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ON
C O N V E'R §"AFP“OWN:

By BERJAMIN STILLINGFLEET.

Oderunt hilarem trifles, triffemque jocofs,
Sedatum celeres, agilem gravumgde remifr.

Hor.,

5“’:[‘"* H E art of converfe, how to footh the foul
Of haughty man, his paffions to controul,

His pride at once to humble and to pleafe,

And join the dignity of life with eafe,

Be now my theme. O thou, whom Nature’s hand

Fram’d for this beft, this delicate command,

And taught when lifping, without reafon’s aid,

At the fame time to fpeak and to perfuade,

Wywnpram, with diligence awhile attend,

Wor {corn th’ inftruétions of an older friend ;

Who when the world’s great commerce fhall have join’d

The deep reflettion, and the firengh of mind, |
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To the bright talents of thy youthful ftate,
In turn fhall on thy better leflons wait.
Whence comes it, thatin every art we {ee

Many can rife to a fupreme degree ;
Yet in this art, for which all feem defign’d
By nature, fcarcely one compleat we find ?
You’ll fay, perhaps, we think, we {peak, we move,
By the ftrong {prings alone of felfifh love :
Yet among all the {pecies, 1s there one,
Whom with more caution than ourfelves, we fthun ?
What is it fills a puppet-fhow or court ?
Go none but for the profit or the {port ¢

If fo, why comes each foul fatigu’d away,

And curfes the dull puppets fame dull play ;

Yet, unconvinc’d, is tempted ftill to go ?

>T'is that we find at home our greateft foe.

And reafon good why folitude we flee ;

Can wants with felf-{ufiiciency agree ?

Yet, fuch our inconfiftency of mind,

We court fociety, and hate mankind.

With fome we quarrel, for they’re too fincere :
With others, for they’re clofe, referv’d and queer :
This 1s too learn’d, too prudent, or too wifc ;

And that we for his ignorance defpife :
A voice perhaps our ear fhall harfhly ftrike,

hen ftrait ev’n wit itfelf fhall raife diflike;
Our eye may by fome feature be annoy’d,
Behold at once a charaéter deftroy’d :
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Une’s fo good-natur’d, he’s beyond all bearing,
He’ll ridicule no friend, tho’ out of hearing :
Another warm’d with zeal, offends our eyes,
Becaufe he holds the mirror up to vice.
No wonder then, fince fancies wild as thefe
Can move our fpleen, that real faults difpleafe.
When Mavius, {pite of dullnefs, will be bright,

And teach Arcyrr to fpeak, and SwirT to write ;

When Flavia entertains us with her dreams,
And Macer with his no lefs airy fchemes ; :
When peevithnefs, and jealoufy and pride,

And 1at’reft that can brother hearts divide,

In their imagin’d forms our eyefight hit,

O

Of an old maid, a poet, peer or cit ;

Can then, }'nu’ll {fay, philofophy refrain,

And check the torrent of each bi)iling veln ?

%7

With mind ferene, indulge him, and yet {ave.
But {elf-conceit fteps in, and with ftriét eye

>€ans every man, and every man awry ;

That reigning paflion, which thro’ every ftage
Of life, ftill haunts us with unceafing rage.
No quality fo mean, but what can raife

Some drudging driveling candidate for praife ;
Ev’n 1n the wretch, who wretches can defpile,
Still felf-conceit will find a time to rife.
Quintus falutes you with forbidding face,

And thinks he carries his excufe in lace :
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¥es. She can ftill do more ; view paflion’s flave

You

T I T

T T T I T T e T

——




e s et e e e ————
— - = = =
'

[ 307 ]

You afk, why Clodius bullies all he can ?
Clodius will tell you, he’s a gentleman :
Myrtilla ftruts and fhudders half the year,
With a round cap, that fhews a fine turn’d ear :
The lowelt jeft makes Delia laugh to death ;
Yet fhe’s no fool, fhe has only handfome teeth.

_ Ventofo lolls, and {corns all human kind

From the gilt coach with four lac’d flaves behind ;
Does all this pomp and ftate proceed from merit ?
Mean thought ! he deems it nobler to inherit :
While Fopling from {ome title draws his pride,
Meanlefs, or infamous, .or mifapply’d ;
Free-mafon, rake or wit, ’tis juft the fame,

‘The charm is hence, he has gain’d himfelf a name.
Yet, {pite of all the fools that pride has made,
’T1s not on man an ufelefs burthen laid :

Pride has ennobled fome, and fome difgrac’d ;

It hurts not in itfelf, but as ’tis plac’d;

When right, its view knows none but virtue’s bound :

When wrong, it {carcely looks one inch around.
Mark ! with what care the fair one’s critic eye
Scans o’er her drefs, nor let’s a fault flip by ;
Each rebel hair muft be reduc’d to place

With tedious fkill, and tortur’d into grace ;
Betty muft o’er and o’er the pins difpofe,

“T'1ll into modifh folds the drapery flows,

And the whele frame is fitted to exprefs

The charms of decency and nakednef,
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Why all this art, this labour’d ornament ; .
To captivate, youw’ll cry no doubt, ’tis meant.
True. But let’s wait upon this fair machine
From the lone clofet to the {ocial {cene ;
There view her loud, affe&ted, {cornful, four,
Paining all others, and herfelf ftill more.
What means fhe, at one inftant to difgrace,
'The labour of ten hours, her much-lov’d face ?
Why, ’tis the felf-fame paflion gratify’d ;
The work 1s ruin’d, that was rais’d by pride. -

Yet of all tempers, it requires' leaft pain,
Could we but rule ourfelves, to rule the vain.
"The prudent is by reafon only {way’d,
With him each fentence and each word is weigh’d ;
The gay and giddy can alone be"caught
By the quick luftre of a happy thought ;
The mifer hates, unlefs he fteals your pelf;
The prodigal, unlefs you rob yousfelf ;
The lewd will thun you, if your wife prové chafte ;
The jealous, if a fmile on his be caft;
The fteady or the whimfical will blame,
Either, becaufe you’re not, or are the fame;
The peevith, fullen, fhrewd, luxurious, rafh,
Will with your virtue, peace, or intereft, clafh ;
But mark the proud man’s price, how very low !
>T'1is but a civil {peech, a {mile, or bow.

Ye who pufh’d on by noble ardour, aim
In focial life to gain immortal fame,
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Obferve the various paffions of mankind,
General, peculiar, fingle or combin’d :

How youth from manhood differs in its views,
And how old age flill other paths purfues ;
How zeal in Prifcus nothing more than heats,
In Codex burns, and ruins all it meets ;
How freedom now a lovely face fhall wear,
Now fhock us in the likenefs of a bear;

How jealoufy in fome refembles hate,

In others, fecms but love .grown delicate ;
How modetfty is often pride refin’d,

And virtue but the canker of the mind ;

How love of riches, grandeur, life, and fame,

Wear different thapes, and yet are ftill the fame. .

But not our paflions only difagree,
In tafte 1s found as great variety :
Sylvius is ravifh’d when he hears a hound,
His lady hates to death the odious found :
Yet both love mufic, tho’ in different ways 3
He 1n a kennel, fhe at opera’s.
A florift fhall, perhaps, not grudge fome hours,
To view the colours in a bed of fAowers :
Yet, thew him Tirian’s workmanthip divine,
He paffes on, and only cries, ’tis fine.
‘A rufty coin, an old worm-eaten poit,
The meuldy fragment of an author loft,
A batterfly, an equipage, a ftar,
A globe, a fine lac’d head, a china jar,

A miflrefs,
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A miftrefs, or a fathion, that is new,
Have each their charms, tho’ felt but by a few.
Then ftudy each man’s paflion and his tafte,
The firft to {foften, and indulge the laft :
Not like the wretch, who beats down virtue’s fence,
And deviates from the paths of common fenfe ;
Who daubs with fulfome flattery, blind and bold,
The very weaknefs we with grief behold.
Paflions are common to the fool and wife,
And all would hide them under art’s difguife ;
For {fo avow’d, in others, 1s their fhame,
None hates them more, than he who has the fame.
But tafte feems more peculiarly our own,
And every man is fond to make his known ;
Proud of a mark he fancies 1s defign’d
By nature to advance him o’er his kind ;
And where he {ees that charater imprefs’d,
With joy he hugs the favourite to his brealft.

But the main ftrefs of all our cares mutft lie,
To watch ourfelves with ftri¢t and conftant eye:
To mark the working mind, when paflion’s courfe
Begins to fwell, and reafon ftill has force ;
Or, if fhe’s conquer’d by the ftronger tide,
Obferve the moments when they firft fubfide ;
For he who hopes a vitory fo win
O’er other men, muft with himfelf begin ;
Elfe like a town by mutiny opprefs’d,

He’s ruin’d by the foe within his breaft ;
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And they alone, who in themfelves oft view

Man’s 1mage, know what method to purfue.
All other creatures keep in beaten ways,

| Man only moves in an eternal maze :

? ' He lives and dies, not tam’d by cultivation,
|

|

The wretch of reafon, and the dupe of paflion ;

'£ Curious of knowing, yet too proud to learn,;

_ \ More prone to doubt, than anxious to difcern :
f Tir’d with old doétrines, prejudic’d at new

_F":'r Miftaking ftill the pleafing for the true;

! Foe to reftraints approv’d by gen’ral voice,

’ Yet to each fool-born mode a flave by choice :
i. Of reft impatient, yet in love with eafe;

i When moft good-natur’d, aiming how to teaze :

f Difdaining by the vulgar to be aw’d,
| Yet never pleas’d but when the fools applaud :
\ By turns fevere, indulgent, humble, vain ;
1_ | A trifle ferves to lofe him or to gain.

Then grant this trifle, yet his vices fhun,
Not like to CaTo orto *Crinr1as’ {on :
This for each humour every fhape could take,
Ev’n virtue’s own, tho’ not for virtue’s fake ;
At Athens rakith, thoughtlefs, full of fire,
Severe at Sparta, as a Chartreux fryar ;

. In Thracc_, a bully, drunken, rath, and rude :
In Afia gay, effeminate and lewd ;

* Alcibiades.
Nor. I. ] While
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While the rough Roman, virtue’s rigid friend,

Cou’d not to fave the caufe he dy’d for bend :

In him ’twas fcarce an honour to be goad,

He more indulg’d a paflion than {ubdu’d,

See how the fkilful lover {preads his toils,

When eager in purfuit of beauty’s fpoils !

Behold him bending at his idol’s feet ;

Humble, not mean ; difputing, and yet fiveet ;

In rivalihip not fierce, nor yet unmov’d ;

Without a rival ftudious to be lov’d ;

For ever fearful, tho’ not always witty,

And never giving caufe for hate or pity :

Thefe are his arts, {uch arts as muft prevail,

When riches, birth, and beauty’s felf will fail :

And what he does to gain a vulgar end,

Shall we negle, to make mankind our friend ?
Good fenfe and learning may efteem obtain ;

Humour and wit a laugh, if rightly ta’en =

Fair virtue admiration may impart ;

But ’tis t’rot)fi--lmture only wins the heart :

It molds the body to an ealy grace,

And brightens every feature of the face :

It fmooths th’ unpolifhi’d tongue with elognence,

And adds perfuafion to the fineft fenfe.

Yet this, like every difpofition, has

Fixt bounds, o’er which it never ought to pafs ;
When ftretch’d too far, its honour dies away,

L:|
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1ts merit finks, and all its'charms decay ;
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Among the good it meets with no applaufe,

And to its ruin the malicious draws ,

A {lave to all, who force it, or entice,

It falls by chance in virtue or in vice,

>T'is true, 1n pity for the poor it bleeds,

It cloaths the naked, and the hungry feeds ;

It cheers the ftranger, nay its foes defends,

But then as oft it injures its beft friends.
Study with care Politenefs, that muft teach

The modifh forms of gefture and of fpeech :

In vain Formality, with matron mien,

And Pertnefs apes her with familiar grin :

They againft nature for applaufes ftrain,

Diftort themfelves, and give all others pain:

She moves with eafy, tho’ with meafui’d pace,

And fhews no part of ftudy, but the grace.

Yet ev’n by this man is but half refin’d,

Unlefs philofophy fubdues the mind :

>T'1s but a varnifh that is quickly toft,

Whene’er the {oul in paflion’s fea is loit.
Wou’d you both pleafe and be inftruéted too,

Watch well the rage of fhining to fubdue ;

Hear every man upon his fav’rite theme,

And ever be more knowing than you feem.

The loweft genius will afford fome light,

Or give a hint that had efcap’d your fight,

Doubst, till he thinks you on convi&ion yield,

And with fit queftions let each paufe be £ll°d :

Uiz

Angd




L 308 ]

And the molt knowing will with pleafure graat,

You’re rather much referv’d, than 1gnorant.
The rays of wit gild wherefoe’er they firike, ]

But are not therefore fit for all alike ; I.

They charm the lively, but the grave offend,

And raife a foe as often as a friend ; t
Like the refiftlefs beams of blazing light,
T
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nat chicer the itrono

g, and pain the weakly fight.

If a bright fancy therefore be your fhare,

$et judgment watch it with a guardian’s care;
*T1s Iike a torrent apt to overflow,

Unlefs by conitant government kept low ;

Aad ne’er irefficacious pafies by,

But overturns or gladens all that’s nigh.

Or elfe, like trees, when fuffer’d wild to fhoot,

‘That put forth much, but all unripen’d fruit;

It turns to affetation and grimace,
As lhike to wit, as dullnefs is to prace,
How hard foe’er it be to bridle wit,

Vet mem’ry oft no lefs requires the bit s

How many, hurried by its force away,

For ever in the land of goflips ftray ?

Rl e e T T T T

Ufurp the province of the nurfe to iull,

Without her privilege for being dull ?
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‘Tales upon %ales they raife ten flories high,

o me

Without regard to ufe or fymmetry : i
So R—, till his deftin’d fpace is All’d, §
Heaps bricks on bricks, and fancies ’tis to build. i

A ftory
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A ftory fhould, to pleafe, at leaft feem true,

Be a propos, well told, concife, and new :
And whenfoe’er it deviates from thefe rules,
The wife will {leep, and leave applaufe to fools.
But others, more intolerable yet,

The waggeries, that they’ve faid, or heard, repeat ;

Heavy by, mem’ry made, and what’s the worft,
At {fecond-hand, as often as at firft.
And can even patience hear, without difdain,
‘The maiming regifter of fenfe once flain ?
While the dull features, big with archnefs, ftrive
In vain, the forc’d half-fmile to keep alive,

Some know no joy like what a word can raife,
Haul’d thro’ a language’s perplexing maze ;
Till on a mate, that feems ¢’ agree, they light,
Like man and wife, that {till are oppofite ;
Not lawyers at the bar play more with fenfe,
When brought to the laft trope of eloquence,
Than they on ev’ry fubje&, great or fmall,
At clubs, or councils, at a church, or ball ;
Then cry we rob them of their tributes due -
Alas! how can welaugh and pity too ?

While others to extremes as wild will run,
And with four face anatomize a pun :
When the brifk glafs to freedom does intice,
And rigid wifdom is a kind of vice,
But let not fuch grave fops your laughter fpoil ;
Ne’er frown where fenfe may innoccntly {mile.
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Cramp not your language into logick rules,
To roftrums leave the pedantry of fchools ;
Nor let your learning always be difcern’d,
But chufe to feem judicious more than learn’d.
Quote feldom, and then let it be, at leaft,

Some fact that’s prov’d, or thought that’s well exprefs’d.

But left, difguis’d, your eye it fhou’d efcape,
Know, pedantry can put on ev’ry fhape :

For when we deviate into terms of art,

Unlefs conftrain’d, we at the pedant’s part,

Or if we're ever in the felf-fame key,

No matter of what kind the {fubjeét be.

From laws of nations down to laws of drefs,

For ftatefmen have their cant, and belles no lefs.
As good hear B

Or B—rm—n comment on the Grecian whiftles ;

y di&ate on epiftles,

As old Obefus preach upon his belly,

Or Phileunucha rant on Farinelli ;

Flirtilla read a le&ure on a fan,

Or W d fet forth the praife of Kouli-Kan,

But above all things raillery decline,

Nature but few does for that tafk defign :
’T'is in the ableft hand a dang’rous tool,
But never fails to wound the medling fool :

For all muft grant, it necds no common art

L

T'o keep men patient, when we make them {mart.

Not wit alone, nor humour’s {elf, will do,

Without good-nature, and much prudence too,
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T'o judge aright of perfons, place, and time ;

For tafte decrces what’s low, and what’s fublime :
And what might charm to-day, or o’er a glafs,
Perhaps at court, or next day, wou’d not pafs.

Then leave to low buffoons, by cuftom bred,
And form’d by nature to be kick’d and fed,
The vulgar and unenvied tafk, to hit
All perfons right or wrong with random wit.
Our wife forefathers, born in fober days,
Refign’d to fools the tart and witty phrafe ;
The motley coat gave warning for the jeft,
Excus’d the wound, and fanétify’d the peft :
But we from high to low all ftrive to {neer,
Will all be wits, and not the livery wear.

Of all the qualities that help to raife
In men the univerfal voice of praife,
Whether in pleafure or in ufe they end,
There’s none that can with modefty contend.
"T1s a tranfparent veil that helps the fight,
And lets us look on merit with delight :

In others, ’tis a kindly light, that feems

To gild the worlt defeéts with borrow’d beams,

Yet, ’tis but little thatits form be caught,

Unlefs its origin be firft in thought :

Elfe rebel nature will reveal the cheat,

And the whole work of art at once defeat.
Hold forth upon yourfelf on no pretence,

Unlefs invited, or in felf-defence ;

U 4
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The praife you take, altho’it be your due,
Will be fupeéted, if it come from you :

For each man, by experience taught, can tell
How itrong a flatterer does within him dwell :
And if to {clf-condemning you incline,

In fober fadnefs, and without defign,

(For fome will {lyly arrogate a vice,

That from excefs of virtue takes its rife)

The world cries out, why does he hither come ?
Let him do penance for his fins at home.

No part of conduét afks for fkill more nice, =
"Tho’ none more common; than to give advice :
Mifers themfelves in this will not be faving,
Unlefs their knowledge makes it worth the having.
And where’s the wonder, when we.will obtrude
An ufelefs gift, it meets ingratitude ?

Shun then, unafk’d, this arduous tatk to try ;
But if confulted, ufe fincerity ;

Too f{acred is the welfare of a friend,

To give it up for any felfith end.

But ufe one caution, fift him o’er and o’er,

To find if all be not refolv’d before,

If {fuch the cafe, in fpight of all his art,

Some word will give the foundings of his heart ;
And why fhould you a bootlefs freedom ufe,
"That ferves him not, and may his friend fhip lofe ?
Yet ftill on truth beftow this mark of love, |
Ne’er to commend the thing you can’t approve,

Sincerity
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Sincerity has fuch refiftlefs charms,

She oft the fierceft of our foes difarms :
No art the knows, in native whitenef{s drefs’d,

Her thoughts all pure, and therefore all exprefs’d :
She takes from error its deformity ;

And without her, all other virtues die.

Bright fource of goodnefs ! to my aid defcend,
Watch o’er my heart, and all my words attend:

If ftill thou deign to fet thy foot below,

Among a race quite polifh’d into thow,

Oh! fave me from the jilt’s diffembling part,

Who grants to all all favours, but her heart :

Perverts the end of charming, for the fame ;

To fawn, her bufinefs; to deceive, her aim:

oy e

She {miles on this man, tips the wink on that,

Gives one a fqueeze, another a kind pat’;

Now jogs a foot, now whifpers in an ear ;

Here {lips a letter, and there cafts a leer;

Till the kind thing, the company throughout,

Diftributes all its pretty felf about;

While all are pleas’d, and wretched foon or late,

All but the wife, who fee and fhun the bait.
Yet if, as complaifance requires to do,

And rigid virtue fometimes will allow,

You ftretch the truth in favour of a friend,

Be fure 1t ever aim at {ome good end ;

To cherifh growing virtue, vice to thame,

And turn to neble views the love of fame :
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And not, like fawning parafites, unaw’d

By {enfe or truth, be ev’ry paffion’s bawd.
Be rarely warm in cenfure, of in praife ;
Few men deferve our paffion either ways :
For half the world but floats *twixt good and ill,
As chance difpofes objeéts, thefe the will
*T'ts but a fee-faw game, ‘where virtue now
Mounts above vice, and then finks down as low.
Befides the wife ftill hold 1t for a rule,
To truft that judgment moft, that feems mofit cool :
For all that rifes to hyperbole, .
Proves that we err, at leaft in the degree.
But 1f your temper te extremes fhould lead,
Always upon th’ indulging fide exceed ;
For tho’ to blame moft lend a willing ear,
Yet hatred ever will attend on fear :
And when a neighbour’s dwelling blazes out,
The world will think ’tis time to look about.
Let not the curious from your bofom fleal
Secrets, where Prudence ought to fet her feal 5
Yet be {o frank and plain, that at one view,
In other things, each man may fee you thro’:
For if the matk of policy you wear,
"The honeft hate you, and the cunning fear.
Wou’d you be well receiv’d where-e’er you go,
Remember each man vanquifh’d is a foe.
Refift not, therefore, with your utmoft might,
But let the weakeft think he’s fometimes right ;
He,
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He, for each triumph you fhall thus decline,
Shall give ten opportunities to fhine :

He fees, fince once you own’d him to excel,
That ’tis his intereft you fhould reafon well ;
And tho’ when roughly us’d, he’s full of choler,
As bluft’ring B——y to a brother {cholar,

Yet by degrees, inure him to {ubmit,

He’s tame, and in his mouth receives the bit.
But chiefly againft trifling contefts guard,

*T'is here fubmiflion feems to man moft hard :
Nor imitate that refolute old fool *,

Who undertook to kick againft his mule.

But thofe who will not by inftruction learn,
How fatal trifles prove, let ftory warn.
Panthus and Euclio, link’d by friendfhip’s tie,

Liv'd each for each, as each for each wou’d die;

Like obje@s pleas’d them, and like objects pain’d ;

*T'was but one foul thatin two bodies reign’d.
One night, as ufual ’twas their nights to pafs,
They ply’d the cheerful, but ftill temp’rate glafs,
When lo! adoubtis rais’d about a word :

A doubt that muft be ended by the fword :

One falls a vi€tim, mark, O man, thy fhame,

Becaufe their glofleries were not the fame.

Cou’d Ba—I1—y’s {elf more tendernefs have fhown

For his two tomes of words, tho’ half his own?

b i‘f,’::,!} r'.fr._r;r!
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For what remains of failings without end,
Morals muit fome, and fome the laws muft mend.
While others in fuch monftrous forms a ppear,
As tongue-ty’d {fournefs, fl {ly fufpicion’s leer,
Free-fifted rudcneis, dropfical pretence,
Proteus’ caprice, and elbowi ng infolence ;

No caution to avoid them they demand,
Like wretches branded by the han gman’s hand.

If faith to fome philofophers be given,

Man, that great lord of earth, that heir of heay’ n,
Savage at firft, inhabited the wood,

And {crambled with his fellow-brutes for food ;
No focial home he knew, no friend fhip’s tie,

Selfith in good, in ill without ally ;

7 it Tl

11ll for*ci n length of time, of fir ronger nerve,
And greater cu::mng,‘, forc’d the reft to ferve
One common purpofe, and, in nature’s {pite,
Brought the whole jarri 19 {pecies to unite.
But might we not with equal reafon fay,
That ev’ry fingle particle of clay,

Which forms our bod v, was at firft defign’d
To lie for ever from the reft disjoin’d ?

Can this be {aid, and can it be allow’d

"T'was with its powers for no one end endow’d * :
Iffo; we own that man, at firlt, by art

Was footh’d to a& in focial life a part.

"Tis true, in fome the feeds of difcord fecem
Lo contradict this all-unitin g {cheme :
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b. Bat that no more hurts nature’s general courfe,

' Than matter found with a repelling force.
Turn we awhile on lonely man our eyes,

And fee what frantick fcenes of folly rife :

In fome dark monaftery’s gloomy cells,

Where formal felf-prefuming Virtne dwells,

Bedoz’d with dreams of grace-diftilling caves,

Of holy puddies, u.nmnmming graves,
4 Of animated plaifter, wood, and ftone,
| And mighty cures by fainted {inners done.
Permit me, Mule, fill farther to explore,
| ; And turn the leaves of {fuperftition o’r;
| Where wonders upon wonders ever grow,
Chaos' of zeal and blindnefs, mirth and woe
‘ | ¢ Vifions of devils into monkeys turn’d,
| That hot from hell roar at 2 nnger burn’d ;
4 Bottles of precious tears that {aints have wept,
: € And breath a thoufand years in phials kept ;
{ f Sun-beams fent down to prop one friar’s ftaff,

& And hell broke loofe to make another laugh 3

(r]

St. Dominick, wide f?rf;f enius ((Nzc. )

d O_; our Saviour and other Sy wzde Ferrand,
i f F-_fjh.r.).j 'u; r_t._, glfuf’ffr';. -:?1-)!).?!
: € St. Cathro’s, wide Colganum.
f’ g St A .’ff:?a:'#z?-__r,
| 3
A Obedient
K,
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" Obedient fleas, and i fuperftitious mice ;'

k Confefling wolves, and ! anétifying lice ;
™ Letters and houfes by an angel carried ;

@ And, wondrous! virgin nuns to JEsus married.

One monk, not knewing how to fpend his time,
Sits down to find out fome unheard-of crime;
Increafes the large catalogue of fins,

And where the fober finith, there begins,

Of death eternal his decree is paft,

For the firft crime, as fix’d as for the laft.
While that, as idle, and as plous too,
Compounds with falfe religion for the true ;

He, courtly ufher to the bleft abodes,

Weighs all the niceties of forms and modes ;
And makes the rugged paths fo fmooth and even,
None but an ill-bred man can mifs of heay’n.
One heav’n-infpir’d invents a frock, or hood :
The taylor now cuts out, and men grow good.
Another quits his ftockings, breeches, fhirt,
Becaufe he fancies virtue dwells with dirt :

R Vide life of St. Colman by Colganus.
3 T e fame life by the fame author.
K Vide fpeculum wite fansti F rancifci,

Y 8t. Munnu gathered thofe that dropt from hint, and put

them in their place again, wvide A&Z. SanfZorum.

W From St. Firmanto St.C olumba, vide Col canum.Cha-

pel of Loretto,

" Maria de la Vifitation, wide ber life by Lufignan.

While
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While all concur to take away the firefs
From weightier points, and lay it on the lefs.
Anxious each paltry relique to preferve

Of him, whofe hungry friends they leave to ftarve,
Harrafs’d by watchings, abftinence, and chains ;
Strangers to joys, familiar grown with pains ;

To all the means of virtue they attend

With {trifeft care, and only mifs the end.

Can fcripture teach us, or can fenfe perfuade,

That man for fuch employments e’er was made ?

Far be that thought! but let us now zelate

A charalter as oppofite, as great,

In him, who living gave to Athens fame,

And, by his death, 1immortaliz’d her fhame.

Great {courge Gfibphiﬂs ! he from heaven brought down,

And pl:u:’d true wifdom on th’ ufurper’s throne :

Philofopher in all things, but pretence;

-

He taught what they neglefted, common {enfe.
They o’er the ftiff Lyceum form’d to rule;

He, o’er mankind ; all Athens was his {chool.

The {ober tradefman, and {mart petit-maitre,
Great lords, and wits, in their own eyes {t1ll preater,
With him grew wile ; unknowing they were taught ;
He {poke like them, tho’ not like them he thought :
Nor wept, nor laugh’d, at man’s perverted ftate ;
But left to women this, to ideots that.
View him with fophifts fan’d for fierce conteft,

Cl | wi es at the jovial feal ;
Or crown’d with rofes at the jovial fealt ;




[:220:] :

Infulted by a peevifh, noify wife,
Or at the bar foredoom’d to lofe his life ;
What moving words flow from his artlefs tongue,
Sublime with eafe, with condefcenfion ftrong !
Yet {fcorn’d to flatter vice, or virtue blame ;
Nor chang’d to pleafe, but pleas’d becaufe the fame ;
The fame by friends carefs’d, by foes withftood,
Still unaffe&ed, cheerful, mild, and good.
Behold, one pagan, drawn in colours faint,
Qutfhine ten thoufand monks, tho’ each a faint !

Here let us fix our foot, hence take our view,
And learn to try falfe merit by the true, :
We fee, when reafon ftagnates in the brain,
The dregs of fancy cloud its pureft vein ;
But circulation betwixt mind and mind
Extends its courfe, and renders it.refin’d. |
When warm with youth we tread the flow’ry way,
All nature charms, and ev’ry fcene looks gay ;
Each object gratifies each fenfe in turn,
Whilft now for rattles, now for nymphs we burn ;
Enflav’d by friendfhip’s or by love’s foft fmile,
We ne’er {ulpe, becaufe we mean no guile :
Till, fluth’d with hope from views of paft fuccefs,
We lay on {fome main trifle all our ftrefs;
When lo! the miftrefs or the friend betrays,
And the whole fancied cheat of life difplays :
Stun’d with an ill that from ourfelves arofe ;
For inftin& rul’d, when reafon thould have chofe ;

We

|
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We fly for comfort to fome lonely fcene,
Vi&tims henceforth of dirt, and drink, and fpleen.

P————

But let no obftacles that crofs our views,

R p——

|
i Pervert our talents from their deftin’d ufe ;
; _ For, as upon life’s hill we upwards prefs,
‘ Our views will be obftruéted lefs and lefs.
Be all falfe delicacy far away,
Left it from nature lead us quite aftray ;
And for th’ imagin’d vice of human race,
Deftroy our virtue, or our parts debafe ;
l Since God with reafon joins to make us own,
That ’tis not good for man to be alone.,
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On the Death of Col. CuarLEs Ross, in the A&ion
at Fontenoy. ‘Weritten May 1745,

By Mr. W. CorLrixs.

I.
HILE, loft to all his former mirth,
Brirannra’s genius bends to earth,
And mourns the fatal day ;
While, ftain’d with blood, he ftrives to tear
i Unfeemly from his {ea-green hair
The wreaths of cheerful May ;
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