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Said a jolly church parfon, (devoted to eafe,
While penal law dragons guard his golden fleece,)
If you pity your foul, I pray liften to neither;
The firft 1s 1n error, the laft a deceiver :
That ours is the true church, the fenfe of our tribe is,
And furely 7z medio tutiffimus ibis.

Said a yea and nay friend with a ftiff hat and band,
(Who while he talk’d gravely would hold forth his hand, )
Dominion and wealth are the aim of all three,

Tho’ abeout ways and means they may all difagree ;
Then prithee be wife, go-the quakers by-way,

"T1s plain, without turnpikes, fo nothing to pay.

BTG SHESIEDHIRDHIEIHE SHEBHEE

On Bareray’s Apology for the Quakers.
By the Same.

HESE fheets primaval dotrines yield,
Where revelation is reveal’d :
Soul-phlegm from literal feeding bred,
Syitems lethargick to the head
They purge, and yield a diet thin,
That turns to gofpel-chyle within.
T'ruth fublimate may here be feen
Extratted from the parts terrene.
In thefe is fhewn; how men obtain

What of Prometheus poets feign -
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To feripture-plainnefs drefs is brought,
And fpeech, apparel to the thought.
They hifs from inftinét at red coats,
And war, whofe work is cutting throats,
Forbid, and prefs the law of love :
Breathing the {pirit of the dove.
Lucrative doctrines they detett,
As manufaltur’d by the prieft ;
And throw down turnpikes, where we pay
For ftuff, which never mends the way ; '
And tythes, a Jewifh tax, reduce,
And frank the ‘goipel for our ufe.
They fable ftanding armies break ;
But the militia ufeful make :
Since all unhir’d may preach and pray,
Taught by thefe rules as well as they ;
Rules, which, when truths themfelves reveal,
Bid us to follow what we feel.
‘The world can’t hear the {mall ftill voice,
Such is its buftle and its noife ;
Reafon the proclamation reads,
But not one riot paffion heeds.
Wealth, honour, power the graces are,
Which here below our homage fhare :
They, if one votary they find
"To miftrefs more divine inclin’d,
In truth’s purfuit to caufe delay
Throw golden apples in his way.

Place
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Place me, O heav’n, in fome retreat
Fhere let the ferious death-watch beat,
There let me felf in filence {hun,

To feel thy will, which fthould be done.

Then comes the Spirit to our hut,
When faft the fenfes’ doors are fhut :

For fo divine and pure a gueft
The emptieft rooms are furnifh’d bett.

C Contemplation ! air {erene
From damps of fenfe, and fogs of {pleen !
Pure mount of thought ! thrice holy ground,
Where grace, when waited for, is found.

Here ’tis the foul feels fudden youth,
And meets exulting, virgin Truth;
Here, like a breeze of gentleft kind,
Impulfes ruftle thro’ the mind ;
Here fhines that light with glowing face,
The fufe divine, that Kindles grace ;
Which, if we trim our lamps, will laft,
Till darknefs be by dying pﬁﬂ:,
And then goes out at end of night,
Extinguifh’d by fuperior light.

Ah.me! the heats and colds of life,

_ Pleafure’s and pain’s eternal ftrife,

Breed ftormy paffions, which confin’d,
Shake, like th’ ZAolian cave, the mind :
And raife defpair, my lamp can laft,
Plac’d where they drive the furious blaft.

Falfe
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Falfe eloquence, big empty found,
Like thowers, that ruth upon the ground,

Little beneath the furface goes,
All ftreams along and muddy flows.
This finks, and fwells the buried grain,
And fru&ifies like fouthern rain.
His art, well hid in mild difcourfe,
Exerts perfuafion’s winning force,
And nervates {o the good defign,
That king Agrippa’s cafe is mine.
Well-natur’d, happy fhade, forgive !
Like you I think, but cannot live.
Thy {cheme requires the world’s contempt,
That, from dependence life exempt ;
And conftitution fram’d fo ftrong,
This world’s worft climate cannot wrone.
Not fuch my lot, not Fortune’s brat,
I live by pulling off the hat ;
Compell’d by ftation every hour
'T'o bow to images of power ;
And, inlife’s bufy {cenes 1mmers’d,
See better things, and do the wortt,
Elcquent Want, whofe reafons {way,
And make ten thoufand truths give way,

While I your fcheme with pleafure trace,
Draws near, and ftares me in the face.
Confider well your ftate, fhe cries,

Like others kneel, that ycu may rife ;

Holgd
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Hold do&rines, by no fcruples vex’d,
"Fo which preferment is annex’d,

Nor madly prove, where all depends,
Idolatry upon your friends.

See, how you like my rueful face,
Such you muft wear, if out of place.
Crack’d 1s your brain to turn reclufe
Without one farthing out at ufe.

They, who have lands, and fafe bank-ftock,
With faith fo founded on a rock,
May give a rich invention eafe,
And confirue feripture how they pleafe.
The honour’d prophet, that of old
Us’d heav’n’s high counfels to unfold,
Did, more than courier angels, greet
‘The crows, that brought him bread and meat.
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