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Qud nibil majus meliufve terris
Fata donavere, bonig; divi,
Nec dabunt, quamvis redeant in aurum

Tempora prifcum.
Hor. Lib. IV, Qde II.

AIREST and foremoft of the train that wait
On man’s moft dignified and happieft ftate,
Whether we name thee Chﬁrit}r or love, | |
Chief grace below, and all in all above, -
Profper (I prefs thee with a pow’rful plea)
A tafk I'venture on, impell’d by thee:
Oh never feen but in thy bleft effeéts,

Nor felt but in the {foul that heav’n feleﬂ‘ét, -
Who
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Who feeks to praife thee, and to make thee known

To other hearts, muft have thee in his own.

Come, prompt me with benevolent delires,

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires,

And though difgrac’d and flighted, to redeem

A poet’s name, by making thee the theme.
God working ever on a focial plan,

By various ties attaches man to man:

He made at firlt, though free and unconfin’d,

One man the common father of the kind,

That ev’ry tribe, though plac’d as he fees beft, -

Where feas or defarts part them from the reft,

Diff’ring in ianguagc, manners, or in face,

Might feel themfelves allied to all the race.

When Cook—Ilamented, and with tears as juft

As ever mingled with heroic duft,

Steer’d Britain’s oak into a world unknown,

And in his country’s glory fought his own,

WhErE;rer he found man, to nature true,

!
The rights of man were facred in his view : -

N 3 He
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He footh’d with gifts and greeted with a fmile

The fimple native of the new-found ifle,
He fpurn’d the wretch that flighted or withftoed
The tender argument of kindred blood, "

Nor would endure that any fhould controul

His free-born brethren of the fouthern pole.
But though fome nobler minds a law refpe&,
That none fhall with impunity ncgl:&,

In bafer fouls unnumber’d evils meet,

While Cook is loved for favage lives he faved,
See Cortez odious for a world enflaved

Where waft thou then {weet Charity, where then
Thou tutelary friend of helplefs men?

Waft thou in Monkifh cells and nunn’ries fnuhd,
Or building hofpitals on Englifh ground ?
No—Mammon makes the ‘world his Iegatee
Through fear not love, and heav’n abhors the fee:
Wherever found {and all men need thy care)

Nor age nor iﬁfa-ncy_ could find thee there,

The
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_.The hand that flew ’till it could flay no more,
Was glued to the fword-hilt with Indian gore;
Their prince as juftly feated on his throne,
As vain imperial Philip on his own,
Trick’d out of all his royalty by art,
That ftripp’d him bare, and broke his honeft heart,
Died by the fentence of a thaven prieft,
For {corning what they taught him to detelt.
How dark the veil that intercepts the blaze
1 Of heav’ns myfterious purpofes and ways;
God ftood not, though he feem’d to {tand aloof,
And at this hour the conqu’ror feels the proof.
The wreath he won drew down an inftant curfe,
¥ The fretting plague is in the public purfe,
( The canker’d {poil corrodes the pining ftate,

. Starved by that indolence their mines create.

-

Oh could their antient Incas rife again,
How would they take up Ifrael’s taunting ftrain!
Art thou too fall’n Iberia, do we fee

The robber and the murth’rer weak as we?
N 4 Thou




(. 184 .)

Thou tha;_lhaﬂ' wafted earth, and dared defpife |

ﬂlik;tht wrath and mercy of the fkies,

T};y pnpp is in the grave, thy glory laid
Low in the pits thine avarice has made, -

We come with joy from our eternal reft,

To fee th’ oppreflor in his turn opprefs’d, -

Art thou the God the thunder of whofe hand

Roll’d over all our defolated land,

Shook principalities and kingdoms down,

And madc. the mountains tremble at his frown ?

The fword fhall light upon thy boafted pow’rs,

And walfte them, as thy fword has wafted ours.

"T1s thus Omnipotence his law fulfils,

And vengeance executes what juftice wills.
Again—the band of commerce was defign’d

T affociate all the branches of mankind,

And if a boundlefs plenty be the robe,

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe:

Wife to promote whatever end he means,

God opens fruitful nature’s various fcenes, -
Each
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Fach climate needs what other climes produce,
And offers fomething to the gen’ral ufe;

No land but liftens to the common call,

And in return receives fupply from all ;

This genial intercourfe and mutual aid,
Cheers what were elfe an univerfal thade,
Calls nature from- her ivy-mantled den,

And foftens human rockwork: into men.
Ingenious Art with her expreflive face

Steps forth to fafhion and refine the race,
Not only fills neceflity’s demand,

But overcharges her capacious hand ;
Capricious tafte itfelf can crave nc more,
Than fhe fupplies from her abounding ftore
She ftrikes out all that Juxury can afk, '
And gains new vigour at her endlefs tafk,
Hers is the fpacious arch, the fhapely fpire,
The painters pencil and the poets lyre;

From her the canvafs borrows light and fhade,

And verfe more lafling, hues that never fade.
She
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She guides the finger o’er the dancing keys,
Gives difficulty all the grace of eafe,
And pours a torrent of fweet notes around,
Faft as the thirfting ear can drink the found,
Thefe are the gifts of art, and art thrives moft
Where commerce has enrich’d the bufy coaft :
He catches all improvements in his flight,
Spreads foreign wonders in his country’s fight,
Imports what others have invented well,
And ftics his own to match them, or excel,
*Tis thus reciprocating each with each,
Alternately the nations learn and teach ;
While Providence enjoins to ev’ry foul
*An union with the vaft terraqueous whole.
Heav’'n fpeed the canvafs gallantly unfurl’d
To furnifh and accommodate a world ;
To give the Pole the produce of the fun,
And knit th’ unfocial climates into one.—
Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave

Impr.-i- the fleet whofe errand is to fave,
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To fuccour watted regions, and replace

The {mile of opulence in forrow’s face,—

Let nothing adverfe, nothing unforefeen,
Impede the bark that plows the deep ferene,
Charg’d with a freight tranfc&nding in its worth
The gems of India, nature’s rareft birth,

That flies like Gabriel on his Lord’s commands,
An herald of God’s love, to pagan lands.—
But ah ! what wifh can profper, or what pray’r,
For merchants rich in cargoes of defpair,
Who drive a loathfome traffic, gage and fpan,
ﬁnd buy the mufcles and the bones of man?
The tender ties of father, hufband, friend,

All bonds of nature in that moment end,

And each endures while yet he draws his breath,
A ftroke as fatal as the fcythe of death.

‘The fable warrior, frantic with regret

Of her he loves, and never can forget,

Lofes in tears the far receding fhore,

But not the thought that they muft meet no more ;
Depriv'd
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Depriv’d of her and freedom at a blow,

What has he left that he can yet forego ? |
Yes, to deep fadnefs fullenly refign’d, | § 1
He feels his body’s bondage in his mind,
Puts off his gen'rous nature, and to fuit ,
His manners with his fate, puts on the brute.
Oh moft degrading of all ills that wait ' © | & "8

On man, 2 mourner in his beft eftate !
All other forrows virtue may endure,

And find fubmiffion more than half a cure ;
Grief is itfelf a med’cine, and beftow’d

T’ improve the fortitude that bears the load,’
To teach the wand’rer, as his woes encreafe,
The path of wifdom, all whofe paths are peace.
But {lav’ry l—virtue dreads it as her grave,
Patience 1tfelf 1s meannefs in a flave :

Or 1f the will and fovereignty of God

Bid fuffer it awhile, and kifs the rod,

Wait for the dawning of a brighter day,

And Inap the chain the moment when you may.

Nature
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Nature imprints upon whate’er we fee

That has a heart and life in it, be free s

The bealts are chartered—neither age nor force
Can quell the love of freedom in a hogle :

He breaks the cord that held him at the rack, !
And confcious of an unincumber’d back,

Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein,
Loofe fly his forelock and his ample mane,
Refponlfive to the diftant neigh he neighs,

Nor ftops,. till overleaping all delays,

He finds the pafture where his fellows graze.

~Canft thou, and honour’d with a Chriftian name,

Buy what is woman-born, and feel no thame ?
Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ?
‘So may the wolf whom famine has made bold
To quit the foreft and invade the fold ;
.So may the ruffian who with ghoftly glide,
Dagger in hand, fteals clofe to your bed-fide;
Not he, but his emergence forc’d the door,

He found it inconvenient to be poor,
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Has'God then: giv’n its fweetnefs to-the cane
Unlefs his laws be trampled on=~in:vain 2 T
Built a brave world, which cannot yet fubfift,
Unlefs his'right to rule it bedifmifs’d 2
Impudent blafphemy’! fo folly pleads,
And av’rice being judge, withieafe fucceeds. =
But .grant the plea, and let it ftand for juft, « <
'That man make man his prey, becaufe he muf, .
Still there is room for pity to:abate « - o inogiod
A‘lﬁd {ooth theforrows of fofad a:ftate.
A Briton knows, or if he knows it'not, = 1 =i
<The Scripture plac’d within his rfar:h; he ﬂught*
* Thit fouls have no difcriminating hue, . .
Alike important in their Maker’s view, .
That none are-free from!blemifh fince the fall; "
And love divine has paid one pricefor all.iri oo
The wretch that works and weeps without relief,
Has one that notices his filent grief, . Gt
He from whofe hands alone all pow’r proceeds,’ .
Ranks its abufe among the fouleft deeds, .
Cenfiders o/l injaftice with a frown,

But marks the man that treads his fellow down.
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Begone, the whip-and bell in that hard hand,
Are hateful enfigns of ufurp’d command,
Not Mexico could purchafe kings a claim
. To fcourge him, wearinefs his only blame,
Remember, heav’n has an avenging rod ;
To fmite the poor is treafon againft God. ' '
Trouble is'grudgingly and hardly brook’d, * -
While life’s fublimeft joys dre overlook’d. '
L We wander o'er a fun-burnt thirfty foil
Murm’ring and-weary of our daily toil, - *
Forget t’ enjoy the palm-tree’s offer’d thade, '~
Or tafte the fountain in the neighb’ring gladé : &
Elfe who would lofe that had the pow’r t"improve
r Th’ occafion of tranfmuting fear to love ?
Oh ’tis a godlike privilege to fave,
And he that fcorns it is himfelf a flave.—
Inform his mind, one flath of heav’nly day
Would heaLhis heart and melt his chains away;
¢ Beauty for athes’ is a gift indeed,
And flaves, by truth enlarg’d, are doubly freed :
| | Then
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Then would he fay, fubmifive at thy feet,

While gratitude and love made fervice fweet,

My dear deliv’rer out of hopelefs night,

Whofe bounty bought -me but to give me light,

I was a bondman on my native plain,

Sin forg’d, and ignorance made faft the chain ;

Thy lips have fhed inftruétion as the dew,

Taught me what path to fbun, and what purfue;

Farewell my former jnys-! I figh no more

Serving a benéfattor I am free,

At my beft home if not exiled from thee. -
-Some men make gain afountain, whence pfﬂcttds

A ftream of lib’ral and heroic deeds,

The fwell of pity, not to be confin’d

Within the {canty limits of the mind,

Difdains the bank, and throws the golden fands,

A rich depofit, on the bord’ring lands :

Thefe have an ear for bis paternal cﬁli,

Who makes fome rich for the fupply of all, -
God’s
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 God’s gift with -pleafure in his- praife employ,

And TrornTON is familiar with the joy, .
Oh could 1 wurlhip aught beneath the fkiés, |

That earth hath feen or fancy can deyife, .
Thine altar, facred liberty, fhﬂuld ﬂ:and |
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand,
With fragrant turf and fow’rs as wild and fair
As ever dre{'s’d a bank or fcented fummer air.
Duely as ever on thc mountain’s he1ght

The peep of morning hed a dawning light ;

Again, when evening in her fober veft
Drew the grey curtain nf the fadmg wcﬁ‘ .
My foul thould yield thee willing thanks and praife
For the chief bleflings of my fﬂl[’:tﬂ: days:

But that were facrilege—praife is not thine,

But his who gave thee and preferves thee rﬁinc:
Elfe I would fay, and as I fpake, bid fly

A captive Bird into the boundlefs {ky,

This triple realm adores thee—thou art come

From Sparta hither, and art here at home ;
O We
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We feel thy furte. till active, at this hour

Enjoy 1mmumt}r from pr:e{’ciy puw 5o

While confcience, happier than in antient years_!
Owns no fuperior but the God fhe fears.
Propitiotis fpmt ! yet expunge a wrung

Thy rights have fuffer d, and our land, too 1ung,
Teach mercy to ten thoufand hearts that fhare
The fears and hupes_nf a commercial care;
Prifons ex}m& the wicked, and were built

To bind the lawlefs and to pum[h guilt, .
But Ihipwreck earthquake, battle, fire and ﬂﬂod
Are mighty mifchiefs, not to be withflood, :

And honeft merit ftands on {lipp’ry gr'mmd; |
Where covert guile and artifice ahulilnd
Let juft reftraint for public peace defign d
Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankmd
The foe of virtue has no claim to thee,
But let infolvent innocence go free.

Patron, of elfe the moft defpifed of me_ﬁ, 3

Accept the tribute of a ftranger’s pen ; %) &
; Verfe,
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Verfe, like the laurel its immortal meed,
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed,
I may alarm thee, but I fear the thame
(Charity chofen as my theme and aim)
I muft incur, forgEtting HowarDp’s name.,
Bleft with all wealth can give thee, to refign
J ufrs doubly fweet to feelings quick as thine,
To quit the blifs thy rural fcenes beftow,
L  To fetk a nobler amidR feenes of WOe,

To traverfe feas, range kingdoms, and bring home

Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome,

But knowledge fuch as only dungeons teach,

And only fympathy like thine could reach ;

That grief, fequ:ﬁe:’d from the public ftage,

Might fmooth her feathers and enjoy her cage,

Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal

The boldeft patriot might be proud to feel.

Oh that the voice of clamor and debate,

. That pleads for peace ’till it difturbs the ftate,
Were hufh’d in favour of thy gen’rous plea,
The poor thy clients, and heaven’s fmile thy fee,
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Philu%ﬁhg Fhat do;_q not ;d::am or g’;;gy,_ “o : "1

Walks arm in arm with nature all bis way,
Cnmpaﬁqs earth, dwf:s into it, afcends
Whatever fteep enquiry- recummends, i
.SEEE planetary wonders fmnuthl}r rnll
Rﬂund\ other fyﬂems undr:r her cuntmll
Drinks wifdom at the rmlky ftream of hgh;
That chccl;s the filent ] Jﬂurnr:y of the mght, |
ﬂnﬁ bri;lg'E ¥at his return a bofom charged, -

With rich Jnﬁru&mn, and a foul enlargecl

The treafured fweets of thc capac:ous plan

That heav’n {preads w1dr;: befﬂre the v;cw nf mﬁu,
All prnmpt his plﬂafed purfmt and to purfuc
Still prnmpt him, with a p]eafurc alw;ys new : -
He too has a cnnne&mg pow ’r, and draws "
Man to the center of the common caufc, T._
Aldmg a dubmus and deficient ﬁght §
With a new medmm and a purer llght

All truth is precious if not all divine,

And what dilates the p.ow’r's mult n{:li:ds.lftdﬁ-l-]_.e; .
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He reads the-fkies, and 'watching.e?’ry change,

Provides the faculties an ampler range,  ~ -
| And wins ‘mankind, as his attempts prevail,
A prouder ftation on the gen’ral fcale.
But reafon ill unlefs divinely taught,
Whate’er fhe learns, learns nothing as fhe ought ;
The lamp of revelation only, thows,
What human wifdom cannot but oppofe,
That man 1n nature’s richeft mantle clad,
And graced with all philofophy can add,
Though fair without, and luminous within,
Is ftill the progeny and heir of fin. _
Thus taught down falls the plumage of his prlde,
He feels his need of an unerring guide,
And knows that falling he fhall rife no more,
Unlefs the pow’r that bade him ftand, reftore,
'Ih'his-is indeed philofophy; this known,
Makes wifdom, worthy of the name, his own ;
And without this; whatever he difcufs,
Whether the fpace between the ftars and us,
Q310 - VWhether
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Whether he meafure earth, compute the fea,

Weigh funbeams, carve a fly, or fpit a flea,

The fulcm‘n trifler with his boafted fkill

Toils much, and is a folemn trifler fill,

Blind was he born, and his mifguided eyes

Grown dim in trifling ftudies, blind he dies.

Self-knowledge truly learn’d, of courfe implies

The rich poffeffion of a nobler prize, |

For felf to {elf, 'and God to man reveal’d,

(Two themes to nature’s eye for ever feal’d)

Are taught by rays that fly with equal pace =

From the fame centér of enlight’ning grace.

Here ftay thy foot, how copious and how clear

Th’ o’erflowing well of Charity {prings here !

Hark ! ’tis the mufic of a thoufand rills,

Some through the groves, fome down the floping
hills,

Winding a {ecret or an open courfe,

And all fupplied from an eternal fource.

The ties of nature do but feebly bind,

And commerce partially reclaims mankind,
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Philofophy without his heav’nly guide,
May blow up felf-conceit and nourifh pride,
But while his province is the reas’ning part,
Has ftill a veil of midnight on his heart:
*T'is truth divine exhibited on earth,
Gives Charity her being and her birth,

Sappofe (when thought is warm and fancy flows,
What will not argument fometimes fuppofe)
An ifle poffefs’d by creatures of our kind,
Endued with reafon, yet by nature blind.
Let fuppofition iend her aid once more,
And land fome grave optician on the fhore,
He claps his lens, if haply they may fee,
Clofe to the part where vifion ought to be,
But finds that though his tubes afiift the fight,
They cannot givé it, or make darknefs light.
He reads wife lectures, and defcribes aloud
A fenfe they know not, to the wond’ring crowd,
He talks of light and the prifmatic hues,

As men of depth in erudition ufe,
O 4 But

s s i 1
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But all he gains for his harangue is—~Well+: -

What -monftrous lies fome travellers will tell.. .; -
Thg {foul whofe fightall-quick’ning grace renews,

Takes the refemblance of the good fhe views,

As di’'monds fiript of their opaque difguife,

Refleét the noon-day glory of the fkies. |

She fpeaks of hih*l, her author,  guardian, friend,

Whofe love knew no beginning, knows no end,

In language warm as all that love infpires,

And 1n the glow of her intenfe defires ;. ., 1.

Pants to gummunicatc her noble fires. i

She {egs a world ftark blind to what employs

Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys,

Though wifdom hail them, heedlefs of her call,

Flies to fave fome, and feels a pang for all ;

Herfelf as weak as her fupport is ftrong,

She feels that frailty fhe denied fo long,

And from a knowledge of her own difeafe,

Learns to compaflionate the fick fhe fees.

Here fEE,- acquitted of all vain: pretence, _

‘Lhe reign of genuine Charity commence ;

al=
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'}‘hough {corn repay. her fympathetic tears, '
She-ftill is kind, and ftill the perfeveres ;

The truth fhe loves, 'a fightlefs world blafpheme,
Tis childifh-dotage;’ a delirious dréam;
The danger they difcern not, they deny,

Laiigh at their only remedy, and die:

But {till a foul thus touch’d, can never ceafe
Whoever threatens war to {peak of peace,

Pare in her aim and in her temper mild,

Her wifdom feems the weaknefs of a child,

She makes excufes where fhe might condemn,

Reviled by thofe that hate her, prays fur them;

Sufplcmn lurks not in her artlefs breaft,

The worft fuggefted, fhe believes the beft ;

Not foon provoked, however ftung and teaz’d,

And if perhaps made angry, foon appeas’d,

She rather waves than will difpute her right,

And injur'd, makes forgivenefs her delight.
Such was the pourtrait an apoltle drew,

The bright original was one he knew,

Heav’n hcld‘hish hand, the likenefs muft be true.




( 202 )
When one that holds communien with the fkies,

Has filled his urn where thefe pure waters rife,
And once more mingles with us meaner’ things, |
"Tis ev’n as if an angel thook his wings;
Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide,
That tells us whence ‘his treafures are fu.pplied; ."
o when a thip well freighted with the ftores
hie fun matures on India’s fpicy fhores,
Has dropt her anchor and her canvas furl’d,
In {fome fafe haven of our weltern world,
’Twere vain enquiry to what -port the went, - _
The gale informs us, laden with the {cent.
Some feek, when queazy confcience has its
qualms,
To lull the painful malady with alms;
But charity not feign’d, intends alone
Another’s good—theirs centers in their own ;
And too fhort-lived ‘to reach the realms of peacey
Muft ceafe for ever when the poor fhall ceafe.
Flavia, moft tender of her own good name, *

Is rather carelefs of a fifter’s fame,
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Her fuperfluity the poor fupplies,

But if fhe touch a character, it dies.
The feeming virtue weigh’d againft the vice,
She deems all fafe, for fhe has paid the price,
No charity but alms aught values fhe,
Except in porcelain on her mantle-tree.
How many deeds with which the world has rung,
From pride in league with ignorance have {prung ?
But God o’erules all human follies ftill,
And bends the tough materials to his will.
A conflagration or a wintry flood,
Has left fome hundreds without home or food,
Extravagance and av’rice fhall fui:rﬁ:ribf:,
While fame and felf-complacence are the bribe.,.
The brief proclaim’d, it vifits ev’ry pew,
But firft the "Squire’s, a compliment but due:
With flow deliberation he unties
His glitt’ring purfe, that envy of all eyes,
And while the clerk jult puzzles out the pfalm,.
slides guinea behind guinea in his palm,

' "Talk
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'Till finding what he might have found before, |
A fmaller piece amidft the precious ftore, |
Pinch’d clofe between his finger and his thumb,
He half exhibits, and then drops the {um; -
Guld to be fure l—throughout the town ’tis told

How the good ’Squire gives never lefs than guld

From motives fuch as his, though not the beft,

Az Sprmgs in due time fupply for the d1[’trtf5"d

Not lefs effe¢tual than what love beftows,
Except that office clips it as it goes.
But left I feem to {in againlt a friend,
And wound the grace I mean to recommend,
(Though vice derided with 2 juft defign i
Implies no trefpafs againft love divine)
Once more [ would adopt the graver ftile,
A teacher fhould be fparing of his {mile.
Unlefs a love of virtue light the flame,
Satyr is more than thofe he brands, to blame,
He hides behind a magifterial air

His own offences, and ftrips others bare,

.&ﬁ'c&*.

:r 1
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Affets indeed a moft humane_concern

That men if gently tutor’d will not learn, -
That muleith folly not to be reclaim’d
By fofter methods, muft be made atham’d, = -
But (I nﬂght.'in{tance_in St. Patrick’s dean) - -
Too often r‘ailﬁ:tq;-gratify his fpleen. |
Mot fat’rifts rare indeed. a public fcourge, .
Their mildeft phyfic is a farrier’s purge, i >
Their acrid, temiper turns,as foon as ftirr'd
The ngﬂk pf--thyig good pu[pnfp;all to r:u‘;‘d1

By lean'’ dcfpmr upon an empty purf: 3

The wild affaflins ftart into the ftreet,

Prepar’d to poignard whomfoc’er they meet ;

No {kill in fwordfmanthip however juft, .

Can be fecure againft 2 madman’s thruﬁ,;

And even wrtuf: fo unf'auly mateh’d,

Although 1mrﬂurtal, may be prick’d or fcratch d.
When {candal has new minted an old lie,
Or tax’d 1nvention for a frefh fupply, |
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*Tis called a fatyr, and the world appears
Gath’ring around it with erected ears ;

A thoufand names are tofs’d into the crowd,
Some whifper’d foftly, and fome twang’d aloud,
Juft as the fapience of an author’s brain 3L
Suggelts it fafe or' dang’rous to be' plain.
Strange! how the frequent interje€ted dath, =~
%1:;1{:::15 a market and helps off the trafh,

Th’ important letters that include the reft,

Serve a5 a key to'thofe that are fupprefs'd,
Cmnjc&ure_gripés the vi&ims in his'paw, = = -
The world is charm’d, and Scrib. efcapes the law,
So when the cold damp fhades of hight pr:vail;-‘
Worms may be caught by either head or tail, = *

Forcibly drawn from many a clofe recefs,

They meet with little pity, no redrefs; |

Plung’d in the ftream they lodge upon the mud, 1

Food for the famifh’d rovers of the flood. < = _ ‘
All zeal for a reform that gives offence

To peace and charity, is mere prétence :

A bold;
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A bold remark, but which if well applied,

Would humble many a tow’ring poet’s pride :
Perhaps the man was in a fportive fit,

And had no other play-p']ace for his wit ;
Perhaps cnchaqfed with the ‘1be of fame,

He fought _ihc_jc:wel in his neighbour’s fhame ;
Pcrhaps'-—wh:ii:ﬁfﬁ end he might purfue,

The caufe of viri;uej.cqtﬂd not be his view,

At ev'ry firoke'wit flathes in our eyes,

The turns are quick, the polifh’'d points fufprii'c,
But fhine witf;"'crhél and trcrﬁéﬁ'&ﬁ'ﬁs r:hamigs','.“ |
That while they pleafe pofiefs us with alarms:
So have I feen, (and haften’d to the fight

On all the wings of holiday delight)

Where {tands that monument of antient pow'r,
Named with emphatic dignity, the tow’r,

Guns; halberts, {fwords and piftols, great and fmall,
In ftarry forms difpofed upon the wall ;

We wonder, as we gazing ftand below,

That brafs and fteel thould make fo fine a thow;
o : But
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But thaugh we praife th’ exalt d:ﬁgner s flqll,. ;

21

.H.ch}un!: them 1mp1fm::nts uf' m1ﬁ':hltf ftill.
No wnrks ihall find acccptance in that day

When all dlfgt.ufes fhall be rent awar.)f, iy iadn: g

That fquar_: not truly with thf: Scrlpture plan, :
Nor f) Aprmg f'rﬂm Iﬂve to Gud ~or love to man. ,'[

.-_H- -----

As he 0rda1n5 thlpgs ﬁ;:r,dj,d in  their bl!’th o

-.-ﬁ .- L e
...i-|. ..-F..i-.-.-i-- ! }

To be rcﬁ::l-.rcd mi;u tl‘lElI‘ pare?!: earth, . T
And thuugh the fuul l'ha]l feek fupermr urhs -
W hﬂ‘.tt: er thls wqud pruducesJ it abfurbs, S
Su ﬁ:lf ﬂarts nmhmg but. what tends  apace -
hﬂm-': to the goal where it bcgan the race.
Such as our mutwe 15 our aim muft be, s e
If this be ﬂ:rwlc, r.hat can ne’er be free ;. |
If ff:lf cmplay us, whatfoe’er is wrought, e
Wf: glorify that ft:lf not him we ought: |
Such virtues had need prove their own reward

“The judge of all men owes them no regard.

True Charity, a plant divinely nurs’d, = __-,;_;—I

-

Fed by the love from whith'it rofe at firflt, L
| Thrwc

N
]

e
Iﬁ;--
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Thrives’againft hope and in the rudeft feene, |
Storms but ‘enliven its unfading greén; =~
Exub’rant is the thadow it 'fupplics,
. Its fruit on earth, its gl"{ﬂi)th above the fkies, '
To look at him who form’d us and redeem’ d,
So glorious now, thﬁﬁgh once fo difefteei’ d,
To fee’s God Trretch f6Fch his human hand,
“T” uphold‘the bourdlefs feenes uf h15 cummand
To recull‘bﬁ that in ﬂﬁrm like nui's, |
He bruis'd beneath his feet th’ inférnal POW'rs,
Captivity led captive rofe’to claim
The 'wreath he'won 16 detfly; Th 60r hame,
That thron’d above all Height, he condefcends
To ¢all thie féw that truft in’him his friends,
That in the'heav'n of heav'tis, that fpace he deemns
Too fcanty for th’ exertion of his bearhs,
And fhines as if impatient to beftow
Life and a Kingdom upon worms below 3
That fight imparts a-ncv’er—d'yin'g flame,
Though fctblc in degree, in kind the fame ;

' 2% g Like
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Like him, -the foul thus kindled from: ahuxq,-

Spreads w1dr. her arms of univerfal lave,sii i 20
And ftill :nlazg’d as fhe-receives the grace, -
Includes creation in her clofe embrace. . . - v
Behold a Chriftian—and wiﬁhuut the fires :
The founder of that name alone infpires, .« o
Thnugh all accumplﬂhmcnts, all knowledge meet; )
To make the {hining predigy. complete,; ; .
Whoever boafts that name—behold 2 elig;; BHC
Were love in thefe the world’s laft doting years
As ﬁ't.?:quént, as the want of it appears, « .. ... 4
The churches wﬁrm’d, they would. no longer.hold
Such frozen figures, ftiff as they are cold ;
Relenting forms would lofe their pow’r or, ceafe, -
And ev’n the dipt and fprinkled, live in peaces
Each heart would quit its prifon in the I;rrﬁﬁﬂ}, ob T
And flow in free communion with the reft.: © ¢ ¢
The itatefman f{kill’d in projects dark and deep, '
Might burn his ufelefs: Machiavel, and fleep's <4
His budget often filled yet always poor,  + ,  #*
Might fwing at eale behind-his ftudy door; ;'ﬂ Sha¥
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No longer prey u pon.ous. annual rents,

Nor {care the nation with ;t;b:g contents ;

Difbanded legions freely might depart,

And flaying man would ceafe to be an art.

N¢ léarned difputants would take i:he-ﬁ”:ld; |

Sure not to conquer, and fure not to yield,

Both fides deceiv’d if rightly under(tood,

Pelting each other for the public good.

Did Charity prevail, the prefs would prove

A vduclc qf ﬂrtuf:, truth and love, & v

And I might fpare myfelf the pains to thow. -

What few can learn, and all fuppofe they know.
Thus have I fought to grace a ferious lay

With many a wild indeed; but flow'ry fpray,

In hopes to gain what elfe I muft have loft,

Th’ attention pleafure has fo much engrofs’d.

But if unhappily deceiv’d I dream; -

And prove too weak for fo divine a theme,

Let Charity forgive me a miftake

That zeal not.vanity has: chanc’d to make,

And fpare the poet for his {ubject fake,



