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But not unaided by the heav’nly powers,

Compleat th’ illuftrious work, which future kings,
Struck with the beauty of the noble plan,
Shall emuloufly labour to maintain.
And may thy {pirit, Edward, be their guide !
In every chapter, thou henceforth prefide,
In every breaft infufe thy virtuous flame,
And teach them to refpe& their country’s fame.
Genius azd Spirits reafeend to a lovd

Sympony of mufick.

SEY, SRR, SRS IR R

An Epiftle to the Right Honourable” the
Lord Vifcount CORNBURY,

B}r oot cane F{q;

W HILE you, my Lord, alas! amidft a few,
With generouswarmth your country’s good purfue;
While to the center all your withes tend,
Accept the zeal that prompts a willing friend.

Others like you heaven’s hallow’d {park infpir’d,
Whom foon the blaze of felfifh paflion fir'd,
Soon ruder flames extinguifh’d reafon’s light,
While prejudices foul’d their jaundic’d fight.

Such thro’ falfe opticks every objet prove,
And try the good and bad, by hate and love.

All-
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All-powerful means each virtue to {upplys
All-powerful means each virtue to deny ;

To Wyndham ftren oth, and grace, and fire, and weight;

To Granville parts, to fave a finking ftate.

Hence various judgments form the madden’d throng, (|

Only in this alike, they all are wrong.
Hence to falfe praife thall blame unjuft {ucceed,
And cherubs fall, and gods unpity’d bleed.

]

Wou’d you, my friend, not mix the purer flame |

Nor lofe the patriot in a bafer.mame ;

Nor fa&tious rage miftake for publick zeal,
Nor private int’reft for the gen’ral weal ?

By truth’s fure teft let ev’ry deed be try’d,
And juftice ever be th’ unerring guide.

Her rules are plain, and eafy 1s her way,
And yet how hard to find if once we firay !
All loft alike the maze perplex’d we tread,
However prompted, whether drove or led s
Whether falfe honour or ambition goad,

Or fneaking av’rice wind the miry road,

Or whether {way’d by paflions not our own,
And the weak fear of being right alone.
Alone in fuch a caufe 1s bafe to fear,

Tho’ fools fufpe&, and knaves defigning ineer.

Sneer, villains, fneer! th’ avenging time 1s mgh,

When Balbo {courg’d fhall weep the taunting lie »

When Stopus foul with each imputed crime,
Shall dread falfe profe:repaid with honeft rhyme.
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“T1s not enough you fcorn a private claim,
And to your country’s good direé your aim.

Wrong is #ill wrong, however great the end,
Tho’ all the realm were brother, father, friend ;

Jultice regards not thefe where right prevails,
A nation is an atom in her fcales.
Heaven means not all the good which man can gain,
But that which truth can earn, and right maintain.
However fair the tempting prize may be,
It guilt the price, it is not meant for thee.
Succeeding times may claim the juft defign,
Or other means, or other powers than thine.

Each part’s connected with the gen’ral plan,
‘The weal of Britain with the weal of man.
Juftice the {cale of intereft for the whole,
'T'he fame 1n Indies as beneath the pole 3
Sure rule by which heaven’s bleflings to difpente,
Unerring light of guiding providence.
Others may fail. ———1If wrongly underftood,
How fatal is the thirft of publick good!
No heavier curfe almighty vengeance brings,
Nor plagues, nor famine, nor the luft of kings.
Fir’d by this rage the frantick fons of Rome,
The fuff’ring world to death and bondage doom ;
INations muft fink to raife her cumb’rous frame,
And millions bleed to eternize her name,
But lo! her glories fade, her empire’s paft,
yhe madly conquer’d but to fall the laft,

Nor
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Nor would I here the patriot’s views repsove,
Gr damp the facred flame of {focial love.
Still may that portion of th’ eternal ray
Sublime our fenfe, and animate dur clay ;
Above low felf exalt th’ immortal frame,
And emulate that heaven from whence it came.
Oh! would it never be confin’d to place,
But beam extenfive as the human race:
Be, as it was defign’d, the world's great {oul,
Conne& its parts, and atuate the whole,
So'each fhould think himfelf a part-alone,
And for a nation’s welfare ftake his own !
Yet farther ftill, tho’ deareft to the breaft,
That nation think but part of all the reft.

For this let equal juftice poife the ball,
Her {waying force unites us all to all ;
Of manners, worfhip, form, no diff’rence knows,
Condemns our friends, and {aves our better foes.
Confefs the heavenly power ! nor need you fear
Let Britain {uffer, while you follow her.

Tho’ profp’rous crimes fome daring villains raife,
Nor life’s fhort date my halting vengeance feize ;
A nation cannot ’{fcape ——— the deflin’d rage
Purfues her ceafelefs to fome future age ;

Speeds the fure ruin from the conqueror’s hand,
Or fpreads corruption o’er a pining land.
Afk hoary time, what nation is moit bleft ?
For fage experience fhall this truth atteft ;-
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“« Where freedom fleeps fecure from lawlefs wrath,

¢ Where commerce fhelter’d flows thro’ publick faith,
¢¢ Where fell ambition lights no foreign wars,

«¢ Nor difcord rages with inteftine wars

¢ Where juftice reigns.”’—Immortal were that ffate,
If aught immortal here were giv’n by Fate.

Such, loft Iberia! were thofe happy reigns,
When liberty {at brooding o’er thy plains.

The rich in plenteous peace their ftores enjoy’d,
By cares unvex’d, by luxury uncloy’d.

Hope {ooth’d the poor with promifes of gain,
And paid with future joys their prefent pain ;
Shew’d the full bowl amidft their fultry toil,
While thofe who prun’d the olive drank the oil ;
By night of all the fruits of day poflefs’d,
Labour foft-clos’d the eye, and fweeten’d reft.
Such was thy flate all gay in nature’s fmiles !
And fuch 1s now the ftate of Britain’s ifles.
Eence o’er the ocean’s wafte her fail unfurl’d,
Wide wafts the tribute of a willing world.
Hence trufting nations treafure here their wealth,
Safe from tyrannick force or legal ftealth :

And hence the injur’d exile doom’d to roam,
Shall find his country here and dearer home.

Still be this truth, this faving truth confefs’d,
Britain is great, becaufe with freedom bleft ;
Her prince is great, becaufe her people free,
And power here {prings from publick liberty.
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Ha4il mighty monarch of the free and great!

rirm on the bafis of a profp’rous flate.

The wealth, the ftrength of happy millions thine,
United rife, united thall decline.

For time will come, fad period of the brave,
When Britain’s humble prince fhall rule the {lave;

When traffick vile fhall ftain the guilty throne,
And kings fhall buy our vuin and their own.

But long, O long th’ inglorious doom fufpend
What virtue gain’d may virtue itill defend !
Thrice facred {pirit, never may you ceafe,

But as you blaz’d in war, fhine forth in peace!
Dauntlefs with all the force of truth engage
The headlong tide of each corrupted age.
O ever wake around one favour’d throne, :
Nor let our guardian monarch wake alone!
Tho’ oft defeated and tho’ oft betray’d,

Numbers fhall rife 1n facred freedom’s aid.
Far as her all-enlivening influence reigns,
Heroic ardour beats in gen’rous veins.

Now bids learn’d Greece barbarian might defy,
Now the foft arts of polifh’d tyranny ;

Now to no ftock, or {ett, or place confin’d,

She takes adopted fons from human kind ;

While denizen’d by her eternal laws,

They all are Britons who fhall ferve her caunfe.

Lo! to the banner crowds a youthful band ;

Form’d for the glorious tafk by nature’s hand ;
| Wifdom







