Tue PROGRESS or ERROR.,

Si quid loguar audiendum. Howr. Lis. 4. Op. 2,

ING mufe (if fuch a theme, {o dark, fo long,
May find a2 mufe to grace it with a fong)
By what unfeen and unfufpeed arts
The ferpent error twines round human hearts,
Tell where fhe lurks, beneath what flow’ry thades,
That not a glimpfe of genuin light pervades,
‘, " The pois’nous, black, infinuating worm,

Succefsfully conceals her loathfome form.

Take

. _.___...__'__. ._.
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Take, if ye can, ye carelefs and fupine !
Counfel and caution from a voice like mine ;
Truths that the theorift could never reach,
And oblervation taught me, I would teach.
Not all whofe eloquence the fancy fills,
Mufical as the chime of tinkling rills,
Weéak I:'ﬂ p;rﬂjrm, though mighty to pretend,
Can trace her mazy windings to their end,
Difcern the fraud beneath the fpecious lure,
Prevent the danger, or prefcribe the cure.
The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear,
Falls foperific on the lifflefs ear,
Like quickfilver, the rhet’ric they difplay,
Shines as it runs, but gra{p’d at {lips away.
Plac’d for his trial on this buftling ftage,
From thoughtlefs youth to ruminating age,
Free in his will to chufe or to refufe,
Man may improve the crifis, -or abufe.
Elfe, on the fatalifts unrighteous plan,

Say, to what bar amenable were man ¢
With
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With nought in charge, he could betray no truft,
: And if he fell, would fall becaufe he muit ;

If love reward him, or if vengeance ftrike,

. His recompence in both, unjuft alike.
Divine authority within his breaft
Brings every thought, word, action to the teft,
f Warns him or prompts, approves him or reftrains,
- Asreafon, or as paffion, takes the reins.
Heav’n from above, and confcience from within,
Cry in his ftartled ear, abftain from fin.
The world around folicits his defire,
~ And kindles in his foul a treach’rous fire,
While all his purpofes and fteps to guard,
Peace follows virtue as its fure reward,
And pleafure brings as furely in her train,
Remorfe and forrow and vindiltive pain.
Man thus endued with an eleftive voice,
Mauft be fupplied with objetts of his choice.
( Where’er he turns, enjoyment and delight,
*  Or prefent, or in profpect, meet his fight;
| Thefe
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Thefe open on the fpot their honey’d ftore,
"Thofe call him loudly to purfuit of more.
His vnexhaufted mine, the fordid vice
Avarice thows, and virtue is the price.
Here, various motives his ambition raife, .
Pow’s, pomp, and fplendor, and the thirft of praife 3
There beauty woes him with expanded arms,
E’en Bacchanalian madnefs has its charms,
Nor thefe alone, whofe pleafures lefs refin’d,
Might well alarm the meoft unguarded mind,
Seek to fupplant his unexperienced youth,
Or lead him devious from the path of truth,
Hourly allurements on his paflions prefs,
Safe in themfelves, but dang’rous in th’ excefs.
Hark ! how it floats upon the dewy air,
@ what a dying, dying clofe was there !
*Tis harmony from yon fequelter’d bow’r, .
Sweet harmony that fooths the midnight hour ;
Long ¢’er the charioteer of day had run
Elis morning courfe, th’ enchantment was begun,
And
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And he fhall gild yon mountains height again,
E’er yet the pleafing toil becomes a pain.

Is this the rugged path, the fteep afcent
That virtue points to ? Can a life thus {pent
Lead to the blifs fhe promifes the wife,
Detach th: foul from earth, and fpeed her to the ﬁuu 4
Ye devotees to your ador’d employ,
Enthufiafts, drunk with an unreal joy,
Love makes the mulic of the bleft above,
Heav’ns harmony is univerfal love;
And egarthly founds, though {weet and well combin’d,
And lenient as foft opiates to the mind,
Leave vice and folly unfubdu’d behind.

Grey dawn appears, the fportfman and his train
Speckle the bofom of the diftant plain,
“Tis he, the Nimrod of the neighb’ring lairs,
Save that his fcent is lefs acute than their’s,
For perfevering chace, and headlong leaps,
True beagle as the ftauncheft hound he keeps.
Charg’d with the folly of his life’s mad fcene,

He takes offence, and wonders what you mean ;
The
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The joy, the danger and the toil o’erpays,

"Tis exercife, and health and length of days,
Again impetuous to the field he flies,

Leaps ev’ry fence but one, there falls and dies ;
Like a flain deer, the tumbril brings him home,
Unmifs’d but by his dogs and by his groom.

Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place,
Lights of the world. and ftars of human race—
But if eccentric yc forfake your fphere,
Prodigious, nmh"mus, and view’d with fear.
The comets baneful influence is a dream,

Your’s real, and pernicious in th’ extreme.

What then—are appetites and lufts laid down,

With the fame eafe the man puts on his gown ?

Will av’rice and concupifcence give place,

Charm’d by the founds, your rev’rence, or your grace ?
No. But his own engagement binds him faft,

Or if it does not, brands him to the laft

What atheiits call him, a defigning knave,

A mere church juggler, hypocrite and flave,

Oh
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Oh laugh, or mourn with me, the rueful jeft,
A caffock’d huntfinan, and a fiddling prieft ;

He from Italian fongfters takes his cue,

Set Paul to mufic, he fhall quote him too.

. - He takes the field, the mafter of the pack

Cries, well done Saint—and claps him on the back,

Is this the path of fanctity ? Is this
To ftand,a way-mark in the road to blifs ?
Himfelf a wand’rer from the narrow :way,
His filly theep, what wonder if they ftray ?
Go, caft your orders at your Bifhop’s feet,
Send your dithonour’d gown to Monmouth Street,
The facred funcion, in your hands is made,

Sad facrilege | No fun&ion but 2 trade,
- Occiduus is a paftor of renown,
When he has pray’d and preach’d the fabbath down,
With wire and catgut he concludes the day,
.anv'ring'and femiquav’ring care away.
The full concerto fwells upon your car;

All elbows thake. Look in, and you would {wear

The
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The Babylonian tyrant with a nod
Had fummon’d them to ferve his golden God.
So well that thought th’ employment feems to {uit,
{alt’ry and fackb ut, dulcimer, and flute,

Oh fie ! "Tis evangelical and pure,

Obferve each face, how fober and demure,
Extafy fets her ftamp on ev’ry mien,

Chins fall’n, and not an eye-ball to be {een,
Still T infift, though mufic heretofore

Has charm’d me much, not ev’n Occiduus more,
Love, joy and peace make harmony, more meet
For fabbath evenings, and perhaps as fweet.

Will not the ficklieft theep of ev’ry flock,

Refort to this':xa-nlple as a rock,

There ftand and juftify the foul abufe

Of fabbath hours, with plaufible excufe ?

If apoftolic gravity be free

To play the fool on Sundays, why not we ?

If he, the tinkling harpfichord regards

As inoffenfive, what offence in cards?

Strike




("49 )

Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay,

Laymen have leave to dance, if parfons play.
Oh Italy ! Thy fabbaths will be foon

Our fabbaths, clos’d with mumm’ry and buffoon,

Preaching and pranks will fhare the motley fcene,

Our’s parcell’d out, as thine have ever been,

) God’s worfhip and the mountebank between.

3 What fays the prophet ? Let that day be bleft

| With holinefs and confecrated reft.

.Paftime and bus’nefs both it thould exclude,

And bar the door the moment they intrude,

Nobly diftinguifh’d above all the fix,

By deeds in which the world mutt never mix.

| Hear him again. He calls it a delight,

| A day of luxury, obferv’d aright,
When the glad foul is made heav’ns welcome guetft,
Sits banquetting, and God provides the feaft.

But triflers are engag’d and cannot come ;

t Their anfwer to the call is—Noz at bome.
Oh the dear pleafures of the velvet plain,
. The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again.
i E Cards

L]
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Cards with what rapture, and the puliﬂi’d di&,
The yawning chalm of indolence fupply !
Then to the dance, and make the fober moon
Witnefs of joys that fhun the fight of noon.
_d -Blamq:-.cjrﬁic, if 'you can, quadrille or ball,
 The foug clofe pirty, or the fplendid hall,
" Where nighf d;::ﬁn-ﬁnnping from her ebon throre,
Views conftellations brighter than her own,
'Tis innocent, and harmlefs and -rcﬁn’d.,
The balm of care, ely-ﬁﬁmfnf the mind.
Tnnocent! Oh if venerable time
Slain at the foot of pleafure, be no crime,
Then with his filver Beard a-ﬁd'magic wand, -
Let Comus rife Archbifh&p of the land,
Let him your rubric and your feafts prefcribe,
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe.

Of manners rnﬁgh, and coarfe athletic caft, |
The rank debauch fuits Clodio’s filthy tafte.
Rufillus, exquifitely form’d bj' rule,

Not of the moral, but the dﬁncing {chool,
YWonders _
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‘Wonders at Clodio’s follies,  in a tone

As tragical, as others at his own.

He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the {core,
Then kill a conftable, and drink five more ;
But he can draw a pattern, make a tart,

And has the ladies etiquette by heart. -

!r Go fool, and arm in arm with Clodio, plead
Your caufe, before a bar you hittle dread ;-
But know, the law that bids the drunkard die,
Is far too juft to pafs the trifler by,

Both baby featur’d and of infant fize,

View’d from a diftance, and with heedlefs eyes;

- —— e . T

Folly and innocence are fo alike,
The diff’rence, though eflential, fails to ftrike,
Yet folly ever has a vacant [tare,
A fimp’ring count’nance, and a trifling air ;
But innocence, fedate, ferene, erelt,
Delights us, by engaging our refpect.
‘_ Man, nature’s gueft by invitation fweet,
;, Receives from her, both appetite and treat,
E 2 But
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| But if he play the glum:tﬁn and exceed,

His benefactrefs blufhes at the deed.

For nature, nice, as lib’ral to difpenfe,

Made nothing but a brute the flave of fenfe.

Daniel ate pulfe by choice, example rare !

Heav’n blefs’d the youth, and made him frefh and
fair.

Gorgonius fits abdominous and wan,

Like a fat fquab upon a Chinefe fan.

He fnuffs far off th’ anticipated joy,

Turtle and ven’fon all his thoughts employ,

Prepares for meals, as jockeys take a fweat,

Oh naufeous ! an emetic for a whet—

Will providence o’erlook the wafted good ?

Temperance were no virtue if he cou’d.

That pleafures, therefore, or what fuch we call,
Are hurtful, is a fru-th confefs’d by all. .
And fome that feem to threaten virtue lefs,

- Still hurtfal, in th’ abufe, or by th’ excefs.
Is man then only for his torment plac’d,

The center of delights he may not tafte ?
Like
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Like fabled Tantalus condemn’d to hear
The precious ftream ftill purling in his ear,

Lip-deep in what he longs for, and yet curft

~ With prohibition and perpetual thirft ?

No, wrangler—deftitute of fhame and fenfe,

The precept that injoins him abftinence,

Forbids him none but the licentious joy,

Whofe fruit, though fair, tempts only to deftroy.

Remorfe, the fatal egg by pleafure laid

In every bofom where her peft is made,

Hatch’d by the beams of truth denies him reft,

And proves a raging fcorpion in his breaft.

No pleafure ? Are domeftic comforts dead ?

Are all the pamelefs fweets of friendfhip fled ?

Has time worn out, or fathion put to thame

Good fenfe, good health, good confcience, and
.~ good fame?

All thefe belong to virtue, and all prove

That virtue !13-5 a title to your love.

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor

_Stand ftarved at your inhaofpitable door ?

E 3 Or
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Or if yourfelf too fcantily fupplied

Need help, let honeft induftry provide.

Earn, if you want, if you abound, impart,

Thefe buth'arc'plcafurts to the feeling heart,

No pleafure ? Has fome fickly eaftern wafte

Sent us a'wind to parch us at a blaft ?

Can Britith faradiﬁ.: no fcenes afford

To pleafe her fated and indifrent lord ¥

Are {weet phiiufnphy’s enjoyments run

Quite to the lees? ‘And hﬁs'religiun none?

Brutes dap;ablé, ‘ir’ht:lu'fd“t-ell you ’tis‘a lye,

And Judge you from e Kénnel and the I’ty |

Delights like theﬁ-:, ye fenl’ual and prcff'ane, '

Ye are bid, begg’d bcﬁ}ught to entertain ;

J Call’d to thefe cr}rﬁal {trean’is, 'do ye turn off

' '_Obﬁ:cnf:, to fwill and fiwallow at 2 {rﬂiugh ?

Envy the beaft then, on whom heav’h beftows

Your pleaf’ures, with 16 Cutes SR Motk
Pleafure ﬂdl‘nlttﬂd in undue dcgree, |

Enflaves thi w11] nor leavcs the Judgme'nt free.
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’ *T'is not alone the grapes enticing juice,
Unnerves the moral pow'rs, and marrs their ufe,

L Ambition, av'rice, and the luft of fame,

| And woman, lovely woman, does the fame.

The heart, furrender’d to the ruling pow’r

Of fome 'ﬁnguvcrn’d pafiion ev’ry hour,

Finds by degrees, the truths that once bore fway,
| And all their deep impreffion wear away.
'L So coin grows {mooth, in traffic current pafs’d,
1 *Till Cefar’s image is effac’d at laft. |
5 The breach, 'though fmall at firft, foon op’ning
In rufhes folly with a full moon tide; *' '/
Then welcome errors of whatever fize;
To jultify it by a thoufand lies,
As creeping ivy clings to wood or ftorey
And hides the ruin that it feeds upon,
So fophiftry, ‘cleaves clofe to, and protets
Sin’s rotten trunk, .ctfﬂii%aling? its defedts.

- Mortals:whofe pleafures are their only care,
"_ - * Firft with to be impos’d on, and then are.
TR E 4 And
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And left the fulfome artifice thould fail,

Themfelves will hide its coarfenefs with a veil,
Not more induftrious are the juft and true
To give to virtue what 1s virtue’s due,
The praife of wifdom, comelinefs and worth,
And call her charms té public notice forth,
T han vice’s mean and difingenuous race,
To hide the fhocking features of her face.
Her form with drefs and lotion they repair,
Then Kkifs their idol and pronounce her fair.
- The facred implement I now employ
Might prove 2 mifchief or at beft a tpy,
A trifle if it move but to gmufe,
But if to wrong the judgment and abufe,
Worfe than a poignard in the bafeft hand,
It ftabs at pnce the morals of a land.

Ye writers of what none with fafety reads,
Footing it in the dance that fancy leads,
Ye novellifts who marr what ye would mend,
Sniv’ling and driv’ling folly without end,

Whofe
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Whofe €otfrefponding miffes fill the ream

With fentimental frippery and dream,

Canght in a delicate foft filken net

By fome lewd Earl, or rake-hell Baronet ;

Ye pimp#, who under virtue’s fair pretence,
Steal to the clofet of young innocence,

And teach her unexperienc’d yet and green,

To fcribble as you {cribble at fifteen ;

Who kindling a combutition of defire,

With fome cold maral think to quench the fire,
Though all your engineering proves in vain,
The dribbling fiream ne’er puts it out again;
Oh that a verfe had pow’r, and could command
Far, far away, thefe flefh-flies of the land,
Who faften without mercy on the fair,

And fuck, and leave a craving maggot there.
Howe’er difguis’d th’ inflammatory tale, °

Apd covered with a fine-fpun fpecious veil,
Such writers and fuch readers owe the guft

" And relifh of their pleafure all to luft.

But-
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But the mufe eag'lc-pmmn’d has in wew he
A quarry more important ftill than 'ynu, s
Down down the wind fhe fwims and falls away,
Naw ftoops upon it and now grai:ps the prey.

Petronius ! all the mufes weep for thee,

But ev'ry tear thall fcald thy memory.
The graces too, while virtue at their fhrine
Lay bleedingunder that foft hand of thine,
Felt each a mortal ftab in her own breaft,
Abherr'd the facrifice, and curs’d the prieft.
"Thou polifh’d and high finifh’d foe to truth,
Gray beard corruptor of our lift’ning youth,
To purge and fkim away the filth of vice,
That fo reﬁn’d it mrght the more entice,
Then pnur it on the mﬂrals of thy fon

To taint bis heart, was worthy of #hine own.
Nnvf while the poifon all high life pervades,
Write if thou can’ft one letter from the fhades,
Onc, _&nd one only, charg‘d with deep I‘Egrﬂt,

That thy worlt part, thy principles live yet;
One
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| Onefad epiftle thence, may cure mankmd
Of the plague fpread by bundles left behind.
"T1s granted, and no plainer truth appears,

©ur moft important are our earliefl years,

The mind impreffible and foft, with eale

! Imbibes and copies what fhe hears and fees,
And through life’s labyrinth holds faft the clue

That education gives her, falfe or true.

i
E Plants rais’d with tendernefs are feldom ftrong,

' Man’s coltifh difpofition afks the thong,

And without difcipline the fav'ritg child,
Like a neglected forrefter runs wild.
But we, as if good qualities would orow

I Spontaneous, take but little pains to fow,

L We give fome latin and a fmatch of greek,
i Teach him to fence and figure twice a week,

And having done we think, the beft we can,

————

Praife his proficiency and dub him man.

-

From {chool to Cam or Ifis, and thence home,

And thence with all convenient fpeed to Rome,
With

——m oy

i )
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With rev’rend tutor clad in habit lay, .
To teaze for cath and quarrel with all day,
With memorandum-book for ev’ry town,
Aud ev’ry poft, and where the chaife brokedown*
His ftock, a few French phrafes got by heart,
With much to learn, but nothing to impart,
The youth obedient to his fire’s commands,
Sets off a wand’rer into foreign lands :
Surpriz’d at all they meet, the goflin pair
With aukward gait, ftretch’d neck, and filly ftare,
Difcover huge gathcdrﬁls' built with ftone,
‘And fteeples tow’ring high much like our own,
But thow peculiar light by many 2 grin
At Popifh praltices obferv’d within,
E’er long fome bowing, {mirking, {mart Abbé
‘Remarks two loit’rers that have loft their i way,
And being always primed with polite/fe
~ For men of their appearance and andrefs,
‘With_ much compaffion undertakes the tafk,

To tell them more than they have wit to afk. "

Points
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- Points to infcriptions wherefoe’er they tread,

Such as when legible were never read,

But being canker’d now, and half worn out,

Craze antiquarian brains with endlefs doubt :

Some headlefs hero or fome Czfar fhows,

Defeétive only in his Roman noft ;

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans,

Models of Herculanean pots and pans,

And fells them medals, which if neither rare

Nor antient, will be fo, preferv’d with care.
Strange the recital ! from whatever caufe

His great improvemient and new lights he draws,

The ’Squire once bafhful is fhame-fac’d no more,

But teems with pow’rs he never felt before :

Whether encreas’d momentum, and the force

With which from clime to clime he {ped his courfe,

~ As axles fometimes kindle as they go,

Chaf’d him and brought dull nature to a glow ;
Or whether clearer fkies and fofter air

That make Italian flow’ss fo {weet and fair,
Frefh’ning
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Frefh’ning his lazy fpirits as he ran,
* Unfolded genially and fpread the man,
Returning he proclaims by many a grace,
By fhrugs and ftrange contortions of his'facu, |
How much a dunce that has been fent to roam,
Excels a dunce that has been kept at'home.
Accomplhifhments have taken virtue’s place,
And wifdom falls before exterior grace ;
We flight the precious kernel of the ftone,
And toil to polifh its rough coat alone. |
A jult deportment, manners grac’d with eafe, .
Elegant phrafe, and figure form’d to pleafe,
Are qualities that feem to cumprchehd
‘Whatever parents, guardians, {chools intend 3
Hence an unfufniﬂ-;’d and a liftlefs mind,
Though bufy, friﬂing 3 empty, thedugH refin’d 3
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clafh-
With indolence and luxury, is trafli;
While learning, once the man’s exclufive pride}

Seems verging faft towards the female fide.
Learning
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Learning itfelf receiv’d into a2 mind

By nature weak, or vicioufly inclin’d,

Serves but to lead philofophers aftray

Where children would with eafe difcern the way.

And of all arts fagacious dupes invent

To cheat themfelves and gain the world’s affent

The worlt is {cripture warp’d from it’s intent.
The carriage bowls along and all are pleas’d

If Tom be fober, and the wheels well greas’d,

But if the rogue have gone a cup too far,

Left out his linch-pin or forgot his tar,

It fuffers interruption and delay,

And meets with hindrance in the {moothelt way.

- When fome hypothefis abfurd and vain

Has fill’d with all its fumes a critic’s brain,
The text that forts not with his darling whim,
Though plain to others, is obfcure to him.
The will made fubjeé to a lawlefs force,
Allis irregular, and out of courfe,

And judgment drunk, and bribed to lofe his way,

sl kas hard, and talks of darknefs at noon day.

A critic
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A critic dn the facred book, fhould be

Candid and learn’d, difpaflionate and free;
Free from the wayward bias bigots feel,
From fancy’s influence, and intemp’rate zeal.
But above all (or let the wretch refrain,
Nor touch the page he eannot but profane)
Free from the domineering pow’r of luft,
A lewd interpreter is never juft.

How fhall I fpeak thee, or thy pow’r addrefs;
Thou God of our idolatry, the prefs?
By thee, religion, liberty and laws
Exert their influence, and advance their caufe,
By thee, worfe plagues than Pharaoh’s land befel,
Diffus’d, make earth the veftibule of hell :
Thou fountainy at which drink the good and wife,
Thou ever-bubbling fpring of endlefs lies, .
Like Eden’s dread probationary tree,
Knowledge of good and evil 1s from thee.

No wild enthufiaft ever yet could reft, .
“Till half mankind were like himfelf poffefs’d. -
Philofophersy
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} Philofophers, who darken and put out

J'l

; .
}._

Eternal truth by everlafting doubst,

Who fill the world with do&rines contraband,
Difcov’rers of they know not what, confin’d
Within no bounds, the blind that lead the blind,

To ftreams of popular opinion drawii,

t Church quacks, with paffions under no command,

Dtpuﬁt in thofe fhallows, all their fpawn.

The wriggling fry foon fill the creeks around,

- —— T

Pois’ning the waters where their fwarms abound ;

Scorn’d by the nobler tenants of the flood,

T

Minnows and gudgeons gorge th’ unwholefome food.,
The propagated myriads fpread fo faft,
F’en Leuwenhoek himfelf would ftand aghaft,
1’ ‘Employ’d to calculate th’ enormous fum,
And own his crab-computing pow’rs o’ercome.
Is this Hyperbole ? The world well known,
*  Your fober thoughts will hardly find it one.
Frefh confidence the fpeculatift takes

From ev’ry hare-brain’d profelyte he makes,
' F And
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And therefore prints, Himfelf but half-deceiv’d,
*Till others have the foothing tale believ’d.
"Hence comment after comment, {pun as fine

As bloated fpiders draw the flimfy line.

Hence the fame word that bids our lufts obey,
Is mifapplied to fanétify their fway.

If fubborn Greek refufe to be his friend,

Hebrew or Syriac fhall be forc’d to bend 5

k’

If languages and copies all cry, No—

.Somebody prov’d it centuries ago.

=

Like trout purfued, the critic in defpair 0%
~ Darts to the mud and finds his faf‘ety there!
Women, whom cuftom has forbid to fly
The fcholar’s pitch (the fcholar beft knows why)
With all the fimple and unletter’d poor,
Admire his learning, and almoft adore.
Whoever errs, the prieft can ne’er be wrong,
With fuch fine words familiar to his tongue.

Ye ladies ! (for, indiff’rent in your caufe,

I (hould deferve to forfeit all applaule)

L] = &
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Whatever thocks, or gives the leaft offence

To virtue, delicacy, truth or fenfe,

(Try the criterion, ’tis a faithful guide)

Nor has, nor can l;ave {cripture on its fide.
None but an author knows an author’s cares,

Or fancy’s fondnefs for the child fhe bears.

Committed once into the public arms,

.

The baby feems to {mile with added charms,
Like fomething precious ventur’d far from fhore,
"Tis valued for the dangcrs'fake the more.

He views it with complacency fupreme,

Solicits kind attention to his dream;

And daily more enamour’d of the cheat,

Kneels, and afks heav’n to blefs the dear deceit.

So one, whofe ftory ferves at lealt to thow
Men lov’d their own produétions long an0,
Wooed an unfeeling ftatue for his wife,
k? ﬂnr refted till the Gods had giv’n it life.
If fome mere driv’ler fuck the fugar’d fib,
One thaf ftill needs his leading ftring and bib,
| fEe ! EFa | And
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And praife his genius, he is foon repaid

In praife applied to the fame part, his head.

For ’tis a rule that holds for ever true,

Grant me difcernment, and I grant it you.
Patient of contradiction as a child;

Affable, humble, diffident and mild,

Such was Sir Ifaac, and fuch Boyle and Locke,

Your blund’rer is as fturdy as a rock.
The creature 1s fo fure to kick and bite,

A muleteer’s the man to fet him right.

Firft appetite enlifts him truth’s {worn foe, g

Then obflinate felf-will confirms him fo.
Tell him he wanders, that his crrm'. leads

To fatal ills, that though the path he treads

Be flow’ry, and he fee no caufe of fear,

Death and the pains of hell attend him there

In vain; the flave of arrogance and pridc;

He has no hearing on the prudent fide.

‘His ftill refuted quirks he ftill repeats,

New rais’d objections with new quibbles meets,
*Til)
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*T1ill finking in the quickfand he defends,
He dies difputing, and the conteft ends ;
| But not the mifchiefs: they ftill left behind,
’ Like thiftle-feeds are fown by ev’ry wind.

| Thus men go wrong with an ingenious fkill,

} Bend the ftrait rule to their own crooked will,
And with a clear and fhining lamp fupplied,
Firft put it out, then take it for a guide,

| Halting on crutches of unequal fize,
One leg by truth fupported, one by lies, .
They fidle to the goal with aukward pace,

Secure of nothing, but to lofe the race,
Faults in the life breed errors in the brain,
And thefe, reciprocally, thofe again.
The mind and conduct mutually imprint.
And ftamp their image in each other’s mint.
Each, fire and dam, of an infernal race,
Begetting and conceiving all that’s bafe.
None fends his arrow to the mark in view,
Whpf: hand is feeble, or his aim untrue,
X 3
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For though €’er yet the fhaft is on the wiﬁg, |
Or when it firft forfakes th’ elaftic {’crihg,
It err but little from th’ intended line,
It falls at laft, far wide of his defign.
So he that feeks a manfion in the {ky,
Muft watch his purpofe with a ftedfaft eye,
That prize belongs to none but the fincere,
The leaft obliquity is fatal here.

. With caution tafte the fweet Circzean cup,
~ He thatfips often, at laft drinks it up.
Habits are foon affum’d, but when we ftrive
To ftrip them off, ’tis being flay’d alive.
Calkd to'the temple of impure delight,
He that abftains, and he alone does right.
If a with ‘wander that way, call it home,
He cannut Iﬂng be fafe, whofe withes roam.
But if you pafs the ‘threfhﬂld, you are caught,
Die then, if pow’r Almighty fave you not.
There hard’ning by degrees, ’till double fteel’d,
Take leave of nature’s God, and God reveal’d,

| Then
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Then laugh at all you trembl’d at before,
And joining the free-thinkers brutal roar,
Swallow the two grand noftrums they difpenfe,
That fcripture lies, and blafphemy is fenfe :
If clemency revolted by abufe

Be damnable, then, damn’d without excufe.

. Some dream that they can filence when they will
The ftorm of paffion; and fay, Peace; be fiill ;
But ¢ Thys far and no farther,” when addre{s'd
To the wild wave, or wilder human breaft,
Implies authority that never can,

That never ought to be the lot of man.
But mufe forbear, long flights forebode a fall, -
Strike on the deep-toned chord the fum of all.
Hear the juft law, the judgment of the fkies!
He that hates truth fhall be the dupe of lies.
And he thaf will be cheated to the laft,

Pelufions; ftrong as hell, fhall bind him'faft.

But if the wand’rer his miftake difcern,
Judge his own ways, and figh for a return,
B4 Be
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Bewilder’d once, muft he bewail his lofs
For ever and for ever ? No—the crofs.
There and there only (though the deift rave,
And atheift, if earth bear {o bafe a flave)
There and there only, is the pow’r to {ave.
There no delufive hope invites defpair,
- No mock’ry meets you, no deception there.
The fpells and charms that blinded you before,
All vanifh there, and fafcinate no more.

I am no preacher, let this hint fuffice,
The crofs once feen, is death to ev’ry vice :
Elfe he that hung there, fuffer’d all his pain, =

Bled, groan’d and agoniz’d, and died in vain.




