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Too wretched to endure one lonely day,
Too proud one friendly vifit to repay,
Too indolent to read, too criminal to pray.
At length half dead, half mad, and quite confin’d,
Shunning, and fhunn’d by all of human kind,
Ev’n robb’d of the laft comfort of her life,
Infulting the poor curate’s callous wife,
Pride, difappointed pride, now ftops her breath,
And with true fcorpion rage fhe ftings herfelf to death.
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To the Honourable PHILIP YORKE, Efg;
By the Same.
Atque ipfa utilitas jufti prope mater et wqu:. Hor.

HOU, whom nor honours, wealth, nor youth can fpoi
With the leaft vice of each luxuriant fil,
Say, YorkEe, (for fure, if any, you can tell)
What Virtue is, who pra&ife it fo well ;
Say, where inhabits this Suitana queen ;
Prais’d and ador’d by all, but rarely feen :
By what fure marks her effence can we trace,
When each religion, faction, age, and place
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Sets up {fome fancy’d idol of its own,
A vain pretender to her facred throne ?
In man, too oft a well-diffembled part,
A felf-denying pride in woman’s heart,
In fynods faith, and in the fields of fame
Valour ufurps her honours, and her name.
Wiloe’er their {fenfe of Virtue cou’d exprefs,
T'1s ftill by fomething they themfelves poffefs.
Hence youth good-humour, frugal craft old age,
Warm politicians term it party-rage ;
‘T'rue churchmen zecal right orthodox ; and hence
Fools think it gravity, and wits pretence ;
To conftancy alone fond Jovers join it,
And maids unafk’d to chaftity confine it.

But have we then no law befides our will ?
No juft criterion fix’d to good and ill ?
As well at noon we may obftruét our fight,
‘Then doubt if fuch a thing exifts as light ;
For no lefs plain wou’d nature’s law appear,
As the meridian {un unchang’d, and clear,
Wou'd we but fearch for what we were defign’d,
And for what end th’ Almighty form'd mankind,
A rule of life we then fhould plainly fee,
For to purfue that end muft Virtue be.

Then what 1s that ? not want of power, or fame,
Or worlds unnumber’d to applaud his name,
But a defire his bleffings to diffufe,
And fear left millions fhould exiftence lofe ;
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His goodnefs only could his pow’r employ,
AAnd an eternal warmth to propagate his joy.

Hence {oul, and f{enfe diffus’d thro’ ev’ry place;
Make happinefs as infinite as fpace;
Thoufands of funs beyond each other blaze,
Orbs roll o’er orbs; and glow with mutual rays
Each is a world, where form’d with wond’rous art;
Unnumber’d fpecies live thro’ every part :
In ev’ry trattof ocean, earth, and fkies
Myriads of creatures ftill fucceflive rife;
Scarce buds a leaf, or fprings the vileft weed,
But little flocks upon its verdure feed ;
No fruit our palate courts, or flow’r our {mell,
But on its fragrant bofom nations dwell,
All form’d with proper faculties to fhare
The daily bounties of their Maker’s care;
‘The great Creator from his heav’nly throne;
Pleas’d, on the wide-expanded joy looks down,
And his eternal law is only this,
"That all contribute to the general blifs.

Nature {o plain this primal law difplays,
Each living creature fees it, and obeys ;
Each, form’d for all, promotes thro’ private care
‘The publick good, and juftly taftes its fhare.
All underftand their great Creator’s will,
Strive to be happy, and in that fulfill ;
Mankind excepted ; lord of all befide,
But only {lave to folly, vice, and pride ;
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"1"1s he that’s deaf io this command alone,

Deilghts in others’ woe, and courts his own ;
Racks and deftroys with tort’ring fteel and flame,
For lux’ry brutes, and man himfelf for fame:
Sets Superiftition high on Virtue’s throne,

Then thinks his Maker’s temper like his own :
Jence are his altars ftain’d with reeking gore,
As if he could atonefor crimes by more :

Hence whilft offended heav’n he firives in vain
'T? appeafe by fafts,: and voluntary pain,

Ev’n in repenting he provoles again.

How eafy is our yoke! how light our load !
Did we not ftrive to mend the laws of God:
For hisown fake no duty he can afk,

"The common welfare is our only tafk;

For this fole end his precepts, kind as juft,
Forbid intemp’rance, murder, theft, and luft,
With ev’ry aét injurious to our own

Or others’ good, for fuch are crimes alone:

. For this are peace, love, charity, enjoin’d,

With all that can fecure and blefs mankind.
Thus is the publick fafety Virtue’s caufe,
And happinefs the end of all her laws;
For fuch by nature is the human frame,
Our duty and our int’reft are the fame.

But hold, cries out fome Puritan divine,

Whofe well-ftuff’d cheeks with eafe and plenty fhine,
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Is this to faft, to mortify, refrain,
And work falvation out with fear and pain ?
We own, the rigid leflons of their {chools
Are widely diff’rent from thefe eafy rules ;
Virtue, with them, is only to abftain
From all that nature afks, and covet pain ;
Pleafure and vice are ever near a-Kin,
And, if we thirft, cold water 1sa fin :
Heav’n’s path is rough and intricate, they fay,
Yet all are damn’d that trip, or mifs their way ;
God1s a being cruel and fevere,
And man a wretch, by his command plac’d here,
In fun-fhine for awhile to take a turn,
Only to dry and make him fit to burn.

Miftaken men, too pioufly fevere!
Thro’ craft mifleading, or mifled by fear ;
How little they God’s counfels comprehend,
Our univerfal parent, guardian, friend!
Who, forming by degrees to blifs mankind,
'T'his globe our fportive nurfery aflign’d,
Where for awhile his fond paternal care
Feafts us with ev’ry joy our ftate can bear:
Fach fenfe, touch, tafte, and fmell difpenfe delight,
Mufick our hearing, beauty charms our fight ;
Trees, herbs, and flow’ts to us their fpoils refign,
Its pearl the rock prefents, its gold the mine;
Bealts, fowl, and fifh their daily tribute give

Of food and cloaths, and die that we may live :
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Seafons but change, new pleafures to produce,

And elements contend to ferve our ufe :
Love’s gentle fhafts, ambition’s tow'ring wings,
'The pomps of fenates, churches, courts, and kings,
All that our rev’rence, joy, or hope create,
Are the gay play-things of this infant fate.
Scarcely anill to human life belongs,
But what our follies caufe, or mutual wrongs ;
Or if fome ftripes from Providence we feel,
He ftrikes with pity, and but wounds to heal ;
Kindly perhaps fometimes afliéts us here,
To guide her views to a {fublimer {phere,
In more exalted joys to fix our tafte,
And wean us from delights that cannot laft.
Our prefent good the eafy tatk is made,
T'o earn {uperior blifs, when this fhall fade ;
For, foon as e’er thefe moral pleafures cloy,
His hand fhall lead us to {ublimer joy ;
Snatch us from all our little forrows here,
Calm every grief, and dry each childifh tear;
Waft us to regions of eternal peace,
Where blifs and virtue grow with like increafe ;
From ftrength to ftrength our fouls for ever guide,
Thro’ wond’rous {cenes of being yet untry’d,
Where in each ftage we fhall more perfet grow,
And new perfections, new delights beftow.

Oh! would mankind but make thefe truths their guide,
And force the helm from prejudice and pride,
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Were once thefe maxims fix’d, that God’s our friend,
Virtue our good, and happinefs our end,

How foon muft reafon o’er the world prevail,

And error, fraud, and fuperftition fail!

None wou’d hereafter then with groundlefs fea:
Defcribe th’> Almighty cruel and fevere,
Predeftinating fome without pretence
To heav’n, and {fome to hell for no offence ;
Inflicting endlefs pains for tranfient crimes,

And fav’ring {ects or nations, men or times.
To pleafe him, none would foolifhly forbear
Or food, or reft, or itch in fhirts of hair,
Or deem it merit to believe, or teach,

What reafon contradifts, or cannot reach ;
None wou’d fierce zeal for piety miftake,

Or malice for whatever tenet’s {ake,

Or think falvation to one {e& confin’d,

And heav’n too narrow to contain mankind.

No more then nymphs, by long neglet grown nice,
Wou’d in one female frailty fum up vice,

And cenfure thofe, who, nearer to the right,
Think Virtue is but to difpenfe delight.

No fervile tenets wou’d admittance find,

Deftruétive of the rights of human-kind ;

Of pow’r divine, hereditary right,

And non-refiftance to a tyrant’s might :

For fure that all thou’d thus for one be curs’d,
Is but great nature’s edi& juft revers’d.
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No moralifts then, righteous to excefs,
Wou’d fhow fair Virtue in {o black a drefs,

That they, like boys, who fome feign’d {pright array,

Firft from the {peétre fly themfelves away :
No preachers in the terrible delight,

" But chufe to win by reafon, not affright;

Not conjurers like, in fire and brimftone dwell,
And draw each moving argument from hell,
No more our fage interpreters of laws,
Wou’d fatten on obfcuritiess and flaws,
But rather nobly careful of their truit,
Strive to wipe off the long-contracted duft,
And be, like HarpwickE, guardians of the juft.
No more applaufe wou’d on ambition wait,
And laying wafte the world be counted great,
But one good-natur’d a& more praifes gain,
‘Than armies overthrown, and thoufands ilain ;
No more wou’d brutal rage difturb our peace,
But envy, hatred, war, and difcord ceafe ;
Our own and others’ good each hour employ,
And all things fmile with univerfal joy ;
Virtue with Happinefs her confort join'd,
Wou’d regulate and blefs each human mind,
And man be what his Maker firft defign’d.
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