Sweet
That Peace and Plenty brings, while numerous Years
Circling delightful play'd around the Spheres:
Revolving Suns fhould fill renew his Strength,
And draw th’ uncommon Thread' to an unufual Length-
But hafty Fate thrufts her dread Shears between,
Cuts the young Life off, and fhuts up the Scene.

O 4 Thus
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Thus airy PLeasure dances in our Eyes,

And fpreads falfe Images in fair Difguife,

T" allure our Souls, ¢l juft within our Arms

The Vifion dies, and all the painted Charms

Flee quick away from the purfuing Sight,

Till they are loflin Shades, and mingle with- the Night.

Mufe, ftretch thy Wings, and thy fad Journey bend
To the fair Fapricx thar thy dying Friend
Built namelefs « “twill fuggeft a Thoufand Things
Moursful and foft as my Urania fings,

How did he lay the deep Fowsidations ftrong,
Marking the Bounds, - and rear the Walls along
Solid andlafting ; there a numerons Train
Of happy GUNSTONS might in Pleafure reign,
‘Whiie Nations perifh, and long Ages run,
Nations unborn, and Agesunbegun :
Not Time itfelf hould walte tlie bleft Eftate,
Nor the tenth Race rebuild the ancient Seat,
How fond our Fanciesare ! the Founder dics
Childlefs ; his Sifters weep and clofe his Eyes, }
And wait upon his Hearfe with never-ceafing Cries,
Lofty and flow it moves to meet the Tomb,
While weighty Sorrow nods on everyPlome ;
A thonfand Groans his dear Remains convey;
To his cold Lodging in a Bed of Clay, }
His Country's facred Tears well-watering all the way.
See the dull Wheels roll on the {able Road;
But no dear Son to tread the mournful Load,
And fondly kind drop his younz Sorrows there,
The Father's Urn bedewing with a filial Tear,
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O had he left us One behind, to play

Wanton about the paintcd Hall, and-{ay,

This avas my Father's, with impatient Joy

In myfond ArmsI'd clafp the fmiling Boy;

And call him my Young Friend : but awful Fate,
Defign’d the mighty Stroke as lafting as ‘twas great.

And mauft this Building then, this coftly Frame
Stand here for Strangers 2 muft fome unknown Name,
Pofiefs thefe Rooms, the Labours of my Friend ?
Why were thefe Walls rais'd for this haplefs End ?
Why thele dpartments all adorn'd fo gay ¢
Why his rich Fancy laviih’d thus away !

Mufe, view the Paintings, how the hovering Light
lays o’er the Colouss in a wanton Flight,
And mingled Shades wronghtin by foft Degrees,
Give a fweet Foil to all the charming Piece ;
But Night, eternal Night, hangs black around
The difmal Chambers of the hollow Ground,
And folid Shades unmingled round his Bed
Stand hideous: Earthy Fogs embrace his Head,
And noifome Vapours glide along his Face
Rifing Fcrpem:d. Mufe, forfake the Place,
Flee the raw Damps of the unwholefome Clay,
Laok to his airy fpacious Hall, and fay,
¢ Fow has he chang’d it for alonefome Cave,
&« (Confin'd and crowded in a narrow Grave !

Th' unhappy Honfe, looks defolate and monrns,
And every Door groans doleful as it turns ; -
The Pillars languith ; and each lofty Wall
Stately in Guief, laments the Mafter's Fall

O3
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In Dropsof briny Dew; the Fabrick bears
His faint Refemblance, and renews my Tears,
Solid and fquare it rifes from below -

A noble Air without a gaudy Show

Beeigns thre” the Model, and ddorns the Whole,
Manly and plain.  Such was the Builder's Soul.

O how I'love to view the ftately Frame,
That dear Memorial of the beft-lov’d Name!
Then conld T wifh for fone prodigious Cave
Vaft as his Seat, and filent 23 his Grave,
Where the tall Shades firetch o the hideous Roof;
Forbid the Day, and guard the Suftcbeams oft 3
Thither, my willing Feet, fhould ye be drawn
At the grey Twilight, and the early Dawn,
There {weetly fad thould my foft Minutes roll,
Numbring the Sorrows of my drooping Soul,
But thefe dte airy Thoughts | fubflantial Grief
Grows by thofe Objedts that fhould yield Relief ;
Fond of my Woes I heave my Eyes around,
My Grief from every Profpeét courts 2 Wound ;

Views the green Gardens, viewsthe {miling Skies,

still my Hearr finks, and fiil] my Cares arife;
My wandring Feet round the fair Manfion rove,
And there to footh my Sorrows Tindulge my Love,

Oft have T laid the awfiil Calyin by,
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient Eye
To fee thofe Walls, Pay the fad Vifie there,
And drop the Tribute’ of an hourly Tear
Etill 1 behold fomie melancholy Scene,
With mary a peniive ‘Thought, and ma

1y a Sigh between,

Two
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Two Days ago we took the Evening Air,
[, and my Grief, ‘and my Urania there,
Say, my Urania, how the Weltern Sun
Broke from black Cleads, ‘and in full Glory fhone
Gilding the Roof, then droptinto the Sea;
And fudden Night devour'd the fweet Remains of Day;
Thus the bright Youth juft rear'd his fhining Head
From obfcure Shades of Life, and funk among the Dead.
The rifing Sun adorn’d withall his Tight :
Smiles on thefe Walls again': but endlefs Night
Reigns uncontroul'd where the dear GUNSTON lies;
Fe's {et for ever, and muft never rife,
Then why thefle Beams, unfeafonable Star,
Thele lightfome Smiles defcending from afar,
To greet 4 MOUrAINg Houfe i Invainthe Day
Breaks thro' the Windsws with a joyful Ray,
And marks a thining Path' along 'the Floors
Boending the Evening and the Morning Hours ;
In vain it bounds ‘em : while vaft Emptine(s '
And hollow Silence reignsthro’ all the Place, }
Nor heeds the chearful Change of Nature's Face.
Yor Nature’s Wheels wall on withouy Controul;
The Swn-will rife; the tuneful Sphereswill roll, %
And-thetwonightly Bears walk round-and watch thePole &

Sée while I fpeal;, highon her fable Wheel
Old Night advancing climbs the Eaftern Hill -
Troops of dark Clouds prepare her Way ; behold, .
How their brown Pinions edg'd with Evening Gold
Spread-fhadowing o’er the Houle, and glide away,
Slowly porfning the declining Day ;
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O'er the broad Rssf they fly their Circuit fill,

Thus Days before they did, and Days to come they will ;
EBut the black Cloud that fhadows o'er his Eyes

Hangs there unmoveable, and never flies «

Fain would T bid the envious Gloom be gone ; E |

Ah fruitlefls With! how are his Curtains drawn
For a long Evening that defpairs the Dawn !

Mufe, view the Tarrer » jult beneath the Skies
Lonefome it fands, and fixes my fad Eyes,
As itwounldafka Tear. O {acred Seat
Sacred to Friendfhip | O divine Retreat !
Here did I hope my happy Hours ¢ employ,
And fed before-hand on the promis'd Joy,
When sweary of the noify Town, my Friend
From mortal Cares retiring, fhounld afcend
And lead me thither, We alone wou'd fit
Free and fecure of all intrnding Feet:
Our Thoughts fhould ftretch their longeft Wings, and rife
Nor bound their Soarings by the lower Skies :
Our Tongues fhould aim at everlafting Themes,
And {peak what Mortalsdare, of all the Names
Of boundlefs Joys and Glories, Tarones and Seats
Built high in Heaven for Souls: We'd trace the Strects
Of golden Pavement, wallseach blifsful Field,
And climb and tafte the Fruits the {picy Mountains yield :
Then would we {wear to keep the facred Road,
And walk right upwards to that bleft Abode ;
We'd charge our parting Spirits thereto meet,
There Hand in Hand approach th® Almighty Seat, }
And bend our Heads adoring at our Maker's Feet,

Ths
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Thus fiould we mount on bold advent'rous Wings

In high Difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly Things,

While the pleas'd Hours in fiveet Succeflion move,

And Minutes meafur'd, as they are above, %
By ever-circling Joys, and ever fhining Love.

Aron our Thoughts fhould lower their lofty Flight,
Sink by degrees, and take a pleafing Sight,
A large round Profpect of the fpreading Plain,
The wealthy River, and his winding Train, %
The fmoaky City, and the bufy Mea.
How we fhould finile to fee degenerate Worms
Lavifh their Lives, and fight for airy Forms
Of pa'mted Honour, Dreams of empty Sound
Till Envy rife, and fhoot 2 fecret Wound
At fwelling Glory, firait the Bubble breaks,
And the Scenes vanifh, as the Man awakess
Then the tall Titles infolent and proud
Gink to the Duft, and mingle with the Crowd.

Man is a reftlefs Thing; ftill vain and wild,
Lives beyond fixty, nor Qutgrows the Child:
His hurrying Lufts fill break the facred Bound
To feek new Pleafures on forbidden Ground,
And buy them all too dear. Unthinking Fool,
For a fhort dying Joy to fell a deathlefs Senl!
Tis but a Grain of Sweetnefs they can fow,
And reap the long fad Harveft of eternal Woe.

Another Tribe toil in a different Strife,
And banifh all the lawful Sweets of Life,
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To fweat and dig for Gold, to hoard the Oar,
Hide the dear Duft, yet darler than before,
And never dare to ufé a Grain of all the Store.

Happy the Man that knows the Valge juit
Of Earthly Things, nor is enflav’d to Duft
"Tis arich Gift the Skies but rarely fend
To Fav'rite Souls.  Then happy thou, my Friend,
For thou hadit learnt to manage and command
The Wealth that Heaven beflow'd with liberal Hand :
Hence this fair Strutare vofe; and hence this Seat i
Made to invite my not unwilling Feet ;
In vain ‘twasimade ! for we-fhal] ‘wever meet,
And {mile, and love, and bleft ¢ach other fiere,
The envious Tomb forbids thy Face ta
Detains thee,- GUNSTON; from my longing Eyes,
And all my Hopes lie buryd, where iy GUNSTON lies,

pear,

Come hither, all ye tenderelt Souls, that know
The Heights of Fondnefs; and the Depths'of Waoe,
Young Mothers, who your darling Babes have found
Untimely murder’d with 2 ghattly Wound ;

Ye frighted Nymphs, who onthe Biidal Bed
Clafp’d inyour Armsvaur Eovers coid and dead,
Come; in'the Pomp of all your wild Defpair,

With fowing Eye-lids, and diforder’d Hair,

Death in your-Looks 3 come, mingle Grief with me,
And drown your little Strcams in my unbounded Sea.

You facred Mourners of a nobler Mauld,
Born for a Friend; whofe dear Embraces hold
Beyond all Nature’s Ties ; you that have kuown
‘Fwo happy Souls made intimately One,




T the Memory of the DEaD. 283

And felt a parting Stroke : *Tis you muft tell

The Smart; the Twinges, and the Racks T feel:
This Soul of mine that dreadful Wound has'borne,
Of from its Side its deareft Half is torn,

The reft lies bleeding, and but lives to-monrn:

Oh infinite Diftrefs | fuch raging Grief

Should command Pity, and defpair Relief,
Paflion, methinks, {hould rife from all my Groans,
Give Senfe to Rocks, and Sympathy to Stones.

Ye dufky #oods and echoing Hills around,
Repeat my Cries with a perpetoal Seund :
Be all ye How'ry #afes with Thorns o'ergrown,
Aflit my Sorrows, and deelare your own;
Alas | Your Lord is dead. ~ The humble Plain
Muft ne'er receive his courteous Feet again:
Mourn ye gay fmiling Meadows, and’ be feen
In wintry Robes, inftead of youthful Green ;
And bid the Broof, that fill runs warbling by,
Move filent on, and weep. his ufélefs Channel dry, -
Hither methinks:the lowing Herd thould come,
And moaning Turtles murmur o’er his Tomb :
The Oak fhallwither, and the curling Vine
Weep his young Life out, while his Arms antwine
Their amotous. Folds; and mix his bleeding Soul with

mine-

Ye ftately Elms, in your long Order mourn %,
Strip off your Pride to drefs your Mafter's Urn
Here gently drop your Leaves, inftead of Tears:
Ye Elms, the reverend Growth of ancient Years®,

% There apas g leng revy of tall Elms then fanding wwbere fome years
af;’rr the lowper Garden woas made,

Stand
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Stand tall and naked to the bluftering Rage

Of the mad Winds; thus it becomes your Age

To fhew your Sorrows. Often ye have feen

Our Heads reclin’d upon the rifing Green ;

Beneath your facred Shade diffus'd we lay,

Here Friexpsaip reign’d with an unbounded Sway :

Hither our Souls their conftant Off'rings bronght,

The Burthens of the Breaft, and Labours of the 7 honght ;

Qur opening Bofoms on the confcious Ground

Spread zll the Sorrows and the Joys we found,

And mingled every Care ; nor was it known |

Which of the Pains and Pleafure: - ere our givn ; ‘
|

"Then with an equal Hand and honeft Soul

Ve fhare the Heap, yet both poffefs the Whole,
And all the Paflions there thro’ both our Bofoms roll,
By turns we comfort, and by turns complain,

And bear and eafe by turns the Sympathy of Pain,

Friewpsuir ! myfterious Thing, what Magic Pow'rs
Support thy Sway, and charm thefe Minds of ouys 3
Bound to thy Foot we beait our Birth-righe ftll,
And dream of Freedom, when we’ve loft our Will,
And chang'd away our Sonls: At thy Command
We {natch new Miferies from a foreign Hand;

To call them ours; and thoughtle(s of our Eafe,

Plague the dear Self that we were born to pleafe;

Thou Tyrannefs of Minds, whofe cruel Throne

Heaps on poor Mortals Sorrows not their own ;

As though our Mother Nature could no more

Find Woes fufficient for each Son fhe bore,

Friendfhip divides the Shares, and lengthens out the
Store,

Yet
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et are we fond of thine imperious Reign,

Proud of thy Slavery, wanton in our Pain,

And chide the courteous Hand when Death diffolves
the Chain.

Virrug, forgive the Thought! the raving Mufe
Wild and defpairing knows not what fhe daes,
Grows mad in Grief, and in her favage Hours
Affronts the Name {he loves and fhe adores,

She is thy Vot'refs too ; and at thy Shrine;
O facred Frigxpsuip, offer'd Songs Divine,
While GUNSTON livid, and both our Souls were
thine.
Here to thefe Shades at folemn Hours we came,
To pay Devotion with a mutual Flame,
Partners in Blifs.  Sweet Luxury of the Wind |
And fiveet the Aids of Senfe! Each ruder Wind
Slept in its Caverns, while an Evening Breeze
Fann'd the Leaves gently, fporting thro’ the Trees;
The Einnet and the Lark their Vefpers {ung,
And Clauds of Crimfon o'er th’ Horizon hung
"he flow-declining Sun with floping Wheels
Suik down the golden Day behind the Wettern Hills,

Mourn ye young Gardens, ye unfinif'd Gates,
Ye green Inclofures, and ye growing Sweets
Lament, for ye our Midnight Iours have known,
And watch'd us walking by the filent Moon
In Conference divine, while heavenly Fire
Kindling our Breafts did all our Thoughts infpire
With Joys almoft immortal 5 then our Zeal
Blaz!d and burnt high to reach th’ Ethereal Hill,
And Love refin’d, like that above the Poles,

Threw both oar Arms round one another’s Souls
In
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In Rapture and Embraces, Ch forbear, 'I
Forbear, my Song! this is too much to hear,

Too dreadful to repeat; fuch Jovs as thefe
5 Fled from the Earth for ever !

Ch for a general Grief® let 2
Our Waes, tha
Let it be laden with immmortal Sixl
And tell the Gales, that every Breath that flie

51
Over thefe Fields fhould murmur and complain,
| 5 I
| And Lifs e fa

dinz Grafs; and propagate the Pain,
i Weep-all ye Byl 55 and the Groves around
i For ever weep:: this'is anendlefs Wonnd,
! Vaft andincarable. Ve Buildings knew
His Silver Tongue, ye Groves have heard it toa : |
i At that dear Sound no more fhall ye rejeice,
And I nomore muft hear tha charming Voice ;
Woe to my drooping Soul I thas heavenly Breath |
That could {peak Life lies riow congeal’d in Death; I
While on his falded Lips all cold and pale |
Eternal Chains and heavy Silence dwell,

1l things fhare
tlenew our Loves : Tl neighbourin

]

o
&<

Yet my fond #Hope would hear Kim fpeak again,
Once more at leait, one gentle Word, and then
i GUNSTON aloud Lcalls In vain T cry

GUNSTON aloud ; for he muft ne'er reply.

In vain I mourn, and drop thefe Funeral Teats,
Death and the Grave have neither Eyes nor Ears:
Wandring I tune my Sorrows to the Groves, .
And vent my fwelling Griefs, and tell the Winds our Loves; i
While the dear Youth fleeps-fait, and hears them not: 'r
:P He hath forgot me: In the lonefome Vault

Mindlefs
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| Mindlefs of AT TS and Friendfhip, cold he lies,
Deaf and unthinking Clay——
But whithcr am T led ? this artles Grief
Hurries the Mufe on, obftinate and deaf
To all the nicer Rules, and bears herdo
From the tall Fabrick to the neighbou:
The pleafing Hours, the happy Momernit
Tn thefe fweet Fields reviving on my Tafte
Snatch me away refiftlefs with impetuous Hatte.
| Spread thy firong Pinions once again, my Song,
And reach the Turre thou haft left fo long :

ty Head it rears,

i Crer thewice Ropiits
Long waiting our Convesic; but only hears
The noify Tumuls of the Realms on higlis

| The Winds falute it whiftling as they fy,

. Or jarring round the Windows : rattling Shawers

' Toath the fair Sides; above lond Thunder 10315 ;
But fill the Mafer fleeps 3 norhears the Voice

i OF facred Friendilip, not the Tempell’s Noife:

' “An Iron Slumber fitson every Senfe,

| T vainthe heavenly Thunders fivive to roule it thence:

One Labour more, my Mufe, the golden Sphere
Seems to demand 3 fee thro' the.dufky Air
Dovwnsward it fiines yponthe rifing Moon 5
And, as fhe labours upto reach her Noon,
Purlies her Orb with repercafiive Light,
And fireaming Gold repays the paler Beams of Night-
But not one Ray can réach the darklome Grave,
Or pierce the {olid Gloom that fills the Cave

Where
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Where GUNSTON dwells in Death. Behold it flames

Like fome new Meteor with diffufive Beams

Thro’ the Mid-heaven, and overcomes the Stars ;

*So fhines thy GUNST 0 N's Soul above the Spheres, %

Raphacl replies, and wipes away my Tears,
We faw the Fleth fink down with clofing Eyes, |

¢ We heard thy Grief fhriek out, Hedies, He dies,

* Miftaken Grief! to call the Flefh the Friend |

On our fair Wings did the bright Youth afcend,

All Heav’n embrac'd him with immortal Love,

And fung his Welcome to the Courts abave. i

Gentle {theriel led him round. the Skies,

] The Buildings ftruck him with immenfe Surprize : |

The Spires all radiant; and the Manfions bright,

The Roof high-vaulted with Ethereal Light: .

Beauty and Strength on the tall Bulwarks {ag |

I'n heavenly Diamond ; and for every Gate

On golden Hinges a broad Ruby tarns, |

Guards off the Foe, and as it'moves it burns ; |

Millions of Glories reign thro’ every Part;

Infinite Power, and uncreated Art .

Stand*here difplay’d, and to the Stranger fhow !

How it out-fhines the nobleft Seats below.

'  The Stranger fed hig gazing Pow’rs a while i
1 “ Tranfported: Then, with a regardlefs Smile, |
“ Glanc'd his Eye downward thro’ the Cryftal Floor |

And took eternal Leave of what he built before.,

Now, fair Urania, leave the doleful Strain :
Raphael commands : Affume thy Joys again,
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In everlafting Numbers fing, and fay,

“ GUNSTON hasmov'd his Dwelling to the Realms
of Day ;

“ GUNSTON the Friend lives flill : And give thy
(Groans away.

) b .}
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An EL EG-YX on
Mr., 7 HOMAS5:GOUGE,
T 9

Mr. ARTHUR SHALLET, Mercht.

Worthy Sir,
HE Subjeit of the following Elegy avas high in your
Efleem, and enjoy’d a lavge Share of your Affeifions,
Scarce doth bis Memory need. the Affflance of the Mufe to
wmiake it pevpetuals but avben fhe can at once pay ber Homours
o the wenerable Dead, and by vhis Addrefs ackwomiledge the
Favours be has recsiv'd fiom the Living, tis a duble
Pleafure ta,

S IR,
Your Obliged Humble Servant,

L BATTS.

Ta
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To the Mzesmory of the

Revi. Mr. THOMAS GOUGE,

Hho died Jan. St 1522

5 i FaEe.
I
& Virgin-Souls, whofe fivect Complaint  P/a/. 13 b
Couyld teach Buplrases not to Aow, Lﬂ;.e.mr T
Could §7x's Ruin {o divinely paint, 2

Array'd in Beauty and in Woe::
Awake ye Virgin-Souls to mourn,
And with your toneful Sorrows drefs a Prophet’s Urn,
O could my Lips or flowing Eyes
Buj imitate fuch charming Grief,
I'd teach the Seas, and teach the Skies
Wailings, and Sobs, and Sympathies,
Ner fhould the Stones or Rocks be deaf;
Rocks fhall have Eyes, and Stones have Fars
While GOUGE's Death 15 mourn'd in Melody and Tears.

1I;
Heav'n was impatient of our Crimes,
And fent his Minifer of Death
Tao feourge the bold Rebellion of the Times
And to demand our Prophet’s Breath';
He came commiffion’d for the Fates
Of awful MEAD, and charming BATES;

3

There
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There he eflay’d the Ver nzeance firll;
Then took a difmal Aim, and brought great GOUG E
to Duft.
ITL.
Great GOUG E to T')'l'i I how dolefil is'the Sound !
How vaft the Stroke is ! and how w ide the Wound'!
Oh painful Stroke ! diitrefing Death !

A Wound unmeaforably wide,
No vulear Mortal dy’d
When he Lﬁgn d his H-onu

“The Mufe that mou :

Should wait at GOU G E's B
le Majefty and Groans,

Such as fhe fings to finking T‘llrane:s,

And in deep founding I\.umbcu tell,

How Sign trembled, when this Pillar fell,

Sion grows weak, and England poor,
Nature her felf, with all her Store,
Can furnifh fuch a Pomp for Death no mere,

')

Should mi

IV.
The Reverend Man let all Things mourn;
Sure he was fome Athereal Mind,
Fated in Flefh to be confin’d,
And order'd to be born.
His Soul was of th* Angelic Frame;
The fame Ingredients, and the Mould the fame,
When the Creator makes 2 Minilter of Flanie,
He was all form’d of heav’ nly I‘mnga
Mortals, believe what my Urania fings,
For fhe has feen him rife upen his flamy Wings.

Y. How
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N
How would he mount, how would he fly
Up thro’ the Ocean of the Sky,
Tow'rd the Ceeleftial Coait !
Vith what amazing fwiftnefs foar
Till Earth's dark Eall was {feen no more,
And all its Mountains loft |
Searce conld theMafe purfue him with her Sight:
But, Angels, you can tell,
For oft you met his wondrous Flight, '
And knew the Stranger well;
Suy, how he paft the radiant Spheres
And vifited your happy Seats,
And trac'd the well known Turnings of the golden Streets,
And walk'd among the Stars,

VI
Tell how he climb’d the Everlafing Hills
Surveying all the Realms above,
Borne on a firong-wing’d Faith, and on the fiery Wheels
Of an immortal Love,
"T'was there he took a glorious fight
OfF the Inheritance of Saints in Light,
And read their Title in their Saviour’s Right
How oft the humble Scholar came,
And to your Songs he rais'd his Ears
To learn th® unutterable Name,
To view th' Eternal Bafe that bears
The new Creation’s Erame.
The Countenance of Gon he faw,
Fall of Mercy ; full of Awe,
i The Gloties of his Power, and Glories of his Grace :

There
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There he beheld the wond’rous Springs
Of thofe Celeftial facred Things,
The peaceful Gofpel, and the fiery Law
In that Majeftic Face,
That Face did all his gazing Powers employ,
With moft profound Abafement and exalted Joy,
The Rolls of Fate were half unfeal’d,
He ftood adoring by ;
The Volumes open'd to his Eye,
And fweet Intellizence he held
With all 'his fhining Kindred of the Sky.

VII.

Ye Seraphs that furround the Throne,

Tell how his Name was thro' the Palace known,
How warm his Zeal was, and how like your own 2
Speak it alond, let half the Nation hear,

And bold Blafphemers fhrink and fear *
Impudent Tongues, to blaft a Prophet’s Name !
The Poifon {ure was fetch’d from Hell,

Where the old Blafphemers dwell,
Teo taint the pureft Duft, and blot the whiteft Fame.
Impudent Tongues ! ¥ou fhould be darted thro’,
Nail'd to your own black Mouths, and'lie
Ufelels and dead, till Slander die,
Till Slander dieswith you,

VIIL.
¢ We {aw him, fay th'Ethereal Throng,
“ We {aw his warm Devotions rife,
“ We heard the Fervour of his Cries,
¢ And mix'd his Praifes with our Song:
B Tha be warﬁgrmrmrdgzﬁd o Man be did nat efeape Cenfure.

3 “ We
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“s¢ We knew the fecret Flights of his retiring Hours,
.« Nightly he wald his inward Powers,
¢« Young Ifracl rofe to wreftle with his Gop,
#< And withunconquer’d Force feal’d the celeftial Towers,
% To reach -the Bleffing down for thofe that {ought his
Bload.
< Oft we beheld the Thunderer’s Hand
¢ Rais'd high to crufh the fa&tious Foe;
4 As oft we faw the rolling Vengeance ftand
« Doubtful £ obey the dread Command,
£ While his afcepding Bray’r upheld the falling Blow.
IX.
Draw the pait Scenes of thy Delight,
My Mufe, and bring the wond'rous Man to fight.
Place-him farrounded as he ftood
With pious Crowds, while from his Tongue
A Stream of Harmony ran {oft along,
And every Ear drank in the flowing Good+
Softly it ran its filver Way,
*T'ill warm Devotion rais'd the Current ftrong:
#Then fervid Zeal on the fiveet Deluge rode,
Life,” Love and Glory, Grace and Joy,
Divinely roll'd promifcuous on the Torrent-Flood,
JAnd bore our ‘raptur’d Senfe away, and Thoughts and
Souls to Gop.
© might we dwell for ever there!
No more return to breathe this groffer Air,
This Atmofphere of Sin, Calamity and Care,
' X

But heavenly Scenes foon leave the Sight
While we belong to Clay,
~Paffions of Terror and Delighs
Demangd alternate Sway,

-

Behold
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Eehold the Man, whofe awful Voice
Could well proclaim the fiery Law;:
Kindle the Elames that Mojes faw,
And fivell the Trumpet's warlike Noife.
He ftands the Herald of the threatning Skies,
Lo, on his reverend Brow the Frowns divinely rife,
Al Sine’s Thunder on his Tongue; and Lizhtning in his
Eyes, g
Round the high Raof the Curfes flew
Diftinguifhing each®guilty Head,
Far from th'unequal War'the Atheift fled,
His kindled Arrows ftill piirfie,
His Arrows ftrike the Atheilt thro?,
And o'er his inmoft Powers a fhuddering Horror {pread,
The Marblé Heart groans with an inward Wound :
Blafpheming Souls of harden’d Steel
hrick out amaz'd at the new Pangs they fedl,
And dread the Echoes'of "the Sound?
The lofty Wretch arnr’d and array'd
In gaudy Pride finks down his impious Head,
Plunges in dark Defpair, and mingles with the Dead.

XL
Now, Mufe, affume a fofter Strain,
Now footh the Sinner’s raging Smart,
Borrow of GOUGE the wond’rous Art
To calm the furging Confcience, and aflivage the Pain;
He from a bleeding Gop derives
Life for the Souls that Guilt had {flain; -
And ftrait the dying Rebel lives,
TheDead arife againy:
"The opening Skies almoft obey
His powerful Song ; a heavenly Ray,
Pz Awakes -
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Awakes Defpair to Light, and fheds a chearful Day ;
His wond'rous Viice rolls back the Spheres,
Recals the Scenes of ancient Years,
To make the Saviour known ;
Sweetly the flying Charmer roves
Thro all his Labours and his Loves,
The Anguifh of his Crofs, and Triumphs of his Throne,

XII.
Come, he invites our Feet to try
The fteep Afcent of Calvary,
And fets the fatal Tree before our Eye:
See here Celeftial Sorrow reigns;
Rude Nails and rageed Thorns lay by,
Ting'd with the Crimfon of Redeeming Veins,
In wond'rous Words he fung the vital Flood
Where all our Sins were drown'd,
Words fit to heal and fit to-wound,
Sharp as the Spear, and balmy as the Blood.
In his Difcourfe divine
Afrefh the purple Fountain flow'd ;
Our falling Tears kept {fympathetic Time,
And trickled to the Ground, ;
While every Accent gave a doleful Sound,
Sad as the breaking Heart-ftrings of th’ expiring Gon,

XIIL
Down to the Manfians of the Dead,
With trembling Joy our Souls are led,
The Captives of his 'T'ongue;
There the dear Prince of Light reclines his Head
Darknefs and Shades among,
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With pleafing Horror we furvey
The Caverns of the Tomb,
Where the belov'd Redeemer lay, .
And fhed a fweet Perfume.
Hark, the old Earthquake roars again
In GOUGE’s Voice, and breaks the Chain
Of heavy Death, and rends the Tombs!
The Rifing Gop ! he comes, he comes,
With Throngs of waking Saints, 2 long triumphing Traing

XIV.
See the hngh: Squadrons of the Sky,
Downward on Wingsof Joy and Hafte they fly,
Meet their returning Sovereign, and attend him high.
A fhining Car the Conqueror fills,
Form'd of a golden Cloud ;
Slowly the Pomp moves up the azure Hills,
Old Satar foams and 'yells aloud,
And gnaws th' eternal Brafs that binds him to the W hecls,
The opening Gates of Blifs receive their King,
The Father-God {miles: on-his Son,
Pays him the Honours he has won,
The Jofty Thrones adore, ‘and litle Cherubs fing.
Behold him on his: native T'hrone,
Glory fits falt upon his Head ;
Drefs’d in new Light, and -beamy Robes,
His Hand rolls on the Seafons, and the ﬂunmgGlobes
And fways the living Worlds, and Regions of the Dead.

XV
G OI/G E was his Envoy to the Realm below, .
Vaft was his Truft, and great hisSkill,

A Bright
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Bright the Credentials he counld fhow, i
And thoufands own'd the Seal. :
His hallowed Lips could well impart I
The Grace, the Promife, and Command :
He knew the Pity of Jmmanuel's Heart,
And Terrors of ¥E HO V.4 H's Hand.
How did our Souls ftart out to hear
The Embaffies of Love he bare,

.- While every Ear in Rapture hung

Upon the charming Wonders of his Tongue,
Life's bufy Cares a {acred Silence bound,
Attention flood with all her Powers,
With fixed Eyes and Awe profound,
“Chain’d to the Pleafure of the Sound,
Nor knew the flying Hours.

XVI.
But O my Everlafting Grief!
Heaven has recall'd his Envoy from our Eyes, _
Henee Deluges of Sorrow rife, !
Nor hope th impoflible Relief, '
Ye Remnants of the facred Tribe
Who feel the Lofs, come fhare the Smart,
And mix your Groans with mine:
Where is the Tongue that can defcribe _
Infinite Things with equal Ast, ,
Or Language fo diyvine ? :
Qur Paffions want the heavenly I‘lame
Almighty Love breathes faintly in our Songs,
And awful Threatnings languith on our Tongues ;
HOWE is 2 great but fingle Name:
Amidit the Crowd he ftands alone;
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Stands yet, but with his ftarry Pinions on,
Dreft for the Flight, and ready to be gone,
Fternal Gop, command his Stcay,
Stretch the dear Months of his Delay ;
O we could wilh his Age were one immortal Day !
But when the flaming Chariot’s come,
And fhining Guards, t attend thy Prophet home,
Amid# a thoufand weeping Eyes,
Send an E/Fa down, a Soul of egual Size,
Ox burn this worthlefs Globe, and take us to the Skies.

EoL N Lo
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