30  Poems on feveral Occafons.

What mad miftaken bravery draws ’em in,

Where Conftancy’s no Virtue but a Sin?

How can they ftill their fellen Prince efteem ?

‘When falfe to Heaven,why are they true to him?

O! mu&'thﬂy fink ! a glorious Starry Race !

They are almoft too good, for that fad place.

That waits their Fall : 1t muft not, cenmer be,

If err we do, wee'l err with Charity,

Father! they may be Ssv’d! well joys with
Thee !

Upon King William’s paffing the
Boyn, &.

Hat mighty gemiows thus excites m
(Brcag

With flames too great to manage or
(refift ;

And prompts my humbler Mufe at once toSing,

( Unequal Task) the Hero and the King. O-}
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Ok were the potemt infpirasion lefs !

I might find words its Raptures to exprefs ;

But now I neither can its force controul,

Nor paint the great ldeas of my Soul :

Even fo the Priefts Infpird, lefc half the Mind
Of the usatterable God behind.

Too foft’s my Voice the Hero to exprefs ;

Or, like himfelf, the War-like Prince todrefs ;
Or, {peak him Ating in the dreadful Field,
As Brave Exploits as €’r the Sun beheld ;

( Secure, and Threatning as a Martial God,
Among the thickeft of his Foes he Rode ;
And, like an Angry Torrent forc’t his way
Through all the Horrors that in Ambuth lay 1)
Or at the Boyse defcribe him as he ftood

Refol’d, upon the edges of the Flood :
D, ﬂn,rﬁmt {dilliam; for no Breaft bur.

Was ever urg’d yith fuch a Bold Defign -
Indulge
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Indulge the Motions of this Sacred Heat ;

For none but thee can wesld a thought [o great.
Hes laneh’d, be’s lanck’d ; the foremoft from the

Shore ;

The Nobleft Weight that €’r the River Bore.
To fmooth their Streams, the {miling Naides
| haft;

And, Rifing, did him Homage as he pafsd
And all the [bapes of Death and Horror
726 moe--ah ftay—though in a caufe fo good ;

*Tis pitty to expend that Sacred Blood.

Why wilt thou thus the beldeft Dahgcrs feck,

And foremoft through the Hoftile Squadrons break ?

Why wilt thou thus fo bravely venture all ?

Oh, whcre’s uphappy Albion, fhould’ft thou
fall?

Keep ncar him fill, you kind Athereal Powers,

'That Guard him, and are pleaé.’d, the Task 1s
yours. -
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All the 111 Fate that threatens him oppofe ;
Confound the Forces of His Foreign Foes,
And Treacherous Friends lefs generous then thofe ;

May Heaven fuccefs toall his Ations give,
And long, and Zar:g, and long, let WILLIAM live,

_—

The Vanity of the World,
In 2 Poem to the Athenians.

Hat if ferenely bleft with Calms I fivans
Paltolus ! in thy golden Sanded Sfiream?
Not all the wealth that lavifb Chance cou’d give
My foul from Death cou’d one fbort Hour reprieve,
When from my Heart the wandring Life muft move
No Cordial all my ufelefs Gold cou’d prove.
What the I ptang’d in FJoys fo deep and wide,
"Twou’d tire my Thoughts t0 reach the diftant fide,
Fancy it felf *twou’d tire to Plumb the Abyfs,
If 1for an uncertain Leafe of this

Sold the fair hopes of am eternal blifs?
C . What



