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When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age
Reproach our filence, and demand our rage;
When purchas'd follies, from each diltant land,
Like arts, improve in Britain’s fkilfal hand ;
When the Law fhews her teeth, but dares not b
And South-fea treafures are not brought to light
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claffics quit,
Polite apoltates from God’s grace to wit;

When men grow great from their revenue pent,
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ;

When dying finners, to blot out their fcore,
Bequeath the Church the leavings of a whore
“T'o chafe our [pleen, when themes like thefle increale,
Shall panegyric reign, and cenfure ceafe 1=«
Shall authors fmile on fuch illultrious days,
And fatirize with nothing----but their praife?
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Tho® bold thefe truths, thou, Mufe ! with truths like thefe
‘Wilt none offend whom ’tis a praife to pleafe.
Let others flatter to be flatter’d, thon,
Like juft wribun ind an awful brow.
How terrible it w o common {enfe,
To write a fatire which gave none offence ?
And fince from life I take the draughts you fee,
they cenfure me ¥
orious to offend,
npt the world to mend &
world ! where lucky throws to blockheads fall,
es know the game, and honelt men pay all. SAT. .
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O DSESS.

ODE, OCCASIONED BY HIS MAJESTY’S

ROYAL ENCOURAGEMENT OF THE SEA-SERVICE,

ITHINK myfelf obliged to recommendto you a confidera-
tion of the greateft importance, and I fhould lock uppn it
as a great bappinkfs if, at the beginning of my reign, I
could fee the foundation iaid of fo great and neceflary a
work as the increafe and encouragement of our feamen in
general, that they may be invited, rather than com-
pelled by force and violence, to enter into the fervice of
their country as oft” as occafion fball require it; a con-
[ideration worthy the reprefentatives of a people great
and flourifhing in trade and navigation. This leads me
o mention to you the cafe of Greenwich Hofpital, that
care may be taken, by fome addition to that fund, to rens
der comfortable and effeftual that charitable provifion for
the fupport and maintenance of our feamen, worn out,
andbecome decrepit by age and infirmities, in the fervice
of their country. Speech, Jan. 27. 1727.

TO THE KING. MDCCXXVII.
I.

Ovp Ocean’s praife

Demands my lays 3

A truly Britith theme I fing ;

A theme fo great

I dare complete,

And join with Ocean ocean’s King.
ielume IV,




The Roman ode

Majeftic low’d,

Its {tream divinely clear and ftrong

In fenfe and found

Thebes roll'd profound ;

"Fhe torrent roar’d, and foam'd ajong.
I1IL.

Let Thebes nor Rome,

So fam'd, prefume

To triumph o’er a northern ille ;

Late time fhall know

The North can glow,

¥ dread Auguftus deign to {mile.
1V.

‘The naval crown

Is all his own !

©Our fleet, if War or Commerce call,

His will performs

Thro® waves and ftorms,
And rides in trismph round the ball.
V.

No former race,

With {trong embrace,

This theme to ravith durft afpires
With virgin charms

My foul it warms,

And melts melodious on my lyre,
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My lays I file

With cantious toil;

Ye Graces ! turn the glowing lines;

Dn anvils deat

Your {trokes repeat :

At every ftroke the work refines !
VIIL

How mufic charms !

How metre warms!

Parent of ations good and bravey

How vice it tames? -

And worth inflames!

And holds provd empire o’er the grave !
VIIL

Jove mark'd for man

A feanty {pan,

But lent him wings to fly his doom ;

Wit fcorns the grave;

To wit he gave

The life of gods ! immortal bloom!
IX.

Since years will fly,

And pleafures die, .

Day after day, as years advance ;

Since while life lafts

Joy fuffers blafts

From frowning Fate and fickle Chanee
Aldj




Nor life is long,

But foon we throng,

Like autumn leaves, Death’s pallid fhore 3

‘We make at leaft

Of bad the beft,

If in life’s phantom, Fame, we foar.
XI.

Qur ftrains divide

‘The laurel’s pride ;

With thofe we lift to life we live;

By Fame enroll’d

With heroes bold,

And fhare the bleflings which we give.
XIL

What hero's praife

Can fire my lays

Like his with whom my lay begun?

¢ Tuftice fincere,

¢ And courage clear,

¢¢ Rife the two columns of his throne.
XIIIL.

¢ How form'd for fway !

** Who look obey,

¢¢ They read the monarch in his port:
¢ Their love and awe

¢ Supply the law,

¢ And his own luftre makes the court.”
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On yonder height

What golden light

Triumphant fhines? and fhines alone.

Unrivall'd blaze!

"The nations gaze!

*Tis not the fun; ’tis Britain’s throne.
XV.

Our monarch there,

Rear’d high in air,

Should tempefts rife, difdains to bend ;

Like Britith oak,

Derides the ftroke;

His blooming hgnours far extend!
XVL

Beneath them lies,

With lifted eyes,

Fair Albion, like an am'rous maid;

While intereft wings

Bold foreign kings

To fly, like cagles, to his fhade.
XVIIL

At his proud foot

The fea, pour'd out,

Immortal nonrifhment (}pplies;

Thence wealth and ftate,

And pow’r and fate,

Which Europe reads in George's eyes.
A iij
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ODED.

XVIIL

From what we view

We take the clue

‘Which leads from great to greater things:
Men doubt no more, ,

But gods adore,

‘When fuch refemblance fhines in kings.

OCEAN.

AN ODE.

Let the fea make a noife, let the floods clap their hands.
Pral. xeviils

Sweer rural feene

Of flocks and green!

At carelefs eafe my limbs are fpread;

All Nature flill

But yonder rill,

And lift'ning pines nod o’er my head.
Il

In profpeét wide

The boundlefs tide!

‘Waves ceafe to foam, and winds to roar s

‘Without a breeze

The curling feas

Dance on in meafure to the (hore,




III.

Who fings the fource

Of wealth and force!?

Vaft field of commerce and big war,

Where wonders dwell!

Where terrors fwell !

And Neptune thunders from his car?
IV,

Where ? where are they,

Whom Pean’s ray

Has teuch’d, and bid divinely rave?

What! none afpire?

I fnatch the lyre,

And plunge into the foaming wave.
V.

The wave refounds!

The rock rebounds!

The Nercids to my forig reply !

1 lead the choir,

And they confpire,

With voice and fhell, to lift it high.
VI

They {pread in air
Their bofoms fair,

Their verdant treffes pour behind;
The billows beat

With nimble feet,

With notes triumphant {well the wind,
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ODES.

VIL
‘Who love the fhore,
Let thofe adore
The god Apollo, and his Nine,
Parnaflus’ hill,
And Orpheus’ fkill,
But let Arion’s harp be mine.
VIIT.
The main! the main!
1s Britain’s reign ;
Her ftrength, her glory, is her flect :
The main ! the main!
Be Britain's {train;

As Triton’s {trong, as Syrens {west.
’

IX.
Thro’ Nature wide
Is nought defery’d
So rich in pleafure or {urprife;
When all-ferene,
How fweet the fcene?
How dreadful when the billows rife!
X.
And {torms deface
The fluid glafs,
In which ere-while Britannia, fair,
Look’d down with pride,
Like Ocean’s bride,
Adjufting her majeflic air!
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XL.

When tempefts ceafe,

And, hufh'd in peace,

The flatten’d furges fmoothly fpread,

Deep filence keep,

And feem to flecp

Recumbent on their oozy bed:
XIL

With what a trance

‘The level glance,

Unbroken, (hoots along the feas?

Which tempt from fhore

The painted oar,

And every canvafs eourts the breeze!
XIHL

When rufhes forth

The frowning North

On black’ning billows, with what dread

My fhudd’ring foul

Beholds them roll,

And hears tlicir roarings o’er my head!
XIv.

With terror mark

Yon' flying bark!

Now centre-deep defcend the brave
Now, tofs'd on high,

It takes the fky,

A feather on the tow'sing wave !
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Now fpins around

In whirls profound ;

Now whelm’d, now pendent near the cloads$

Now ftunn'd, it reels

Mid(t thunder’s peals,

And now fierce lightning fires the (brouds.

XVI,

All ether burns!

Chaos returns!

And blends, once more, the ﬂas and fkies:

No {pace between

‘Thy bofom green,

O Deep! and the blue concave lies.
XVIL

‘The northern blaft,

The (hatter’d maf},

The fyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock,

The breaking fpout,

The ftars gone out,

The boiling {treight, the monfters’ fhock,
XVIII.

Let others fear;
‘T'o Britain dear

Whate'er promotes her daring claim ;
'Thofe terrors charm

‘Which keep her warm

Ta chafe of honelt gain or fame,

2 3 unesp 6



ODES.

XIX.

'f'he {tars are bright

"T'o cheer the night,

And fhed, thro® fhadows, temper'd fire;

And Pheebus flames,

With burnifh’d beams,

Which fome adore, and all admire.
XX.

Are then the feas

Outthone by thefe ?

Bright Thetis! thon art not outfhones

With kinder beams,

And fofter gleams,

Thy bofom wears them as thy own.
XXL

There, fet in green,
Gold ftars are feen,
A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap;
And when the fun

His race has run,

He falls enamour’d in thy lap.
XXIL

‘Thofe clouds, whofe dyes

Adorn the fkies,

"That filver fnow, that pearly rain,

Has Pheebus flole

‘Torgrace the pole,

The plunder of th’ invaded maig!
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The gaudy bow,

Whofe colours glow,

‘Whofe arch with fo much fkill is bent,

To Pheebus’ ray,

Which paints fo gay,

By thee the watry woof was lent.
XXIV.

In chambers deep,

Where waters fleep,

‘What unknown treafures pave the floor !

‘The pearl, in rows,

Pale luftre throws ;

The wealth immenfe which ftorms devour.
XXV.

From Indian mines,

‘With proud defigns,

The merchant, fwoln, digs golden ore;

The tempelts rife

And feize the prize,

And tofs him, breathlefs, on the fhore.
XXVL

His fon complains

In pious firains;

¢ Ah! cruel thirft of gold,” he cries;
Then ploughs the main

In zeal for gain,

"The tears yet fwelling in his eyes,

4
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ODES.

XXVII:

Thon watry valt!
What mounds are caft
"To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er!
Thy proudeft foam
Muft know its home;
But rage of gold difdains a fhore.
XXVIIL
Gold pleafure buys;
But pleafure dies;
‘Too foon the grofs fruition cloys;
THo’ raptures court,
The fenfe is (hort;
But virtue kindles living joys;
XXIX.
Joys felt alone!
Joys alk’d of none!
Which Time’s and Fortune's arrows mifs;
Joys that fubfift,
Tho® fates refift,
An unprecarious, endlefs blifs!
XXX,
The foul refin’d
Is moft inclin’d
To ev'ry moral excellence ;
All vice is dull,
A knave’s a fool,
And Virtue is the child of Senfe.
Volume IV,
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4 ODES.

KXXI.

The virtuous mind,

Nor wave nor wind,

Nor Civil rage, nor tyrants’ frown,

The (haken ball,

Nor planet’s fall,

From its firm bafis can dethrone.
XXXIL

This Britain knows,

And therefore glows

With gen'rous paffions, and expends

Her wealth and zeal

On public weal,

And brightens both by godlike ends,
XXXIIL

What end fo great

As that which late

Awoke the genius of the Main ;

Which tow'ring rofe,

With George to clofe,

And rival great Eliza’s reign ?
XXXIV.

A voice has flown

From Britain's throne

To re-inflame a grand defign;
'That voice fhall rear

¥on® fabric fair *,

As Nature's rofe at the divine.

# A new fund for Greenwich Hofpital, recommended from
the throne,
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ODES;

XXXV.
When Nature {prung
Ble(s’d angels fung,
And fhouted o’er the rifing ball;
For ftrains as high
As man’s can fly
Thefe fea-devoted honours call.
XXXVIL
From boift'rous feas,
‘The lap of Eafe
Receives aur wounded and our old ;
High domes afcend !
Stretch’d arches bend!
Proud columns fwell! wide gates unfold!
XXXVIIL
Here, foft-reclin’d,
From wave, from wind,
And Fortune’s tempeft, fafe afhore,
To cheat their care,
Of former war
They talk the pleafing (hadows o’er.
XX XVIIL.

In lengthen’d tales
Our fleet prevails ;
In tales, the lenitives bf age!
And o’er the bowl

They fire the foul
Of lift'ning youth to martial tage.
Bij
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XXXIX.
Unhappy they!
And falfely gay!
‘Who bafk for ever in fuccefs
A conftant feaft
Quite palls the tafte,
And long enjoyment is diftrefs.

XL.

When, after toil,
His native foil

‘The panting mariner regains,
What tranfport flows

From bare repofe?
We reap our pleafure from our pains.
XLI.

Ye Warlike! flain

Bencath the main,

Wrapt in a watry windisgflicet,

Who bonght with blood

Your country’s good,

Your country’s full-blown glory greet *.
XLIL

What pow’rful charm

Can Death difarm ?

Your long, your iron flumbers break:

By Jove, by Fame,

By George’s name,

Awake! awake! awake!

* Written foon afier K. George 1.%s acceflion.
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With fpiral fhell,

Full-blafted, tell,

That all your watry realms fhould ring ;

Your pearl alcoves,

Your coral groves,

Should echo theirs and Britain’s king,

XLIV.

As long as ftars

Guide mariners,

As Carolina’s virtues pleafe,

Or funs invite

The ravifh’d fight,

The Britifh flag (hall fweep the feas.
XLYV.

Peculiar both!

Our foil’s ftrong growth,

And our bold natives’ hardy mind ;

Sure Heav'n belpoke

Our hearts and oak,

To give a mafter to mankind.
XLVIL

That nobleft birth
Of teeming ecarth,
Of fore(t fair that daughter proud,
To foreign coafts
Our grandeur boafts,
And Britain’s pleafure fpeaks aloud :
B iij
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XLVIL.

Now, big with war,

Sends fate from far,

If rebel realms their fate demand s

Now fumptuous {poils

Of foreign foils

Pours in the bofom of cur land.
XLVIIL

Hence Britain lays

In feales, 2and weighs

The fates of kingdoms and of kings;

And as {he frowns,

Or fmiles, on crowns,

A night or day of glory fprings.
XLIX.

Thus Ocean fwells

The {treams and riils,

And to their borders lifts them high,

Or elfe withdraws

The mighty caufe,
And leaves their famifh'd channels dry.
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SEA-PIECE:
containing

I. THE BTITI§H sAILOR’S EXULTATION.
1I. HIS PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT.

THE DEDICATION.

TO MR. VOLTAIRE.

I
M. Mufe, a bird of paffage, flies
From frozen climes to milder fkies;
From chilling blafls fhe fecks thy cheering beam,

A beam of favour here deny'd 3
Confcious of faults, her blothing pride
Hopes an afylum in fo great a name.
IL
To dive full deep in ancient days ¥,
The warrior’s ardent deeds to raife,
And monarchs aggrandize,—the glory thine;
Thine is the Drama, how renown’d!
Thine Epic’s loftier trump to found;
But let Arion’s fea-ftrung harp be mine.

# Annals of the Emperor Charles XII. Lewis XIV,




20 ODES,

ITL
But where’s his dolphin ? know’ft thou where ?—
May that be found in thee, Voltaire!
Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave: 12
How will thy name illuftrious raife
My finking fong ! Mere mortal lays,
So patroniz’d, are refeu’d from the grave.
Iv.
¢ Tell me,” fay’ft thou, * who courts my fmile?
¢ What ftranger ftray’d from yonder ifle?”— 20
No ftranger, Sir! tho® born in foreign climes;
On Dorfet Downs, when Milton’s page,
With Sin and Death, provok’d thy rage,
Thy rdge provok’d, who footh'd with gentle rhymes,
V.
‘Who kindly couch’d thy cenfure’s eye, 25
And gave thee clearly to defery
Sound judgment giving law to fancy ftrong:
Who half-inclin’d thee to confefs,
Nor could thy modefty do lefs,
‘That Milton’s blindnefs lay not in his fong.
.- VI.
But fuch debates long fince are flown;
For ever fet the funs that (hone
On airy paftimes, ere our brows were gray :
How fhortly fhall we both forget,
To thee, my patron, [ my debt,
And thou to thine for Pruffia’s golden key.




@DES.

VIL
The prefent, in oblivion caft,
Full foon thall flecp, as flecps the paft;:
Full foon the wide diftinétion die between
The frowns and favours of the great;
High-flufh’d Succefs, and pale Defeat,
The Gallic gaicty, and Britith fpleen.
VIIL
Ye wing’d, ye rapid, Moments ! ftay ¢
Oh, Friend! as deaf, as rapid, they;
Life's little drama done, the cortain falls!'—
Doft thou not hear it? T can hear,
Tho® nothing firikes the lit'ning ear;
Time groans his laft; Eternal loudly calls!
1X.

Nor calls in'vain ; the call infpires

Far other counfels and defires 50
Than once prevail'd : we {tand on higher ground :
What feenes we fee |—Exalted aim !

With ardours new our fpirits flame;

Ambition blefs’d! with more than laurels crawn’d. 54




A SEA-PIECE.

ODETHE FIRST.
THE BRITISH SAILOR's EXULTATION,

Ix lofty founds let thofe delight

Who brave the foe but fear the fight,

And, bold in word, of arms decline the ftroke §

*Tis mean to boalt, but great to lend

To foes the counfel of a friend,

And warn them of the vengeance they provoke.
11

From whence arife thefe lond alarms?
Why gleams the South with brandifh’d arms ?

War, bath’d in blood, from ¢urs’d ambition fprings

Ambition mean ! ignoble pride ! 10

Perhaps their ardours may fubfide,

When weigh'd the wonders Britain’s failor fings.
HL

Hear, and revere.—At Britain’s nod,

From each enchanted grove and wood,

Halftes the huge oak, or fhadelefs foreft leaves; 15

The mountain pines affume new forms, :

Spread canvafs-wings, and fly thro® ftorms,

And ride o’er rocks, and dance on foaming waves.




cm

ODES.

Iv.
She nods again; the lab’ring earth
Difclofes a tremendous birth;
In {moking rivers runs her molten ore;
‘Thence monfters of emormous fize,
And hideous afpeét, threat’ning rife;
Flame from the deck from trembling baftions roar.
V.
Thefe minifters of Fate fulfil, 25
On empires wide, an ifland’s will,
‘When thrones unjuftwake vengeance. Know,yePow’rs!
In fudden night, and pond’rous balls,
And floods of flame, the tempeft falls,
When brav'd Britannia’s awful fenate low’rs,
VL
In her grand council * fhe furveys,
In patriot piture, what may raife,
Of infolent attempts, a warm difdain;
From Hope's triumphant fummit thrown,
Like darted lightning, fwiftly down
The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain.
VII.
Britannia (heaths her courage keen,
And {pates her nitrous magazine;
Her cannon (lumber, till-the proud afpire,
And leave all law below them ; then they blaze!
They thunder from refounding feas, |
Tonch’d by their injur’d mafter’s foul of fire;

¥ Houfe of Lords, ‘
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24 ODES,

VIIIL
Then fuories rife! thie battle raves!
And rends the fkies, and warms the waves!
And calls a tempefl from the peaceful deep, 43
1n fpite of Nature, fpite of Jove,
While all-ferene, and hufh'd above,
Tumultuons winds'in azure chambers fleep.

IX.
A thoufand deaths the burfting bomb
Hurls from her difembowel'd womb; 30
Chain’d, glowing globes, in dread alliance join'd,
Red-wing'd by ftrong fulphureons blafts,
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and mafls,
And leavefing’d,naked,blood-drown’d,decks behind.
X.

Dwarf laurels rife in tentc® fields; 55
The wreath immortal Ocean yields,
There War’s whole fting is (hot, whole fire is fpent,
‘Whale glory blooms. How pale, how tame,
How lambent, is Bellona’s flame !
How her ftorms languifb on the Continent! éo

XIL.
From the dread front of ancient War
Lefs terror frown'd; her fcythed car,
Her caftled elephant, and batt'ring beam,
Stoop-to thofe'engines which deny
Superior terrors to the fky, 63
And boaft their clouds,their thunder, and their flame,

H
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ODES,

XIL

The flame, the thunder, and the cloud,

The night by day, the fea of blood,

Hofts whirl’d in air, the yell of finking throngs,

The gravelefs dead, an ocean warm’d, 70

A firmament by mortals ftorm’d,

To patient Britain’s angmy brow belongs.
XIIL

Or do T dream 2 or do [ rave?

Or fee 1 Vulcan’s footy cave,

Where Jove's red bolts the giant-brothers frame ! 75

Thofe fwarthy gods of toil and heat,

Loud peals on mountain anvils beat,

And panting tempefts rouze the roaring flame.
XIV.

Ye fons of Atna! hear my call:

Unfinifh’d let thofe bawbles fail,

Yon’ fhield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue:

Your ftrokes fufpend, ye brawny Throng!

Charm’d by the magic of my fong,

Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true.
XV

Begin; and, firfl, take rapid flight *, 83

Fierce flame; and clouds of thickeft night,

And ghaftly terror, paler than the dead;

Then borrow from the North his roar,

Mix groans, and deaths ; one phial pour

* Allnding to Virgil's defcription of thunder,

Velume 1V,
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26 ODES.

Of wrong'd Britannia’s wrath; and it is made;
Gaul ftarts and trembles—at your dreadful trade, 93

ODE THE SECOND.
Tn which is
THE SAILOR’S PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT.

I
So form'd the bolt ordain’d to break
Gaul's haughty plan, and Bourbon fhake,
1f Britain’s crimes fupport not Britain's foes,
And edge their fwords. O Pow'r Divine!
1f blefs'd by thee the beld defign,
Embattled hofts a fingle arm o’erthrows.

11,
Ye warlike Dead ! who fell of old
In Britain's caufe, by Fame enroll'd
In deathlefs annal! deathlefs deeds infpire;
From oozy beds, for Britain’s fake,
Awake, illuftrious Chiefs ! awake,
And kindle in your fons paternal fire.

HI.
The day commiffion’d from above,
Qur worth to weigh, our hearts to prove,
1f war’s full fhock too feeble to fuftain,
Or firm to fland its final blow,
When vital ftreams of blood fhall flow,
And turn to crimfon the difcolour’d main;
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That day’s arriv'd; that fatal hour!——m

¢« Hear us, O hear, Almighty Pow’r!

* Qur guide in counfel, and our ftrength in fight!
¢ Now war’s importaidt die is thrown,

¢ If left the day to man alone;

¢ How blind is Wifdom, and how weak is Might ?

. V.
& Let proftrate hearts, and awful fear, 25
% And deep remorfe, and fighs fincere
¢ For Britdin’g guilt the wrath divide appeafe ;
¢ A wrath more formidable far
¢ Than angry Nature's walteful war,
¢ The whirl of tempells, and the roar of f{eas.
VI,
¢ From out the deep to thee we cryj
¢ To thee, at Nature's helm on high!
¢t Steer thou our conduét, dread Omnipotence!
¢ To thee for fuccour we refort ;
¢ Thy favour is our only port;
¢ Qur only tock of fafety thy defence.
VIL
¢ O Thou! to whom the lions roar,
¢ And, not unheard, thy boon implore!
¢ Thy throne our burlts of cannon loud invoke:
“ Thou can’ft arreft the flying ball, 40
“ Or fend it back, and bid it fall
‘¢ Onthofe from whofe prond deck the thunder broke.
Cij
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VIIL
Britain in vain'extends her care
To climes remote * foraids in war;
Still farther muft it ftretch to crufh the foe:
There’s one alliance; one alone,
Can crown her arms, or fix her throne,
And that alliance is not found beclow.
IX.
Ally Supreme! we turn to theey
We learn obedience from the fear; 56
With feas and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil;
'Tis thine our bload to:freezeior warm;
To rouze or hufh the martial (torm,
And turn the tide of conqueft at' thy will.
X
*Tis thine to beam fublimg renown, 55

Or quench the glories of & crown;

'Tis thine to doom, ’tis thine from Death to free,
To turn alide his levell'd dart,

Or pluck it from the bleeding heart t—

There we cafl anchor, we confide in thee. 6o
X1,

Theu! who haft taught the North to roar,

And flreaming + lights noéturnal ponr

Of fiightful afpeét! when proud foes invade;

Their blafted pride with dread to feize,

Bid Britain’s flags, as meteors, blaze, 65

And George depute to thunder in thy fiead.

% Ruffia. + Avrora Borealis,
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XIL
*¢ The right alone is bold and ftrong;
¢ Black hov'ring clouds appal the wrong
¢ With dread of vengeance.—Nature’s awful Sire!
i Lefs than one moment (houldft thou frown, 70
¢ Where is Puiflance and Renown?
Thrones tremble, empires fink, or worlds expire.
XIIL
Let George the Juft chaltife the vain.
Thou! who doft curb the rebel main,
T'o mount the fhore when boiling billows rave! 75
Bid George repel a bolder tide,
The boundlefs fwell of Gallic pride,
¢ And check Ambition’s overwhelming wave.
XIV.

And when (all milder means withftood)
Ambition tam’d by lofs of blood 8o
Regains her reafon; then, on angels’ wings,
Let Peace defcend, and fhouting greet,
With peals of joy, Britannia’s fleet,
How richly freighted ! it triumphant brings

¢ The poife of kingdoms and the fate of kings.” 8§

4
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JMPERIUM PELAGI:
ANAVAL LYRIC,
Wriften in imitation of
PINDAR'S SPIRIT,
QCCASIONED BY

His Majefty's return from Hanover, Sept. 1729, and the

¢lut aminis, imbres
Qaéni feper notas aluere ripas;
Fervet, immeniufque roic profunda

Pindarus ore.
Concines lactofgne dies, et urbis
Publicum ludum, fuper impetrato

PREFACE.

_A Pindaric carries a formidable found; butthere is nothing
Sformidable in the true nature of it, of which (with ut=
nitoft fubmiffion ) 1 conceive the critics have bitherto en=
tertained a falfe idea. Pindar is as natural as dnacreon,
though not fo familiar; as a fixed ftar is as much in the
bounds of nature as a flower of the field, though lefs obs
wiois, and of greater dignity. This is not the received
notion of Pindar : I [ball therefore foon fupport at large
that hint which is now given.

Trade is a very noble fubjed? in itfelf, more properthan any
Jor an Englifbman, and particularly feafinable at this
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PREFACE,

We kave ﬂ:ﬂrtﬁf;‘j)}iﬂl! afgaad writing in every province
than in the fublime, our two famous epic poems excepted,
Twas willing to make an attempt where 1had the fewef?
rivals.

If, on reading this Ode, any man has a fuller idea of the
real intereft, or poffible glory, of his country than before,
or a flronger impreffion from it, or a warmer concern for
ity I give up to the critic any further reputation.

We bave many copies and tranflations that pafs for origi-
nals. This Ode, 1 bumblyconceive, is an original, though
it profeffes imitation. No man can be like Pindar, by
imitating any of bis particular works, any more than like
Raphacl, by copying the Cartoons. The genius and pirit of

Jﬁf.‘b great men muft be collelled from the whole; and
when thus we are poffefed of it we muft exertits energy in
Jubjetls and defigns of our own. Nothing is fo un-Pinda-
rical as following Pindar on the foot. Pindar is an ori-
ginal ; and he muft be fo too who would be like Pindar
in that which is bis greateft praife. "\'&ri'fngﬂ unlike
as a clofe copy and a noble original.

As for length, Pindar bas an anbroken ode of fix hundred
linies. Nothing is long or fbort in writing, but relatively

12 the demand of the fubjett, and the manner of treating
it. A diflich may be loug, anda folig fbort. However, I
bave broken this Ode into firains, each of which may be
confidered as a feparate ode, if you pleafe. Aud if the va-
riety and fulnefs of matter be confidered, I am rather ap-
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Il'f"lg!b. But lank ul;‘iti::g is what I think of'gbr ?i.‘-ﬁ_,’? 1
be declined, if for nothing elfe, for our plenty of it.

The ode is the moft fpirited kind of poetry, and the Pindaric
is the moft fpirited kind of ode. TVis I fpeak at my own
very great peril ; but truth has an elernal title to aier
confeffion; though we are fure 10 fuffer by it.

The Tontents.,

THE Ode confifts of a Prelude  five Strains j a Moral ; a Clofe; and
a Chorus.

PRELUDE.

TIHE propofition. Ag addrefs to the Veifel that brooght over the King.
Whao (honld fing on thi: occafion. Pindarie boaft.

STRAIN I. How the King attended. A profpeét of happinefs. Induftry.
A furprifing inftance of it it 01d Rome. The mifchief of floth. What
happinefsis. Slothits greateft enemy. Trade natural to Britain. Trade
invoked. Defcribed. What the greateft human excellence. The praife
of wealths Its ufe, abufe, end. The variety of Nature. The final mor
ral caufle of it. The benefit of man's neceflities. Britain's naval ftores.
She mikes all Nature ferviceable to her ends. Of reafon. Its excel-
lence, How we fhould form our eftimate of things. Reafon's difficult
tafk. Why the firlt glory her’s. Her effeéts in Old Britain.

STRAIN II. Arts from commerce. Why Britain fhould purfue it. Whae
wealth includes. An hiftorical digrefilon, which kind is molt frequent
5n Pindar, Tle wealth and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach
of her rain. The caufe of it. Her crimes through all ranks and or-
ders. Her miferable fall. The neighbouring kings® jult refleftion on
it. An awful image of the Divine power and vengeance. From whae
Tyre fell, and how deep her calamity.

STRAIN III. An inference from this hiftory. Advice to Britain. Mara
proper to her than other nations. How far theftroke of tyranny reaches.
‘What fupports our endeavours. The unconfidered benefits of liberty.
EBritain’s obligation to purfue trade. Why above half the globe is fea.
Britain’s grandeur from her fituation. The winds, the leas, the con-
frellatians, deferibed, Sir Ifaac Newton’s praife. Brirain compared
with other Rates. The leviathan deferibed. Brivain’s ite and ancient
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CONTENTS. 33

title to the feas. Who rivals her. Of Venice. Holland. Some defpife
trade as mean cenfured for it. Trade’s glory. The late Czar, Solo-
mon. A furprifing inftance of magnificence. The Merchant’s digniry.
Compared with men of letters.

S§TRAIN 1V. Pindar invoked. His praife. Britain fhould decline war,
but boldly affert her trade. Encouraged from the throne. Britain's
coadition without trade, Trade's character, and Murprifing deeds. Cay
thage. Solomon's temple. $t. PAnl's church, The mifer’s charadter.
The wonderful effefts of trade. Why religion recommended to the
Merchant. What falfe joy. What troe: What-religionis to the Mer.
chant. Why trade more glorions in Britons than others. How wWarmly
and how long to be purfued by us. - The Briton"s legacy. Columbus,
His praife. America defcribed. Worlds flill unkuown.: Queen Ellza-
beth. King George IL ; his glory navally reprefenteds

STRAIN'YV. What is the bound of Brirain's pawer. Beyond that of the
molt famed in hiftery. The fign Lyra. What the conftellations are,
Argo. The Whale. The Dolphin. Eridanus. The Lion. Libra. Virge,
Berciice. The Britifli ladies cenfured. The Moon. What the fea is,
Apoftrophe to the Emperor. The Spanifh Armado. How Britain fhould
fpeak her refentment. What gives power. 'What natives do in wars
The Tartar. Mogul. Africa. China»Whe mafter of the world, What
the hiltory ofthe worldl is. The genezlogy of glory. Miftakes aboug
it. Peace the Merchant's harveft, Ships of divine origin. Merchants
ambafledors. The Britow’s voyage. Praife the food of glory. Britain’y

record.
THE MORAL.

THE moft happy fhould be the moft virtuous. OF eternity. What Britain'y
art fhould be. Whence flavery.
THE CLOSE.
‘THIS fubjedt now firft fang. How fung. Prefersble to Pindar's fubje s}
Eew Eritajn {beuld be fung by all.
" CHORUS,

2 3 unesp 6 7



CIn

THE MERCHANT.

AN ODE

on the Britifh trade and navigation.

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF CHANDOS.

araraio wavroley Aoyioe

civ EvTs wpoapdot,

VETOV EUKAEX TAV=

3¢ vocpenv. pIvD.Nem. Odevii

PRELUDE.
I.

TFast by the furge my limbs are fpread,

The naval oak nods o’er my head,

The winds are loud, the waves tumult’ous roll;

Ye Winds! indulge your rage no more;

Ye founding Billows! ceafe to roar :

The god defcendspand tranfports warm my foul.
IL

The waves are hufh’d, the winds are {pent;

"This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent,

1 celebrate in fong. Fam’d Ifle! no lefs,

By Nature's favour, from mankind,

&
3

Than by the foaming fea disjoin’d;
Alone in blifs! an ifle in happinefs!
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ITE

Thp' Fate and Time have damp’d my ftrains,

Tho’ youth no longer fires my veins,

Tho’ flow their ftreams in this cold climate run, 13

‘The royal eye difpels my cares,

Recalls the warmth of bloming years;

Returning George fupplies the diftant fun.
V.

Away, my Soul! falute the Pine ¥,

That glads the heart of Caroline,

Its grand depofit faithful to reftore;

Salute the bark that ne’er fhould hold

. So rich a freight in gems or gold, ;

And loaded from both Indies would be poor.
V.

My Soul! to thee fhe fpreads her fails ;

Their bofoms fill with facred gales;

With infpiration from the Godhead warm;

Now bound for an eternal clime,

© fend her down the tide of time,

Snatch’d from oblivion, and fecure from ftorm.
VI

Or teach this flag like that to foar,

Which gods of old and heroes bore;

Bid her a Britifh conftellation rife.

The {ea fhe feorns; and now f(hall bound

On lofty billows of {fweet found :

¥ am her pilot, and her port the fkies!

¢ The vefle] in whichthe King came overs
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VIL
Dare you to fing, ye twinkling Train!
Silence, ye Wretched ! ye Profane !
Who thackle profe, and boaft of abfent gods;
‘Who murder thought, and numbers maim,
Who write Pindarics cold and lame,
And labour ftiff Anacreontic odes.
VIIL
Ye lawful fons of Genius, rife!
Of genuine title to the fkies;
Ye founts of Learning!and ye mints of Fame!
You who file off the mortal part
Of glowing thought with Attic art,
And drink pure fong from Cam’sor Ifis’ {tream.
IX.

I glow, I burn! the numbers pure,
High-flavour'd, delicate, mature,

Spontaneous ftream from my unlabour’d breaft;
As when full-ripen’d teems the vine,
The gen'rous burfts of willing wine
Diftil ne€tareous from the grape unprefs'd.

3 STRAIN I.

I.

¢ Qur monarch comes! nor comes alone I
What fhining.forms furround his throne,
O Sun! as planets thee. To my loud {train
See Peace, by Wifdom led, advance;
The Grace, the Mufe, the Seafon, dance!
And Plenty fpreads behind her fowing train!
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ODE3.

II.
¢ Qur monarch comes! nor comes alone!"
New glories kindle round his throne.
The vifions rife! I triumph as I gaze.
By Pindar led, I torn’d of late
The volume dark, the folds of Fate,
And now am prefent to the future blaze.
ITL
By George and Jove it is decreed,
"The mighty Months in pomp proceed,
Fair daughters of the Sun!—O thou divine,
Blefs'd Induftry !.a fmiling earth
From thee alone derives its birth:

By thee the ploughfhare and its mafter (hine.
V.

From thee maft, cable, anchor, oar,
From thee the cannon, and his roar; 20
On oaks nurs'd, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire grows.
O golden fruit! oak well might prove
The facred tree, the tree of Jove;
All Jove can give the naval oak beftows.
V.
What cannot Induftry complete?
When Punic war firft flam’d, the great,
Bold, aétive, ardent Roman Fathers meet:
¢ Fell all your groves,” a Flamen cries *;
As foon they fall, as foon they rife;
One moon a foreft, and the next a flect.

* L. Florus,

Folume IV, D
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VI.
Is floth indulgence ! "tis a toil ;
Enervates man, and damns the foil;
Defeats creation, plunges in diftrefs,
Cankers our being; all devours.
A full exertion of our pow’rs, 35
Thence, 2nd thence enly, glows our happinefs.
VIL
The {tream may {tagnate, yet be clear,
The fun fufpend his fwift career,
Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted force;
¥re man, his aétive {prings refign’d,
Can raft in body and in’ mind,
Yet talte of blifs, of which he chokes the fource.
VIIL
Where, Induftry ! thy danghter fair !
Recall her to her native air :
Here was Trade born, bere bred, here flonrifh’d long ;
_And ever fhall fhe flourifh bere: 46
‘What tho' fhe languifh’d ? "twas bat fear;
She’s found of heart; her conftitution’s ftrong.
13
Wake, fting hér up. ‘Trade! lean no'more
On thy fix"d anchor; pufh from fhore;
Earth lies before thee, ev’ry climate court.
And fee! fhe's rous’d s abfolv'd from fears,
Her brow in cloudlefs azure rears,

Spreads all her fail, and opens every port.
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QDEE.
X.
See, cherifl’d by her filter, Peace,
She levies gain on ev'ry place,
Religion, habit, cultom, tongue, and name!
Again fhe travels with the fun,
Again fhe draws a golden zone 59
Round earth and main; bright zone of wealth and
XL (fame!
Ten thoufand aétive hands, that hung
In fhameful floth, with nerves unftrung,
The nation’s langnid load, defy the ftorms,
‘The fheets unfurl, and anchors weigh,
The long-moor’d veflels wing to fea, 63
Worlds worlds falute, and peopled ocean fwarms.
XII.
His fons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile,
Their fedgy foreheads lift and {mile;
Their urns inverted prodigally pour
Streams charg’d with wealth, and vow to buy 70
Britannia for their great ally,
With climes paid down. What can the gods dp more?
XIII.
Cold Ruflia coftly furs, from far
Hot China fends her painted jar,
France gen'rous wines to crown it, Arab fweet, 75
With gales of incenfe fiwells our fails,
Nor diftant Ind our Merchant fails,
Her richeft ore the ballatt of our fleet.
Dij
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49 oDEs.

XIvV.
Luxuriant Ifle ! what tide that flows,
Or ftream that glides, or wind that blows,

Or genial {un that fhines, or (how’r that pours,
But flows, glides, breathes, fhines, pours, for thee ?
How every heart dilates to fee
Each land’s each feafon bending on thy fhores?
XV.
All thefe one Britifh harvelt make ! 85
The fervant Ocean, for thy fake,
Both finks and fwells : his arms thy bofom wrap,
And fondly give, in boundlefs dow’r,
To mighty George's growing pow'r,
The wafted world into thy loaded lap.
XVI.
Commerce brings riches, 1iches crown
Fair Virtue with the firft renown :
A large revenue, and a large expenfe,
When hearts for others’ welfare glow,
And fpend as free as gods beftow,
Gives the full bloom te mortal excellence.
XVIL
Glowe, then, my Breaft ! abound, my Store!
‘This, and this boldly 1 implore :
"Their want and apathy let Stoics boalk ;
Paffions and riches, good or ill,
Asus’d by man, demand our fkill 3
All bleflings wound us when difcretion’s loft.
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XVIIL
Wealth, in the virtuous and the wife,
*Tis vice and folly to defpife ¢
Let thofe in praife of poyerty refine,
Whofe heads or hearts pervert its ufe,
The narrow-foul’d or the profufe :
The truly great find morals in the mine.
X1X.
Happy the man! who, large of heart,
Has learn’d the rare, illuftrious art
Of being rich ¢ flores ftarve us, or they cloy,
From gold if more thanchymic (kill
Extraét not what is brighter (ill :
*Tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy.
XX
Plenty’s 2 means, and joy her end :
Exalted minds their joys extend.
A Chandos (hines when others® joys are done;
As lofty turrets by their height,
When humble feenes refign their light,
Retain the rays of the declining fun,
XX
Pregnant with bleflings, Britain! fwear
No fordid fin of thine fhall dare
Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace;
Who now his whole ereation drains
To pour into thy tumid veins
That blood of nations, commerce and increafe.
D iij
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XXIIL
How various Natare ! turgid grain,
Here nodding, floats the golden plain;
‘Fhere worms weave filken webs, here glowing vines
Lay forth their purple to the fun: 130
Beneath the foil their harve(ls run,
And kings’ revenues ripen in the mines.
; XXIIL
What'’s various Nature  art divine,
Man’s foul to foften and refine :
Heav'ndiff'vent growthstodiff'rent landsimparts, 135
That all may {tand in need of all,
And int’reft draw around the ball
A net to catch and join all human hearts.
XXIV.
"Thus has the great Creator’s pen,
His law fupreme to mortal men,
In their neceffities diftinétly writ s
Tov’n appetite fupplies the place
Of abfent virtue, abfent grace,
And human want performs for human wit.
XXV.
Vaft naval enfigns (trow’d around,

The wond'ring fereigner confound :

How {tands the deep-aw'd Continent aghaft,
As her proud feeptred fons furvey,

At ev’ry port, on ev'ry quay,

luge mountains rife of cable, anchor, maft!
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XXVI.
Th* unwieldy tun! the pond’rous bale!
FEach prince his own clime fet to fale
Sees here, by fubjeéts of a Briti(h king.
How earth’s abridg’d ! all nations range
A narrow fpot! our throng’d Exchange, 158
And fend the {treams of plenty from their {pring.
XXVIL

Nor earth alone, all Nature bends
In aid to Britain’s glorious ends.
Toils (he in trade ? or bleeds in honeft wars ?
Her keel each yielding fea enthrals, 160 -
Each willing wind her canvafs calls;
Her pilot into fervice lifts the ftars.

XXVIIL

In fize confin’d, and humbly made,

What tho’ we creep beneath the (hade,

And feem as emmets on this point the ball? 165

Heav'n lighted up the human foul,

Heav'n bid its rays tranfpierce the whole,

And, giving godlike reafon, gave us all,
XXTIX.

Thou golden chain *twixt God and men,

Blefs’d Reafon! goide my life and pen;

All ills, like ghofts, fly trembling at thy light.

Who thee obeys reigns over all;

Smiles, tho' the ftars around him fall;

A God is nought but reafon infinite,
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43 ODES,

XXXL
The man of reafon is'a god,
Who fcorns to ftoop to Fortune’s nod ;
Sole agent he beneath the fhining fphere,
Others are paffive, are impell'd,
Are frighten'd, flatter’d, funk, or fwell'd,
As Accident is pleas’d to domincer.
XXXI
Our hopes and fears are much to blame;
Shall monarchs awe ? or crowns inflame?
From grofs miftake our idle tumult {prings :
Thofe men the filly world difarm,
Elude the dart, diffolve the charm, 185
‘Who know the flender worth of men and things.
XXXIIL
The prefent objeét, prefent day,
Are idle phantoms, and away
What'’s lafting only does exi(t.  Know this,
Life, fame, friends, freedom, empire, call; 190
Peace, commerce, freedom, nobly fall,
Ta launch us on the flood of endlefs blifs.
XXXII.
How forcign thefe, tho’ moft in view !

Go, look your whole exiltence through,

‘Thence form your rule; thence fiz your cftimate;
For fo the gods. But as the gains, 196
How great the toil? "twill coft more pains

To vanquifh folly than reduce a ftate,
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XXXIV.
Hence, Reafon! the firft palm is thine;
Old Britain learn’d from thee to fhine: 200
By the Trade’s fwarming throng, gay Freedom's fmile,
Armies, in war of fatal frown,
Of peace the pride, Art’s flowing gown,
Enrich, exalt, defend, inftruét our ifle.
STRAIN II
L
Commerce gives arts as well as gain;
By Commerce wafted o'erithe main,
They barb'rous climes enlighten as they nin; «
Arts, the rich traffic of the foul!
May travel thus from pole to pole, s
And gild the world with learning’s brighter fun.
1L

Commerce pives learning virtue, gold!

Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold,

Inur’d to winds and feas ! left gods repent:

The gods that thron'd you in the wave,

And, as the trident’s emblem, gave

A triple-realm that awes'the Continent :
ITL.

And awes with wealths for wealth is pow’r:
When Jove defeends, a golden fhow'r,

’Tis navies, armies, empire; all in one.———
View, emulate, outiliine old Tyres !

In fearlet rob'd, with gems on fire,

Her Merchants princes! every deck a throne!




46 ODES.

V.
She fat an emprefs! aw’d the flood !
Her {table column Ocean trod;
She call'd the nations, and f(he call'd the feas,
By both obey’d ; the Syrian:fings;
The Cyprian’sart her viol ftrings;
Togarmah'’s {tced along the valley neighs,

V.
The fir of Senir makes her floor,
And Bafhan’s oak, transform'd, heroat ;
High Lebanon her maft; .far Dedan warms
Her mantled-hafl ;:Arabia feeds;
Her fail of purple Egypt: fpreads;
Arvad fends mariners; the Perfian arms.

VI.
The world's laft limit bounds her fame,
‘The Golden City was hername!
Thofe (tars on ¢arth, the topaz, onyx, blaze
Beneath her foot: Extent of coaft; ‘
And rich as Nile's, let others boaft,
Her’s the far nobler harveft of the feas.

VIL
O Merchant Land! as Eden fair!
Ancient ‘of Empires| Nature's care!
The ftrength of Ocean! hiead of Plenty’s fprings!
‘The pride of-ifles! in wags rever’d ! 40
Mother of crafts! lov'd! courted! fear'd!
Pilot of kingdoms! and fupport of kings!
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VIIL

Great mart of Nations !~—but fhe fell :
Her pamper'd fons revolt! rebel!
Againft'his fav’rite ifle loud roars the Main! 43
The tempeft howls! her feulptor’d dome
Soon the wolf’s refuge, dragon’s home!
The land one altar! a whole people flain !

X,
The deftin’d Day puts on her frown;
The fable Hour is coming down ; 5o
She’s on her march from yonalmighty thromne:
The fivord and ftorm are in her hand;
She trumpets fhrill her dread command :
Dark be'the light of earth) the boaft unknown!

x.
For, oh! her fins; as red as blood, 55
As crimfon deep, outery the flood
T'he Queett of Trade is bonght, once wife and juft;
Now venal is her council’s tongue :

How riot, violence, and wrong,
Turn gold to drofs, her bloffom idto duft! 6o
XI.

To things inglorious, far beneath

Thofe Kigh-born fouls they proudly breathe,
Her fordid nobles fink ! her mighty bow!

Is it for this the groves aroand

Return the tabret’s {prightly found?

1% it for thigthe great omes tofs the brow ?
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XIL.
What burning feuds twixt brothers reign?
'T'o nuptials cold how glows the vein,
Confounding kindred, and mifleading right ?
The {purious lord it o’er the land,
Bold Blafphemy dares make a ftand,
Affault the fky, and brandifh all her might!
XIIL
Tyre's artizan, {weet orator,
Her Merchant, fage, big man of war,
Her judge, her prophet, nay her hoary heads,
Whofe brows with wifdom fhould be crown’d,
Her very priefts, in guilt abound :
Hence the world’s cedar all her honours fheds.

XIv.
What dearth of truth, what thirft of gold!

Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold!

What youth unletter’d! bafe ones lifted high!

What public boaflts! what private views!

‘What defert temples ! crowded (tews!

What women— practis’d but to roll an eye!

XV.

0! foul of heart, her faire(t dames

Decline the fun’s intruding beams,

To mad the midnight in their ploomy haunts.

Alas ! there is who fees them there;

There is who flatters not the fair,

When cymbals tinkle, and the virgin chants.
2




ODES.

XVL

He fees, and thunders'—Now in vain

The courfer paws and foams the rein,

And chariots'ftream along the printéd foil :

In vain her high prefumpt’ous air,

In gorgeous veflments, rich and rare, 95

©O’er her proud fhoulder throws the poor man’s toil
XVIL

In robes or gems, her coftly ftain,

Green, fcarlet, azure, fhine in vain!

In vain their gelden head herturrets rears

In vain high-favour’d, foreign fruits,

Sidonian'oils, and Lydian lotes,

Glide o’er her tongue, and melt/upon her ear.
XVIIIL.

In vain wine flows in various ftreams,

With helm and fpear each pillar gleams;

Damafcus, vain! unfolds the gloffy ftore,

The golden wedge from Ophir's coafls,

From Arab incenfe, vain, fhe boafls;

Vain are her gods, and vainly men adare.

. XIX.

Bell falls! the:mighty Nebo bends!

The nations hifs ! her glory ends!

To fthips, her confidence! fhe flies from fées;

Foes meet her there : the wind, the wave,

That once aid, ftrength, and grandeur gave,

Plunge her in feas from which her glory.rofe.. .

Volwme IV, o B
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XX.

Her iv'ry deck, embroider’d fail,

And malk of cedar, nought avail,

Or pilot learn’d ! fhe finks, nor finks alone;

Her gods fink with her! to the fky,

Which never more fhall meet her eye,

She fends her foul out in one dreadful groan.
XXI.

What tho' fo vaft her naval might,

In her firft dawn’d the Britifh right,

All flags abas’d her fea-dominion greet* !

What tho’ fhe longer warr'd than Troy?

At length her foes that ifle deftroy

Whofe conqueft fail'd as far as fail’d her fleet.
XXIL

The kings fhe cloth’d in purple fhake

‘Their awful brows: *¢ O foul miftake!

¢ O fatal pride! (they cry) this, this is fhe

¢ Who faid—With my own art and arm

¢ In the-world's wealth T wrap me warm—

“ And fwell’d at heart, vain emprefs of the fea!
XXIIIL.

¢¢ This, this is (he who meanly foar'd :

¢ Alas! how low to be ador’d,

¢ And ftyle herfelf a God !—Thro’ ftormy wars 135

¢ This eagle-ifle her thunder bore,

¢ High-fed her young with human gore,

¢ And would have built her neft among the' ftars,

* Q. Curtius,
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XXIV.
¢t But, ah, frail Man! how impotent
¢ To ftand Heav’n's vengeance, or prevent! 140
 To turn afide the great Creator’s aim!
¢ Shall ifland-kings with him contend,
¢ Who makes the poles beneath him bend,
And fhall drink up the fea herfelf with flame?
XXV.
Earth, ether, empyreum, bow, 145
When from the brazen mounntain’s brow
The God of Batties takes his mighty bow :
Of wrath prepares to pour the flood,
Puts on his velture dipp’d inblood;
And marches’out to feourge the world below. 150
XXVL
Ah wretched Ifle! once call’d the Great!
Ah wretched Ifle! and wife too late!
¢ The vengeance of Jehovah'is gone out :
*:Thy luxury, corruption, pride,
¢ And freedom loft, the realms deride; .+, 154
¢ Ador’d thee ftanding, o’er thy mins (hout:
XXVIIL.
¢ To {courge with war, cr peace beftow,
¢ Was thine, O fallen! fallen low!
“Twas thipe-of jarring thrones to {lill debates:
¢ How art thou fallen, down, down, down! 160
¢ Wide wafte, and-night and horror frown,
“ Where empire flam'd in gold and balanc’d flates.”
E ij
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STRAIN 1II.
I
Hence learn, as hearts are foul or' pure,
Our fortunes withér or enduore :
Nations may thrive or perifh by the wave.
What ftorms: from Jove's unwilling frown;
A people’s crimes folicit down!
Ocean’s the womb of riches and the grave.
IL
This truth; O Britain!-ponder well;
Virtues (hould rife‘as fortunes fwell.
What is large property *—the fign of good,
Of worth fuperiors if 'tis lefs,
Another’s treafore we poflefs,
And charge the gods with favours mifbeftow’d.
1L
This counfel fuits Britannia’siflé,
High-flufh’d with:wealth'and 'Freedom’s fmile :
‘To vaffals prifon’d in'the Continent;
Who ftarve, at'home, on meagre toil,
And fuek to death their mother foil,
*Twere ufelefs caution, and a truth mifpent.
: Iv:
Fell tyrants ftrike beyond the bone;
And wound the' foul; bow genius down,
Lay virtue wafte! For worth or arts who' firain,
To throw'them at'a monfter's foot?
*Tis property fupports purfuit.
Freedom gives eloquence, and freedom gain,

2 3 unesp ™ 6 i
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Ve
$he pours the thought, and forms:the ftyle;
She makes the blood and fpirits boeil
I feel her now ! and rouze, and rife, and rave
In Theban fong. O Mufe! not thine,
Verfe is gay Freedom’s gift divine.
The man that can think greatly is no flave.
VI
Others may traffic if they pleafe;
Britain, fair daughter of the Seas,
Is born for trade, to plough her field, the wave,
And reap the growth of every coaft:
A fpeck of land ! but let her boaft 35
Gods gave the world, when they the waters gave.
VIL
Britain! behold the world’s wide face;
Not cover’d half with folid {pace,
Three parts are fluid. Empire of the fea!
And why? for commerce. Ocean f{ireams
For that, thro’ all his various names;
And if for commerce, Ocean flows for thee.
VIIL
Britain, like fome great potentate
Of Eaftern clime, retires in flate,
Shuts out the nations! Would a prince draw nigh? 45

He pafies her ftrong guards, the waves,
Of fervant winds admiffion craves.

Her empire has no neighbour but the fky.
E ijj
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There are het friends; foft Zephyr there

Keen Eurus, Notus nevér fair,

Rough Boreas burfting from:the pole § all urge,

And urge for her, their various toil ;

‘The Cafpian, the broad Baltic, boil,

And into life'the dead Pacific fcourge.
X,

There are her friends; a marfhall’d train!

A golden hoft! and azure plain!

By turns do duty, and by turns retreat;

They may retreat, but not from her;

The f(tars that quit this hemifphere,

Muft quit the {kies'to want a Britifh flect:
XTI,

Hyad, for her, leans o’er her urn;

For her Orion’s glories burn,

The Pleiads gleam. For Britons fet and rife

The fair fac’d fons of Mazaroth,

Near the deep chambers of the South,

The raging dog that fires the midnight fkies.
XIIL

Thefe nations Newton made his own

All intimate with him alone,

His mighty foul did, like a giant; run

To the laft volume's clofing ftar;

Decipher'd every charadter:

His reafon pour’d new light upon the fun,
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XL
Let the proud brothersof the land
Smile at our rock and barren {trand ;
Not fuch the fea: let Fohe's ancient line
Vaft traéts and ample beings vaunt;
'The camel low, fmall elephant;
O Britain! the leviathan is thine:

X1V,
Leviathan! whom Nature’s ftrife
Brought forth, her largeft picce of life !
He fleeps an ifle! his fports the billows warm !
Dreadful Leviathan ! thy fpout
Invades the fkies ; the ftars are out :
He drinks a river, and ¢jefts a {torm.

XV.

Th’ Atlantic furge around our fhore,
German and Caledonian, roar;:
Their mighty Genii hold us in' their lap.—
Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred ;
¢ The feas are ours,”’—the Monarchs faid —
The Floods their hands, their hands the Nations, clap.

XVI.
Whence is a rival then to rife? 9t
Can he be found beneath the fkies ?
Not there they dwell that can give Britain fear:
The pow’rs of earth, by rival aim,
Her grandeur but the more proclaim, 95
And prove their diftance mo(t as they draw near,




16 ODES.

XVIIL
Proud Venice fits amid the waves,
Her foot ambitious Ocean laves :
Art’s nobleft beaft ! but, O !'what wondrous odds
*Twixt Venice and Britannia’s ifle? 100
*T'wixt mortal and immortal toil ?
Britannia is a Venice built by gods.
XVIIL
1.et Holland triumph o’er her foes,
But not o’er friends by whom fhe rofe;
‘The child of Britain! and fhall the contend ?
It were no lefs than parricide !
What wonders rife from out the tide!
Her High and Mighty to the rudder bend.
XIX.
And are there, then, of lofty brow,
‘Who think trade mean, and {fcorn to bow
So far beneath the ftate of noble birth?
Alas! thefe chiefs but little know

Commerce how high, themfelves how low.
The fons of nobles are the fons of earth.
XX
And what have carth’s mean {ons to do 115
But reap her fruits, and warm purfire

The world’s chief good, not glut on others’ toil?
High Commerce from the gods came dawn,
With compafs, chart, and {tarry crown,

Their delegate to make the nations fmile.
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XXL

Blufh, and behold the'Ruflian bows

From forty crowns his mighty, brow

To trade—to toil he turns his glorions hand;

That arm which fwept the bloody: field,

See! the huge axe or hammer-wicld, 128

While fceptres wait, and thrones impatient ftand.
XXIL

O fhame to fubjeéts! firftrenown;,

Matchlefs example to the crown! |

0ld Time is poor ; what age boafts fuch a fight 2

Ye Drones! adore the man divine— ! 130

No virtue, ftill, as mean; decline

Call Ruflians barb’rous, and yourfelves polite.
XXIIL

He, too, of Judah, great as wife, «

With Hiram {trove in merchandife;

Monarchs with.monarchs ftruggle for ancar! = 133

That Merchant finking to his gravé;

A flood of treafure fwells the cave:

The king left much; the Merchant bury’d more ®,
XXV

Is Merchant an‘inglorions name?

No; fit for Pindarfuch a theme, 140

Tob great: for'me ; [ pant-beneath the weight!

1f loud as Occan's were my voice,

If words and thoughts to coutt my: choice

Outnumber’d fands; I could not reach itstheight.

* Valt treafure taken from Solomon’s tomb 1300 years after his death;
3099 talents at one time, and an immenfe fum the Bexts
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XXV.
Merchants o’er proudeft heroes reign 145
Thofe trade in blefling; thefe in pain,
At flaughter fwell; and fhout while nations groan:
With purple monarchs Merchants vie:
If great to fpend, what to fupply?
Priefts pray for bleflings, Merchants pour ’em down.
XXVL

Kings Merchants are, in league, and love :
Earth’s odours pay foft airs above,

That o'er the teeming field prolific range.

Planets are Merchants, take, return

Luftre and heat; by traffic burn.

The whole ereation:is one va(t Exchange.
XXVIL

Is Merchant an inglorious name?

What fay the fons of letter’d Fame,

Proud of their volumes, fwelling in their cells?

In open life, in change of fcene, - 160

’Mid various manners; throngs of men,

Experience, arts, and folid wifdom dwells.
XXVIIIL.

Trade, art’s mechanic;: Nature's {tores

Well weighs; to ftarry fcience foars;

Reads warm in life'(dead-colour’d by the pen) 165

The fites, tongues, int'refls, of the ball:

‘Who ftudies trade, he ftudies all.

Accomplifh’d Merchants are accomplifi’d men, 168
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STRAIN IV.
I.
How (hall 1 farther roufe the fonl!
How Sloth’s lafcivious reign control
By verfe with unextinguifh’d ardour wrought ?
How ev’ry brealt inflame with-mine ?
How bid my theme flill brighter fhine, 5
With wealth of words and unexhaufted thought ?
IL
O thou Dirczan {wan on high,
Round whom familiar thunders fly !
While Jove attends a language like his own,
Thy {pirit pour, like vernal fhow'rs ;
My verfe fhall burft out with the flow’rs,
While Britain’s trade advances with her fun.
111.
‘Tho' Britain was not born to fear,
3rafp not at bloody fame from war;
Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade: 15
Jove gathers tempeft black as night;
Jove pours the golden flood of light :
Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade.
IV. !

Britain, a comet or a ftar,

In commerce this, or that in war; 20
Let Britons fhout! earth, feas, and fkies, refound!
Commerce to kindle, raife, preferve,

And f{pirit dart thro’ every nerve,

Hear from the throne * a voice thro® time renown’d,

* The King’s fpeech,




o

So fall from heav’n the vernal fhow’rs,
T'o cheer the glebe and wake the flow’rs :
The bloom call'd forth; fee azure lkies difplay’d :
The bird of voice is proud to fing,
Induftrious bees ply every wing,
Diftend their cells, and urge their golden trade.
VI
Trade once extinguith’d, Britain's fun
Is gone out too ; his race is run ;
He fhines in vain ; her life’s an ifle indeed,
A fpot toodmall to be-o'ercome :
Ah, dreadful fafety !wretched doom !
No foe will conquer what no foe can feed.
VIL
Trade’s the fource, finew, foul of all :
Trade's all herfelf ::her’s; her’s the ball :
Where molt unfeen, the goddefs {till is there.
Trade leads the dance, Trade lights the blaze ; 40
The courtier’s pomp ! the ftudent’s cafe !
*Twas Trade at Blenheim fought and clos'd the war.
VIIL
What Rome and all her gods defies ?
The Punic oar ; behold it rife
And battle for the world ! Trade gave theeall; 45
Rich cordials from his paval art
Sent the {trong {pirits to his heart,
That bid an Afric Merchant grafp the ball.
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Where is, on earth, Jehovah's home?

Trade mark'd the foil, and built the dome,

In which His Majefty firft deign’d to dwell;

The walls with {ilver (heets o'erlaid,

Rich as the fun, thro® gold unweigh’d,

Bent the moon’d arch, and bid the column fwell.
X.

Grandeur unknown to Solomon *! 55

Methinks the lab'ring earth (hould groan

Beneath yon' load ; created, fure, not made!

Servant and rival of the ikies!

Heav'n’s arch alone can higher rife;

What hand immortal rais’d thee ?~=humble Trade.
XI.

Where hadft thou been if, left at large, 61

Thofe finewy arms that tugg’d the barge

Had caught at Pleafure on the flow’ry green !

1f they that watch'd the midnight ftar

Had fwung behind the rolling car, 6%

Or fill’d it with difgrace, where bad(t thou been 2
XIL

As by repletion men confume,

Abundance is the mifer’s doom.

Expend it nobly ; he that lets it ruft

Which, pafling num’rous hands, would fhine, 7@

Is:not a man, but living mine,

Foe to the gods, and rival to the duft.

* St. Paul’s, built by the coal-tax.
* Felume 1V, J
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XIIL
Trade barb’rous lands can polifh fair,
Make earth well worth the wife man’s care,
Call forth her forefls, charm them into flcets;
Can make one houfe of human race,
Can bid the diftant poles embrace;
Her’s every {un; and India India meets.
XI1V.
Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports,
‘What bounty feeds with laurel courts;
Trade gives fair Virtue fairer ftill to fhine,
Enadls thofe gnards of gain, the laws,
Exalts even Freedom’s glorious caufe :
‘Trade, warn'd by Tyre, O make religion thine!
XV.
You lend each other mutual aid;°
Why is Heav'n's fmile in wealth convey’d?
Not to place vice, but virtues, in our power.
Pleafure declin'd is luxury,
Boundlefs in time and in degree;
Pleafure enjoy’d the tumult of an hour.
XVI.
Falfe joy's a difcompofing thing,
That jars on Nature’s trembling ftring,
Tempells the fpitits, and untunes the frame:
T'rue joy the funfhinc of the foul,
A bright ferene that calms the whole, 9%
Whick they ne’er knew whom other joys inflame.
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XVII
Merchant! religion is the care
To grow as rich—as angels are;’
T'o know falfe coin from true; to fweep the main.
The mighty ftake fecure, beyond 100
The ftrongeft tie of field or fund.
Commerce gives gold, religion makes it gain.
XVIIL
Join, then, religion to thy ftore,
Or India’s mines will make thee poor.
Greater than Tyre! O bear a nobler mind, 1
Sea-fovereign Ifle! proud War decline,
Trade patronize! What glory thine,
Ardent to blefs, who could(t fubdue, mankind ?
XIX.
Rich Commeree ply, with warmth divine,
By day, by night; the {tars are thine :
Wear out the ftars in Trade! eternal run,
From age to age, the noble glow,
A rage to gain and to beftow :
While'ages laft! in Trade burn out the fun.
XX.
Trade, Britain's all, our fires fent down, 31
With toil, blood, treafuire, ages won :
This Edgar great bequeath’d; this Edward bold.
Let Forbifher's, let Raleigh’s fire!
O let Columbus’ fhade infpire!
New worlds difclofe, with Drake furround an old.120
Fij
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XXIL

Columbus! fearce inferior fame

For thee to find, than Heav’n to frame,

‘That wamb of gold and gem *: her wid¢ domain

Anuniverfe! her rivers feas!

Her fruits, both men and gods to pleafe! 12§

Heav’n’s faireft birth! and but for thee in vain.
XXIL

Worlds {till unknown deep fhadows wrap ;

Call wonders forth from Nature’s lap;

New glory pour on her eternal fires

O noble fearch! O glorious care!

Are you not Britons! why defpair ?

New worlds are due to fuch a godlike fire.
XXIIL

Swear by the great Eliza’s foul,

That trade as long as waters roll :

Ah! no; the gods chaftife my rafh decree: 135

By great Eliza do not fivear:

Yor thee, O George! the gods declare,

And thou for them!: late time fhall fwear by thee.
XXIvV.

Truth, bright as ftars, with thee prevails;

Full be thy fame as fivelling fails; 130

Conftant, as tides, thy mind; as mafts, clate;

Thy juftice an unerring helm, .

'To fteer Britannia’s fickle realm!;

Thy num’rous race fure anchor of hér ftate. 144

¥ Vid, Defcriptions of America.
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STRAIN V.
I.
BriTansia’s flate what bounds confine !
(Of rifing thought! O golden mine!)
Mountains, Alps, {treams, gulfs, oceans, fet no bound;
She fallies till fhe ftrikes the {tar;
Expanding wide, and launching far 5
As wind can fly, or rolling wave refound.
11.
Small Ifle! for Cafars, for the fon
Of Jove, who burft from Macedon,
For gorgeous Eafterns blazing o'er mankind,
Then when they call'd the world their own,
Not equal fame from fable fhown :
They rofe to gods in half thy fphere confin’d.
I1L.
Here no demand for Fancy’s wing;
Plain Truth’s illuftrious: as I fing,
O hear yon' fpangled harp repeat my lay!
Yon’ ftarry lyre has caught the found,
And fpreads it to the planets round,
Who beft can tell where ends Britannia’s fway.
IV.
The ikies (fair printed page!) unfold
The naval fame of heroes old !
As in a mirror (hew th' advent’rous throng:
The deeds of Grecian mariners :
Are read by gods, are writ in ftars,
And noble verfe that fhall endure as long.
F iij
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V.

The fkies are records of the main;
Thence Argo liftens tamy ftrain;
Chiron, for fong renown'd, his'noble rage
For naval fame and fong renews,
As Britain’s fame he hears and views;
Chiron, the Shovel of a former age.
VI
‘The Whale (for late I fung'his praife)
Pours grateful luftre on my lays.
How fimiles Arion’s * friend with partial beams !
Eridanus would flatter too,
But jealoufies his fmiles fubdue; 35
He fears a Britith riyal in the Thames.
VIIL.
In pride the Lion lifts his mane,
T'o fee his Britifh brothers reign
As ftars below : the Balance, George! from thine,
‘Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 40
More accurate the night and day;
From thy fair danghters Virgo learns to fhine.
VIIL
Of Britain’s court, ye lefler Lights!
How could the wife man gaze whole nights
On Richmond's eye or Berenice’s hair?
But, oh ! you praétife (hameful artss
Your own retain, feize others® hearts.
Pirates, not Merchants, are the Britifh fair.

# The Dolphin,
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1X.
*Tis truth, I fwear by Cynthia’s beam.
Pale Queen! be flulh'd at Britain’s fame; 50
And, rolling, tell the'nations—O’er the main
“ To fhare her empire'is thy pride.”
He, mighty Pow’r! who curbs the tide,
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia’s reign;
X
What is the main, ve Kings renown’d! 55
Britannia’s centre, and your bound ?
Auftrian! where'er leviathan ¢an roll
Is Britain's home! and Britain's mine
Where’er the ripening fun can fhine!
Parts arc for emperors; for her the whole, 6o
XL
Why, Auftrian! wilt thou hover (1l
On doubtful wing, and want the fkill
To fee thy welfare in the world’s? too late
Another Churchill thou may’(t find,
Another Churchill not {o kind,
And other Blenheims big with other fate.
XIH.
Ill thou remember’ft, ill doft own
Who refcu’d an ungrateful thrones
1l thou confider'(t that the kind are brave;
1l doft thou weigh that in Time's womb
A day may flecp, a day of doom,
As great to ruin as was that o fave.
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XIIL
How would{t thou fmile to hear my ftrain,
Whofe boafted infpiration’s vain ?
Yet what if my prediction fhould prove true?
Know'(t thou the fatal pair who fhine
Q’er Britain’s trading empire ! thine
As one rejefted, what if one fubdue?
XIV.
‘What naval fcene * adorns the feat
Of awful Britain’s high debate,
Infpires her councils, and records her pow’r?
The nations know, in glowing balls
On finking thrones the tempeft falls,
‘When her augu(t, affembled fenates low’r,
XV.
O language fit for thoughts fo bold !
Would Britain have her anger told ?
Ah! never let a meaner language found,
Than that which proftrates human fouls,
Thro' Heav’n’s dark vault impetuous rolls,
And Nature rocks when angry Jove has frown’d. go
XVL
Not realms unbounded, not a flood
Of natives, not expenfe of blood,
Or reach of counfel, gives the world a lord §
Trade calls him forth, and fets him high,
As mortal man o'er men can fly. 95
Trade leaves poor gleanings to the keeneft fiword.

* The Spanith Armada, in the Houfe of Lords,
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XVIL

Nay, her's the fword, for fleets have wings,

Like lightning fly to diftant kings;

Like gods defcend at once on trembling Tlates,

Is war proclaim’d !:our ‘wars are hurl'd 100

Toifartheft confines of 'the world;

Surprifé your ports, and thunder at your gates.
XVIIL

The king of tempefts, ZHolus,

Sends forth"his pition'd people thus,

On rapid errandsj as they fiy. they roar, 10§

Ang carry fable clouds; and fweep

The land, the defert,and the deep!

Earth fhakes! prood cities fall, and thrones 'adors!
XIXL

The fools of Nature ever {lrike!

On bare outfides, and loatheor like

Asiglitter'bids; in endlels ‘¢rrorvie;

Admire the purple and theerown.

Of human welfare‘and renéiwn

Trade's the big heart ; bright empire but theireye: |
XX.

Whence Tartar grand, and Mogul ‘great 2=C Dlxrg

Trade gilt their titles; power’d their ftate;

While; Afric's black; lafeiviots; flothful brccd

To clafp their ruin, fly from toil,

That meaneft produét of their foil,

Their people, fell ; onc half on th othier feeds -~ 130
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XXIL

Of Nature's wealth from commerce rent,

Afric’s a glaring monument : i

Mid citron forefts, and pomegranate groves,

(Curs'd in a paradife!) fhe pines:

O’er gen'rous glebes, o’er golden mines, 12§

Her beggar’d, famifh’d, tradelefs native roves.
XXII.

Not fo thine, China! blooming wide!

Thy num’rous fleet might bridge the tide;

Thy produéts would exhauft both Indias’ mines.

Shut be that gate of trade! or woe * 310

To Britain’s! Europe "twill o’erflow.

Ungrateful fong! her growth * infpires thy lines.
XXIIL

Britain! to thefe, and fuch:as thefe,

The river broad, and foaming/feas,

Which fever lands to mortals lefs renown’d,

Devoid of naval fkill or might ;

Thofe fever'd parts of earth unite:

Trade’s the full pulfe that fends their vigour round.
XXIV.

Could, O could one engroffing hand

The various ftreams of trade command ! 140

That, like the fun, would gazing nations awe;

‘That awful pow’r the world would brave, -

Bold War, and Empire proud, his flave;

Mankind his fubjets, and his will their law.

*# Coffee.

2 3 unesp’ 6 i



ODES. 71
XXV.
Haft thou look’d round the fpacious earth? 145
From commerce, Grandeur’s humble birth :
To George from Noah, empires living, dead,
Their pride, their fhame, their rife, their fall,
Time’s whole plain chronicle, is all
One bright encomium, undefign’d, on trade. = 150
XXVIL
Trade fprings from peace, and wealth from trade,
And pow’r from wealth : of pow’r is made
The god on e:u;th : hail, then, the dove of peace!
Whofe olive fpeaks the raging flood
Of war reprefs’d : what’s lofs of bloed ? 155
War is the death of commerce and increafe.
XXVIL
Then perifh war—detefted war!
Shalt thou make gods, like Czfar’s ftar?
What calls man Fool fo loud as this has done,
From Nimrod's down to Bourbon’s line? 160
‘Why not adore, too, as divine,
Wide wafting {torms before the genial fun ?
XXVIIL
Peace is the Merchant’s fummer clear!
His harveft! harveft round the year!
For peace, with laurel ev’ry maft be bound;
Y.ach deck caroufe, each flag ftream out,
Each cannon found, each failor fhout;
For peace, letevery facred fhip he crown'd!




CIn

73 oDEs,

XXIX.
Sacred are fhips, of birth divine!
An angel drew the firft defign ; 170
With which the * Patriarch Nature’s ruins brav'd ;
Two worlds abroad, an old and new,
He fafe o’er foaming billows flew,
The gods made human race, a pilot fav’d.
XXX,
How facred, too, the Merchant’s name !e—
When Britain blaz'd meridian fame ¢,
Bright fhone the fword, but Liighter trade gave law :
Merchants in diftant courts rever’d,
Where prouder ftatefmen ne’er appear’d,
Merchants ambaffadors! and thrones in awe! 180
XXXI
*T'is theirs to know the tides, the times,
The march of ftars, the births of climes:
Summer and winter theirs; theirs land and fea:
Theirs are the feafons, months and years,
And each a diff’rent garland wears:—
O that my fong could add eternity !
XXXIL
Praife is the facred oil that feeds
The burning lamp of godlike deeds:
Immortal glory pays illuftrious cares.
Whither, ye Britons! are ye beund? 190
O noble voyape, glorious ronund !
Launch from the Thames, and'end among the ﬂ1r=

& Noah, t In Qneen Elizabetl's reign.*
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XXXIIIL
If to my fubjet rofe my foul,
Your fame (hould laft while oceans roll :
When other worlds in depths of time fhall rife,
As we the Greeks of mighty name,
May they Britannia’s fleet proclaim,
Look up, and read her {tory in the fkies*.
XXXIV.
Ye Syrens! fing; ye Tritons! blow;
Ye Nereids! dance; ye Billows ! flow ;
Roll to my meafures, O ye ftarry Throng!
Ye Winds ! in concert breathe around ;
Ye Navies! to the concert bound
From pole to pole ! to Britain all belong.

MORAL,

Wl
Britain! thus blefs’d, thy blefling know,
Or blifs in vain the gods beflow ;
Its end fulfil, means cherifh, fource adore;
Vain fwellings of thy foul reprefs;
They moft may lofe who mofl pnﬂ-cfs; 5
Then let us blefs with awe, and tremble at thy flore,

* It is Sir Ifaac Newton’s opinion, that the principal cons
ftellations took their names from the Argonauts, to perpe-
tuate that great action.

Volume IV, G
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73 ODLS.

11,
Nor be too fond of life at beft;
MHer cheerful, not enamour’d gueft:
Let thonght fly forward; ’twill gay profpedts give,
Profpects immortal! that deride 19
A 'T'yrian wealth, a Perfian pride,
And makeit perfedt fortitude to live.
111,
O for eternity ! a {eene
'T'a fair adventurers ferene!
0, on that fea to deal in pure renown!
Traffic with gods! what tranfports roll !
‘What boundlefs import to the foul!
The poor man’s empire! and the fubjedt’s crown!
Iv.
Adore the gods, and plough the feas:
Thefe be thy arts, O Britain! thefe.
Let others pant for an immenfe command;
et others breathe War’s fiery god
The proudeft viétor fears thy nod,
Long as the trident fills thy glorious hand.
V.
Glorious while lieav’n-born freedom lafts,
Which Trade's foft {pnrioas daughrer blafls:
For what is tyranny ! a monf(lrous birth
From luxury, by bribes carefs'd,

By glowing power in (hades comprefs'd,

Which flalks around;and chains the groaning earth. 30
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1.
Taee, Trade! I fieft, who boaft no flore,
Who owe thee nought, thus fnatch from fhore,
The fhore of profe, where thou haft flumber’d long,
And fend thy flag triumphant down
The tide of time to fure renown 2
0 blefs my country ! and thou pay'lt my fong.
II.
Thou art the Briton’s nobleft theme ;
Why, then, unfung ! my fimple aim
To drefs plain fenfe, and fire the gen'rous blood,
Not {port imaginations vain ; I0
But lift with yon' ethereal train *
The fhining Mufe, to ferve the public good.
111,
Of ancient art, and ancient; praife,
The fprings are open’d in my layst:
Qlympic heroes’” ghofts around ime throng;

And think their glory fung anew,

Till chiefs of equal fame they view,
Nor grudge to Britons bold their Theban fong.
¥ The ftars.
Tibi res avtiquae landis, et artis

Ingredior, fanétos a regludere fontes §
Afcracumque cano Romana per oppida carmens

G ij




26 ODES.

V.
Not Pindar’s theme with mine compares;
As far furpafs’d as ufeful cares
"I'ranfcend diverfion light, and glory vain:
The wreath fantallic, thouting throng,
And panting fteed, to him belong;
The charioteer’s, not empire’s golden rein.
V.
Nor, Chandos! thou the Mufe defpife
That would to glowing Atna rife,
(Such Pindar’s breaft) thou Theron of our time !
Seldom to man the gods impart
A Pindar’s head or Theron’s heart.
In life or fong how rare the true fublime!
VI
None Britith-born will fure difdain
This new, bold, moral, patriot {train,
Tho’ not with genins, with fome virtue crown'd;
(How vain the Mufe!) the lay may laft,
'Thus twin’d around the Britith maft,
The Britifh maft with nobler laurels bound !
VIL
‘Weak ivy curls round naval oak,
And fmiles at wind and ftorms unbroke ;
By ftrength not her’s fublime : thus proud to foar,
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my ftrain, 40
And lives and echoes thro’ the plain,
While o’er the billows Britain’s thunders roar.




ODES.

VII.
Be dumb, ye grov'lling fons of Verfe,
Who fing not adtions, but rehearfe,
And fool the Mufe with impotent defire ;
Ye Sacrilegious ! who prefume
To tarnifh Britain’s naval bloom,
Sing Britain's fame, with all her hero’s fire.

CHORUS.

Ye Syrens! fing; ye Tritons! blow ;

Ye Nereids ! dance; ye Billows) flow;

Roll to my meafures, O ye Starry Throng !
Ye Winds ! in concert breath around ;

Ye Navies! to the concert bound

From pole to pole ! to Britain all belong : 54

Britain to Heav'n; from Heaven defcends my fong.
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APARAPHRASE

ON PART OF THE

BOOK OF JOB™

Turrce happy Jobt Jong liv'd in regal ftate,
Nor faw the fumptuous Eaft a prince fo great;
‘Whofe worldly ftores in fuch abundance flow’d,
Whofe heart with fuch exalted virtue glow'd.

* Tt is difputed, among the critics, wheo was the anthor®
of the book of Job; fome give it to Mofes, fome to others.
AsIwasengaged in this little performance, fome arguments
occurred to me which favour the former of thefe opinions;
which arguments | have flunginto the followingNotes, where
little elfe is to be expeéted.

+ The Almighty’s fpeech, chap. xxxviii, &¢. which is
svhat I paraphrafe in this little work, is by much the finelt
gﬂ’t of the nobleft and moft ancient poem in the world.

ifhop Patrick {uays its grandeur is as much above all other
poetry; as thunder is louder than a whifper. In order to fet
this diftingnifhed part of the poem in a fuller light, and
give the reader a clearer conception of it, I Liave abridged
the preceding and fubfequent parts of the poem, and joined
them th it; fo that this piece 1s a fort of an epitome of the
whole book of Job.

1 ufe the word paraphrafe, becaule I want another which
might better aniwer to the uncommon liberties | have ta-
ken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpofed. The mountain,
the comet, the fun, and other parts, are entirely added :
thofe upon the peacock, the lion, & ¢, aremuch enlarged; and
1 have thrown the whole into a method more fuitable to onr
mnotions of regularity. The judicious, if they compare this
picce with the original, will, I flatter myfelf, find the reas
fons for the great liberties 1 have indulged myfelfin through
the whole.

Longinus has a chapter on Interrogatiens, which thews
that they contribute much to the fublime. This {peech of
the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation feems, in-
deed, the proper fiyle of majefly incenfed, It differs irom
other manner of reproof, as bidding a perfon execute nim-
1elf does from a common execution; for he that afks the
guiity a proper queftion, makes him, in effect, pafs fentence
on himfelf,




A PARAPHRASE, drc. 79

At length misfortunes take their turn to reign; ' 5
And ills on ills {fucceed, a dreadful train!
What now but deaths, and poverty; and wrong,

The fword wide-wafling, the reproachful tongue,

And fpotted plagues, that mark’d his limbs all o’er
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 10
A change fo fud what mortal heart counld bear?

Exhaufted woe had left him nought to fear,

But gave him all to grief. Low earth he prefs'd,
Wept in the duit, and forely fmote his breaft.

His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 1§
Felt all his pangs, and grodn for groan return’d;

In anguifh of their hearts their mantles rent,

And fev'n long days in folemn filence fpént;

A debt of rev’rence to diftrefs fo great!

Then Job contain’d no more, but curs’d his fate. 26
His day of birth, its inaufpicious light,

He wilhes funk in fhades of endlefs night,

And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave
Death, inftant death, impatient for the grave,

That feat of peace, that manfion of repofe, 25
Where reft and mortals are no longer foes;

Where counfellors are hufh’d, and mighty kings

(O happy turn!) no mote are wretched things.

His words were daring, and difpleas’d his friends;
His conduét they reprove, and he defends; 39
And now they kindled into warm debate,

And fentiments oppos'd with equal heat :




8o A PARADHRASE ON

Fix'd in opinion, both refufe to yield,

And fummon all their reafon to the field :

So high,at length, their arguments were wronght,

They reach’d the laft extent of human thought :

A paufe enfu'd :—=when, lo! Heav'n interpos’d, |

And awfully the long contention clos'd.

Full o’er their heads, with terrible furprife,

A fudden whirlwind blacken'd all the fkies : 40

(They ﬁl\w, and trembled!) From the darknefs broke

A dreadful voice, and thus th’ Almighty fpoke *.
‘Who gives his tongue a loofe {o bold and vain,

Cenfures my conduét, and reproves my reign;

Lifts up his thought againft me from the duft,

And tells the world’s Creator what is juft:

Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs eye,

Face my demand, and give it a reply.

Where didft thou dwell at Nature’s early birth?

Who laid foundations for the fpacious earth ? 50

Who on its furface did extend the line,

Its form determine, and its bulk confine?

Who fix’d the corner-ftone ? what hand, declare,

llung it on lmugllt, and faften’d it in uir,

the tr .‘"rdies of Ultl Grcru’ is filtion b

bably this moft neble part,of it, the Alr

of the whirlwind (1o fuizable to the after

Greek ftage, when there happened dignus vindice nodus) is
hduunm, but it is a fiction more aueuhl: to the time= in
which Job lived than to any fince. Frequent before the law
were the appearances of the Almighty after this manner,

Exod. ch. xix, Ezek. ch. i. &re. Hence is he {aid to !

in thick darknefs ; and have his way in the whirl

cm 1 2 3 unesp ™ 6 i 8



CIn

PART OF THE BOOK OF JOB. &r

When the bright morning ftars in concert fung, 55
When heav'n’s high arch with loud hofanna’s rung,
When fhouting fons of God the triumph crown’d;
And the wide concave thunder’d with the found ?
Xarth’s num’rous kingdoms, haft thou view’d them all?
And can thy fpanof knowledge grafp the'ball ! 6o
Who heav'd the mountain which fublimely {tands,
And cafts its fhadow into diftant lands?
Who, ftrerching forth his fceptre o’er the deep,
Can that wild world in due fubjeétion keep?
1 broke the globe, I fcoop'd its hollow'd fide, 63
And did a bafon for the floods provide :
I chain’d them with my word ; the boiling fea,
Work'd up in tempells, hears my great decree;
“ Thus far thy floating tide (hall be convey’d ;
¢ And here; O Main! be thy proud billows {tay’d *.”
Halft thou explor'd the fecrets of the deep, 73
Where, fhut from ufe, tnnumber’d treafures fleep ?
Where, down a thoufand fathoms, from the day,
Springs the great fountain, mother of the fea?
Thofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot ¢’er tread, 7
Whole worlds of waters rolling o’er thy head;

* There is a very great air in all that precedes, bur this
is fignally fublime. We are firuck with admiration to fee
the valt ind ungovernable ocean receiving commands, and
punctually obeying them; to find it like a managed harfe,

i foaming, but by the rule and direction

is paflage yields in {ublimity to that of Le#

there be light, &réy fomich or ly, ‘as the abfolute govern-
maent of nature yields to thé ereaiion ot it.

The like {pirit in thefe two paflages is no bad concurrent
argument that Mofes is author of the book of Jab,
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82 A PARAPHRASE ON

Hath the cleft centre open’d wide to thee?

Death’s inmolt chambers did [t thou ever fee?

E’er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade

‘To the black portal thro’ th’ incumbent 'fhade? ' 8o
Deep are thofe thades ; but fhades ftill deeper hide
My counfels from the ken of human pride.

Where dwells the Light ? in what refulgent dome?
And where has Darknefs made her difmal home?
Thou know’(t,no doubt, fince thy large heart is fraught
With ripen'd wifdom thro® long ages brought, . 86
Since Nature was call'd forth when thou wafl by,
And into being rofe beneath thine cye!

Aremifls begotten ? ‘who their father knew:?
From whom defcend the pearly drops of dew ? - go
To bind the'fiream by night what hand can boaft?
Or whiten morning with the hoary froft ?

Whofe powerful breath, fromi northern regions blewn,
Touches the fea, and turns’it into ‘(tone ?
A fudden defert fpreads o’ér realms defac’d, 95
And lays one half of thé creation ' wafte ?

Thou know'{t me not ;' thy blindnefs cannot fee
How vaft a diftance parts thy God from thee.

Can(t thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? canft thou
In clouds and darknefs wrap thy awful brow ! 100
And, when day triumphs in meridian light,

Pat forth thy hand, and fhade the world with night?

‘Who launch’d the clouds in air, and bid them roll
Sufpended feas aloft, from pale to pole?




CIn

TART OF THE BOOK OF JOE. 83

Who can refrefh the burning fandy plain, 10§

And quench the fummer with a wafte of rain ?
Who in rough deferts, far from human toil,
Made rocks bring forth, and defolation {fmile?
There blooms therofe where human face ne'er fhone,
And fpreads.dts beauties to the fun alone. 110
T'o check the fhow’r who lifts his hand on high,
And fhuts the fluices of th’ exhaufted fky,
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins,
Her naked mountains, and her ruflet plains,
But, new in life, a cheerful profpeét yields 11§
Of fhining rivers, and of verdant fields;
When groves and forefts lavifh all their bloom,
And earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume ?
Haft thou e’erfeal’d my wintry fkies, and fecn
Of hail and fnows my northern magazine? 120
Thefe the dread treafures of mine anger are,
My fund of vengeanee for the day of war,
When clouds rain death, and ftorms, at my command,
Rage thro’ the world, or wafte a guilty land.
Who taught the rapid winds to fly fo faft, = 12§
Or (hakes the centre with his eaftern blaft?

Who from the (kies can a whele deluge pour?

Who ftrikes thro’ Natore with the folemn roar

Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall,

And in fierce lightning wraps the fiying ball 7 = ‘120
Not he who trembles at the darted fires,

Falls at the foundy and in the flath e¥pires.
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Who drew the comet out to fuch a fize,

And pour’d his flaming train o’er half the fkies?
Did thy refentment hang him out? Does he 135
Glare on the nations, and denounce frem thee ?

Who on low earth can moderate the rein
That guides the ftars along th’ ethereal plain ?
Appoint their feafons, and direét their courfe,
Their luftre brighten, and fupply their force ?

Canft thou the fkies’ benevolence reftrain,
And caufe the Pleiades to fhine in vain ?

Or, when Orion fparkles from his fphere,
Thaw the cold feafon, and unbind the year?
Bid Mazzaroth his deftin’d {tation know,

And teach the bright Aréturus where to glow ?
Mine is the Night, with all her ftars; I pour
Myriads, and myriads I referve in ftore.

Doft thou pronounce where Day-light thall be born,
And draw the purple curtain of the Morn ? 150
Awake the Sun, and bid him come away,

And glad thy world with his obfequious ray ?

Hatft thou, enthron’d in flaming glory, driv'n
Triomphant round the fpacious ring of heav’n?
That pomp of light, what hand fo far difplays, 155
That diftant earth lies bafking in the blaze?

Who did the Soul with her rich pow’rs inveft,

And light up reafon in the human breaft,

To fhine, with frefh increafe of luftre, bright,

When ftars and fun are {ct in endlefs night? 160
4




PART OF THE BOOK OF JOE. 85

"To thefe my various queftions make reply.
Th’Almighty fpoke, and, fpeaking, Mook the fky.
What then, Chaldean Sire! wasithy farprife ?
"Thus thou, with trembling heart, and downcaft eyes:
¢ Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 165
* My tongue has err’d, but fhall prefume no more.
¢ My voice is in eternal filence bound,
« And all my foul falls proftrate to the ground.”
He ceas’d : when, lo! again th’Almighty fpoke;
The fame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke.
Can that arm meafure with an arm divine? 171
And canft thou thunder with a voice like mine?
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain
The bulk of waters, the wide-fpreading main,
When, mad with tempefts, all the billows rife
In all their rage, and dafh the diftant fkies?
Come forth, in Beauty’s excellence array'd,
And be the grandeur of thy pow’r difplay’d;
Pat on omnipotence, and, frowning, make
The fpacious round of the creation fhake;
Difpatch thy vengeance, bid it everthrow

Triumphant Vice, lay lofty tyrants low,
And crumble'them to duft. 'When this is done,
I grant thy fafety lodg’d in thee alone;
Of thee thou art, and may'{f undaunted fland 183
Behind the buckler of thine own right hand,
Fond Man!'the vifion of a moment made!

Drcam-of a.dream ! and fhadow:of aithade!

H
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Whatworlds haftthouproduc’d,what creaturesfram’d,
What infeéts cherifh’d, that thy God is blam’d? 190
When, pain’d with hunger, the wild Raven’s brood
Loud calls on God *, importunate for food ;
Who hears their ery, who prants their hoarfe requeft,
And ftills the clamour of the craving neft?

Who in the ftupid Oftrich 4 has fubdu’d 195
A parent’s care, and fond inquictude ?

While far fhe flics, her featter’d eggs are found,
Without an owner, on the fandy ground ;

Calt out on fortune, they at mercy lie,
And borrow life from an indulgent fky; 200

* Another argument that Mofes was the autlor is, that
molt of the creatures here mentioned are Egyptian. The rea-
fon given why the raven is particularly mentioned as an
object of the care of Providence is, becaufe by her clamo-
rous and importunate voice fhe partienlarly feems always
calling upon it ; thence xopacea a #opxk, Aelian. lib. iis
c. 48. is to a/k earnefily. And fince there were ravens on
the banks of the Nile more clamorous than the relt of that
fpecies, thofe probably are meant in this place.

t There are many inftances of this bird’s flupidity : let
two fuffice. Firll, It covers its head in the reeds, and thinks
itfelf all out of fight,

=vmessaStat lumine claufo
Ridendum revolura caput, creditque latere
Onae non ipfa videt: - Cland.

Secondly, They that go in purfuit of them draw the fkin
of an oftrich’s neck on one hand, which proves a fuflicient
Jure to tuke them with the other. 2

They have fo little brain, that Heliogabalus had fix hun.
dred heads for his {upper.

Here we may obflerve that our judicious as well as fublime
author jult touches the great points of diltinf@tion ineach
creature, and then haftens to another. A defcription is exact
when you cannot add, but what is common to another thing;
nor withdraw, bu: fomething peculiarly belonging to the

defcribed, A likenefs is loft in roo much difcripiion,
as a meaning often in too much illuftration,




PART OF THE BOOK OoF jOB.

Adopted by the Sun, in blaze of day,
They ripen under his prolific ray;
Unmindful fhe that fome unhappy tread
May crufh her young in their neglefted bed :
What time (he {kims along the field with fpeed ¥, 205
She fcorns the rider, and purfuing fteed 4.
How rich the Peacock }! what bright glories ran

From plume to plume, and vary in the fun !
He proudly {preads them to the golden ray,
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day; 210
With confcious flate the fpacious round difplays,
And {lowly moves amid the waving blaze.

Who taught the Hawk to find, in feafons wife,
Perpetual fummer, and a change of fkies ?
When clouds deform the year, fhe mounts the wind,
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears the {torm behind ; 216

* Here is marked another peculiar qnality of this crea-
ture, which neither fies nor runs direétiy, but has a motion
compofed of both, and, ufing its wings as {ails, makes great
ipeed.

Vafta velut Lybiae venantum vocibus ales
Cum premitur, calidas curfu tran{mittit arenas,
Inque modum veli finuatis lamine pennis
Pulverulenta volat-- - Claud. in Eutr,

1 Xenophon fays, Cyrus had harfes that could overtake
the goat and the wild afs, but none that counld reach this
creature, A rhoufand golden ducats, or an hundred camels,
was the Itated price of"a horfe that could equal their {peed.

{ Though this bird js but joft mentioned in my author,
1 could not forbear going a little farther, -and fpreading
thole brautiful plumes (which are there fhut up) into halt®
a dozen lines.The circumftance I have marked of his open=
ing his plumes to the (un is true: Expandit colores adverfo
maxsime fole, quia fic fulgentius radiant.Plin. 1%, c. 20,

Hij
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The fun returning, fhe returns agen,

Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men.
‘Tho® ftrong the Hawk, tho’ pradtis'd well to fly ¥,

An eagle drops herin‘a lower fky; 220

An cagle, when, deferting human fight,

She feeks the fun in her unweary’d flight :

Did thy command her yellow pinion lift

So high in air, and feat her on the clift,

Where far-above thy world the dwells alone, 228
And proudly makes the ftrength of rocks her own;
Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread furvey,
And with a glance predeftinates her prey +?

She feafts her young with blood, and, hov’ring o’er

Th® unflanghter’d hofk, enjoys the promis’d gore. 230
Know’[Ftlion how many moons, by me aflign'd,
Roll o’er the mountain Goat and foreft Hind §,

®_ Thuanus (De re Accip.) mentions a hawk thar flew

from Paris to London in a night.

d_the Egyptians, in regard to its fwiftnefs, made is
their {ymbol for the wind ; for whichreafon we may {uppole
the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have been a bird
of note in Egypt.

+ The eagle is faid to be of {p acnte a fight, that when
fhe is fo high in air that man cannot {ee her, fhe can dif-
cern the fmalleft fith under water. My author accurately un-
derftood the narture of the creatures he deftribes, and feeins
to have been'a naturalift as well as a'poet, which the next
note will confirm,

t The meaning of this queftion is, Knoweft thou the time
and circumitances of their bringing forth ? for to know the
time only was ealy, and had hothing extraordinary in it;
but the circumftances: had fomething peculiarly éxpreflive
of God’s providence, which makes the queltion proper in
this place. - Pliny obferves, that the hind with yourig is by
inftinét direfted to a certain herb called.Sefzlis, which fa<




PART OF THE BOOK OP.JOB. 89

While, pregnant, they a mother’s load fuftain ?
They bend in anguifh, ard caft forth their pain.
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed, 235
Walk unfuftain’d, and unaffited feed ;

They live at once, forfake the dam’s warm fide,
Take the wide world, with Nature for their guide;
Bound o'er the lawn, or feek the diftant glade,

And find a heme in each delightful thade. 240

Will the tall Reem, which knows no lord but me,
Low at the crib, and afk an alms of thes?

Submit his unworn fhoulder to the yoke,

Break the (Hiff clod, and o’er thy furrow fmoke ?
Since great his {trength, go truft him, void of care,
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 246
Bid him bring home the feafons to thy doors,

And caft his load among thy gather'd ftores.

Didft thou from fervice the Wild Afs difcharge,
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large; 250
Thro' the wide walte, his ample manfion, roam,
And lofe himfelf in his unbounded home?

By Naturce's hand magnificently fed,

His meal is on the range of mountains fpread;

As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 255
He fees in diltant {fmoke the city throng;

cilitates the birth, Thunder alfo (which looks like'the more
immediate haud of Providence) has the fame efieét, P/, xxix.

Info early an age to oblerve thefe things may ityle our au-
thor a Naturalitl,

H iij
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Confclous of freedom, feorns the fimother'd train,
The threat’ning driver, and the fervile rein.

Survey the warlike Horfe! did(t thou inveft
With thunder bis robuflt diftended cheft? 260
No fenfe of fear his daontlefs foul allays;
"Tis dreadful to behold his noftrils blaze :
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight,
And triamphs in the fulnefs of his might :
High-rais’d, he fnuffs the battle from afar, 265
And burns to plunge amid the raging war;
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around,
And in a ftorm of fury (hakes the ground.
How does his firm, his rifing heart, advance
Full on the brandifh’d fword and fhaken lance, 270
While his fix'd eyeballs meet the dazeling (hicld,
Gaze, and return the lightning of the ficld!
He finks the fenfe of pain in gen'rous pride,
Nor fecls the fhaft that trembles in his fide;
But neighs to the fhrill trumpet’s dreadful blaft 275
Till death, and when he groans, he groans his laft.

But, fiercer ftill, the lordly Lion flalks,
Grimly majeltic in his lonely walks;
‘When round he glares, all living creatures Ay,
He clears the defert with his rolling eye. 280
Say, Mortal! does he ronfe at thy command,
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand?
Doft thou for him in forefts bend thy bow,
And to his gloomy den the morfel throw,
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Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, 285
And, couch’d in dreadful ambutfh, pant for blood ;
Or, {tretch’d on:broken' limbs, confume the day,

In darknefs wrapt, and {lumber.o’er their prey 2

By the pale moon they take their deflin'd round *,
And lafh their fides, and furious tear the ground.
Now (hricks and dying groans.the defert fill; 291
They rage, they rend ; their rav'nous jaws diftil
With crimfon foamj and when the banquet’s o’er,
They ftride away, and paint. their {leps with gore:
In flight alone the thepherd puts his truft, 29§
And (hudders at the talon in the duft.

Mild is my Behemoth, tho® large his frames
Smooth is his temper, and reprefs’d his flame,
While unprovok’d. This native of the flood
Lifts his broad foot, and puts afhore for food ;
Earth finks beneath him as he moves along’

To feck the herbs, and mingle with the throng,

See, with what firength his hiarden'd loins are bound,
All over proof, and fhet againft a wound !
Iow like a mountain-cedar moves his tail! 305
Nor can his complicated finews fail.

It high and wide, his folid bones furpafs

lie bars of {teel; his ribs are ribs of brafs;
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His port majéftic, and his armed jaw,
Give the wide foreft and the mountain law, 310
The mountains feed him i there the beafts admire

The mighty f{tranger, and in dread retire;

At length his greatnef(s nearer they furvey,
Graze in his fhadow, and his eye obey.

The fens and mat(hes are his cool tetreat,

His noontide fhelter from the burning heat;
Their fedgy bofoms his wide couch are made,
And groves of willows give him all their (hade.

His eyedrinks Jardan up, when, fir'd with drought,
He trufts to turn its current down his throat, 320
In leffen’d waves it creeps along the plain,

e finks a river *, and he thirlts again.

Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful fide,
Caft forth thy line into the fwelling tide;
With flender hair Leviathan 4 command,
And ftretch his vaftnefs on the loaded ftrand.
Will he become thy fervant ? will he own
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ?

¢ Cephefi glaciale caput quo fuerus anhelam
Ferre (itim Python, amnemque avertere ponto.
Stat: Theb. v
Qui Cpiris tegeret montes, haurirer hiatu
Flumina, &c. Claud, Pref, in Ruf”
Let not, then, this hyperbole feem too much for an Eaft-
ern poet, though {ome commentators of name ilrain hard,
in this place, tor a new counftruétion, through fear of it.
t+ The taking the crocodile is molt difficulr. Diodorus fays,
they are not to be taken but by iron nets. When Auguitus
coi quered "Eeypt, he {truck a medal, the lmprrls of whicl
was a Irn(ochﬂe (hnuml to a palm-tree, with this infcr
tion, N'¢

3 unesp® © 7
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Or with his {port amufe thy leifure day,

And, bound in filk, with thy foft maidens play ? 330
Shall pompous banquets fwell with fuch a prize ?

And the bowl journey round his ample fize ?

Or the debating merchants (hare the prey,

And various limbs to various marts convey ?

Thro' his firm fcull what fteel'its wayican win ? 33§

What forceful engine can fubdue his fkin?

Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchlefs might ;

The braveft fhrink to cowards in his fight';

The rafhell dare not roufe him up *: who then

Shall turn on me, among the fons of men ? 340

Am I a debtor ? haft thou ever heard
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr’d ?
My lavith froit a thoufand vallies fills,

And mine the herds that graze a thoufand hills :
Earth, fea, and air, all Nature is my own, 345
And ftars and fun-are daft beneath my throne;
And dar’{t thou with the world’s great Father vye,
Thou, who doft tremble at my creature’s eye !

At full my huge Leviathan fhall rife, 349
Boaft all his ftrength, and fpread his wondrous fize :
Who, great in arms, e'er ftripp'd his fhining mail,
Or crown'd his triamph with a fingle feale?

Whofe hzart fuftains him to draw.near ? Behold
Deftrudtion yawns+ 3 his fpacious jaws unfold,

* This aliudes toa cnftom of this creature, which is, when

fited with fith to' come afhore and fleep among the reeds,

t The crocodile’s mouth is exceeding wide. When he
gapes, fays Pliny, fit #ofum ¢s. Martial (ays to his eld woman,
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And, marfhall’d round the wide expanfe, difclofe 355

Teeth edg’d withdeath, and crowding rows en rows:

What hidcous fangs on either fide arife !

And what a deep abyfs between them lies!

Mete with thy lance, and with thy plumbet found,

The one how long, the other how profound! 360
His bulk is charg’d with fuch a furions foul,

That clouds of fmoke from his fpread noftrils roll

As from a furnace; and, when rous’d his ire,

Fate iffues from his jaws in ftreams of fire *,

‘The rage of tempetlts, and the roar of feas, 365

Thy terror, this thy great fuperior pleafe ;

Strength on his ample thoulder fits in flate;

His well-join’d limbs are dreadfully complete ;

His flakes of folid flefh are flow to part;

As fteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 370

‘When, late-awak’d, he rears him from the floods,

And, ftretching forth his ftature to the clouds,

Cum comparata riftibos tais ora
Niliacus habet crocodilus angufta.
So tlvv rle expreflion there is bavely joft,
® Thi s nearer truth than at firlt view may be ima-
gined. llu— crocodile, fay the neturalifts, lying long under
warer, and being there forced ro hold its breath, when it
emerges,the breath long repreffed is hor,and bm fts out o vio=
ly, that it refembles fire and lmn'ke The hor{e fup-
s not his'breath by any means fo long, neither . is, he
ierce and animated ; yet the moft corredt of poe's ventures
to ufe ihe fame metdphdr concerning him
Colleftumque premens volvit fub naribus ignem.
By this ard the foregoing note, I would caution againft a
falfe opinion of the Eaftern boldnels, from paffages in them
ill umlerﬂund.
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Writhes in the fun aloft his fealy height,

And firikes the diftant hills with tranfient light,

Far vound are fatal damps of terror fpread, 375

The mighty fear, nor blufh to own their dread.
Large is his front ; and when his burnifh'd eyes

Lift their broad lids, the morning feems to rife *.

In vain may death in various fhapes invade,
The fwift-wing’d arrow, the defecending blades 38¢
His naked breaft their impotence defies ;
The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies.
Shut in himfelf, the war without he hears,
Safe in the tempelt of their rattling fpears 3

* His eyes are like the eyelids of the morning. [ think
this gives us as great an image of the thing it would expre(s
as can enter the thought of man. It is not improbable that
the Egyptians ftole their hieroglyphic for the morning, which
is the crocodile’s eye, from this paflage, though no come=
mentator I have feen mentions it. 1t is ealy to conceive
how the Egyptians fhould be both readers and admirers of
the writings of Mofes, whom I {uppofe the author of this

oem.

4 I have ohferved already that three or four of the crea-
tures here defcribed are Egyptian; the two laft are notori-
oufly fo ; they are the river-horfe and the crocodile, thole
celebrated inhabitants of the Nile ; and on thefe two it is
that our author chiefly dwells. Itwould have been expedt=
ed from an author more remote from that river than Mofes,
in a catalogue of creatures produced 1o magnify their Cre=
ator, to have dwelt on the two lareelt works of his hand,
viz, the elephant and the whale, This is fo natural an exe
pectation, that {fome commentators have rendered behemoth
and leviathan, the elephant and whale, though the defcripe
tions in our author will not admit of it but Mofes being,
as we may well fuppofe, under an immediize terror of the
hippopniamos and crocodile, from their daily mifchiefs and
ravage around him, it is very accountable why he fhould
permit them to take place.
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The cumbesr’d firand their wafted vollies ftrow ; 385
His fport the rage and labour of the foe.
His paftimes like a chaldron boil the flood,
And blacken ocean with the rifing mud;
The billows feel him as he works his way,

His heary footfleps fhine along the fea; 360

The foam high-wronght, with whitedivides the green,
And diftant failors point where death has been.
His like earth bears not on her fpacious face;
Alone in Natare ftands his dauntlefs race,
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd ¢
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around ;
Makes ev'ry {woln difdainful heart fubfide,
And bolds dominion o’er thesfons of Pride.
Then the Chaldean eas’d his lab’ring breaft,
With full conviction of his crime opprefs'd. 4co
¢ Thou can(t accomplifh all things, Lord of might !
¢ And ev'ry thought is naked to thy fight:
“ But, oh ! thy ways are wonderful, and lie
¢ Beyond the deepeft reach of mortal eye.
¢ Oft’ have I heard of thine Almighty pow’r, 405
¢¢ But never faw thee till this dreadful hour.
¢ O'erwhelm’d with (hame, the Lord of life I fee,
¢ Abhor myfelf; and give my foul to thee:
¢ Nor fhall my weaknefs tempt thine anger more :
¢ Man is not made to queftion, but adore.” 410
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RESIGNATHON,
IN TWO PARTS.

AND A POSTSCRIPT.

TO MRS Pt S S0

My foul fhall be fatisfied, even as it were with marrow and f;
when my mouth praifeth thee with joyful lips. Pfalm 1

PART I,
) 3
2 o
Tue days how few, how fhort the years,

Of man's too rapid race!
Each leaving, as it fwiftly flies,
A fhorter in its place?

11,
They who the longeft leafe enjoy,
Have told us with a figh,
"That to be born feems little more
Than to begin to die.

111,
Numbers there are who feel this truth
With fears alarm’d; and yet,
In life’s delufions lull'd afleep,
This weighty truth forget.

V.
And am not 1 to thefe a-kin ?
Age flumbers o’er the quill;

Valwme IV,
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Tts Honour blots \mrft writes,
And am T writing (till?
V.

Confcious of Nature in decline,
And langour in my thoughts,
'T'o foften cenfure, and abate
Tts rigour on my faults,

VI
Permit me, Madam! ere to you
‘The promis’d verfe I pay,
T'o touch on felt Infirmity,
Sad fifter of Decay.

VIIL
One world deceas’d, another born,
Like Noah they behold,
Q’er whofe white hairs and furrow’d brows
"Too many funs have roll'd.

VIIL
Happy the Patriarch! he rejoic’d
His fecond world to fee;
My fecond world, tho® gay the fcene,
Can boaft no charms for me.

IX.
T'o me this brilliant age appears
With defolation fpread;
Near all with whom I liv’d and fmil'd,
Whilft life was life, are dead;
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X.
And with them dy’d my joys: the grave
Has broken Nature’s laws,
And clos’d againft this feeble frame
Its partial, cruel jaws:
XL
Cruel to fpare! condemn’d to life!
A cloud impairs my fight;
My weak hand difobeys my will,
And trembles as T write.
XIL
What fhall I write? Thalia! tell;
Say, long abandon’d Mufe!
What ficld of fancy fhall I range?
What fubject fhall I chufe?
XIII.

A choice of moment high infpire,
And refcue me from (hame,
For doting on thy charms fo late,
By grandeur in my theme.
XIV.
Beyond the themes which moft admire,
Which dazzle or amaze;

Beyond renown’d exploits of war,
Bright charms, or empire’s blaze,
XV.
Are themes which, in a world of woe,
Can beft appesfe our pain,
13
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And,dn an age of gaudy guilt,
Gay Folly’s flood reftrain;
XVI.

Amidft the (torms of life' fupport
A calm unfhaken mind,
And with unfading laurels crown
"The brow of the refign'd.

XVIIL
0 Refignation! yet unfung,
Untouch’d by former {trains,
Tho’ claiming ev'ry Mufe's fmile,
#nd ev'ry poct’s pains:
d XVIILL
Beneath life’s ev’ning folemn fhade
I dedicate my page

'To thee, thou fafeft guard of youth!
"Thou fole fupport of age!

C XIX.,

All other duties crefcents are

Of virtue faintly bright ;

The glorious confummation thou!

Which fills her orli withlight ¢
XX.

FHow rarely fill'd! the love divine

In evils to difcern 3

"This the firlt leflon which we want,

The lateft which we learns
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XXI.
A melancholy truth! for know,
Could our proud hearts refign,
The diftance greatly would decreafe
"T'wixt human and divine.
XXIL
But tho’ full noble is my theme,
Full urgent is my call
‘To foften forrow, and forbid
‘The burlting tear to fall,
XXIIL
The tafk I dread : dare I to leave
Of human profe the (hore,
And put to fea? a dang'rous fea!
‘What throngs have funk before!
XXIV.
How proud the poet’s billows fwell!
The God ! the God! his boalfl;
A boaft how vain! what wrecks abound!
Wead bards ftench every coaft
XXV.
‘What then am 17 fhall I prefume,
On fuch a moulten wing,
Above the gen’ral wreck to rife,
And, in my winter, fing !
XXVI.
‘When nightingales, when fweetelt bards,
Confine their charming fong

1iij
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To fummer’s animating heats,
Content to warble young:

XXVIIL
Yet write [ muft; a lady ¥ fues;
How fhameful her requeft?
My brain in labour for dull thyme!
Her’s teeming with the beft!
: XXVIIL
But you a f{tranger will gxcufe,
Nor {corn his feeble (train;
'To you a {tranger, but; thro’ fate,
No ftranger to your pain.
L XXIX.
The ghoft of Grief deceas’d afcends,
His old wound bleeds anews;
His forrows are recall’d to life
By thofe he fees in you:

XXX
T'oo well he knows the twifted ftrings
Of ardent hearts combin’d,
When rent afunder, how they bleed,
How hard to be refign'd!
XXXI.

"Thofe tears you pour his eyes have (hed;

'll'lv.' pang you feel he felt;
‘T'hus Nature, loud as Virtue, bids
His heart at your's to melt.

* Mrg, Me——,
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XXXIT
But what can heart or head fuggeft?
What fad Experience fay?
Thro’ truths auftere to peace we work:
Our rugged, gloomy way.
XXXIIIL
What are we? whence? for what? and whither?

Who know not needs muaft mourn ; 130

But Theught, bright daughter of the Skies!
Can tears to triumph turn.

XXXIV.
‘Thought is our armour, ’tis the mind’s
Impenectrable (hicld,
When, fent by Fate, we meet our foes
1n fore Affliftion’s ficld :

XXXV,
It plucks the frightful mafk from ills,
Forbids pale Fear to hide,
Beneath that dark difguife, a friend,
‘Which turns affetion’s tide.

XXXVI.
Affeétion frail! train’d up by Senfe,
Trom Reafon's channel ftrays,
And whilft it blindly points at peace,
Qur peace to pain betrays,

XXXVIL
Thought winds its fond erreneous ftream
Yrom daily-dying flowers,
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To nourifh rich immortal blooms,
In amaranthine bow'rs:
XXXVIII.

Whence throngs, in ecltacy, look down,
On what once fhock’d their fight,

And thank the terrors ofithe paft

For ages of delight.

XXXIX.

All withers here; who moft poffefs
Are lofers by their gain ;
Stung by full proof that, bad at beft,
Life’s idle all is vain :

XL.
Vain, in its courfe, life’s murm’ring {tream;
Did not its courfe offend,
But murmur ceafe, life, then, would feem
Still vainer, from its end.

XLIL
How wretched ! who, thro’ cruel Fate,
Have nothing to lament,
‘With the poor alms this world affords,
Deplorably content?

XLIL
Had not the Greek his world miftook,
His wifh had been moft wife
To be content with but one world,
Like him, we thould defpife,
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XLIIL
Of earth’s revenue would you ftate
A full account and fair?
We hope, and hope, and hope; then caft
The total up——defpair.

XLIV.
Since vain all here, all future, vaft,
Embrace the lot affign’d;

Heav'n wounds to heal; its frowns are friends;
Its ftrokes fevere moft kind

XIL.V.
But in laps'd nature rooted deep,

Blind Error domineers,
And on fools’ errands, in the dark,
Sends cut our hopes and fears;
XLVL
Bids us for ever pains deplore,
Our pleafures overprize;
Thefe oft’ perfuade us:to be weak,
Thofe urge us to be wife.
XLVIL
From Virtue's rugged path to right,
By Pleafure are we brought
To flow’ry fields of wrong, and there
Pain chides us for our fault:
XLVIIL
Yet whilft it chides it fpeaks of peace,
If folly is withftood,

cm 1 3 unesp 6
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And fays, time pays an eafy price
For our cternal good.

XLIX.
In carth’s dark cot, and in an hour,
And in delufion great,

What an economift is man!
To fpend his whole eftate,
L.

And beggar an eternity !
For which, as he was born,
More worlds than one againft it weigh'd,
As feathers he fhould fcorn.

LIL
Say not your lofs in triumph leads
Religion’s feeble firife;
Joys future amply reimburfe
Joys bankrupts of this life.

LII.
But not deferr’d your joy fo long,
It bears an early date;
Affliftion’s ready pay in hand
Befriends our prefent. {tate.

LIIL
What are the tears which trickle down
Her melancholy face,
Like liquid pearl ? like pearls of price,
They purchafe lafling peace.
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LIV.
Grief foftens hearts, and curbs the will,

Impetuous paflion tames,
And keeps infatiate keen defire
From launching in extremes.
LV.
Thro’ time’s dark womb, our judgment right,

If our dim eye was thrown,
Clear fhould we fee the will divine
Has but foreftall’d our own.
LVL

At variance with our future wifh,
Self-fever'd, we complain :
If fo, the wounded, not the wound,
Muft anfwer for the pain.

LVIL
The day fhall come, and fwift of wing,
Tho’ you may think it flow,
When, in the lift of Fortune’s {miles,
You'll enter frowns of woe.

LVIIL
For mark the path of Providence 3
This courfe it has purfu’d,
¢ Pain is the parent, woe the womb,
* Of found important good.”

LIX,

Our hearts are falten’d to this world
By ftrong and endlefs ties,
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And ev'ry forrow cuts a ftring,
And urges us to rife.
LX.

"T'will found fevere—yet reft affur’d
I'm ftudious of your peace;
‘Tho' I fhould dare to give you joy—
Yes, joy of his deceafe.

LXIL
An hour fhall come (youn queftion this)
An hour, when you fhall blefs,
Beyond the brighteft beams of life,
Dark days of your diftrefs.

LXIIL
Hear, then, without furprife, a truth,
A daughter-truth to this,
Swift turns of Fortune often tic
A bleeding heart to blifs.

LXIIIL
Efteem you this a paradox ?
My facred motto read;
A glorious truth, divinely fung
Ly one whofe heart had bled.

LXIV.
'I o Refignation fwift he flew;
In her a friend he found ;
A friend which blefs'd him with a fmile,

When gafping with his wound,
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LXV.
On earth nought precious is obtain’d
But what is painful too;
By travel, and to travel born,
Qur fabbaths are but few.
LXVL
'To real joy we work our way;
Encount’ring many a fhock,

Ere found what truly charms; as found
A Venus in the block.
. LXVIL

In fome difafter, fome fevere
Appointment for our fins,
"That mother-blefling, (not fo call'd)
True happinefs, begins.
LXVIIL.
No martyr ¢’er defy’d the flames
By ftings of life unvex’d ;
Firft rofe fome quarrel with this world,
Then paffion for the next.
LXIX.
You fee, then, pangs are parent-pangs,
The pangs of happy birth;
Pangs, by which only can be born
True happinefs on earth.
LXX.
The peopled carth look all around,
Or thro’ time's records run,
Volume IV,
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And fay, what is 2 man unfbruck ?
It is a man undone.
LXXL
T'his moment am I deeply ftung
My bold pretence is try’d
When vain man boafts, Heav’n puts to proof
The vauntings of his pride.
LXXIIL
Now need I, Madam! your fupport.—
How exqnuifite the fimart!
How critically tim’d the news *
Which ftrikes me to the heart !

LXXIIL
The pangs of which I fpoke I feel:
If worth like thine is born,
O long belov'd! I blefs the blow,
And triumph whilft I mourn,

LXXIV.
Nor mourn [ long; by grief fubdu’d
Be reafon’s empire (hown;
Deep anguith comes by Heav’n’s decree,
Continues by our own;

LXXV.
And when continu’d paft its point,
Indulg'd in length of time,
Grief is difgrace, and what was fate
Corrupts into a crime,

* The death of Mr, Richardfon,
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LXXVI.
And fhall I, eriminally mean,
Myfelf and fubjeét wrong ?
Noj my example f(hall fupport
The fubjeét of my fong.

LXXVIH,
Madam! I grant your lofs is great,
Nor little is your gain:
Let that ke weigh'd; when weigh'd aright,
Tt richly pays your pain.

LXXVIIL

When Heav’'n would kindly fet us free,
And earth’s enchantment end,
It takes the moft effeCtual meaps,
And robs us of a friend.

LXXIX,

But fuch a friend '—and figh no more!
'Tis prudent, but fevere :

Heav’n aid my weaknefs, and I drop
All forrow—with this tear.

LXXX,
Perhaps your fettled grief to footh
1 (hould not vainly flrive,
But with foft balm your pain affwage,
Had he been ftill alive;

LXXXI
Whofe frequent aid brought kind relief
h my diftrefs of thought,

K ij
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Ting'd with his beams my cloudy page,
And beautify'd a fault.

LXXXIL
To touch our paffions” fecret {prings
Was his peculiar care;
And deep his happy genius.div'd
In bofoms of the fair.

LXXXIIL
Nature, which favours to the few
All art beyond imparts,
"T'o him prefented, at his birth,
The key of human hearts.

LXXXIV.
But nct to me by him bequeath’d
His gentle fmooth addrefs;
His tender hand to touch the wound
In throbbings of diftrefs.

LXXXV.
Howe'er, proceed 1 muft, unblefs’d
With Efculapian art :
Know, Love fometimes, miftaken Love!
Plays Difaffection’s part,

LXXXVIL
Nor lands, nor feas, nor funs, nor {tars,
Can foul from foul divide;
They correfpond from diftant worlds,
Tho' tranfports are deny’d.
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LXXXVII.
Are you not, then, unkindly kind }
Is not your love fevere !
O'! ftop that cryftal fource of woe,
Nor wound him with a tear.
LXXXVIIIL.
As thofe above from human blifs
Receive increafe of joy,
May not a {troke from human woe,
In part, their peace deltroy ?
LXXXIX.
He lives in thofe he left; to what !
Your, now, paternal care:
Clear from its cloud your brighten’d eye,
It will difeern him there;
XC.
In features, not of form alone,
But thofe, I truft, of mind,
Aufpicious to the public weal,
And to their fate refign’d.
XCL
Think on the tempefts he fuftain’d,
Revolve his battles won,
And let thofe prophefy your joy
From fuch a father's fon.
XCII,
Is confolation what you feek ?
Fan, then, his martial fire;
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And animate to flame the fparks
Bequeath’d him by his fire.
XCIII
As nothing great is born in hafte,
Wife Nature's time allow;
His father’s laurels may defcend,
And flourith en his brow.
XCIV.
Nor, Madam ! be furpris’d to hear,
‘That laurels may be due
Not more to heroes of the field
(Proud boafters ) than to you.
XCV.
Tender as is the female frame,
Like that brave man you mourn,
You are a foldier, and to fight
Superior battles born.
XCVIL.
Beneath a banner nobler far
Than ever was unfurl’d
In fields of blood ; a banner bright!
High-wav'd o’er all the world ;
XCVIL
It, like a (treaming meteor, cafls
An univerfal light;

Sheds day, fheds more, eternal day,
On nations whelm’d in night.
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XCVIIIL
Beneath that banner, what exploit
Can mount our glory high’r,
Than to fuftain the dreadful blow,
When thefe we love expire?
XCIX.
Go forth a moral Amazon,
Arm’d with undaunted thought ;
The battle won, tho’ cofting dear,
You'll think it cheaply bought.
C.
The paffive hero, who fits down
Unadlive, and can {mile
Beneath Affliction’s galling load, -
Qut-ats a Czfar’s toil.
CI.
The billows ftain’d by flaughter'd foes,
Inferior praife afford;
Reafon’s a bloodlefs conqueror,
More glorious than the fword.
CIl.
Nor can the thunder of huzzas
From fhouting nations, caufe
Such fweet delight, as from your heart
Soft whifpers of applaufe.
CIIL
The dear deceas’d fo fam’d in arms,
With what delight he’ll view

3 unesp 6
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His triumphs on the main outdone,
Thus cenquer’d, twice, by yon!
CIv,
Share his delight ; take heed to fhun
Of bofoms moft difeas’d
‘That odd diftemper, an abfurd
Reludtance to be pleas’d.
CV.
Some feem in love with Sorrow’s charms,
And that foul fiend embrace :
This temper let me juftly brand,
And ftamp it with difgrace.
CVI:
Sorrow ! of horrid parentage!
Thou fecond-born of hell!
Againft Heav'n's endlefs mercies pour'd
How dar’(t thou to rebel?
CVIL
From black and noxious vapours bred,
And nurs'd by want of thought,
And to the door of Frenzy’s felf
By Perfeverance brought.
CVIII.
Thy moft inglorious, coward tears,
From brutal eyes have ran;
Smiles, incommunicable fmiles!
Are radiant marks of man;




Part 1. RESIGNATION.

CIX,
They caft a fudden glory round
Th’ illumin’d human face ;
And light, in fons of honeit Joy,
Some beams of Mofes® face:

CX.
Is Refignation’s leflon hard ?
Examine, we fhall find
That duty gives up little more
‘Than anguith of the mind.

CXL
Refign; and all the load of life
That moment you remove
Its heavy tax, ten thoufand cares ..
Devolve on One above;

CXIL

Who bids us lay our burden down
On his Almighty hands;
Softens our duty to reliefy
To blefling a command.

CXIIL
For joy what caufe! how ev'ryfenfe
Is courted from above
The year around, with prefents rich,
The growth of endlefs love!

CX1V.
But moft o’erlook the bleflings pour’d,
Forget the wonders done,
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And terminate, wrapt up in fenfe, 455
"Their profpeét at the fun:
CXV.
From that, their final point of vicw,
¥rom that their radiant goal,
On travel infinite of thought,
Sets out the nobler foul.
CXVL
Broke loofe frome Time's tenacious tics,
And Earth’s involving gloom, ¥
To range at large its vaft domain,
And talk with worlds to come :
CXVIIL
They let unmark’d, and énemploy’d,
Life’s idle moments run;
And doing nothing for'themfelves,
Imagine nothing done.
CXVIIL
Fatal miftake! their fate goes on,
Their dread account proceeds;
And their not-doing is fet down
Amongft their darkelt deeds.
CXIX.
Tho® man fits {till,; and takes his eafe,
God is at work on man;
. No means, no moments unemploy’d,
To blefs him, if he can. 1
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CXX.
But man confents not, boldly bent
To fathion his own fate;
Man, a mere bunglerin the trade,
Repents his crime too late.
CXXI.
Hence lotd laments. Let'me thy caufe,
Indulgent Father! plead;
Of all the wretches 'we deplore,
Not one by thee was made.
CXXII.
What is thy whole creation fair?
Of love divine the child :
Love brought it forth, and; from its birth;
Has o'er it fondly fmil'd.
CXXIIIL
Now, and thro’ periods diftant far,
Long ere the world began,
Heav'n is, and has in travail been,
Its birth the good of man.
CXXIV.
Man holds in conftant fervice bound
The bluft’ring winds and feas;
Nor funs difdain to travel hard,
Their mafter, man, to pleafe.
CXXV.
To final good the worlt events
= Thro’ fecret channels run;

3 unesp” 6
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Finifh for man their deftin’d courfe,

As 'twas for man begun. 500
CXXVL

One point (obferv’d, perhaps, by few)

Has often fmote, and {mites

My mind, as demonftration (trong

That Heav'n in man delights,
CXXVIL

What's known to man of things unfeen,

Of future worlds or fates ?

So much, nor more, than what to man’s
Sublime affairs relates.
CXXVIIL
What's revelation then? a lift,
An inventory jult,
Of that poor infect’s goods fo late

Call'd out of night and duft.
CXXIX.
What various motives to rejoice!
T'o render joy fincere,
Has this no weight ! Our joy is felt
Beyond this narrow fphere.
CXXX.
Would we in heav’n new heav’n create,
And double its delight ?
A fmiling world, when Heav'n looks down,
How pleafing in its fight!
2
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CXXXIL
Angels ftoop forward from their thrones
T'o hear its joyful lays;
As incenfe fweet enjoy, and join
Its aromatic praife.

CXXXIL
Have we no canfe to fear the ftroke
Of Heav'n’s avenging rod,
When we préfume to counteradt
A fympathetic God ?

CXXXIII.
If we refign, our patience makes
His rod an harmlefs wand ;
If not, it darts a ferpeat’s {ling,
Like that in Mofes' hand

CXXXIV.
Like that it fwallows up whate’er
Earth’s vain magicians bring,
Whofe baffled arts would boaft below
Of joys a rival {pring,.

CXXXV.
Confummate Love! the lilt how large
Of bleflings from thy hand ?
To banith forrow, and be blefs’d,
Is thy fupreme command.

CXXXVI.
Arc fuch commands but ill obey’d ?

Of blifs Mhall we complain?
Volame IV,
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The man who dares to be a wretch
Deferves ftill greater pain.

CXXXVIIL
Joy is our duty, glory, health;
‘The funfhine of the foul;
Our beft encomium on the Pow’r
Who fweetly plans the whole.

CXXXVIIIL
Joy is our Eden ftill poflefs’d :
Be gone, ignoble Grief!
*Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts,
Their nature our relief :

CXXXIX. *
Relief, for man to that muft ftoop,
And his due diftance know;
Tranfport’s the language of the {kies,
Content the ftyle below.

CXL.
Content is joy; and joy in pain
Is joy and virtue too;
Thus, whilft good prefent we poflefz,
More precious we purfue.
CXLI.

Of joy the more we have in hand,

The more have we to come;
Joy, likc cur money, int’reft bears,
Which daily fwells the fum.

Part 1,
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CXLIL
But how to fmile, to ftem the tide
Of nature in our veins;
Is it not hard to weep in joy?
What then to {mile in pains”
CXLIIL
Victorious joy ! which breaks the clonds,
And (truggles thro’ a {torm,
Proclaims the mind as great as good,
And bids it doubly charm.
CXLIV.
If doubly charming in our fex,
A fex by nature bold
What then in your’s ! ’tis di’'mond thére,
Triumphant o’er our gold.
CXLV.
And (hould not this complaint reprefs
And check the rifing figh ?
Yet farther opiate to your pain
1 labour to fupply.
CXLVI.
Since fpirits greatly damp’d diftort
Tdeas of delight,
Look thro' the medium of a friend,
To fet your notions right.
CXLVIIL
As tears the fight, grief dims the foul;
Its object dark appears ;
Lij
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T'rue friendfhip, like a rifing fun,

Tlie foul’s horizon clears.
CXLVIIL

A friend’s an optic to the mind

With forrow clouded o’er;

And gives it ftrength of fight to fee

Redrefs unfeen before.

2 CXLIX.

Reafon is fomewhat rough in man;

Extremely fmooth and fairy

When fhe, to grace her manly ftrength,

Aflumes a female air.

CL.
A friend yowhave *; and I the fame,
Whofe prudent, foft addrefs,
Will bring to life thofe healing thoughts,

Which dy’d in your diftrefs.
CLIL

That friend the fpirit of my theme
Extracting for your eafe,
Will leave to me the dreg, in thonghts
Too common, fuch as thefe:

CLIL
Let thofe lament, to whem full bowls
Of fparkling joys are giv'n;
"That triple bane incbriates life,
Imbitters death, and hazards heav'n.

* Mrs, M—
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CLIIIL
Woe to the foul at perfeét cafe!
*Tis brewing perfeét pains;
Lull'd Reafon fleeps, the Pulfe is king ;
Defpotic Body reigns.
CLIV.
Have you ne'er pity’d Joy's gay feenes,
And deem’d their glory dark ?
Alas, poor Envy | fhe’s ftone-blind,
And quite miftakes her mark :
CLV.
Her matk lies hid in Sorrow’s fhades,
But forrow well fubdu’d;
And in proud Fortune’s frown defy'd
By meek, unborrow’d good.
CLVI.
By Refignation; all in that
A double friend may find,
A wing to heav’n, and, while on earth,
The pillow of mankind.
CLVIL
On pillows void of down, for reft
Our reltlefs hopes we place;
When hopes of heav'n lic warm at leaft,
COur hearts repofe in peace.
CLVIIL

That peace, which Refignation yields,

Who feel alone can guefs;
L iij
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*Tis difbeliev’d by murm’ring minds,
They muft conclude it lefs.

CLIX.
The lofs or gain of that alone
Have we to hope or fear;
‘That Fate controls, and can invert
The feafons of the year.

CLX.
0! the dark days, the year around,
Of an impatient mind ;
Thro' clouds, and ftorms, a fummer breaks,
To (hine on the refign’d.

CLXL
While man, by that, of ev'ry grace
And virtue is poflefs'd,
Foul Vice her Pandzmonium builds
In the rebellions breaft.

CLXIL
By Reflignation we defeat
The worft that can annoy,
And fuffer with far more repofe
Than worldlings can enjoy,

CLXIIIL

From fmall experience this I fpeak;
O grant to thofe I love
Experience fuller far, ye Pow'rs
Who form our fates above!
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CLXIV.
My love where due, if not te thofe
Who, leaving grandeur, came
To fhine on age in mean recefs,
And light me to my theme !
CLXV.
A theme themfelves ! a theme how rare!
The charms which they difplay
To triumph over captive heads,
Are fet in bright array.
CLXVI.
With his own arms proud man’s o’ercome,
His boafted laurels die;
Learning and Genius, wifer grown,
To female bofoms fly.
CLXVIL

This revolution, fix’d by Fate,

In fable was foretold ;
The dark prediction puzzled wits,
Nor could the learn’d unfold.
CLXVIIL
But as thofe ladies’ * works T read,
They darted fuch a ray,
The latent fenfe burft out at once,
And fhone in open day.
CLXIX.
So burft full ripe diftended fruits,
When ftrongly ftrikes the fun;

* Mrs, M=——, Mrs, C—==,
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And from the purple grape unprefs'd,
Spontaneous nedtars run,
CLXX.
Pallas, ('tis faid) when Jove grew dull,
Forfook his drowfy brain,
And fprightly leap’d into the throne
Of Wifdom's brighter reign;
CLXXI.
Her helmet took ; that is, fhot rays
Of formidable wit;
And lance,—or genius moft acute,
Which lines immortal writ;
CLXXIL
And Gorgon fhield,—or, pow’r to fright
Man'’s folly dreadful fhone;
And many a blockhead (eafy change!)
Turn’d inftantly to ftone.
CLXXIIIL

Our authors male, as then did Jove,
Now feratch a damag’d head,
And call for what once quarter’d there,
But find the goddefs fled.

CLXXIV.
The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit !
That once forbidden tree,

Hedg’d in by furly man, is now
To Britain’s daughters free.
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CLXXV.
In Eve (we know) of fruit fo fair
The noble thirft began ;
And they, like her, have caus'd’a fall;
A fall of fame in man.

CLXXVI
And fince of genins in our fexg:
O Addifon! with thee
The fun is fet, how I rejoice
‘This fifter lamp to fee!

CLXXVIIL.

it fheds, like Cynthta, filverbeams
On man's noéturnal {tate:
His leffen’d light, and languid pow’rs,
1 how, whillt I relate. 1

PART IL

I.

Bur what in cither fex, beyond

All parts, our glory crowns?

¢ In ruffling feafons to be calm,

¢ And fmile while Fortune frowns.”
IL

Heav’n’s choice is fafer than our own;

Of ages palt inquire,

‘What the molt formidable fate 2

€< T'o have our own defire.”
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III.
If, in your wrath, the worft of foes
You with extremely ill;
Expofe him to the thunder’s ftroke,
Or that of his own will.

V.
What numbers rufhing down the fteer
Of inclination ftrong,
Have perifh’d in their ardent with!
Wilh ardent, ever wrong!
1'We
"Tis Refignation’s full reverfe,
Moft wrong, as it implies
Error moft fatal in our choice,
Detachment from the fkies.

VL
By clofing with the fkies, we make

Omnipotence our own;
That done, how formidable Ill’s
Whole army is o’erthrown!

VIIL
No longer impotent and frail,
Ourfelves above we rife;
We fcarce believe ourfelves below ;
We trefpafs on the fkies.

VIIL
The Lord, and Soul, and Source of all,
Whil(t man enjoys his eafe,
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Is executing human will
In earth, and air, and feas.

IX,
Beyond us what can angels boaft?
Archangels what require ?
Whate'er below, above, is done,
Is done as—we defire.

X.
What glory this for man fo mean,
Whofe life is but a fpan?
This is meridian maje(ty!
This the fublime of man!

XL
Beyond the boaft of Pagan fong
My facred fubjeét fhines,
And for a foil the luftre takes
Of Rome’s exalted lines.

XII.
¢ All that the fun furveys fubdu'd,

¢ But Cato’s mighty mind”,
How grand ! molt true; yet far beneath
The foul of the refign’d.

XIIT.
To more than kingdoms, more than worlds,
To paffion that gives law;
Its matchlefs empire could have kept

Great Cato's pride in awe.
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XIV.
That fatal pride, whofe cruel point
Transfix’d his noble breall;
Tar nobler! if his fate fuftain’d
Had left to Heaven the reft:

' XV.

Then he the palm had borne away,
At diftance Czfar thrown;
Put him off cheaply with the world,
And made the fkies his own.

XVIL
What cannot Refignation do?

It wonders can perform :
That pow’rful charm, ¢ Thy will be done,
Can lay the loudeft {torm.
XVIL
Come, Rcﬁgnation! then, from ficlds,

‘Where, mounted on the wing,
A wing of flame, blefs’d martyrs’ fouls
Afcended to their-King.

XVIII.
Who is it calls thee ? One whofe need
‘Tranfcends the common fize ;
Who ftands in front againft a foe
To which none equal rife:

XX.
In front he ftands, the brink he treads
Of an eternal ftate;
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How dreadful his appointed poft!
How ftrongly arm’d by Fate!

XX,
His threat’ning foc! what thadows deep
O’erwhelm his gloomy brow!
His dart tremend’ous !—=at fourfcore
My fole afylum thou.

XXI.
Hafte then, O Refignation! hafte,
*Tis thine to reconcile
My foe and me; at thy.approach,
My foe begins to fmile.

XXl
O for that fummit of my wilh,
Whilft here | draw my breath,
That promife of eternal life,

A glorious fimile in death!
XXIIL

What fight, heav'n’s azure arch beneath,
Hath molft of heav’n to boaft!
The man relign'd, at once ferene,
And giving up the gholl.
XXIV.

At Death’s arrival they fhall fmile
Who, not in life o’er-gay,
Serious and frequent thought fend out
‘To meet him in his way.

Uglume IV, M
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XXV.
My gay Coevals! (fuch there are)
If happinefs is dear,
Approaching Death’s alarming day
Difcreetly let us fear.
XXVI.
The fear of death is traly wife,
‘Till wifdom can rife high’rs
And, arm’d with pious fortitude,
Death, dreaded once, defire.
XXVIIL.
Grand climacteric vanities
The vaineft will defpife;
Shock’d when, beneath the fnow of age,
Man immaturely dies.
XXVIIL
But am not I myfelf the man?
No need abroad to roam
In queft of faults to be chaftis'd;
‘What caufe to bluth at home!
XXIX.
In life’s decline, when men relapfe
Into the fports of youth,
The fecond child outfools the firft,
And tempts the lath of Truth.
XXX.

Shall a mere truant from the grave

With rival boys engage ?
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His trembling voice attempt to fing,
And ape the poct’s rage?
XXXI.

Here, Madam! let me vifit one,
My fault who partly fhares,
And tell myfelf, by telling him,
What more becomes our years.

XXXIL
And if your breaft with prudent zeal
For Refignation glows,
You will not difapprove a juft
Refentment at its foes.

XXXIIT.
In youth, V—taire! our foibles plead
For fome indulgence due; 130
When heads are white, their thoughts and aims

Should change their colour too.
XXXIV,
How are you cheated by your wit !
Old age is bound to pay,
By Nature’s law, a mind difcreet,
Tor joys it takes‘away.
XXXV.
A mighty change is wrought by years,
Reverfing human lot;
In age *tis honour to lie hid,
"Tis praife to be forgot.
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XXXVL
The wife, as flow’rs, which fpread at noon,
And all their charms expofe,
When ev’'ning damps and fhades defcend,
Their evolutions clofe.

XXXVIL
What tho' your Mufe has nobly foar’d,
Ts that our true fublime?
Ours, hoary Friend! is'to prefer
Eternity to time.

XXXVIIL
Why clofe a life fo juftly fam'd
With fuch bold trafh as this*?
This for renown? yes, fuch as makes
Obfcurity a blifs.

XXXIX.
Your trafh, with mine at open war,
Is obftinately bent 1,
Like wits below, to fow your tares
Of gloom and difcontent.

XL
With fo much funfhine at command,
Why light with darknefs mix?
‘Why dalh with pain our pleafure? why
Your Helicon with Styx?
XL
Your works in our divided minds
Repugnant paffions raife,
* Candid, t Second Part,
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Confound us with a double ftroke ;
We thudder, whilft we praife:
XLIL
A curious web, as finely wrought
As genius can infpire,
From a black bag of poifon fpun,
With horror we admire.
XLIITL.
Mean as it is, if this is read
With a difdainful air,
I can’t forgive fo great a foe
To my dear friend V—taire.
XLIV.
Early 1 knew him, early prais'd,
And long to praife him late 3
His genius greatly I admire,
Nor would deplore his fate :
XLV.
A fate how much to be deplor’d,
At which our nature ftarts !
Forbear to fall on your own fword,
‘To perifh by your parts.
XLVI
¢ But great your name’’—To feed on air
Were then immortals born ?

Nothing is great, of which more great,
More glorious is the feorn.

M iij
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XLVIL
Can fame your carcafe from the worm,
Which gnaws us in the grave,
Or foul from that which never dies,
Applauding Europe, fave !
XLVIIL
But fame you lofe; good fenfe alone
Your idol, praife can claim ;
When wild wit murders happinefs,
It puts to death our fame.
XLIX.
Ner hoall your genins; talents bright
Ev'n dunces will defpife,
If in your weltern beams is mifs'd
A genius for the fkies.
L.
Your tafle, toa, fails : what moft excels,
I'rue tafte muft relith molt ;
And what, to rival palms above,
Can proude(t layrels boaft?
LI
Sound heads falvation’s helmet * feek ;
Refplendent are its rays :
Let that fuffice ; it needs no plume
Of fublunary praife.
LIL
May this enable couch’d V—taire
To fee that—All is right 4,

# Eph. vi.I7.
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His eye, by flath of wit ftrucks blind,
Reftoring to its fight:
LIl
If fo, all's well : who much have err'd,
‘Fhat much have been forgiv’n;
1 fpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear,
¢ V.—taires are, now, in heav'n.”
L1V.
Nay, fuch philanthropy divine,

So boundlefs in degree,

Its marvellous of love extends
(Stoop moft profound!) to me.

LV.
Let others cruel {tars arraign,
Or dwell on their diftrefs;
But let my page, for mercies pour'd,
A grateful heart exprefs.

LVIL
Walking, the prefent God was feen,
Of old, in Eden fair:
The God as prefent, by plain {teps
Of providential care,

LVIL
1 behold pafling through my life;
His awful voice 1 hear;
And, confcious of my nakednefs,
Would hide myff for fear:

unesp® © 7
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LVIIL
But where the trees, or where the clouds,
Can cover from his fight ?
Naked the centre to that eye,
To which the fun is night.

LIX.
As yonder glitt’ring lamps on high
Thro’ night illumin’d roll;
May thoughts of him by whom they fhine
Chafe darknefs from my foul!

LX.

My foul, which reads his hand as clear
In my minute affairs,
As in his ample manufeript
Of fun, and moon, and ftars;

LXI.
And knows him not more bent aright
To wield that vaft machine,
Than to correét one erring thought
In my fmall world within;

LXII.
A world that fhall furvive the fall
Of all his wonders here;
Survive, when funs ten thoufand drop,
And leave a darken’d {phere.

LXIII
Yon® matter grofs, how bright it (hines!
For time how great his care!
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Sure {pirit and eternity
Far richer glories fhare.

LXIV.
Let thofe our hearts imprefs; on thofe
Our contemplation dwell ;..
On thofe my thoughts how juftly thrown,
By what I now fhallitell 2

LXV.

When backward with attentive mind
Life's labyrinth I trace,
I find him far myfelf beyend
Propitious to my peace:

LXVIL
Thro all the crooked paths | trode,
My folly he purfu'd ; !
My heart aftray, to quitk return
Importunately woo'd.

LXVIL
Due Refignation home'to prefs
On my capricious will,
How many refcues did [ meet
Beneath the malk of ill!

LXVIIL
How many foes in ambuth laid
Beneath my foul’s defire !
"T'he deepell penitents are made
By what we moft admire,
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LXIX.
Have T not fometimes, (real good
So little mortals know!)
Mounting the fummit of my wifh,
Profoundly plung’d in woe ?
LXX.
I rarely plann’d, but caufe I found
My plan’s defeat to blefss
Oft’ I lamented an event,
It turn'd to my fuccefs.
LXXI.
By fharpen’d appetite to give
To good intenfe delight,
Thro® dark and deep perplexities
He led me to the right.
LXXIIL

And is not this the gloomy path

Which you are treading now?

The path moft gloomy leads to light,

When our proud pafflions bow.
LXXIIL

When lab'ring under fancy’d ill,
My fpirits to fuftain,
He kindly cur'd with fov'reign draughts
Of unimagin'd pain.

LXXIV.
Pain’d Senfe from Fancy’s tyranny
Alone can fet us free:
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A thoufand miferies we feel,
Till funk in mifery.
LXXYV.

Cloy’d with a glut of all we with,
Our wifth we relifh lefs:
Succefs, a fort of fuicide,
Is ruin’d by fuccefs.

LXXVI.
Sometimes he led me near to death,
And, pointing to the grave,
Bid Terror whifper kind advice,
And taught the tomb to fave.

LXXVIL
To raife my thoughts beyond where worlds,
As {pangles, o’er us (hine,
One day he gave, and bid the next

My foul's delight refign.

LXXVIIL
We to ourfelves, but thro’ the means
Of mirrors, are unknown ;

In this my fate can you defery

No features of your own ?
LXXIX,

And if you can, let that excufe

Thefe felf-recording lines;

A record modefty forbids,

Or to {mall bound confines.




144 RESIGNATION,
LAXX.

In grief why deep inguif’d ? you {ze
You fuffer nothing rare;
Uncommon grief for common fate;
That Wifdom cannot bear.

LXXXIL.
When ftreams flow backward to their fource,
And humbled flames defcend,
And mountains wing'd fhall fly aloft,
Then human forrows end :

LXXXII.
But human prudence, too, mufl ccafe
When forrows domineer,
When fortitude has loft its fire,
And freezes into fear,

LXXXIII,
The pang moft poignant of my life
Now heightens my delight ;
I fee a fair creation rife
From Chaos and old Night.

LXXXIV.
From what feem’d horror and defpair,
The richeft harveft rofe,
And pave me, in the nod divine,
An abfolute repofe.

LXXXV.
Of all the blunders of mankind,
More grofs, or frequent, none,

2
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Than in their gricf and joy mifplac’d
Eternally are fhown.

LXXXVL
But whither points all this parade?
It fays, that near you lies
A book, perhaps, yet unperus’d,
Which you fhould greatly prize.

LXXXVIL
Of felf-perufal, fcience rare!
Few know the mighty gain;
Learn'd prelates, felf-unread, may read
Their Bibles o’er in vain.

LXXXVIIL
Self-knowledge, which from Heav'n itfelf
(So fages tell us) came,
What is it, but a daughter fair

Of my maternal theme ?
LXXXIX.
Taletter’d and untravell’d men

An oracle might find,
Would they confult their own contents,
The Delphos of the mind.
XC.

Fnter your bofom; there you'll find
A gpevelation new,
A revelaticn perfonal,
Which none can read but you.

Velame I,
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XCI,
There will you clearly read reveal’d
In your enlighten’d thnught,-
By mercies manifold, thro' life,
T'o frefh remembrance brought,
XCIIL
A mighty Being! and in him
A complicated friend,
A father, brother, fpoufe ; no dread
Of death, divorce, or end.
XCIIL
Who fuch a matchlefs friend embrace,
And lodge him in their heart,
Full well, from agonies exempt,
With other friends may part.
XCIV.
As when o’erloaded branches bear
Large clufters big with wine,
We fearce regret one falling leaf
Trom the luxuriant vine.
XCV.
My fhort advice to you may found
Obfcure, or fomewhat odd,

Tho’ 'tis the befl that man can give,
¢ Xyv'n be content with God.”

; XCVL
Thro’ love he gave you the deceas’d 3
Thro’ greater took him hence s

Part IL
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"This Reafon fully could evince,
Tho' murmur’d at by Senfe.

XCVIIL
'This friend, far paft the kindeft kind,
Is paft the greate(t great ;
His greatnefs let me touch in points
Not foreign to your ftate,

XCVIIL.
His eye, this inftant, reads your heart,
A truth lefs obvious hear,
‘This inftant its molt fecret thoughts
Are founding in his car.

XCIX.
Difpute you this ? O ftand in awe,
And ceafe your forrow; know,
"That tear now trickling down he faw
Ten thoufand years ago ;

C

And twice ten thoufand hence, if you

Your temper reconcile
'To Reafon’s bound, will he behold
Your prudence with a fmile ;
CL
A fmile which thro® eternity
Diffufes fo bright rays,
The dimmeft deifies ev'n guilt,
If guilt at laft obeys.
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CII.
Your guilt (for guilt it is to monrn, 408
When fuch a Sov’reign reigns)
Your guilt diminifh, peace purfue;
How glorieus peace in pains !

CIIL
Here, then, your forrows ceafe ; if not,
‘Think how unhappy they
Who guilt increafe by ftreaming tears,
Which fhould guilt walh away.

CIV. .
Of tears that gufh profufe reftrain ;
Whence burft the difmal fighs ?
They from the throbbing breaft of one
(Strange truth !) moft happy rife.

Cv.

Not angels (hear it, and exult!)
Enjoy alarger fhare
Than is indulg’d to you, and yours,
Of God’s impartial care.

CVEL

Anxious for each, as if on cach
His care for all was thrown;
For all his care as abfolute
As all had been but one.
CVIL
And is he then fo ncar? fo kind
How little then, and great,
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e

That riddle, Man ! Olet me gaze
At wonders in his fate!

CVIII.
His fate, who yefterday did crawl
A worm from darknefs deep,
And fhall, with brother worms, bencath
A turf, to-morrow fleep.

CIX,
Tow mean ! and vet if well obey’d
His mighty Mafter’s call,
The whole creation for mean man
Is deem’d a boon too fmali :

CX.
‘Too fmall the whole creation deem’d
For emmets in the duft!
Account amazing ! yet moft true;
My fong is bold, yet jufl.

CXI.
Man born for infinite, in whom
No period can deftroy
The pow’r in exquifite extremes
To fuffer, or enjoy.
CXIL

Give him carth’s empire (if no more)
He's beggar'd, and undone!

Imprifon’d in unbounded fpace !
Benighted by the fun!
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CXIII.
For what’s the fun’s meridian blaze
'I'o the moft fecble ray
‘Which glimmers from the diftant dawn
Of uncreated day ?

CXIV.
"Tis not the poct’s rapture feign'd
Swells here, the vain to pleafe ;
‘The mind moft fober kindles moft
At truths fublime as thefe.

CXV.
They warm ev’n me.—I dare not fay’
Divine ambition ftrove
Not to blefs only, but confound,
Nay fright us, with its love;

CXVI.
And yet fo frightful what, or kind,
As that the rending rock,
'The darken’d fun, and rifing dead,
So formidably fpoke ?

CXVIIL

And are we darker than that fug?
"I'han rocks more hard, and blind ?
We are ;—if not to fuch a God

In agonies refign’d.

CXVIIL
Yea, even in agonies forbear
"To doubt aljnighty Love
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Whate'er endears eternity,
Is mercy from above.
CXIX.
What moft embitters time, that moft

Eternity endears;
And thus, by plunging in dxf!rcfa,
Exalts us to the fpheres;
CXX.
Joy's fountain-head ! where blifs o'er blifs,

©'’er wonders wonders rife,
And an Omnipotence prepares
Its banquet for the wife;

CXXL
Ambrolial banquet! rich in wines
Nectareous to the foul!
What tranfports fparkle from the ftrean,
As angels fill the bowl!

CXXIL
Tountain profufe of ev'ry blifs!
Good-wilkimmenfe prevails :
Man'’s line can’t fathom its profound ;
An angel's plummet fails.

CXXIIL
Thy love and might, by what they know
Who judge, nor dream of more;
They atk a drop, how deep the fea?
Qne {and, how wide the fhore?

.
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CXXIV.
Of thy exuberant good-will,
Offended Deity !
The thoufandth part who comprehends,
A deity is he.
CXXV.
How yonder ample azure ficld
With radiant worlds is fown!
How tubes afltonifh us with thofe
More deep in ether thrown!
CXXVI.
And thofe beyond of brighter worlds
Why not a million more?
In licu of anfwer, let us all
Fall proftrate and adore.
CXXVIIL

Since thou art infinite in pow’r,
Nor thy indulgence lefs3
Since man, quite impotent, and blind,
Oft’ drops into diftrefs;
CXXVIIT,
Say, what is Refignation ? "Tis
Man’s weaknefs underftood ;

And Wifdom grafping, with an hand
Far (tronger, every good.
CXXIX,
Let rafh repiners {tand appall’d,
In thee who dare not truft;
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Whofe abject fouls, like demons dark,
Are murm’ring in the duft.
CXXX.
For man to murmur or repine
At what by thee is done,
No lefs abfurd than to complain
Of darknefs in the fun.
CXXXI.

Who would not, with an heart at eafe,

Bright eye, unclouded brow,

Wifdom and Goodnefs at the helm,

The rougheft ocean plongh?
CXXXII.

What tho’ I'm fwallow’d in the decp?

Tho’ mountains o’er me roar?

Jehovah reigns! as Jonah fafe
I'm landed, and adore.
CXXXII.
Thy will is welcome, let it wear
Its mofk tremendous form :
Ro1r,Waves! rage,Winds! I know that thou
Canlt fave me by a ftorm.
CXXXIV,
From thee immortal {pirits born,
To thee their fountain flow,
Tf wil®, as curl’d around to theirs
Meandring ftreams below.
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CXXXV.

Not lefs compell’d by Reafon’s call,
To thee our fouls afpire,
Than to thy fkies, by Nature's law,
High mounts material fire :

CXXXVI,
To thee afpiring they exult;
1 feel my fpirits rife,
I feel myfelf thy fon, and pant
For patrimonial fkies.

CXXXVIIL
Since ardent thir(t of future good,
And gen’rous fenfe of palt,
To thee man’s prudence flrongly ties,
And binds affection faft.

CXXXVIIL
Since great thy love, and great our want,

And men the wife(t blind,
And blifs our aim, pronounce us all
Diftrated or refign’d :

CXXXIX.
Refign’d thro’ duty, int’reft, fhame;
Deep fhame! dare I complain,
‘When (wondrous truth!) in heav’n itfelf
Joy ow’d its birth to pain?

CXL.

And pain for me! for me was drain’d
Gall’s overflowing bowl ;
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And fhall one drop, to murmur bold
Provoke my guilty foul?

CXLI,
If pardon’d this, what caufe, what crime
Can indignation raife ?
The fun was lighted up to thine,
And man was born to praife:

CXLIL
And when to praife thee man fhall ceafe,
Or fun to f(trike the view;
A cloud difhonours both, but man’s
The blacker of the two.

CXLIIL
For, oh! ingratitude how black!
With moft profound amaze
At love, which man belov’d o’erlooks,
Afltonifh’d angels gaze.

CXLIV.
Praife cheers, and warms, like gen'rous wine;
Praife, more divine than pray’r :
Pray’r points our ready path to heav'n;
Praife is already there.

CXLV:
Let plaufive Refignation rife,
And banifh all complaint;

All virtues thronging into onc,
1t finithes the faint;
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CXLVI.
Makes the man blefs’d as man can be,
Life’s labours renders light;
Darts beams thro' Fate’s incumbent gloom,
And lights our fun by night.

CXLVII,
"Tis Nature’s brighteft ornament,
The riche(t gift of Grace,
Rival of angels, and fupreme
Proprietor of peace :

CXLVIII.

Nay, peace beyond, no fimall degree
Of rapture "twill impart; 590
Know, Madam! ** when your heart’s in heav'n,
¢ All heav'n is in your heart.”

CXLIX,
But who to heav'n their hearts can raife?
Deny’d divine fupport,
All virtue dies ; {fupport divine
The wife with ardour court :

CL.

When pray'r partakes the feraph’s fire,
*I'is mounted on his wing,

Burfts thro' heav’n’s cryftal gates, and gains
Sure audience of its King.
CLI.
The lab'ring foul from fore diftrefs
That blefs’d expedicnt frees;
4
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1 fee you far advanc'd in peace;
I fee you on your knees.

CLII.
How on that pofture has the beam
Divine for ever (hont?
An humble heart, God’s other feat*!
The rival of his throne.

CLIIL.
And ftoops Omnipotence fo low ?
And condefcends to dwell
Eternity's inhabitant,
Well-pleas’d, in fuch a cell?

CLIV.
Such honour how fhall we repay ?
How treat our gueft divine }—
The facrifice fupreme be flain!
Let felf-will die : Refign.

CLV.
Thus far, at large, on our difcafe;
Now, let the caufe be (hown,
‘Whence rifes, and will ever rife,
The difmal human groan.

CLVI.
‘What our fole fountain of diftrefs?
Strong paflion for this fcene;
That trifies makes important, things

Of mighty moment mean.

* [[aiah lvii. 15,
Volume IV,

2}
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CLVIIL
When earth’s dark maxims poifon fhed 625
On our polluted fouls,
Our hearts and int"refts fly as far
Afunder as the poles. "
CLVIIL
Like princes in a cottage nurs’d
Unknown their roya! race,
With abjet aims and fordid joys
Our grandeur we difgrace.
CLIX.,
O for an Archimedes new,
Of moral pow’rs poffefs'd,
The world to move and quite expel
‘That traitor from the breaft!
CLX.
No fmall advantage may Le reap’d
From thought whence we defecend ;

From weighing well, and prizing, weigh'd,

Our origin and end;
CLXIL
From far above the glorious fun
To this dim fcene we came;
And may, if wife, for ever bafk
In great Jehovah’s beam:
CLXII.
et that Lright beam, on reafon rouz'd,
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Earth's giant ills are dwarf’d at once,
And all difguiet dies:
CLXIIL
Earth’s glories, too, their fplendor lofe,
Thefe phantoms charm no more,
Empite’s a feather for a fool,
And Indian mines are poor:
CLXIV.
Then levell’d guite, whilft yet alive,
The monarch and his flave;
Nor wait enlighten'd minds to learn
That leffon from the grave.
CLXV.
A George the Third would then be low
As Lewis in renown,
Could he not boaft of glory more
‘Than fparkles from a crown.
CLXVL
When, human glory rifes high
As human glory can;
When, tho’ the king is truly great,
Still greater is the man:
CLXVIL
The man is dead where virtue fails;
And tho' the monarch proud
In grandeur fhines, his gorgeous robe
Is but a gaudy (hroud. i
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CLXVIIL
Wifdom! where art thou?! Noné on earthi,
Tho' grafping wealth, fame, power,
But what, O Death! thro’ thy approach
Is wifer ev'ry hour.

CLXIX.

Approach how fwift! how unconfin’d!
Worms feaft on viands rare;
Thofe little epicures have kings
To grace their bill of fare.

CLXX.
From kings what refignation due
To that almighty Will,
Which thrones beftows; and, when they fail,
Can throne them higher (till!

CLXXI.
Who truly great? the good and brave,
The mafters of a mind
The will divine to do refolv’d;
To fuffer it refign’d.

CLXXIL
Madam! if that may give it weight,
The trifle you receive
1s dated from a folemn fcene,
The border of the grave;

CLXXIIL
Where ftrongly ftrikes the trembling foul
Eteraity’s dread pow'r,
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As burfting on it through the thin
Partition of an hour.
CLXXIV.
Hear this, V—taire! but this from me
Runs hazatd of your frown :
However, fpare it; ere you die,
Such thoughts will be your own.
CLXXV.
In mercy to yourfelf, forbear
My notions to chalftife,
Left unawares the gay V—taire
Should blame V—taire the wife.

CLXXVIL
Tamke's trumpet rattling in your car,
Now makes us difagree;

When a far louder trumpet founds,
V—taire will clofe with me.
CLXXVIIL
How fhocking is that modelly
‘Which keeps fome honelt men
From urging what their hearts fuggeft,
Wkhen brav'd by Folly’s pen,
CLXXVIIIL
Aflulting traths, of which in all
Is fown the facred feed !
Our conftitution’s orthodox,
And clofes with our creed.
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CLXXIX.
What then are they whofe proud conceits
Superior wifdom boaft?
Wretches, who fight their own belief,
And labour to be loft.
CLXXX.
Tho’ Vice by no fuperior joys
Her heroes keeps in pay;
T'hro’ pure difinterefted love
Of ruin they obey;

CLXXXI.
Strict their devotion to the wrong,
Tho' tempeted by no prize;
Hard their commandments, and their creed
A magazinc of lies

CLXXXIL
From Fancy’s forge : gay Fancy {miles
At Reafon plain and cool ;
Fancy, whofe curious trade it is
To make the fineft fool.

CLXXXIII
V—taire! long life’s the greateft curfe
‘That mortals can receive,
When they imagine the chief end
Of living is to live;

CLXXXIV.
Quite thoughtlefs of their day of death,
"That birth-day of their forrow;
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Knowing it may be diftant far,
Nor crufh them till—to-morrow,
CLXXXV.
Thefe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv’d
Bencath an humble cot}
Not mine your genius, or your flate,
No Caftle * is my lot :
CLXXXVIL.
But foon, quite level fhall we lie;
And what pride moft bemoans,
Our parts, in rank {o diftant now,
As level as our bones.
CLXXXVIL
Hear you that found ? alarming found !
Prepare to meet your fate!
One, who writes finis to our works,
Is knocking at the gate.
CLXXXVIII,
Far other works will foon be weigh'd;
Far other judges fit;
Far other crowns be loft, or won,
Than fire ambitious wit :
CLXXXIX.
Their wit far brighte(t will be prov'd,
Who funk it in good fenfe,
And veneration molt profound
Of dread Omnipotence.

# Letter 1o Lord Lyttleton,
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CXC.

'Tis that alone unlocks the gate
Of blefs’d eternity;
O may'(t thou never, never lofe
That more than golden key *!

CXCI.
Whate'er may feem too rough, excufe;
Your good I have at heart;
Since from my foul I with you well,
As yet we muft not part:

CXCIL
Shall you and I, in love with life,
Life’s future fchemes contrive,
The world in wonder not unjuft,
That we are ftill alive?

CXCIIL
What have we left ? how mean in man
A hadow’s fhade to crave?
When life, fo vain! is vainer ftill,
*Tis time to take our leave.

CXCIV.

Happier, than happielt life his death,
Who, falling in the field
Of confliet with his rebel will,
Writes Vici on his fhield:

CXCV.
So falling man, immortal heir
Of an eternal prize,

* Alleding to Pruffia,

Part I1.
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Undaunted at the gloomy gravs,
Defcends into the fkies.

CXCVI.
0 how diforder’d our machine.
When contradiétions mix!
When Nature {trikes no lefs than twelve,
And Folly points at fix!

CXCVIIL
To mend the movements of your heart,
How great is my delight !
Gently to wind your merals up,
And fet your hand aright!

CXCVIIL.

That hand, which fpread your wifdom wide
To poifon diftant lands:
Repent, recant; the tainted age
Your antidote demands.

CXCIX.
To Satan dreadfully refign’d
Whole herds ruth down the fteep
Of folly, by lewd wits poflefs’d,
And perifh in the deep.

CC.

Men's praife your vanity purfues:
"Tis well, purfue it ftill;
But let it be of men deceas'd,
And you'll refign the will :
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CCI.
And how fuperior they to thofe
At whofe applaufe you aim,
How very far fuperior they
In number and in name!

POSTSCRIPT.
I

Tuvs have 1 written, when to write
No mortal fhould prefume;
Or only write, what none can blame,
Hie jacet—for his tomb.

IL
"The public frowns, and cenfures loud
My puerile employ
Tho' juft the cenfure, if you {mile,
‘The fcandal I enjoy.

I

But fing no more—no more 1 fing,

Or reaffume the lyre,

Unlefs vouchfaf'd an humble part

‘Where Raphael leads the choir.
V.

What myriads fwell the concert lond
Their golden harps refound
High as the footftool of the throne,
And deep as hell profound :

V.
Hell (horrid contraft!) chord and fong
Of raptur’d angels drowns




FOSTSCRIPT,

fn Self-will’s peal of blafphemies,
And hideous burft of groans;

VI.
But drowns them not to me; I hear
Harmonious thunders roll
(In language low of men to fpeak)
From echoing pole to pole!

Vil
WHhilft this grand chorus fhakes the fkies—
¢ Above, beneath the fun,
¢ Thro® boundlefs age, by men, by gods,
¢t Jehovah's will be done.”

VIIL
*T'is done in heav'n; whence headlong hurl'd
Self-will, with Satan, fell;
And muft from earth be banifh’'d too,
Or carth’s another hell.

1Xs
Madam ! felf-will inflicts your painsi
Self-will’s the deadly foe
Which deepens all the difmal fhades,
And points the fhafts of Woe.

X.
Your debt to Nature fully paid,
Now Virtue claims her due;

But Virtue's caufe I need not plead,
'Tis fafey T write to you.
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XI.
You know, that Virtue’s bafis lies
In ever judging right ;
And wiping Error’s clouds away,
Which dim the mental fight.
XII.
Why mourn the dead ? you wrong the grave,
From ftorm that fafe refort;
We are {lill tofling out at fca,
Qur admiral in port.

XIIL
Was death deny'd, this world a fcene
How difmal and forlorn!
‘T'o death 'we owe, that "tis to man
A blefling to be born.

XIV.
When every other blefling fails.
Or fapp'd by flow decay,
Or ftorm'd by fudden blafts of fate,
s fwiftly hurl'd away;
XV.
How happy! that no ftorm, or time,
Of death can rob the juft!
None pluck from their unaching heads
Soft pillows in the doft!
XVL
Well pleas'd to bear Heav'n’s darkeft frown,
Your ntmoft pow’r employ ;




POSTSCRIPT,

*Tis noble chymiftry te turn
Neceflity to joy.

XVIIL
Whate’er the colour of my fate,
My fate fhall be my choice;
Determin’d am I, whilft I breathe,
To praife and to rejoice.

XVIIL
What ample caufe! triumphant hope!
O rich Eternity !
1 flart not at a world in flames,
Charm’d with one glimpfe of thee.

XIX.
And thou ! its great inhabitant!
How glorious dolt thou fhine!
And dart thro’ forrow, danger, death,
A beam of joy divine.

XX,
‘The void of joy (with foeme concern
The truth fevere I tell)
Is an impenitent in guilt,
A fool or infidel.

XXI.
Weigh this, ye pupils of V——taire!
From joylefs murmur free ;
Or, let us know, which charaéter
Shall crown you of the three.

Volume I
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XXI.
Refign, refign : this leffon none
'I'oo deeply can inftill;
A crown has been refign’d by more
‘T'han have refign’d the will;

XXIIL

Tho" will refign’d the meaneft makes
{voperior in renown,
And rvicher in eeleflial eyes,

“i’han he who wears a crown.
XXIV.
ilence in the bofom of cold age

iz kindled a flrange aim
"I'o hine in fong, and bid me Loaft
‘T'he grandeur of my theme:

KXV,
But, oh! how far prefumption falls
Its lofty theme below!
Our thoughts in life's December freeze,
And numbers ceafe to flow.

XXVI
Firft! Greateft! Beft! grant what I wrote
tor others, ne'er may rife
*I'o brand the writer; thou alone
Canft make our wifdom wife.

XXVIIL.
And how unwife, how deep in guilt,
Hew infameus the foult,




POSTSCRIPT.

¢ A teacher thron’d in pomp of words,
¢ In deed beneath the taught !
XXVILIL

Means moft infallible to make
The world an infidel,
And with inftruétions molt divine
To pave a path to hell.

XXIX.
O for a clean and ardent heart!
O for a foul on fire!
‘T'hy praife, begun on earth, to found
Where angels ftring the lyre!

XXX.
¥ow cold is man! to him how hard,
(Hard what moft eafy feems)
“ To fct a juft efteem on that,
¢ Which yet he moft efteems.”

XXXIL
What fhall we fay, when boundlefs blifs
Is offer’d to mankind,
And to that offer when a race
Of rationals is blind ?

XXXIL
Of human nature, ne'er too high

Are our ideas wronght ;
Of human merit, ne'er too low
Deprefs’d the daring thought.
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ON THE
DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE,
AND THE
ACCESSICN OF KING GEORGE.
Iiferibed 18
JOSEFH ADDISON, ESQ,

tary 1o their Excellencies the Lords Fuftices, in the
year 1714,

se-se-Gandia curis. HOR-

Sik !t have long, and with impatience, fought
‘I'o eafe the fulnefs of my grateful thought,
My, fame at once and duty to purfue,

And pleafe the public by refpect to you.

Tho' you, long fince beyond Britannia known, §
Have fpread your country’s glory with your own,
"I'o me you never did more lovely fhine,

"Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine
Quench’d our ambition in great Anna’s fate,
And darken'd all the pomp of human ftate.
"Tho’ you are rich in fame, and fame decay,
‘The' rais’d in life, and greatnefs fade away,
Your luftre brightens ; virtue cuts the gloom
With purert rays, and fparkles near a tomb.
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Know, Sir! the great elteem and honour due
1 chofe, that moment, to profefs to you,
When fadnefs reign’d, when Fortune fo fevere
Had warm'd our bofoms to be molt fincere,
And when no motive could have force to raife
A ferious value, and provoke my praife,
But fuch as rife above, and far tranfcend,
Whatever glories with this world (hall end,
Then fhining forth, when deepeft fhades fhall blot
The fun’s bright orl, and Cato be forgot.
1 {ing !=—=but, ah! my theme I need not tell! 2§
See ev'ry eye with confcious forrow fwell :
Who now to verfe would raife his humble voice,
Can only fhew his duty, not his cloice.
How great the weight of grief our hearts fuftain!
We languifth, and to {peak is to complain. 30
Let us look back, (for who too oft’ can view

That molt illuftrious feene, for ever new!)
See all the fealons (hine on Anna’s thrgfie,
And pay a conftant tribute not their own.

Her fummer heats nor fruits alone beftow,
They reap the havveft, and fubdue the foe;
And when black {torms confefs the diftant fun,
Her winters wear the wreaths her fummers won :
Revolving pleafures in their turn appear,
And triumphs are the produét of the year. 40
To crown the whole, great joys in greater ceafe,
And glorious victory is loft in peace.

P ijj
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‘Whence this profufion on our favour’d ifle!
Did partial Fortune on our virtue fmile?
Or did the fceptre, in great Anna’s hand, 45
Stretch forth this rich indulgence o’er our land?
Ungrateful Britain! quit thy groundlefs claim;
The Queen and thy good fortune are the fame.
Hear, with alarms our trumpets fill the {ky;
*Tis Anna reigns; the Gallic fquadrons fly.
‘We {pread our canvafs to the fouthern fhore;
*Tis Anna reigns ! the South refigns her ftore.
Ier virtue fooths the tumult of the main,
And fwells the field with mountains of the flain;
Argyle and Churchill but the glory fhare, 11
While millions lie fubdu’d by Anna’s pray'r.
How great her zeal ! how fervent her defire!
Yow did her foul in holy warmth expire!
Conftant devotion did her time divide,
Not fet returns of pleafure or of pride;
Not want offreft, or the fun’s parting ray,
But fini(h’d duty, limited the day.
How fweet fucceeding flecp ! what lovely themes
g$mil'd in her thoughts, and foften'd all her dreams !
Her royal couch defcending angels {pread, 63
And join'd their wings, a fhelter o’er her head.
Tho' Europe’s wealth and glory claim’d a part,
Religion’s caufe reign’d miftrefs of her heart;
Bhe faw, and griev'd, to fee the mean eftate
Of thofe who reund the hallow'd altar wait; 70
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She (hed her bounty pioufly profufe,
And thought it more her own in facred ufe.

Thus on his furrow fee the tiller {tand,
And fill with genial feed his lavith hand 3
He trufts the kindnefs of the fruitful plain, 7%
And providently fcatters all his grain.

What ftrikes my fight ! does proud Augufta rife
New to behold, and awfully furprife!
Her lofty brow more num'’rous turrets crown,
And facred domes on palaces look down : 8o
A noble pride of piety is (hown,
And temples caft a luftre on the throne.
How would this work another’s glory raife!
But Anna’s greatnefs robs her of the praife :
Drown'd in a greater blaze it difappears, 8s
Who dry’d the widow’s and the orphan’s tears ?
Who ftoop’d from high to fuecour the diftrefs'd,
And reconcile the wounded heart to reft?
Great in her goodnefs, well could we perceive,
Whoever fought, it was a Queen that gave. 9C
Misfortune loft her name; her guiltlefs frown
But made another debtor to the crown ;
And each unfriendly ftroke from Fate we bore,
Became our title to the regal flore.

Thus injur'd trees adopt a foreign fhoot, 95

And their wounds bloflom with a fairer fruit.
Ye Numbers! who on your misfortunes thriv'd,
When firt the dreadful blaft of Fame arriv'd,
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Say what a fhock, what agonies you felt,

How did your fouls with tender anguith melt! 1co
"That grief which living Anna’s love fupprefs'd,
Shook like a tempeft every grateful breaft.

A fecond fate our finking fortunes try’d;
A fecond time our tender parents dy’d !
Heroes returning from the field we crown,  IC§
And deify the haughty victor’s frown;
His fplendid wealth too ratkly we admire,
Catch the difeafe, and burn with equal fire.
Wifely to fpend is the great art of gain;

And one reliev’d tranfcends a million flain. 110
When Time thall alk where once Ramilia lay,
Or Danube flow’d that {fwept whole trcops away,
One drop of water that refrefh’d the dry
Shall raife a fountain of eternal joy.
But ah! to that unknown and diftant date
Ts Virtue's great reward pufh’d off by Fate;
Her random fhafts in every breaft are found,
Yirtue and merit but provoke the wound.
Augull in native worth and regal ftate,
Anna fat arbitrefs of Europe's fate;
To diftant realms did ev'ry accent fly,
And nations watch’d each motion of her eye.
Silent, nor longer awful to be feen,
How fmall a {pot contains the mighty Queen!
No throng of fuppliant princes mark the place, 125
Where Britain’s greatnefs is compofcd in peace:




ON THE DEATH OF Q. ANNE.

'The broken earth is fcarce difcern’d to rife,
And a (lone tells us where the monarch lies,

Thus end mature(t honours of a crown!
"T'his is the laft conclufion of renown!

So when, with idle fkill, the wanton boy
Breathes thro’ his tube, he fees, with eager joy,
The trembling bubble, in its rifing fmall,
And, by degrees, expands the glitt’ring ball;
But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 135
High in the air, and fhines in various dyes,
The little monarch, with a falling tear,
Sees his world burft at once, and difappear.

'Tis not in forrow to reverfe our doomj
No groans unlock th’ inexorable doom 3 140
Why, then, this fond indulgence of our woe !
What fruit can rife, or what advantuge flow!
Yes, this advantage from our deep diftrefs,
We learn how much in George the gods can blefs.
Had a lefs glorious princefs left the throne, 145
But half the hero had at firt been fhown 3
An Anna falling all the King employs,

To vindicate from guilt our rifing joys :

Our joys arife, and innocently fhine,

Aufpicions Monarch ! what a praife is thine! 150
Welcome, great Stranger ! to Britannia’s throne !

Nor let thy country think thee all her own.

Of thy delay how oft’ did we complain!

Our hopes reach’d out, and met thee on the main.
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With pray’r we fmooth'd the billows for thy fleet,
With ardent wifhes fil'd thy fivclling (heet; 156
And when thy foot took place on Albion’s fhore,
We:bending blefs'd the gods, and alk’d no more.
What hand but thine (hould conquer and compofe,
Join thofe whom int’reft joins, and chafe our foes ! 160
Repel the daring youth’s prefumptuons aim,
And by his rival’s greatnefs give him fame!
Now in fome foreign court he may fit down,
And quit, without a blufth, the Britith crown,
Secure his honour, the" e lofe his {tore,
And take alucky moment to be poor.

Nor think, great Sir! now firft, at this late hour,
In Britain’s favour you exert your pow'r ;
To us, far back in time, 1 joy to trace
The num’rous tokens of your princely grace. 170
Whether you chufe to thunder on the Rhine,
Infpire grave councils, or in courts to fhine:
In the more feenes your genius was difplay’d,
The greater debt was on Britannia laid :
They all confpir’d this mighty man to raife, 175
And your new fubje@s proudly fhare the praife.

All fhare; but may not we have leave to boall,
That we contemplate and enjoy it moft?
This ancient nurfe of arts, indulg’d by Fate
On gentle Ifis’ bank a calm retreat, 180
For many rolling ages juflly fam’d,
Has thro' the world her leyalty proclaim’d;
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And often pour’d (too well the truth is known!)
Her blood and treafure to fupport the throne;

Yor England’s church her lateft aecent ftrain’d, 135
And freedom with her dying hand retain’d ;

No wonder, then, her various ranks agree

In all the fervencies of zeal for thee.

What tho’ thy birth a diftant kingdom boaft,
And feas divide thee from the Britith coalt? 190
T'he crown’s impatient to inclofe thy head;

Why ftay thy feet ! the-cloth of gold is fpread.
Our {tri€t obedience thro® the world fhall tell,
That kin¥t’s a Briton who can govern well, 104




THE INSTALMENT,

MDCXXVI,
To the Right Hon.

SIR ROBERT WALPOLE.

Quaefitam meritis. HOR.

‘Wirn invocations fome their breafts inflame;
I need no Mufe, a Walpole is my theme.

Ye mighty Dead! ye garter’d Sons of Praife!
Our morning-ftars! our boafl in former days!
Which hov’ring o’er, your purple wings difplay,
Lur’d by the pomp of this diftinguifh’d day,

Stoop and attend: by one the knee be bound,
One throw the mantle’s crimfon folds around ;
By that the fword on his proud thigh be plac'd,
‘This clafp the di'mond girdle round his waift;
His breaft, with rays, let juft Godolphin {pread,
Wife Burleigh plant the plumage on his head,
And Edward own, f{ince firft he fix'd the race,
None prefs'd fair Glory with a fwifter pace.

When Fate would call fome mighty genius forth, 15

To wake a drooping age to godlike worth,

Or aid fome fav’rite king’s illuftrious toil,

It bids his blood with gen'rous ardour boil;

His blood, from Virtue’s celebrated fource,

Pour'd down the fteep of time, a lengthen’d courfz! 20

5
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‘That men prepar’d may juft attention pay,
Warn'd by the dawn to mark the glorious day,
When all the featter’d merits of his line,
Colleéted to a point, intenfely (hine.

See, Britain ! fee thy Walpole fhine from far, 25
His azure ribbon and his radiant ftar;
A ftar that, with aufpicious beams, fhall guide
Thy veflel fafe thro' Fortune's rougheft tide.

If Peace ftill fmiles, by this fhall Commerce fteer
A finifh’d courfe, in triumph round the fphere, 30
And gath'ring tribute from each diftant fhore,
In Britain’s lap the world's abundance pour.
If War’s ordain’d, this ftar (hall dart its beams
Thro' that black cloud which, rifing from theThames,
With thunder form’d of Brunfwick’swrath, is fent 3¢
To claim the feas, and awe the Continent :
‘This fhall direét it where the bolt to throw,
A [tar for us, a comet to the foe.

At this the Mufe fhall kindle and afpire :
My breaft, O Walpole ! glows with grateful fire; 40
‘T'he ftreams of royal bounty, turn'd by thee,
Refrefh the dry domains of poefy.
My fortune fhews, when arts are Walpole's care,
What flender worth forbids us to defpair:
By this thy partial {fmile from cenfure free, 45
*T'was meant for Merit, tho” it fell on me.

Since Brunfwick’s fmile has autheris'd my Mufe,
Chafte be her conduét, and fublime her views.

Volume 1T, Q-




182 THE INSTALMENT,

Falfe praifes are the whoredoms of the pen,

Which proftitute fair Fame to worthlefs men, 50

‘This profanation of celeftial fire

Makes fools defpife what Wifdom (hould admire.

Let thofe [ praife to diftant times be known,

Not by their author's merit but their own.

If others think the tafk is hard, to weed 55

From verfe rank Flattery's vivacious feed,

And rooted deep, one means muft fet them free ;

Patron! and Patriot! let them fing of thee.
While vulgar trees ignoble hohours wear,

Nor thofe retain when winter chills the year,

The gen'rouns orange, fav'rite of the fun,

With vig'rous charms can thro' the feafons ran';

Defies the ftorm with her tenacious green,

And flow’rs and fruits in rival pemp are feen;

Where bloffoms fall, ftill fairer blofloms fpring,

And "mid(t their fweets the feather’d poets fing.
On Walpole, thus, may pleas’d Britannia view

At once hier ornament and profit too ;

‘The fruit of fervice, and the bloom. of fame,

Matur'd and gilded by the royal beam,

He, when the nipping blafls of Envy rile,

Its puilt can pity, and its rge defpife;

Let fall no honours, but, fecurely great,

Unfaded holds the colour of his fates

No winter knows, tho” ruffling fations prefs,

By wifdom deeply rooted in fuccefs ;
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One glory fhed, a brighter is difplay’d ¥,
And the charm'd Mufes fhelter in the fhade.
O how I long, enkindled by the theme,
In deep eternity to launch thy name! 8o
Thy name.in view, no rights of verfe I plead,
But what chafte Truth indites old Time fhall read.
¢ Behold:! a man of'ancient faith.and blood,
¢ Which foon beat high for arts and public good ;
¢ Whofe glory gteat, but natural, appears, 83
The genuine growth of fervices and years;
No fudden exhalation drawn on high,
And fondly gilt by partial majefty;
One bearing greateft toils with greateft cafe;
One born to ferve us, and yet born to pleafe; 9o
Whom, while our rights in equal fcales he laye,
The prince may truft, and yet the people praifec;
His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear,
His tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere;
His counfel guides, his temper cheers, our ifle, 95
And, fmiling, givesthree kingdoms caufe to {mile.”
Joy then to Britain, blefs’d with fuch a fon;
To Walpole joy! by whom the prize is won;
Who, nobly confcious, meets the fmiles of Fate;
True greatnefs lies-in daring to be great. 100
Let daftard fouls, in affectation, run

To fhades, nor wear bright honours fairly won 3
Such men prefer, mifled by falfe applaufe,
‘he pride of modefty to Virtue's canfe.

* Knight of the Bath, and then of the Garter,
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Honouts which make the face of Virtue fair, 103

"Tis great to merit, and "tis wife to wear;

"T'is holding up thbe prize to public view,

Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new;

Heightens the luftre of our age and clime,

And fheds rich feeds of worth for future time. 110
Proud chiefs, alone in fields of flaughter fam'd,

Of old this azure bloom of glory claim'd;

As when ftern Ajax pour'd a purple flood,

"The violet rofe, fair daughter of his blood.

Now rival Wifdom dares the wreath divide, 13

And both Minervas rife in equal pride,

Proclaiming loud, a monarch fills the throne

Who fhines illuftrious not in wars alone.

Let Fame look lovely in Britannia’s eyes;

They coldly court defert who Fame defpife : 120

For what's ambition but fair Virtue’s fail ?

And what applaufe but her propitious gale ?

When, fwell’d with that, fhe fleets before the wind

To glorious aims, as to the port defign’d ;

When chain’d, without it, to the lab’ring oar, - 125

Shic toils! fbe pants! nor gains the flying fhore;

From her fublime purfuits, or turn’d afide

By, blafts of Envy or by Fortune’s tide;

For one that has fucceeded ten are loft,

Of equal talents, ere they make the coafk. 130
Then let Renown to worth divine incite

With all her beams, but throw thofe beams aright.




THE INSTALMENT. Igj

Then Merit droops, and Genius downward tends,
When godlike Glory, like our land, defeends.
Cuftom the Garter long confin'd to few, 135
And gave to birth exalted virtue’s due :

Walpole has thrown the proud inclofure down,
And high Defert embraces fair Renown.

Tho’ rivall'd, lct the peerage fmiling fee

(Smiling in juftice to their own decree) 140
This proud reward of majefty beftow’d

On worth like that whence fir(} the peerage flow’d.
Trom frowns of Fate Britannia’s blifs to guard,

Let fubjeéts merit, and let kings reward.

Gods are moft gods by giving to excel, 145
And kings moft like them by rewarding well.

Tho’ {trong the twanging nerve, and, drawnaright,
Short is the winged arrow’s upward flight;

But if an eagle it transfix on high,
Lodg'd in the wound it foars into the fky. 150

Thus while I fing thee with unegual lays,

And wound, perhaps, that worth I mean to praife,
Yet I tranfcend myfelf, [ rife in fame,
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme.

No more; for in this dread fufpenfe of Fate 155
Now kingdoms fluétnate, and in dark debate
Weigh peace and war; now Europe’s eyes are bent
On mighty Brunfwick for the great event;
Brunfwick! of kings the terror or defence!

‘Who dares detain thee at a world’s expenfe?

3 unesp® ©
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OCCASIONED BY THE
BRITISHFLEET,

AND THE
POSTURE OF AFFAIRS,

MDCCXXXIV.

Written in the charafler of a failor.

HOR -~

Mufa dedit fidibus divos puerofque Deorum.

I.
Y: guardian Gods! who wait on kings,
And gently touch the fecret {prings
Of rifing thought, folicit, I befeech,
For a poor ftranger come from far;
Procure a fuppliant traveller
Eafe of accefs, and the foft hour of fpeech.
1L
"Tis gain’d. Hail, Monarchs great and wife!
¥rom diltant climes and dufky fkies,
Q’er feas and lands I flew, your ear to claim :
Yours is the fun and purple vine;
Deep in the frozen North I pine;
Nor vine nor fun could warm me like my theme.
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I11.

A theme how great! on yonder tide

A leaflefs foreft fpreading wide,

'I'he labour of the deep, my Mufe furveys

A Fleet whofe empire o'er the wave

You grant time ftrengthens, Nature gave,

Now big with death, the terror of the feas!
IV.

Ye great by Sea! ye Shades ador’d!

Who fir'd the bomb and bath’d the fword,

Acxife! arife! arife! "tis Britain charms;

Arife, ye boaft of former wars!

And, pointing to your glorious fcars,

Roufe me to verfe, your martial fons to arms.
V.

"Tis done: and fee! fiveet Clio brings

From heav'n her deep-refounding ftrings :

Clio! the god * which gave thy charming fhell,

Demands its moft exalted ftrain

To fing the fov'reign of the main:
Of Ocean’s queen what wonders wilt thou tell ?
VL

Such wonders as may pafs for fport

Or vifion in a fouthern court :

But, mighty Thrones! thofe truths which make me
Your fathers faw, your fons fhall fec; [glow
‘Then quit your infidelity. 35
Some truths ’tis better to believe than know.

* Neptune,
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VIL
Believe me, Kings! atBritain’s nod,
From each enchanted grove and wood,
Iuge oaks ftalk down th’ unthaded mountain’s fide;
The lofty pines aflume new forms, 40
Fly round the globe, and live in florms,
And tread and triumph on the wond'ring tide.
VIIL

She nods again : the lab’ring earth
Difclofes a {lupendons birth 3
In {meking rivers runs her molten ore,

Thence monfters of enormous fize,

And hideous nature, frowning rife,

Flame from the deck, from trembling baftions roar.
IX.

Thefe minifters of Wrath fulfil,

On empires wide, an ifland’s will : < 50

Ye Nations! know; know, all ye fceptred Pow’rs!

In fulph’rous night, and mafly balls,

And floods of flame, the tempelft falls,

‘When ftern Britannia’s awful fenate low’rs.

: X

Bold is the ftyle when hearts are bold :

‘Would Britain have her anger told?

O! never let a meaner language found

Than that which thro’ black ether rolls,

"Than that which proftrates human fouls, 59

Androcks pale realms, when angry Jove has frown’d.
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In peace fhe fheathes her courage keen,
And fpares her nitrous magazine;
Her cannon flumber at the world’s defire ;
But give juft caufe, at once they blaze,
At once they thunder from the feas, 65
Touch’d by their injur’d mafter’s foul of fire:
XII.
Then furies rife! the battle raves!
And rends the fkies, and warms the waves,
And calls a tempelt from the peaceful deep,
In {pite of Nature, fpite of Jove,
Whilft all ferene, and hufh'd above,
The boift'rous winds inazure chambers fleep.
XIIL.
This, this, my Monarchs! is the fcene

For hearts of proof, for gods of men;

Here War’s whole fling is fhot, whole heart is fpent!
You [port in arms; how pale, how tame, 76
How lambent is Bellona’s Aame!

How her ftorms languifh on the Continent!
XIV.
A fwarm of deaths the mighty bomb
Now featters from her glowing womb; 8o
Now the chain’d bolts, in dread alliance join'd,
Red-wing’d with an expanding blaft,
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, man and maft,
And leave a fing’d and naked hull behind,
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XV,

Now—>but I'm ftruck with pale defpair.

My Patrons ! what a burft was there!

The ftrong-ribb’d barks at once difploding fiy !

Infatiate Death! compendious Fate!

Deep wound to fome brave bleeding ftate!

One moment’s guilt a thoufand heroes die.
XVIL

The great, gay, graceful, young, and brave,

(Short obfequies!) the fablé wave

Involves in:éndlefs night. Ye:gravelefs Dead !

Where are your conquefls? now you rove

Pale, penfive, thro® the coral grove,

Or fhrink from Britain in-your oozy bed.
XVIL

While virgins fair, with tender toil,

Of fragrant blooms their gardens fpoil,

Low lie the brows for which the wreath’s defignd,

In fea-weed wrapt. Alas! how vain 100

The hope, the joy, the grief, the pain,

The love, and:godlike valour, of mankind!
XVIIIL.

Of brafs his heart who durft explore,

Shut up in triple brafs and more,

Who when explor'd the fecvet durft explain,

How, in one inftant, at one Llow,

The maiden's figh, the mother's throe,

Of half a widow'd land to render vain.
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XI1X.
! yon® cowl'd friar in his cell,
With fulphur, flame, and crucible:
And can the charms of ‘gold that faint infpire!
O curfed caufe! O curs'd event!

See

O wondrous power of accident !

He rivals gods, and {ets the globe on fire.
XX.

But the rank growth of modern iil

T'oo well deferv’d that fatal fkill,

The fkill by which deftruétion fwiftly runs,

And feas, and lands, and worlds, lays wafle

With far more terror, far more hafte,

Than ancient Nimrod and his haughty fons.
XXL
In frown and force old War muft yicld :
"The chariot fcyth’d, which mow’d the field,
The ram, the caftled clephant, were tame,
Tame to rang'd ordnance, which denies,
Superior terror to the fkies, 125
And claims the cloud, the thunder, and the flame,
XXIL
The Rame, the thunder, and the cloud,
The night by day, the fea of blood,
Hefts whirl’d in air, the yell, the finking throng,
The gravelefs dead, and ocean warm’d, 130
A firmament by mortals ftorm’d,

I'o wrong’d Brita angry brow ht'lrmg.
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XXIIN.
Or do I dream or do 1 rave?
Or do I fee the gloomy cave
Where Jove's red bolts the giant-brothers frame ?
The {warthy gods of toil and heat 1
Loud peals on mountain anvils beat,
And panting tempefts roufe the roaring flame.
XXIV.

Ye fons of FEtna! hear my call;

Let your nnfinifh’d labours fall, 140

‘That fhield of Mars, Minerva’s helmet blue :

Sufpend your toils, ye brawny Throng!

Charm’d by the magic of my fong,

Drop the feign’d thunder, and attempt the true.
XXV.

Begin : and, firlt, take winged flight, 145

Fierce flames, aad clouds of thickeft night,

And trembling Terror, paler than the dead;

‘Then borrow from the North his roar,

Mix groans and death ; one phial pour

Of dread Britannia's wrath, and it is made. 150
XXVI.

Yet, Peace celeftial! may thy charms

Still fire our breafts, tho’ clad in arms:

If fcenes of blood avenging Fates decree,

For thee the fword brave Britons wield 3

For thee charge o’er th® embattled ficld, 155

Or plunge thro’ feas, thro’ crimfon feas, for thee,

2
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XXVIL

Iv'n now for peace the gods are préfs'd;

We woo the nations to be blefs’d;

For peace, viétorious Kings!we call to you:

For peace on pinions of the dove,

Soft emblem of eternal love!

Thro’ tracklefs air, and defert fkies, I flew.
XXVIIL

My former lays*, of rough contents,

Of waves, and wars, and armaments,

Were but as pealsof ordnance to confefs

Your height of dignity, to clear

Your deaf, your late-obftruéted ear,

And wake attention to more mild addrefs.
XXIX.,

Have I not heard you both declare,

Your hearts deteft the purple war,

And melt in anguifh for the world’s repofe!

Hail, then! all hail! your wifh is crown’d,

Your godlike zeal thro’ time renown’d,

Thro® Europe blefs'd, with joy her heart o’erflows.
XXX.

Your friend, your brother of the North,

To meet your arms comes {miling forth;

And leads foft-handed Peace : how pow'rful he!

His num’rous race, the blofloms bright

Of golden empire, radiant fight !

Lndlefs beam on into eternity. 1%

* The foregoing anzas.
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XXX
What long allies!—the virgin train
Your moft obdurate foes may gain :
Sec how their charms in lineal luftre thine!
Thro' ev'ry gentine branch the fire
Has darted rays of temper’d fire; 185
The mother breath'd foft air, and bloom divine.
XXXIL
How fair the field! ye Aonian bees*!
The flow’rs ambrofial fondly feize,
Luxurious draw the fwect Hyblean ftrain;
"That gods may lean from heav’n to hear,
And my thron’d Patron’s ravilh'd ear
"The foul's rich nectar drink, and thirft again.
XXXIIL
Ev'n mine they tafte, and with fuccefs:
Ambition’s fumes my ftrains reprefs;
The fever flies; no noxious theughts ferment; 195
No frenzy, taking friends for foes;
"The pulfe fubfides; they feek repofe;
Nor I my winged embafly repent.
XXXIV.
No: by the blood of Blenhcim's plain
1 fwear the rumour’d war is vain:
Shall Gallic faith-and friendfip ever ceafe?
1 fwear by Europe's lovely dread,
T fiear by great Eliza’s fhade,
The wife Tberian is the friend of peace.

* Ye poets,
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XXXV.
Yet, left T fail, (for prophets old
Not all infallibly foretold)
We fet our naval terrors in array.
Know, Britons! an Auguftus reigns;
1f foes compel, fend forth your chains,
While haughty thrones, uncenfur’d, might obey.210
XXXVL
0, could I fing as you have fought,
I'd raife a monument of thought
Bright as the fun !—How you burn at my heart !
How the drums all around
Soul-rifing refound! 1 215
Swift drawn from the thigh,
How the fwords flame on high!
How the cannons’ deep knell
Fates of kingdoms foretel!
How to battle, to battle, our fathers brave part, 220
How to battle, to conqueft, to triumph, we dart !
XXXVIL
But who gives conqueft ! he whofe ray
To darknefs turns the blaze of day;
Whofe boundlefs favour far outflows the main;
Whofe pow’r the raging waves can flill, 225
And curb more rebel human will.=—
With peace O blefs us! or in war fuftain.
XXXVIII,
Doft thou fuftain ? Ye twinkling Fry !
That fwim the feas, glide gently by ;
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Tho® your fcales plitter, tho’ your numbers fwarm,

Al! gently glide, for life’s dear fake, 231

Nor dare leviathan awake,

Who fpouts a river, and who breathesa ftorm.
XXXIX.

And now who cenfures this Addrefs?

‘Thus crowns, {tates, common men, make peace; 23§

They fwell, footh, double, dive, fwear, pray, defy;

And when rank Int’reft has prevail'd,

And Artifice the treaty feal'd,

Stark Love and Conftience own the baftad tic.

XL.

Ambafladors! ye mouths of kings! 240

Ye miffive monarchs! empire’s wings!

What tho' the Mufe your province proudly chofe?

*Tis a reprifal fairly made,

Her province you long fince invade,
Ye peifect Poets! in the vale of profe.
XLL

More fafe, O Mufe! that humble vale,

Than the proud furge and flormy gale :

'Thy dang’rous feas with wrecks are cover'd o'er :

Dulnefs and Frenzy curfe thy ftreams,

Rocks, infamous for murder’d names! 250

0! firike thy fwelling fails, and make to fhore.
XLIL

While warmer climes, in cooler {trains,

Or tented fields, or dufty plains,
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The bleeding horfe and horfeman hurl to ground,
*Tis mine to {ing, and fing the firft, 255
That mighty fhock, that dreadful burft
Of war, which bellows thro’ the feas profound.

XLIIL
Nor mean the fong, or great my blame;
When fuch the patrons, fuch the theme,
Who might not glow, foar, paint, with rage divine?
Truth, fimple Truth, I proudly drefs’d 261
In Fancy's robe, her flow’ry veft
Dipp'd in the curious colours of the Nine.

XLIV.

But, ah! ’tis paft; I fink; I faint;
Nor more can glow, or foar, or paint ; 265
The refluent raptures from my bofom roll;
To heav’n returns the facred maid,

And all her golden vifions fade,
Ne'er to revifit my tumultoous foul.
XLV.

My vocal Shell! which Thetis form'd

Beneath the waves which Venus warm’d

With all her charms, (if ancient tales be true)

And in thy pearly bofom glow’d

Ere Pzan filver chords beftow'd ;

My Shell! which Clio gave, which kings applaud, 275
Which Europe’s bleeding Genius call'd abroad,
Adieu, pacific Lyre! my laurell’d Thrones! adieu.
Hear, Atticus! your failor’s fong : 1fing, 1live for you.

R iij
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OCCASIONED BY THE.
PRESENT JUNCTURE *,

! Duferibed to

TUE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE,

Hoorrs! immortalin far more than fame!
Be thou illuftrious in far more than pow’r.
Great things are fmall when greater rife to view.
Tho' {tation’d high, and prefs’d with public cares,
Difdain not to perufe my ferious fong, 5
Which, peradventure, may puth by the world
Of a few moments rob Britannia’s weal,
And leave Europa’s counfels lefs mature;
For thou art noble, and the theme is great.
Ner (hall or Europe or Britannia blame
Thine abfent ear, but gain by the delay.
Long vers'd in fenates and in cabinets,
States’ intricate demands and high debates!
As thou of ufe to thofe, fo this to thees
And in a point that empire far outweighs,
That far outweighs all Europe’s thrones in one.
Let greatnefs prove its title to be great.
*Tis Pow’r’s fupreme prerogative to {tamp
On others’ minds an image of its ewn.
Bend the firong influence of high place, te flem

* The Mate rebellion in 1743,
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The ftream that {weeps away the country’s weal’;

“The Stygian {tream, the torrent of our guilt.

Far as thou may’{t give life to Virtue's caufc;

Let not the ties of perfonal regard

Betray the nation’s trufts to feeble hands:

Let not fomented flames of private pigue

Prey on the vitals of the public good :

Let not our {treets with blafphemies refound,

Notr Lewdnefs whifper where the laws can reach =

Let not beft laws, the wifdom of our fires, 30

"T'urn fatires on their funk degen’rate fons,

"The baflards of their blood ! and ferve no point

But, with more emphafis, to call them fools :

Let not our rank enormities unhinge

Britannia’s welfare from divine fupport. 35
Sueh deeds the Minilter, the Prince, adorn;

No pow'r is (hown but in fuch deeds as thefe:

All, all is impotence but adting right;

And where's the ftatefman but would fhew his pow’r?

'F'o prince and people thou, of equal zeal! 40

Be it henceforward but thy fecond care

T'o grace thy country, and fupport the throne;

'Tho’ this fupported, that adorn’d fo well.

A throne fuperior our firft homage claims;

To Gzfar’s Czfar our firft tribute due = 45

A tribnte which, unpaid, makes fpecious wrong

And fplendid facrilege of 2ll befide:

Hluftrious follows; we muft firft be juft;
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And what fo juft as awe for the Supreme?
Lefs fear we rugged ruffians of the North,
Than Virtue's well-clad rebels nearer home;
Lefs Loyola’s difguis'd, all-aping fons,
Than traitors lurking in our appetites;

Lefs all the legions Seine and Tagus fend,
Than unrein’d paffions rufhing on our peace :
Yon’ favage mountaineers are tame to thefe.
Againil thofe rioters fend forth the laws,

And break to Reafon's yoke their wild careers.
Prudence for all things points the proper hour,
Tho’ fome feem more importunate and great. 6o

Tho' Britains gen’rous views and int’refts {pread
Beyond the narrow circle of her fhores,

And their grand entries make on diftant lands;
Tho' Britain's Genius the wide wave beftrides,
And, like a vaft Coloffus, tow’ring ftands 65
With one foot planted on the Continent;

Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares,

Tho’ fuch high cares thould call as call’d of late;
The caufe of kings and emperors adjourn,

And Europe’s little balance drop a while;

For greater drop it: ponder and adjuft

The rival int’refts and contending claims

Of life and death, of now and of for-ever,

Sublimeft theme! and needful as fublime.

Thus great Eliza’s oracles renown’d, 75
Thus Walfingham and Raleigh (Britain’s boafls!)
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Thus every ftatefman thought thatever—dy’d.

There's infpiration in a fable hour;

And Death’s approach makes politicians wife.
When, thunderitruck, that eagle Wolfey fell 3

When royal favour, as an ebbing fea,

Like a leviathan, hits grandeur left,

His gafping grandenr! naked'on the firand,

Naked of human, doubtful of divine,

Affiftance ; no: more: wallowing in his wealth,

Spouting proud foams of infolence no more,

On what, then, fimote his heart, uncardinal'd,

And funk beneath the level of a man?

On the grand article, the fum of things!

The point of the firft magnitude! that point

T'ubes, mounted in a court, but rarely reach;

Some painted cloud ftill intercepts their fight.

Firft right to judge; then chufe 5 then perfevere,
Stedfaft, as if a crown or miftrefs-¢dll'd.—

Thefe, thefe are politics wilk ftand:the teft, 95
When finer politics their mafters (ting,

And ftatefmen fain would fhrink to common men.
Thefz, thefe are politics will anfwer now,

(When common men would fain‘to ftatefmen fwell)
Beyond a Machiavel’s or Tencin’s fcheme. 100
All fafety refts on honeft counfels s thefe
Immortalize the ftatefman, blefs the. ftate,

Make the prince triumph, and the people fmiles

In peace rever'd, or terrible in-arms,
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Clofe-leagud with an invincible ally

‘Which honeft counfels never fail to ix

In favour of an unabandon’d land

A land—that {tarts at fuch a land as this,

A parliament, fo principled, will fink

All ancient fchools of empire in difgrace

And Britain’s glory, rifing from the dead,

Will fill the world, lond Fame's fuperior fong.
Britain ! —that word pronounc'd is analarm;

It warms the blood, tho’ frozen in our veins;

Awakes the foul, and fends her to the field, -~ 113

Enamour’d of the glorious face of Death.

Britain !—there’s noble magic in the found.

O what illuftrions images arife!

Embattled, round me, blaze the pomps of war !

By fea, by land, at home, in foreign climes, 120

What full-blown laurels on our fathers” brows!

Ye radiant Trophies ! and imperial Spoils !

Ye Scenes —aftonifhing to modern fight!

Let me, at leaft, enjoy you in a dream.

Why vanith # Stay, ye godlike Strangers! flay. 125

Strangers '—I wrong my countrymen : they wake;

High beats the pulfe ; the noble pulfe of War

Beats to that ancient meafure, that grand march

Which then prevail'd, when Britain higheft foar'd,

And ev’ry battle paid for heroes flain. 130

No more our great forefathers ftain our cheeks

With blufhes; their renown our fhame no more.
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In military garb, and fudden arms,
Up ftarts Old Britain ; crofiers are laid by}
Trade wiclds the fword, and Agriculture leaves
Iler half-turn'd furrow : other harvefls fire
A nobler av’rice, av'rice of renown !
And laurels are the growth of every field.
In diftant courts is our commotion felt ;
And lefs like gods fit monarchs on their thrones.
‘What arm can want or finews or fuccefs,
Which, lifted from an honeft heart, defcends
With all the weight of Britith wrath, to cleave
The Papal mitre, or the Gallic chain,
At every ftroke, and fave a finking land ?

Or death or victory muft be refolv’d 5
To dream of mercy, O how tame! how mad!
Where, o'er black deeds, the crucifix difplay’d
Fools think heav’n purchas’d by the blood they fhed ;
By giving, not fupporting, painsand death! 150
Nor fimple death | where they the greateft faints
Who moft fubdue all tendernefs of heart ;
Students in torture ! where, in zeal to him,
Whofe darling title is The Prince of Peace,
The belt turn ruthlefs butchers for our fakes; 155
To fave vs in a world they recommend,
And yet forbear, them{elves with earth content :
‘What modefty !—fuch virtues Rome adorn!
And chiefly thefe who Rome’s firft honours wear,
Whofe namé from Jefus, and whofe arts from hell !
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And fhall a Pope-bred princeling crawl athore, 161

Replete with venom, guiltlefs of a fling,

And whiftle cut-throats,with thofe fwordsthat ferap’d

‘Their barren rocks for wretched fuftenance,

"T'o cut his paffage to the Britifh throne? 165

One that has fuck'd in malice with his milk,

Malice to Britain, Liberty, and Truth?

Lefs favage was his brother-robber's nurfe,

The howling nurfe of plund’ring Romulus,

Ere yet far worfe than Pagan harbour'd there. 170
Hail to the brave ! be Britain Britain fhill :

Britain! high favour’d of indulgent Heav'n'!

Nature’s anointed Emprefs of the deep !

The nurfe of merchants, who can purchafe crowns !

Supreme in commerce! that exub’rant fource 2'175

Of wealth, the nerve of war ; of wealth, the blood,

The circling cirrent in 4 nation’s véins,

To fet high bloom on the fair face of Peace!

This once fo celebrated feat of power,

From which efcap’d the mighty Cxfar trinmph’d!
Of Gallic lilies this eternal blaft! 181
‘This terror of Armadas! this true bolt
Ethercal-temper’d; to reprefs the vain

Salmonean thunders from the Papal chaix !

"This fmall ifle' wide-realm’d monatchs eye with awe!
Which fays to their ambition’s foaming waves, 186
“ Thus far, nor farther!”—Let her hold, in life,
Nought dear disjoin’d from freedom and renown;
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Renown, our anceftors’ great legacy,
"T'o be tranfinitted to their lateft {fons.
By thoughts inglorious, and un-Britith deeds,
Their cancell’d will is impioufly profan’d,
Inhumanly difturb’d their facred duft.

"T'heir facred duft with recent laurels crown,
By your own valour won. This facted ifle,
Cut from the Continent, that world of flaves;
This temple built by Heav'n’s peculiar care,
In a recefs from the contagious world,
With ocean pour’d around it for its guard,
And dedicated, long, to Liberty, 200
‘That health, that ftrength, that bloom, of civil life!
This temple of ftill more divine; of faith
Sifted from errors, purify'd by flames,
Like gold, to take anew Trath's heav’nly ftamp,
And (rifing both in luftre and in weight) 208
With her blefs’d Mafter’s unmaim’d image fhine;
Why fhould fhe longer droop ? why longer a¢t
As an accomplice with the plots of Rome?
Why longer lend an edge to Bourbon’s fword,
And give him leave, among his daftard troops, 210
‘To mufter that ftrong fuccour, Albion’s crimes?
Send his felf-impotent ambition aid,
And crown the conqueft of her fiercelt foes?
Where are her foes moft fatal ? blufhing Truth,

¢ In ber friends’ vices,”’—with a figh replies. 215
Empire on Virtue’s rock unthaken ftands;

Volume 1V. 8
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Flux, as the billows, when in vice diffolv'd.
1f Heav’n reclaims us by the fecourge of war,
What thanks are due to Paris and Madrid?
Would they a revolution /—-Aid their aim, 2120
But be the revalution—in our hearts!

Would(tthou {whofe hand isat the helm) the bark,
'T'he fhaken bark of Britain, fhould out-ride
The prefent blaft, and ev’ry future ftorm ?
Give it that balaft which alone has weight 225
With him whom wind, and waves, and war, obey.
Perlift. Are others fubtle? thou be wife:
Above the Florentine's court-fcience raife ;
Stand forth a patriot of the moral world;
"The pattern, and the patron, of the juft : 230
Thus ftrengthen Britain's military ftrength;
Give its own terror to the fword fhe draws.
Afkyou,* What mean 1!"'—The moft obvious truth;
Armies and fleets alone ne’er won the day.
‘When our proud arms areoncedifarm’d,difarm'd 235
Of aid from him by whom the mighty fall;
Of aid from him by whom the feeble ftand ;
Who takes away the keeneft edge of battle,
Or gives the fword commiffion to deftroy;
Who blafts, or bids the martial laurel bloom ;— 240
Emafculated, then, moft manly might;
Or, tho’ the might remains, it nought avails:
Then wither'd Weaknefs foils the finewy arm
Of man’s meridian and high-hearted pow's:

3 unesp ) 7
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Qur naval thunders, and our tented ficlds 245
With travell’d banners fanning fouthern climes,
What do they? This; and more what can they do?
When heap’d the meafure of a kingdom’s crimes,
‘The prince moft dauntlefs, the firft plume of war,
By fuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 250
Such elongation of our armaments,

But ftretches out the guilty nation’s neck,

While Heav’n commands her executioner,

Some lefs abandon’d nation, to difcharge

Her full-ripe vengeance in a final blow, 255

And tell the world, * Not ftrong is human firength;

¢ And that the proudeft empire holds of Heav'n."”
O Britain! often refen'd, often crown’d,

Beyond thy merit or moft fanguine hopes,

With all that’s great in war or fweet in peace! 260

Know from what fouree thy fignal bleflings flow,
Tho" blefs’d with fpirits ardent in the field,
Tho’ cover'd various oceans with thy flects,
Tho’ fenc’d with rocks, and moated by the main,
Thy truft repofe in a far ftronger guard ; 263
In him who thee, tho' naked, could defend ;
Tho' weak, could ftrengthen; ruin'd, could reftore.

How oft’, to tell what arm defends thine ifle,
To guard her welfare, and yet check her pride,
Have the winds fnatch’d the viéory from War? 270
Or, rather, won the day, when War defpair’d ?
How oft’ has providential fuccour aw’d,

S ij
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Aw'd while it blefs'd us, confcious of our guilt ?

Struck dead all confidence in human aid,

And, while we triumph’d, made us tremble too!275
Well may we tremble now; what manners reign ?

But wherefore afk we, when a true reply

Would fhock too much? Kind Heav'n! avert events

Whofe fatal nature might reply too plain!

Heav'n’s half-bared arm of vengeance has been wav’d

In northern fkies, and pointed to the fouth. 281

Vengeance delay’d but gathers and ferments;

More formidably blackens in the wind ;

Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting wrath,

And higher charges the fufpended {torm. 285
¢ That public vice portends a public fall”—

1s this conjecture of advent’rous Thought ?

Oy pious Coward’s pulpit-cufhion’d dream?

Far from it. This is certain; this is fate.

‘What fays Experience, in her awful chair 290

Of ages, her authentic annals fpread

Around her? What fays Reafon, eagle-ey’d?

Nay, what fays Common fenfe, with common Care

Weighing events, and caufes, in her feale?

All give one verdiét, one decifion fign, 205

And this the fentence Delphos could not mend :

¢ Whatever fecondary praps may. rife

¢ From politics, to build the public peace,

¢¢ The bafis is the manners of the land.

¢ When rotten thefe, the politician’s wiles 3c0
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* But {truggle with deftruétion, as a child
¢ With giants huge, or giants with a Jove.
“ The ftatefman’s arts to conjure up a peace,
¢ Or military phantoms void of force,
¢ But fcare away the vultures for an hour; 308
“ The feent cadaverous (for, oh! how rank
¢ The ftench of profligates?) foon lures them back;
¢ On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing
¢ Soon they return; foon make their full defcent;
*¢ Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin; ' 310
¢ Their idols grac'd, and gorgeous with our fpoils,’
¢¢ Of univerfal empire fure prefage!
¢ Till now repell’d by feas of Britifh blood.”

And whence the manners of the multitude?
The colours of their manners, black or fair, 315
Falls from above j from the complexion falls
Of ftate Othellos, or white men in power:
And from the greater height example falls,
Greater the weight, and deeper its imprefs
In ranks inferior, paffive to the ftroke : 320
From the court-mint, of hearts the current coin,
The pulpit prefles, but the pattern drives.
What bonds then, bonds how manifold, and ﬂmng
To duty, double duty, are the great?
And are there Samfons that can burft them all ? 325
Yes; and great minds that ftand in nezd of none,
Whofe pulfe beats virtue, and whofe gen'rous blood
Aids mental motives, to, pufh on renown,

S iij
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In emulation of their glorious fires,
From whom rolls down the confeerated flream. 330

Some fow good feed in the glad people’s hearts,
Some curfed tares, like Satan, in the text :

This makes a foe moft fatal to the ftate;

A foe who, (like a wizard in his cell)

In his dark cabinet of crooked fchemes,

Refembling Cuma’s gloomy grot, the forge

Of boalted loracles, and real lies,

(Aided, perhaps, by fecond-fighted Scots,

French Magi, relics riding poft from Rome,

A Gothic hero * yifing from the dead, 340
And changing for {pruce plaid his dirty fhroud,
With fuccour fuitable from lower flill)

A foe who, thefe concurring to the charm,

Excites thofe ftorms that fhall o’erturn the ftate,
Rend up her ancient honours by the root, 345
And lay the boaft of ages, the rever’d

Of nations, the dear-bought with fumlefs wealth
And blood illuftrious, (fpite of her La Hogues,

Her Crefleys, and her Blenheims) in the duft.

How muft this firike a horror thro’ the breail, 358
"Thro® ev’ry gen'rous breaft where honour reigns,
Thro’ ev'ry breaft where honour claims a (hare ?
Yes, and thro® ev'ry breaft of honour void ?

"This thought might animate the dregs of men;
Verment them into fpirit; give them fire 355

* The invader affeéls the charader of Charles XII. off
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'To fight the caufe; the black opprobrious caufe,
Foul core of all ! corruption at our héarts.
What wreck of empire has the ftreamof Time
Swept, with their vices, from thé mountain-heiplit
Of grandeur, deify'd by half mankind, 360
To dark Oblivion’s melanchaly lake,
Or flagrant Infamy's eternal brand!
Thofe names, at which furrounding nations fhook,
Thofe names ador’d; a nuifance ! or forgot!
Nor this the'caprice of a doubtful dye,
But Nature's courfe nofingle chance againit it.

For know, my Lord! 'tis writ in-adamant,
*Tis fix’d, as is the bafis of the world,
Whofe kingdoms ftand or fall by the decree.
‘What faw thefé eyes, furpris'd 2-=Yet why furpris’d 7--
For aid divine the crifis feem'd to call, 37K
And how divine was the monition given?
As late I walk’d the night in troubled thought,
My peace diflurb’d by rumours from the North,
While thunder, o’er' my head, portentous, roll'd, 375
As giving fignal of fome ftrange event,
And Ocean groan'd beneath for her he lov'd,

Albion the Fair! fo long his empire’s queen,

Whofe reign is, now, contefted by her focs,

On her white cliffs (a tablet broad and bright, = 3%¢
Strongly reflecting the pale lunar ray)

By Fate's own iron pen [ faw it writ,

And thus the title ran ;
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THE STATESMAN’S CREED,
¢ Ye States! and Empires! nor of empires leaft,
Tho' leaftin fize; hear, Britain ! thou whofe lot, 385
Whofe final lot, is in the balance laid!
Irrefolutely play the doubtful fcales, - [from me,
Nor know'f{t thou which will win.—Know, then,
_As govern’d well or ill, fates fink or rife:
State-minifters, as upright or corrupt, 390
Are balm or poifon in a nation’s veins;
Health or diftemper; haften or retard
The period of her pride, her day of doom :
And tho’, for reafons obvious to the wife,
Juft Providence deals otherwife with men, 395
Yet believe, Britons! nor too late believe,
*Tis fix'd! by Fate irrevocably fix’d!
‘¢ Virtue and Vice are Empire’s life and death.”
Thus it is written.—Heard you not a groan?
Is Britain on her deathhed }—No, that groan  4co
Was utter'd by her foes.—But foon the fcale,
If this divine monition is defpis'd,
May turn again{t us. Read it, ye who Rule!
With rev'rence read; with (tedfaftnefs believes
With courage 2t as fuch belief infpires; 405
Then fhall your glory ftand like Fate’s decree;
Then fhall your name in adamant be writ,
In records that defy the tooth of Time,
By nations fav'd, refounding your applaufe.
While deep beyond your monument’s proud bafe,




ON THE PRESENT JUNCTURE.

In black Oblivion’s kennel, fhall be:trod
Their execrable names who, high in power,
And deep in guilt, moft ominoufly fhine,
(The meteors of the {tate!) give Vice her head,
To licenfe lewd let loofe thé public rein;
Quench ey’ry fpark of confcience in the land,
And triumph in the profligate’s applaufe :
Or who to the firft bidder fell their fouls,
Their country fell, fell all their fathers bought
With funds exbaufted and exhatfled veins,
To demons, by his Holinefs drdain’d
To propagate-the gofpel—penn'd at Rome;
Hawk'd thro’ the world by confecrated bulls;
And how illuftrated i—by Smithfield flames:
Who plunge (but not like Curtins) down the gulf,
Down narrow-minded Self’s voracious gulf, 426
Which gapes, ‘and fwallows all they fwore to fave s’
Hate all that lifted heroes into gods,
And hug the horrors of a' vidtor's chain :
Of bodies politic that'deftin’d hell,
Inflicted here,ifince here'their beings ends
That vengéance, foon or late ordain’d to fall,
And fall from foes detefted and defpis'd,
On difbelievers—of the Statefman’s Creed.
Note, here, my Lord! (unnoted yet it lies ' ~ 435
By moft, or all) thefe truths-political
Serve more than public ends s this Creed of States
Seconds, and irrefiftibly fupports, :
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The Chriftian Creed. Are you furpris’d !—Attend;

And on the Statefman’s build a nobler name. ~ 440
This punétual juflice exercis'd on flates,

With which authentic chronicle abounds,

Asall men know, and therefore muft believe;

This vengeance pour’d on nations ripe in guilt,

Pour’d on them here, where only they exilt, 445

What is it but an argument of fenfe,

Or rather demonflration, to fupport

Our feeble faith—=<¢ That they who ftates compofe,

¢ That men who ftand not bounded by the grave,

¢ Shall meet like meafureat their proper houri” 450

For Ged is equal, fimilarly deals

With ftates and perfons, or he were not God

With means, a retitude immutable,

A pattern fure of univerfal right.

What, then, fhall refciie an abandon’d man? 455

Nothing, it is reply’d. Reply’d, by whom?

Reply'd by politicians well as priefts:

Writ facred fet afide,'mankind’s own writ,

‘The whole world’s annals; thefe pronounce his deom.
Thus(what might fcem a daring paradox) - 460

Ev'n politics advance divinity :

True mafters there are better fcholars here,

Who travel hiftory in queft of fchemes

To govern nations, or perhaps opprefs,

May there ftart truths that other aims infpire, 2465

And, like Candace’s eunuch, as they read,
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By Providence turn Chriftians on their road :
Digging for filver, they may ftrike on gold;
May be furpris’d with better than they fought,
And entertain an angel unawares.

Nor is Divinity ungrateful found.

As politics advance divinity,

Thus, in return, divinity promotes

‘T'rue politics, and crowns the ftatefman’s praife.
All wifdoms are but branches of the chief, 478
And ftatefmen found but fhoots of honeft men.
Are this world’s witcherafts pleaded in excufe

For deviations in our moral line ?

"This, and the next world, view'd with fuch an eye

As fuits a {tatefman, fuch as keeps in view 480
1is own exalted fcience, both confpire

To recommend and fix vs in the right.

If we regard the politics of Heav'n,

'The grand adminiftration of the whole,

‘What’s the next world ! a fupplement of this: 485
Without it juftice is defective here;

Juft as to ftates, defective as to men:

If fo, what is this world ! as fure as right

Sits in Heav'n’s throne, a prophet of the next.
Prize you the prophet ? then believe him too; . 490
His prophefy more precious than his fmile.

How comes it then to pafs, with moft on earth,
That this fhould charm us, that fhould difcompofe ?
Long as the ftatefman finds this cafe his own;

3 unesp ) 7
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So long his politics are uncomplete; 495
In danger he; nor is the nation fafe,
But foon muft rue his inaufpicious pow’r.
What hence refults ? a truth that fhould refound
For ever awful in Britannia’s ear:
¢« Religion crowns the {tatefman and the man, jsco
¢ Sole fource of public and of private peace.”
This truth all men muft own, and therefore will,
And praifeand preach it too :—and when that’s done
Their compliment is paid, and ’tis forgot.
What Highland pole-axe half fo deep can wound? 5cs
But how dare I, fo mean, prefume fo far?
Aflume my feat in the Ditator’s chair ?
Pronounce, prediét, (as if indeed infpir'd)
Promulge my cenfures, lay out all my throat,
Till hoarfe in clamour on enormous crimes? 510
Two mighty columns rife in my fupport ;
In their more awful and authentic voice,
Record profane and facred, drown the Mufe,
Tho' loud, and far out-threat her threat’ning fong.
Still farther, Holles! fuffer me to plead 515
That I fpeak frecly, as I {peak to thee.
Guilt only ftartles at the name of guilt;
And truth, plain truth, is welcome to the wife.
Thus what feem'd my prefumption is thy praife.
Praife, and immortal praife, is Virtue's claim; 520
And Virtue's fphere is adtion : yet we grant
8cme merit to the trumpet’s loud alarm,

3
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Whofe clangor kindles cowards into men.
Nor (hall the verfe, perhaps, be quite forgot,
Which talks of immortality, and bids, 525
In ev'ry Britith breaft, true glory rife,
As now the warbling lark awakes the morn.

To clofe, my Lord! with that which all fhonld clofe
And all begin, and ftrike-us ev’ry hour;
Tho’ no war wak’d us, noblack tempeft frown'd.—
The morning rifes gay ; yet gayeft morn 531
Lefs glorious after night’s incumpbent fhades 3
Lefs glorious far bright Nature, rich array’d
With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon,
Than the fir(t feeble dawn of Moral day ; 535
Sole day, (let thofe whom {tatefmen ferve attend)
‘Tho’ the fun ripens diamonds for their crowns;

Sole day worth his regard whom Heav'n erdains;
Undarken’d, to behold noon dark, and datég,

From the fun’s death, and ev’ry planet’s fall, 540
His all-illuftrious and eternal year;

‘Where {tatefmen and their monarchs, (names of awe
And diftance here) fhall rank with common men,
Yet own their glory never dawn’d before. 544
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VERSES
Gceafioned by that famous plece of the

CRUCIFIXION,
DONE BY MICHAEL ANGELO ¥,

"W ik his Redeemer on his canvafs dies,

Stabb’d at his feet his brother weltring lies;

The daring artift, cruelly ferene,

Views the pale cheek and the diftorted mien;

He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries,
Examines every fpirit as it flies :

He ftudies torment ; dives in mortal woe ;

'T'o roufe up ev'ry pang, repeats his blow ;

Each rifing agony, each dreadful grace,

Yet warm, tranfplanting to his Saviour's face. (]
O glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught!

With its full charge of death each feature franght!
Such wondrous force the magic colours boalt,

From his own fkill he ftarts, in horror loft. 14

#* \Who obtained leave to treat a malefactor, condemned
to be broke opon the wheel, as he pleafled for this purpofe.
The man being extended, this wonderful artift diredted that
Te fhould be ftabbed in fuch parts of the body as he appre-
hended wounld occalion the moll excruciating torture, that
he might reprefent the agonies of death in the molt natural
Manner.




AN HISTORICAL

EPILOGUE TO THE BROTHERS.
BY THE AUTHOR.

A Epilogue, thro’ cuftom, is your right,

But ne’er, perhaps, was needful till this night.
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty fiies;
Guilt’s dreadful clofe our narrow {cene denies.
In hiftory’s authentic record read,

What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius’ fhade!
Vengeance fo great, that, when his tale is told,
With pity fome ev’n Perfeus may behold.

Perfeuns furviv'd, indeed, and fill'd the throne,
But ceafelefs cares in conqueft made him groan: 10
Nor reign’d he long; from Rome fwift thunder flew,
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw :
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led,
For this night’s deed his perjur’d bofom bled :

His brother’s ghoft each moment made him ftart, 15
And all his father’s anguifh rent his heart.
When, rob'd in black, his children round him hung,

And their rais’d arms in early forrow wrung,

‘The younger fmil’d, unconfcious of their woe,

At which thy tears, O Rome! began to flow,

So fad the fcene : what then mult Perfeus feel,

To fee Jove’s race attend the victor's wheel ?
T ij
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To fee the flaves of his worft foes increafe
Yrom fuch a fource!—an emperor’s embrace?
He f(icken’d foon to death; and, what is worfe,
He well deferv’d, and felt, the coward’s curfe;
Unpity’d, fcorn'd, infulted his laft hour,

Far, far from home, and in a vaffal’s pow'r.
His pale cheek refted on his thameful chain,
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign.

No fuit retards, no comfort fooths his doom,
And not one tear bedews a monarch’s tomb.

Nor ends it thus—Dire vengeance to complete,
His ancient empire falling, fhares his fate.

His throne forgot! his weeping country chain’d!
And naticns afk——where Alexander reign’d.
As publicwoes a prince’s crimes purfue,

So public bleflings are his virtues’ due.

Shout, Britons! fhout ;—aufpicious fortune blefs;
And cry, Long live—our title to fuccefs!

A
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