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SK what is human life—the fage replies
With difappointment low’ring in his eyes,
A painful paflage o’er a reftlefs flood,
h A vain purfuit of fugitive falfe good,
A fcene of fancied blifs.and heart-felt care,

Clofing at laft in darknefs and defpair,—
| The
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The poor, inur’d to drudgery and diftrefs,

A& without aim, think little and feel lefs,

-And no where butin-feign’d ‘Arcadian {cenes; - -
Talte h:e-l,ppintfs, ﬂ;l;nnw what pleafure means.
Riches are pafs’d away from hand to-hand,

As fortune, vice or folly m:iy command ;

As in a dance the pair that take the lead

Turn downward, and the loweft pair fucceed,

So fhifting and fo various is the plan

By which Heav'n rules the mixt affairs of man,
Viciffitude wheels round the motley crowd,

The rich grow poor, the poor become purfe-proud :
Bus’nefs is labour, and man’s weaknefs {fuch,
Pleafure 1s labour too, and tires as much,
The very fenfe of it foregoesits ufe, -

By repetition pall’d, by age obtufe. -
Youth loft in diffipation, we deplore
Thruugh life’s fad remnant, what no fighs reftore,

Our years; a fruitlefs race without a prize,

Too many, yet too few to make ‘us wife.
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Dangling his cane about, and taking fnuff,
Lothario cries, what philofopbic ftuff,

‘Oh querulous and weak ! whofe ufelefs brain

Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain,
Whofe eye reverted weeps o’er all the paft,
Whofe profpect thows thee a difheartning walte, -
Would age in thee refign his wintry reign, = |
And youth invigorate that frame again,
Renew’d defire would grace with other fpeech
Joys always priz’d, when plac’d within our reach,
For lift thy palfied. head, fhake off the gloom

That overhangs the borders of thy tomb,

- See nature gay as when fhe firlt began,

With {miles alluring her admirer, man,

She fpreads the morning over eaftern hills,

Earth glitters with the drops the night diftils,

The fun obedient, at her call appears |

To Aing his glories oer the rocbe the wears,

Banks cloath’d with flow’rs, groves filI’'d with
. fprightly founds, |

The y,ellnw tilth, green meads, rocks, rifing grounds,
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Streams edg’d with ofiers, fatt’ning ev’ry field'
Where’er they flows now feen and now conceal’d;
From the blue rimn where fkies and mountains ‘meet;
Down to the very torf beneath thy feet;’

Ten thoufand charins that only fools defpife,
Of pride ean look at'with indifPrent eyes,
All fpeak one language, all with one {weet voice
Cry to her univerfal realim, rejoice: "
Man feels the fpur of paffions'and defires;’ -

And fthe gives largely more than he requires, !
Neot that his hours devoted all to care,
Hollow-¢y'd abftinence and lean defpair, o4
The wretch may pine, while to his fmell; tafte; fight;
She holds & Paradife of rich delight, M
But gently to rebuke his aukward fear,

To prove that what fhe gives; fhe gives fincere,
To banifh heéfitation; and proclaim oa
His happinefs, her dear, her only Him,

*Tis grave philofophy’s abfurdeft dream,

That Heav’n’sintentions are not what they feen;
| That
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‘That only fhadows are difpens’d beh:i#,'.
And carth has'no reality but woe. |

Thus thmgs terreftrial wear a diff'rent huc,
As youth or age perfuades, and neither true ;
So Flora’s wrf:ath through colour’d thryﬂ:al feen,
The rofe or lily appears blue or green,
But ftill th’ imputed ‘tints are thofe alone

The medium reprefents, and not their own.

To rife at noon, fit flipfhod and undrefs’d,

To read the news or fiddle as feems beft,

*Till half the world comes rattling at his door,

To fill the dull vacuity cill four,

And juft when evening turns the blue vault grey;

To fpend two hours in drefling for the day,

To make the fun a bauble without ufe,

Save for the fruits his heav’nly beams produce,

Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought,

Who bids him fhine, or if he fhine or not, |

Through mere neceflity to clofe his eyes

Jult when the larks and when the fhepherds rife,
L Is
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Is fuch a life, fo tedioufly the fame,

So void of all utility or aim,

That poor Jonquiw, with almoft ev’ry breath -
Sighs for his exit, vulgarly call’d, death:

For he, v_rith,_all his follies, has a mind

Not yet fo blank, or fathionably blind,

But now and then perhaps a feeble ray

Of diftant wifdom fhoots acrofs his way,

By which he reads, that life without a plan,
As ufelefs as the moment it began,

Serves mérely as a foil for difcontent

To thrive in, an incumbrance, e’er half {pent.
Oh wearinefs beyond what affes feel,

That tread the circuit -of the ciftern wheel,

A dull rotation never at a ftay,

Yefterday’s face twin image of to-day,

While converfation, an-exhaufted ftock,
Grows drow{y as the clicking of a clock. -

No need, he cries, of gravity ftuff'd out

 ‘With academic dignity devout,
: To
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To read wife leCtures, vanity ti'u: text ;
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next,
For truth felf-evident with pomp imprefs’d,
Is vanity furpafling all the reft.

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound,
Yet feldom fought, where only to be found,
While paflion turns afide from its due {cope
Th’ enquirer’s aim, that remedy, is hope.
Life is his gift, from whom whate’er life needs,
And ev’ry good and perfedt gift proceeds,
Beftow’d on'man, like all that we partake,
Royally, freely, for his bounty fake.
Tranfient indeed, as is the fleeting hour,
And yet the feed of an immortal flow’r,
Defign’d in honour of his endlefs love,

To fill with fragrance his abode above.
No trifle, howfoever fhort it {feem,

And howioever thadowy, no dr:ﬁm,

Its value, what no thought can afcertain,

Nor all an angel’s eloguence explain,

o Men
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Men deal with life, as children with théir play,
Who firft mifufe, then caft their toys away ;
Live to no fober purpofe, and ‘contend
That their creator had no ferious end. -
When God and man ftand 6ppofite in view;
Man’s'difappointment muft of courfe enfue.
The juft Creator condefcends to write
In beams of inextinguifhable lighe, -
-His names of wifdom, goodnefs, pow’r and love,
On all that blooms below or. fhines above,
To catch the'wand’ring netice of mankind,” "
And teach the world, if not perverfely bligd, "\
His gracious attributes, ‘and prove the fthare
His offspring hold in. his patetnal ‘care.” -
If led from earthly things to things divine,
His creaturethwart not his auguft defign,
Then praife is heard inftead of reas’ning pride, ©
And captious cavil and complaint fubfide;,
Nature employ’d in her allotted place,
Is hand-maid. to the purpufes of grace,
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By good vouchfaf’d makes known fuperior good,

And blifs not feen by bleflings underftood.

That blifs reveal’d in fcripture with a glow

Bright as the covenant-infuring bow,

Fires all his feelings with a noble fcorn

Of fenfual evil, and thus hope is born.
Hope fets the ftamp of vanity on all

wl

That men have deem’d fubftantial fince the fall,
Yet has the wond’rous virtue to educe
From émptinefs itfelf a real ufe,
And while fhe takes as at a father’s hand
_ What health and {ober appetite d;:mand,
From fading good derives with chyrﬁic art
That lafting happinefs, a thankful heart.
Hope with uplifted foot fet free from earth,
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth,
On fteady wing fails through th’ immenfe abyfs,
- Plucks amaranthin joys from bow’rs of blifs,
_- And crowns the foul while yet a mourner here,

With wreaths like thofe triumphant fpirits wear.
L3 Hope
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Hope as an anchor firm and fure, holds faft

The Chriftian .veflel, and defies the blaft ;

Hope ! nothing elfe can nourifh and fecure

His new-born virtues, and preferve him pure;

Hope! let the wretch once confcious of the joy,

Whom now defpairing agonies deftroy,

Speak, for he can, and none fo well as he,

What treafures center, what delights in thee.

Had he the gems, the fpices, and the land

That boafts the treafure, all at his cnmmﬁnd,

The fragrant grove, th’ ineftimable mine,

Were light when weigh’d againft one fmile of thine.
Though clafp’d and cradl’d in his nurfe’s arms,

He fhine with all a cherub’s artlcfs'charms;,

Man is the genuine offspring of revolt,

Stubborn and fturdy, a wild afs’s colt ;

His paffions like the wat’ry ftores that {leep

Beneath the {fmiling furface of the deep,

Wait but the lafhes of a wintry ftorm,

To frown and roar, and fhake his feeble form.

From
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From infancy through childhood’s giddy maze,
Froward-at fchool, and fretful in his plays,
The puay tyrant buras to fubjugate

The free republic of the whip-gig ftate.

If one, his equal in achletic frame,

Or more provoking ftill, of nobler name,

Dares ftep acrofs his arbitrary views,

“An Iliad, only not in verfe, enfues.

The little Greeks look trembling at the fcales,

"Till the beft tongue or heavieft hand prevails.
Now {ee him launched into the world at large ;

If prieit, fupinely droning o’er his charge,

Their fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl,

Though fhort, too long, the price he pays for all

If lawyer, loud whatever caufe he plead,

But proudeit of the worft, if that fucceed.

Perhaps a grave phyfician, gath’ring fees,

Punétually paid for length’ning out difeafe,

No Corron, whofe humanity fheds rays

That make fuperior fkill his fecond praife.
L 4
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If arms engage him, ‘he devotes tofporg
His date of life, fo likely to be fhorty -
A foldier may be any thing, if brave,
So may a tradefman; if not quite a knave.
Such ftuff'the world is made of ; and mankind
To paffion, int’reft, pleafure, whim refign’d,
Infift on, as if each were his own pope,
Forgivenefs, and the privilege of hope;
But confcience in fome awful filent hour,
When captivating lufts have loft their pow’r,
‘Perhaps when ficknefs, or fome fearful dream
Reminds him of religion, hated theme !
Starts from the down on which fhe lately flept, |
And tells of laws defpis’d, at leaft not kept;
Shows with a pointing finger and no noife,
A pale procefiion of paft finful joys,
All witnefles of bleflings foully fcorn’d,
And life abus’d—and not to be fuborn’d. |
Mark thefe, fhe fays, thefe fummoned from afar,
Begin their march to meet thee at the bar;

: There
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There finda Judge' inexorably Jul,

~ And perith'there, as all prefumption muft.

Peace be to thofe (fuch peace as earth can give)
Who live in pleafure, dead ev'n while thev live,
Born capable indeed of heav’nly truth,

But down to lateft age from earlieft youth”

Their mind a wildernefs through want of care,

The plough of wifdom never ent’ring there.
Peace (if infenfibility may claim

A right to the meek honours of her name)

- Tomen of pedigree, their noble race

Emulous always of the neareft place

To ‘any_thmne, except the throne of gra&:.

Let cottagers and unenlightened [wains

Revere the laws they dream that heav’n ordains,
Refort on Sundays to the houfe of pray’r,

And afk, and fancy they find bleflings there ;

~ Themfelves perhaps when weary they retreat

T" enjoy cool nature in a country feat,

T exchange the center of a thoufand trades,

For clumps and lawns and temples and cafcades,

May
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May now and then their velvet cuthions take,
And feem to pray for good example fake ;
Judging, in charity no doubt, the town

Pious enough, and having need of none.

Kind fouls ! to teach their tenantry to prize

What they themfelves without remorfe defpife ;

Nor hbpf.': have they nor fear of aught to come,

As well for them had prophecy been dumb ;

They could have held the conduét they purfue,

Had Paul of Tarfus lived and died a Jew;

And truth propos’d to reas’ners wife as they,

Is a pearl caft—completely caft away.
Theydie—Deathlends them, pleas’d and asinfport,

All the grim honours of his ghaftly court ;

Far other paintings grace the chamber now,

Where late we faw the mimic landfcape glow ;

The bufy heralds hang the {able fcene

With mournful "{cutcheons and dim Jamps hctwacn,

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around,

But they that wore them, move not at the found ;
' The
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The coronet placed idly at their head,
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead,
And ev’n the ftar that glitters on the bier,
Can only fay, nobility lies here.
Peace to all fuch—'"twere pity to offend
! By ufelefs cenfure whom we cannot mend,
| Life without hope can clofe but in defpair,
| *Twas therewe found them and muft leave them there.
As when two pilgrims in a forefl ftray,
Both may be loft, yet each in his own way,
+ So fares it with the multitudes beguil’d
| In vain opinion’s wafte and dang’rous wild ;
, Ten thoufand rove the brakes and thorns among,
i Some eaftward, and fome weftward, and all wrong :

But here, alas! the fatal diff 'rence lies,

—_—

Each man’s belief is right in his own eyes;

T - ;

And he that blames what they have blindly chofe,
Incurs refentment for the love he thows.
Say botanift! within whofe province fall
The cedar and the hyfiop on the wall,
- | Of
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Of all that dccﬁ'the lanes, the fields, the bow’rs,

What parts the kindred tribes of weeds and flow’rs ?

Sweet fcent, or lovely form, or both combin'd, :

Diftinguifh ev’ry.cultivated kind,

The want of both denotes a meaner breed,

And Chloe from her garland picks the weed.

Thus hopes of every fort, whatever {e&t

- Efteem thefn,' fow them, rear them, and PI‘GI:E&";

If wild in nature, and not duly found

Gethfemane ! in thy dear, hallowed ground,

That cannot bear. the blaze of fcripture light,

Nor cheer the fpirit, nor refrefh the fight,

Nor animate the foul to Chriftian deeds, *

- Oh caft them from thee! are weeds, arrant weeds.
Ethelred’s houfe, the center of fix ways,

Diverging each from each, like equal rays,

Him{clf as bountiful as April rains,

Lord paramount of the furrounding plains,

Would give relief of bed and board to none,

But guefts that fought it in th’ appointed,” ONE.

And
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And they might enter at his open door,
Ev’n till his fpacious hall would kold no moré,
He fent a fervant forth by ev'ry road, '
To found his horn' and publifh it abroad,
That all might mark, knight,{ %, high and low,
An ord’nancé it concern’d them mitich’'to know.
If after all, fome headftrong, hardy lowt,
Would difobey, though fure to be fhut out,

Could he with reafon murmur at his cafe,

Himf{elf fole author of his own difgrace ?

No ! the.decree was juft and without flaw,

Ard he that 'made, had right to make the law;

His fov’reign pow’r and pleafure unreftrain’d,

The wrong was his, who wrongfully complain’d.
Yet half mankind maintain a churlifh ftrife

With him, the donor of eternal life,

Becaufe the deed by which his love confirms

~ The largefs he beftows, prefcribes the terms.

‘Compliance with his' will your lot infures,

.Accept it'only, “and the boon is yours ;

And
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And fure it is as kind to fmile and give,

As with a frown to fay, do this and live.
Love is not pedlars trump’ry, bought and fold,

He will give freely, or he will withold,

His foul abhorsercenary thought,

And him as deeply who abhors it not

He ftipulates indeed, but merely this,

That man will freely take an unbought blifs,
Will truft him for a faithful gen’rous part,
Nor fet a price upon a willing heart,

Of all the ways that feem to promife fair,

To place you where his faints his prefence fhare,
This only can—for this plain caufe, exprefs’d -
In terms as plain; himfelf has fhut the reft.
But oh the firife, the bick’ring and debate,
The tidings of unpurchas’d heav’n create !
The flirted fan, the bridle and the tofs,

All fpeakers, yet all language at a lofs.

From ftucco’d walls {mart arguments rebound,
And beaus, adepts in ev’ry thing profound,

Die of difdain, or whiftle off the found. H
Such
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Such is the clamor of rooks, daws, and kites,
Th’ explofion of the levell’d tube excites,
Where mould’ring abbey-walls o’erhang the glade,
And oaks coceval {pread a mournful fhade.
The {creaming nations hov’ring in mid air,
Loudly refent the ftranger’s freedom there,
And feem to warn him never to repeat
His bold intrufion on their dark retreat.

Adieu, Vinofo cries, €’er yet he fips,
The purple bumper trembling at his lips,
Adieu to all morality! if grace
Make works a vain ingredient in the cafe.
The Chriftian hope is—waiter, draw the cork—
If T miftake r;ut—bluckhead! with a fork !

Without ghod works, whatever fome may boalt,

Mere fully and delufion—Sir, your toaft.

My firm perfuafion is, at leaft fometimes,

That heav’nwill weigh man’s virtues and his crimes,
‘With nice attention in a righteous fcale,

And fave or damn as thefe or thofe prevail,

I plant |
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I plant my foot updn this ground of 'truﬂ"* 1
And filence every fear with—God is juft;

But if perchance on fome duli drlz’zlma day,-

A thought intrude ‘that fays, or feems to fay,

If thus th” important. caufe is to be tried,

Suppofe the beam fhould dip on the wrong fide,
I foon recover from thefe needlefs frights,
And God is merciful—fets all 'tu*:rights. =
Thus hctwccn-‘juﬂice, as my pr'imt-: fupport,
And mercy fiéd to, as the laft refort, |
I glide and fteal along with heav’n in view,
And—pardon me, the bottle ftands with you.
I never will hc]iev'c, the col’nel cries,
The fanguinary fchemes that ﬂ:::me devife,
Who make the g{md Creator, on thezr Plan
A being of lefs equity than man.
If appetite, or what divines call luft, |
‘Which men comply with, €’en becaufe they muﬂ',;
Be punifh’d with pei'di-tibn, who is pure? . |
Then théirs, no ch'i;.:lbt, as well as mine, is fu:ir.‘.- "

If
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if f;entencq of eternal pain-belong .
To ev’ry fudden flip and tranfient wrong;: .\, .
Then hE'il"‘i"iI‘ll enjoins the. fallible and frail, ..~ .
An hopelefs tafk, and dan;nsﬁe:ﬁ if'.they.f.:a.il; |
My cr:;ed. (whatever fome\creed-makers mean >
By Athanafian nnnf’cnfe_qﬁ. Nicene) -
My creed is,, he is fafe that does, his beft; . -
And death’s a doom fufficient for the reft,,
Right, fays an enfign, and for aught I fee;
Your faith and mine fubftan tially agree : ..
The beft of ev’ry man’s pcrfurmanée,h_‘qrg,-i ;
Is to difcha;'gﬂ the duties of his {phere... i,
A lawyer’s dealing fhould; be juft and f;,ir, .
Honefty fhines with gl‘ﬂ-‘:l.t advantage there;
Fafting and pray’r fit well upon a prieft,
A decent caution and:referve, at leaft. (4
A foldier’s beft is courage in the field,
With nothing here that wants to be conceal’d,
Manly deportment, gall}nt, ealy, gay,
An hand as lib’ral as the light of day;
M The
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The writer well remarks, an heart that knu‘;ﬂ
To take with gratitude what heav’n beftows,
| With prudence always ready ‘at our call,
To guide our ufe of it, is all in all,
Doubtlefs it is—to which of my own ftore
I fuperadd a few effentials more ;
But thefe, excufe the liberty I take,
I wave juft now, for converfation fake.——
Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim,
And add Right Rev’rend to Smug’s honour’d name,
And yet our'lot is giv’n usin'a land

y Where bufy arts are never at a {tand,
Where fcience points her telefcopic eye,
Z Familiar with the wonders of the {ky,

Where bold enquiry diving out of fight,
Brings many a precious pearl of truth tolight,
Where nought eludes the perfevering queft,
That fafhion, tafte, or luxury fuggeft,
- But above all, in her own light array’d,
See mercy’s grand apocalypfe difplay’d !

M 2 The
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The facred book no l::ngqr {fuffers wrong; . . -
Bound in the fetters of: an unknown tongue,,
- But fpeaks with plainnefs art could never mend,
What fimplefty minds can fooneft comprehénd. |
God gives-the word, the preachers throng around,
Live from his lips, and f{pread the glorious found :
That found befpeaks falvation. on her way, -
The trumpet of a life-reftoring day ;
"Tis heard where England’s eaftern glory fhines,
And in thé gulphs of Her Cornubian mines.
And ftill ir/fpreads.  See Germany {end fﬂ:th
Her * fons te pour it on r.hq: farthelt nﬂrl‘.‘h
Fird with a zeal peculiar, ; they. defy " .
The rage and ﬂgar of a polar fky, e
And plaqt_fu;ccfsfull}r {weet Sharon’s rofe, . i
On icy piains and in eternal fnuﬁ*s _ |
Oh bleft within th’ inclofure of your rocks, . -
Nor herds have ye to buaﬂ: nor bleating flocksy
No fertilizing Ifl:re.ams your fields divide,
That thow revo:lf;’d the villas uq_‘th't:ir ﬁdg? .
No

* The Moravian miflionaries in Greenland. Vide Krantz.
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No groves have ye ; no cheerful found of bird, -
Or voice of turtle in your land is ht:':ard, 3
Nor grateful eglantine regales the fmell-
Of thofe that walk at ev’ning where ye dwell—
| But wint:cr arm’d with tr.-:rrnrs, here unknown,
Sits abfolute on his unfhaken thfﬂne,
Piles up his ftores amid’ft the frozen walte,
And bids the mountains he has built, ftand faft,
Beckons. the legions of hi__ﬁ ftorms away
! From happier {cenes, to-make your land a prey,
Proclaims the foil a conqueft he has;._wan,

'y And fcorns to fhare it with the diftant fun.
—Yet truth 1s yours, remote, unenvied ifle,.
And peace, the genuine offspring of her fmile,

. The pride of letter’d ignorance that binds . ,

| In chains of error, our accnmpli_ﬂ}’d_mipds,
That decks with all the fplendor of the true
A falfe religion, is unknown to you.
Nature indeed vnu;hfafes for our delight

. The fwect viciﬂitu_dcs of day and night;

| M 3 Soft
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Soft airs and genial moifture, feed and cheer
Field, fruit and flow’r, and c#’ry creature here,
But brighter beams than his who fires the fkies,
Have ris'n at length on your admiring'cycs,
That fhoot inte your darkeft caves the day
From which our nicer optics turn away.

Here fee th” encouragement grace gives to vice,
The dire effect of mercy without price!
What were they >—what fome fools are' made by art
They were by nature, atheifts, head and heart.
The grofs idolatry blind heathens teach
Was too refin’d for them, beyond their reach ;
Not ev’n the glorious fun, though men revere
The monarch moft that feldom will appear,
And though hisbeams that quicken where they thine,
May claim fome right to be efteem’d diviﬁe,
Not ev’n the {fun, defirable as rare,
Could bend one knee, engage one vot’ry there ;
They were what bafe credulity believes

True Chriftians are, diffemblers, drunkards, thieves.
The




( 167 )

The full-gorged favage at his naufeous feaft
Spent half the darknefs, and fnor’d out the reft,
Was one, whom juftice on an equal plan
Denouncing death upon the fins of man,
Might almoft have indulg’d with an efcape,
Chargeable only with an human fhape.

‘What are they now ?~—morality may fpare
Her grave concern, her kind fufpicions there.
 Thewretch that once fangwildly,dan¢’d and laugh’d,
. And fuck’d in dizzy madnefs with his draught,
Has wept a filent flood, revers’d his ways,
Is fober, meek, benevolent, and prays;
Feeds fparingly, communicates his ftore,
Abhors the craft he boafled of before,
And he that ftole has learn’d to fteal no more.
Well fpake the prophet, let the defart fing,
Where fprang the thorn, the {piry fir fhall {pring,
And where unfightly and rank thiftles grew,
Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew.

Go now, and with important tone demand

On what foundation virtue is to ftand,

#~
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If felf-exalting claims be turn’d adrift,
And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift;
The poor reclaim’d inhabitant, his eyes
Glift’ning at once with pity and furprife,
"Amaz’d that fhadows fthould obfcure the fight
Of one whofe birth was in a land of light,
Shall.anfwer, Hope, fweet Hope, ha:s fet me free,
And made all pltafure;; elfe mere drofs to me.
Thefe amidft fcenes as walte as if denied
The common care that wa-it_s on all befide,
Wild as if nature there, void of all good, 1
Play’d only gambols in a frantic moed;
Yet charge not heav’nly fkill with having plann’d
A play-thing world unworthy of his hand,
1 Canp fee his love, though fecret evil lurks
In all we touch, ftamp’d p]aipl}r on his wnykﬁ‘? g
Deem life a blefling with its num’rous woes,
Nor {purn away a gi_ﬁ_: a God beftows.
Hard tafk indeed, o’er arétic feas to roam !
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ?

Yes,
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¥Yes, but an object bright as orient mora,
‘ May prefs the eye toa clofely to be borne,
A diftant virtue we can all confefs, -
It hurts our pride and moves our envy lefs.

Leuconomus (beneath well-founding Greek

I flur a name a poet muft not fpeak)
Stood pilloried on infamy’s high ftage,
And bore the pelting fcorn of half an age,
The very butt of {lander, and the blot
For ev’ry dart that malice ever fhot.
1' The man that mentioned Aim,; at once difmifs’d
i. All mercy from his lips, and fneer’d and hifs’d;
His crimes were {fuch as Sodom never knew,
And perjury ftood up to fwear all true; |

His aim was mifchief, and his zeal pretence,

'f
1.
N
|1|

His fpeech rebellion againft common fenfe,

A kpave when tried on honefty’s plain rule,

And when by that of reafon, a mere fool,

The world’s beft comfort was, his doom was pafs'd,
Die when he mighlt,_, he muft be damn’d at laft,

Now
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Now truth perform thine office, waft afide

The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride,

|

Reveal (the man is dead) to wond’ring eyes,
This more than monfter in his proper guife.
He lov’d the world that hated him: the tear
T hat dropped upon his Bible was fincere,
Affail’d by feandal and the tongue of ftrife,
His only anfwer was a blamelefs life,
And he that forged and he that threw the dart,
Had each a brother’s intereft in his heart.
Paul’s love of Chrift, and fteadinefs unbrib’d,
Were copied clofe in him, and well tranferib’d ;
ﬁc followed Paul : his zeal a kindred flame,
His apoftolic charity the fame, |
Like him crofs’d chearfully tempeftuous feas,
Forfaking country, kindred, friends, and eafe; -
Like him he labourd, and like him, content
To bear it, fuffer’d thame where’er he went.
Blufh calumny ! and write upon his tomb,

If honelt eulogy can fpare thee room,
- Thy
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Thy deep repentance of thy thoufand lies,
Which aim’d at him, have pierc’d th’ offended fkies,
And fay, blot out my fin, confefs’d, deplor’d,
A gainft thine image in thy faint, oh Lord!

No blinder bigot, I maintain it ftill,
Than he that muft have pleafure, come what will ;
He laughs, whatever weapon truth may draw,
And deems her fharp artillery mere ftraw.
Scripture indeed is plain, but God and he
On fcripture-ground, are fure to difagree ;
Some wifer rule muft teach him how to live,
Than that his Maker has feen fit to give,
Supple and flexible as Indian cane,
To take the bend his appetites ordain,
Contriv’d to fuit frail nature’s crazy cafe,
And reconcile his lufts with faving grace.
By this, with nice precifion of defign,
He draws upon life’s map a zig-zag line,
That fhows how far ’tis fafe to follow fin,
And where his danger and God’s wrath begine

By
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By this he forms, as pleas’d he {ports along,

His well pois’d eftimate of right and wrong, "

And finds the modifth manners of the day,

Though loefe, as harmlefs as an infant’s play.
Build by whatever plan caprice decrees,

‘With what materials, on whﬁt ground you pleafe,

Your hope fhall ftand unblam’d, perhaps admir’d,

If not that hope the fcripture has requir’d ;

The ftrange conceits, vain projets and wild dreams,

'With which hypocrify for ever teems,

(Though other follies ftrike the public eye,

And raife a laugh) pafs unmolefted by ;

But if unblafn:_able in word and thought,

A man arife, a man whom God has taught,

Witk Al Elials dignitaidebtir s

And all the love of the beloved John,

To ftorm the citade!ls they build in air,

And {mite th’ untemper’d wall, ’tis death to fpa;c,'

To {fweep away all refuges of lies,

And Plar::c, inftead of quirks themfelves devife, .

Lama SasacTuani, before their eyes,
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To prove that without Chrift, all gain is lofs; -

All hope, defpair, that ftands not on his crofs,

Except the few his/ God may have imprefs’d,

A tenfold frenzy feizes all the reft. -
Throughout mankind, the Chriftian kind at leaft,

There dwells a confcioufnefs 1{1 ev'ry breaft,

That folly ends; where genuine hope begins,  »

And he that finds his heav’n muft lofe his finss

Nature oppofes with her urmoft force, |

This riving ftroke, '_ this ui;imat_e divorce,

And while religion feems to be her view,

Hates with a deep fincerity, :.Eae frues:. .

For this of all that ever influenced man,

Since Abel worfhipp’d, or the world began,

This only fpares no luft, admits no plea,

But makes him, if at ﬁll, completely free,

Sounds forth the fignal, as fhe rpuﬁnts her car,

Of an eternal, univerfal war,

Rejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles,

Scorns with the fame indiff 'rence frowns and fmi_les,

Drives
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Drives through the realms of fin, where riot reels, A
And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels !
Hence all that is'in man, pride, paflion, art,
Powr’s of the mind; and feelings of the heart,
Infenfible of truth’s almighty charms,

Starts at her firft approach, and founds to'arms!
While bigotry with well-diffembled fears,

His eves fhut faft, his fingers in his ears,

Mighty to parry, and pufh by God’s word '
With ferfelefs noife, his argument the fword,
Pretends a zeal for godlinefs and grace,

And fpits abhorrence-in the Chriftian’s face. "
Parent of hope, immortal truth, make known
Thy deathlefs wreaths, and triumph&‘ all thine own :

The filent progrefs of thy pow'r'is fuch,.
Thy means fo feeble, and defpis’d fo much,

That few believe the wonders thou haft wruugh:i:,
And nene can teach them but whomthou haft taught.

Oh {ee me {worn to ferve thee, and command
A painter’s {kill into a poet’s hand,
That
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That while I trembling trace a work divine,

Fancy may ftand aloof from the defign,

And light and fhade and ev’ry ftroke be thine.
If ever thou haft felt another’s pain,

If ever when he figh’d, haft figh’d again,

If ever on thine eye-lid ftood the tear

That pity had engender’d, drop one here.

This man was happy—had the world’s good word,

And with it ev’ry joy it can al-"rbfd : -

Friendfhip and love feem’d tcndcrl}" at ftrife,

Which moft fhould fweeten his untrnubl’d lif': ;

Politely learn’d, and of a gentlc race,

Goad—br:cdmg and good fenfe gave all a grace,

And whether at the toilette of the fair

He laugh’d and trifled, made him wclcumﬁ th.ere;

Or, if in mafculine debate he fhar’d,

Infur’d him mute attention and regard.

Alas how chang’d! expreflive of his mind,

His eyes are funk, arms folded, head reclind,

Thofe awful fyllables, hell, death, and fin,

Though whifper’d, plainly tell what works within,
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That confcience there performs her proper part;

And writes a doomfday fentence on his heart ;
Forfaking, and forfaken of all friends,

He now perceives ﬁhcrﬂ earthly pleafure ends;
Hard tafk! for one who lately knew no care,

- And harder ftill as learnt beneath defpair :

His hours no longer pafs unmark’d away,

A dark importance faddens every day,

i

He hears the notice of the clock, perplclx’d, 2

And cries, perhaps eternity ftrikes next:..

chc.t mufic is no lﬁngﬁr_muiic here,

And laughter founds like madnefs in his ear,

His grief the world of all her pow’r difarms, =

Wiﬁe has no tafte, and beauty has lnu.charms: ;

God’s holy word, -once trivial in his view,

Now by the voice of his experience, true,

Seems, as it is, ti;tc fountain whthcﬁ aluné.r

Muft {pring that hope he pants to make his own,
Now let the bright reverfr: be known abruad; :

Sa},;, man’s 2 worm, and pow’r belongs to Guﬂ.;
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As wheh a felon whom his country’s laws
Have juftly doom’d for fome atruciﬂus caufe,
Expects in darknefs and heart-chilling fears,
The thameful clofe of all his mifpent years,

If chance, on heavy pinions flowly borne,

A tempeft ufther in the dreaded morn,

Upon his dungeon walls the lightnings play;
The thunder {eems to fummon him. away,

The warder at the door his key applies,
Shoots back the bolt, and all his courage dies :
If then, juft then, all thoughts of mercy loft,
When Hope, long ling’ring, at-laft vields the gl;n{]:,
The found of pardon pierce his ftartled ear,
He drops at once his fetters and his fear,

A tranfport glows in all he looks and fpeaks,
And the firft thankful tears bedew his cheeks.
Joy, far fuperior joy, that much outweighs
The comfort of a few poor added days,
Invades, pnﬁ"cﬂ'cé,' and o’erwhelms the foul

Of him whom hope has with a touch made whole:
N "Tis



C 78 }

*Tis heav’n; all heav’n’defcending on the wings
Of the glad legions of the King of Kifigs 5

'Tis more—"tis God diffus’d through ev’ry part,
'Tis God hinfelf triumphant in his heart.

Oh weleoivie now, the fun’s once hated light,
His noon-day beams were never half fo bright,

Not kindred minds alone are call’d ¢’ employ

Their hotrs, their days in lift'ning to his joy; -

Unconfcious nature, ail that he furveys,
Rocks, ‘groves and ftreams muft j;:}in' him in his
praife. | |

Thefe are thy glorious works, eternal truth,

The {¢off of wither'd .age.and beardlefs ynﬁth,

Thefe move the cenfure and illib’ral grin

Of fools that hate theé and delight in fin:

But thefe fhall 1aft when night has quench’d the pole,

And héav’n is-all departed as afcroll: * =

And when; as juftice has long fince decreed,

This earth fhall blaze, and a new world fucceed,

Then thefe thy glorious works, and they that fhare

That Hope which can alone exclude defpair,
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Shall live exempt from weaknefs and decay,

The brighteft wonders of an endlefs day,
Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong

To him that blends no fable with his fong)

Whofe linesuniting, by an honeft art,"

The faithful monitors and poets part,

Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind,

And while they captivate, inform the mind.

Still happier, if he till a thankful foil, -

And fruit reward his hnﬁurablp_ toil :

But happier far who comfort thofe that wait

To hear plain truth at Judah’s hallow'd gate ;

Their language fimple as their manners meek,

r ~ No fhining ornaments have they to feek,
Nor labour they, nor time nor talents walte
In forting flowers to {uit a fickle tafte

But while they {peak the wifdom of the {kiesg

Which art can only darken and difguile,

Th’ abundant harveft, recompence divine,

Repays their wurk;thc gleaning only, mine. |
N 2 CHARITY,



