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s e [Py dits flovens ignobilis oti,
Virc, Geor., Lis. 4.
AtCKNEY’D in bufinefs, wearied at-that oar
Which thoufands once faft chain’d to, quit
- No more,
But which when life at ebb runs wezk and low,
All wifh, or feem to wifh they could forego,
The flatefman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade,
Pants for the refuge of fome rural fhade,
Where all his long anxieties forgot
Amid the charms of a fequefter’d fpot,
. Or
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Or recolle&ed only to gild o’¢r
And add a fmile to what was {weet before,
He may poffefs the joys he thinks he fees,
Lay his old age upon the lap of eafe;
Improve the remnant of his walted {pan, -
And having liv’d a trifler, die a man.
Thus confcience pleads her caufe within the breaft,
Though long rebell’d againft, not ?et {fupprefs’d,
And calls a creature formed for God alone,
For heaven’s high purpofes and not his own,
Calls him away from f{elfith ends and aims,
From what debilitates and wh-at inflames,
~ From cities humming with a reftlefs crowd,
Sordid as attive, ignorant as loud,
Whofe highelt praife is that they live in vain,
The dupes of pleafure, or the flaves of gain,
Where works of man are clufter’d clofe around,
- And works of God are hardly to be f'uund,
To regions where in {pite of fin and woe,
Traces of Eden are ftill feen below,
‘ | S 2 Where




»

( 260 )

Where mountain, river, foreft, field and grove,

Remind him of his Maker’s pow’r and love.

*Tis well if look’d for at fo late a day, |

In the laft fcene of fuch a fenfelefs play,

True wifdom will attend his feeble call,

And grace his aftion €’er the curtain fall,

Souls that have long defpifed their heav’nly birth,

Their withes all impregnated with earth, :

For threefcore years employed with ceafelefs care,

In catching fmoke and feeding upon air,

Converfant only with theé ways of men,

Rarely redeem the fhort remaining ten.

Invet’rate habits choak th’ unfruitful heart,

Their fibres penetrate its tend’relt part,

And draining its nutritious pow’rs to feed

Their noxious growth, ftarve ev’ry better feed.
Hapi:y if full of days—but happier far

If e’er we yet difcern life’s evening ftar,

Sick of the fervice of a world that feeds , #

Its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds;
| We
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We can efcape from cuftom’s ideot fway;
To ferve the fov’reign we were born ¢’ obey.
Then fweet to mufe upon his fkill difplay’d
(Infinite {kill) in all that he has made !

To trace in nature’s moft minute defign,
The fignature and ftamp of pow’r divine,
Contrivance intricate exprefs’d with eafe
Where unaffifted fight no beauty fees,

The fhapely limb and lubricated joint,
“Within the fmall dimenfions of a point,
Mufcle and nerve miraculoufly fpun,

His mighty work who fpeaks and it is done,
Th’ inviﬁble‘ in things fcarce feen reveal’d,
To whom an atom is an ample field.

To wonder at a thoufand infect forms,

Thefe hatch’d, and thofe refufcitated worms,

New life ordain’d and brighter fcenes to fhare,

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air,
Whofe fhape would make them, had they bulk

and fize,

More hideous foes than fancy can devife,
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With helmed heads and dragon fcales adorald,

The mighty myria;llsr,- now fecurely fcorn’d,
Would mock the majefty of man’s high birth,
Defpife his bulwarks and unpeople earth.

Then with a glance of fancy to furvey,

Far as the faculty can ftretch away, ;

Ten thoufand rivers poured at his command
From urns that never fail through ev’ry land,
Thefe like a deluge with impetuous force,
Thofe winding modeltly a filent courfe,

The cluud+fﬁrmuunting alps, the fruitful vales,
Seas on which ev’ry nation fpreads her fails,
The fun, a world whence other worlds drink light,
The crefcent moon, the diadem of night,

Stars countlefs, each in his appointed place,
Faft-anchor’d in the deep abyfs of fpace—

At fur.ih a fight to catch the poet’s flame,

And with a rapture like his own exclaim,

Thtﬁ: are thy glorious works, thou fource of gnod,,
How dimly fcen, how faintly underftood !— %

T hmc \
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Thine, and upheld bj' thy paternal care,
This univerfal frame, thus wond’rous fair;
Thy pow’r divine and bounty beyond thought,
Ador'd and prais’d in all that thou haft wrought.
Abforbed in that immenf{ity I fee,
I fhrink abafed, and yet afpire to thee;
Inftru&t me, guide me to that heav’nly day,
Thy words, more clearly than thy works difplay,
That while thy truths my groffer thoughts refine,
I may refemble thee and call thee mine.

Oh bleft proficiency ! furpafling all
That men erroneoufly their glory call,
The recompence that arts or arms can yield,
The bar, the fenate or the tented field.
Compar’d with this fublimeft life below,
Ye kings and rulers what have courts to {how ?
Thhusl ftudied, ufed and confecrated thus,
Whatever is, feems form’d indeed for us,
Not as the plaything of a froward child,
- Fretful unlefs diverted and beguiled,

B S 4 Much
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Much lefs to feed and fan the fatal fires

Of pride, ambition or impure defires,

But as a-fedle by which the foul afcends

From mighty means to more important ends,

Securely, though by fteps but rarely trod,

Mounts from inferior beings up to God,

And fees by no fallacious light or dim,

Earth made for man, and man himfelf for him,
Not that I mean t’ approve, or would inforce

A f{uperftitious and monaftic courle:

Truth is not local, God alike pervades

And fills the world of traffic and the fhades,

And may be fear’d amid the bufieft fcenes,

Or fcorn’d where bufinefs never intervehes,

But ’tis not ¢afy with a mind like ours,

Con{cious of weaknefs in its nobleft pow’rs,

And in a world where (other ills apart)

The roving eye mifleads the carelefs heart,

To limjt thought, by nature prone to ftray

Wherever freakifh fancy points the way, = .
To
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To bid the pleadings of felf-love be fill,

Refign our own and feek our maker’s will,

To {pread the page of fcripture, and compare

Our conduét with the laws engraven there,

To meafure all that paffes in the breaft,

Faithfully, fairly, by that facred teft,

To dive into the fecret deeps within,

To {pare no palfion and no fav’rite fin,

And fearch the themes important above all,

Ourfelves and our recov’ry from our fall.

But leifure, filence, and a mind releas’d

From anxious thoughts how wealth may be
encreas’d,

How to fecure in fome propitious hour,

The point of int’reft or the poft of power,

A foul ferene, and equally retired,

From obje&s too much dreaded or defired,
Safe from the clamours of perverfe difp;tc,
At leaft are friendly to the great parfuit;

Op’ning the map of God’s extenfive pﬁn,
We find a little ifle, this life of man,
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Eternity’s unknown expanfe appears

Circling around and limiting his years ;

The bufy race examine and explore

Each creek and cavern of the dang’rous fhore,
With care collet what in their eyes excells,
Some, fhining pebbles, and fome, weeds and fhells,
Thus laden dream that they are rich and great,
And happieft he that groans beneath his weight 3
The waves o’ertake them in their ferious play,
And ev’ry hour fweep multitudes away,

They fhriek and fink, furvivors ftart and weep,
Purfue their fport, and follow to the deep;

A few forfake the throng, with lifted eyes

Afk wealth of heav’n, and gain a real prize,
Truth, wifdom, grace, and peace like that above,
Seal’d with his fignet whom they ferve and love ;
Scorn’d by the reft, with patient hope they wait
A kind releafe from their imperfeé ftate,

And unregretted are foon fnatch’d away

From fcenes of forrow into glorious day.
Nor

.
-
o
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Nor thefe alone prefer a life reclufe,

+ Who feek retirement for its proper ufe,

The love of change that lives in ev’r¥y breaft,
Genius, apd temper, and defire of reft,
Difcordant mqtives in one center meet,

And each inclines it’s vot'ry to retreat.

Some minds by nature are averfe to noile,

' And hate the tumult half the world enjoys,

The lure of av’rice, or the pompous prize
That courts difplay before ambitious eyes,
The fruits that hang on pleafure’s flow’ry ftem,
Whate’er enchants them are no fnares to them.
To them the deep recels of dufky groves,

Or foreft where the deer {ecurely roves,

“The fall of waters and the fong of birds,

And hills that echo to the diftant herds,

Are luiurits excelling all the glare

The world can boaft, and her chief fav'rites fhare.
‘With eager ftep and carelefsly array’d,

For fuch a c;t:_i[': the poet fecks the thade,

From
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From all he fees he catches new delight,

Pleas’d fancy claps her pinions at the fight,

The rifing or the fetting orb of day,

The clouds that flit, or flowly float away,
Nature in all the various fhapes fhe wears,
Frowning in ftorms, or breathing gentle airs,
The fnowy robe her wintry ftate affumes,

Her fummer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes,
All, all alike tranfport the glowing bard,
Succefs in rhime his glory and reward.

Oh nature ! whofe Elyfian {cenes difclofe

His bright perfections at whofe word they rofe,
Next to that pow’r who form’d thee and fuftains,
Be thou the great infpirer of my ftrains.

Still as I touch the lyre, do thou expand

- 'Thy genuine charms, and guide an artlefs hand,
That I may catch a fire but rarely known,

Give ufeful light though I fthould mifs renown,
And poring on thy pa'gc, whofe ev’ry line

Bears proof of an intelligence divine,

May
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May feel an heart enrich’d by what it pays, -

That builds its glory on its Maker’s praife.
Woe to the man whofe wit difclaims its ufe,
Glitt’ring in vain, or only tOIfEdUCE,
Who ftudies nature with a wanton eye,
Admires the work, but flips the leffon Dy,
His hours of leifure and recefs employs,
In drawing piftures of forbidden joys,
Retires to blazon his own worthlefs name,
Or fhoot the carelefs with a furer aim.

The lover too thuns bufinefs and alarms,
Tender idolator of abfent charms.
- Saints offer nothing in their warmeft prayt’s,
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs;
*T'is confecration of his heart, foul, time,
And every thought that wanders is a crime.
In fighs he worfhips his fupremely fair,
And weeps a fad libation in defpair,
Adores a creature, and devout in vain,

Wins in return an an{wer of difdain. -

As
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As woodbine weds the plants within her reach,
Rough elm, or finooth-grain’d afh, or gloffy bccchj
In fpiral rings afcénds the trunk, and lays
Her golden tafels on the leafy fprays,
But does a mifchief while fhe lends a grat::e,
Streight’ning its growth by fuch a ftri& embrace,
So love that clings around the nobleft minds,
Forbids th’ advancement of the foul he binds,
The {uitor’s air indeed he foon improves,
And forms it to the tafte of her he loves,
Teaches his eyes a language, and no lefs
Refines his fpeech and fathions his addrefs ;
But farewell promifes of kappier friits,
Manly defigns, and learning’s grave purfuits,
Girt with a chain he cannot with to brtal’r,-- 5 5
His only blifs 1s forrow for her fakkg,
Who will may pant for glory and excell,
Her {mile his aim, all higher aims farewell }
Thyrfis, Alexis, or whatever name
May leaft offend againt o pure a flame,

" Thongh
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Though fage advice of friends the moft fincere;

Sounds harfhly in fo delicate an ear,

And lovers of all creatures, tame or wild,

Can leaft brook management, however mild,

Yet let a poet (poetry difarms

The fierceft animals with magic charms)

Rifque an intrufion on thy penfive mood,

- And wooe and win thee to thy proper good.

Paftoral images and ftill retreats,

Umbrageous walks and folitary feats,

Sweet birds in concert with harmonious ftreams,

Soft airs, no&urnal vigils, and day-dreams,

Are all enchantments in a cafe like thing,

Confpire againit thy peace with one defign,

Sooth thee to make thee but a furer prey,

And feed the fire that waftes thy pow’rs away.

Up—God has formed thee with a wifer view,

Not to be led in chains, but to fubdue,

Calls thee to cope with enemies, and firlt

Points out a confli¢t with thyfelf, she worlt,
Woman
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Woman indeed, a gift he would beftow

When he defign’d a paradife below,

The richeft earthly boon his hands afford,

Deferves to be belov’'d, but not ador’'d.

Poft away {wiftly to more aétive {cenes,

Colle& the featter'd truths that ftudy gleans,

Mix with the world, but with its wifer part,

No longer give an image all thine heart,

Its empire is not her’s, nor is it thine,

"Tis God’s juft claim, prerogative divine.
‘Virtuous and faithful Hezgrpen ! whofe fkill

Attempts no tafk it cannot well fulfill,

Gives melancholy up to nature’s care,

And fends the patient into purer air.

Look where he comes—in this embower’d alcnvc,'

Stand clofe conceal’d, and fee a ftatue move :

Lips bufy, and eyes fixt, foot falling flow,

Arms hanging idly down, hands clafp’d below,

Interpret to the marking eye, diftrefs,

Such as its fymptoms can alone exprefs,

That

:
|
!
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That tongue is filent now, that filent tongue
Could argue once, could jeft or join the fong,
Could give advice, could cenfure or commend,
Or charm the forrows of a drooping friend.
Renounced alike its office and its fport,

Its brifker and its graver ftrains fall thort,
Both fail beneath a fever’s fecret fway,

And like a fummer-brook are paft away.

This 1s a fight for pity to perufe

*Till fhe refemble faintly what fhe views,

- ’Till {fympathy contraét a kindred pain,
Pierced with the woes that fhe laments in vain,
This of all maladies that man infeft,

Claims moft compaffion and receives the leaft,
Job felt it when he groan’d beneath the rod,
And the barbed arrows of a frowning God,
And fuch emollients as his friends could fpare,
Friends {uch as his for modern Jobs prepare.
Bleft, (rather curft) with hearts that never feel,
Kept fnug in cafkets of clofe-hammer’d fteel,

(RS © With
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With mouths made only to grin wide and eat,
And minds that deem derided pain, a treat,
With limbs of Britith oak and nerves of wire,
And wit that puppet-prompters might infpire,
Their fov’reign noftrum is a clumfy joke,

On pangs inforc’d with God’s feverelt ftroke.
But with a foul that ever felt the fting

Of forrow, forrow is a facred thing,

Not to moleft, or irritate, or raife

A laugh at its expence, is flender praife ;

He that has not ufurp’d the name of man, *
Does all, and deems too little, all he can,

T’ affuage the throbbings of the féfter’d part,
And ftaunch the bleedings of a broken heart ;
“T1s not as heads that never ach'fuppufc,-
Forg’ry of fancy and a dreanm of woes,

Man is an lﬁ.rp' whofe chords elude the fight, 3

Each yielding harmony, difpofed aright,

The fcrews revers’d (a tafk which if he pleafe '~

God in 2 moment ex¢cutes with eafe)

Ten

-
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Ten thoufand thoufand ftrings at once go 1gofe;
Loft, ’till he tune them, ‘all their pow’r and ufe.
Then neither heathy wilds, nor fcenes-as fair
As ever recompenfed the peafant’s care,
Nor foft declivities with tufted hills, =
Nor view of waters turning bufy mills,
Parks in which art preceptrefs nature weds,
Nor gardens interfpers’d with flow’ry beds,

Nor gales that catch the {cent of blooming groves,
| And waft it to the mourner as he roves,
Can call up life into his faded eye,
That paffes all he fees unheeded by :
No wounds like thofe a wounded fpirit feels,
No cure for fuch, ’till God who makes them, heals.
And thou fad fulf’rer under namelefs 111,
That yields not to the touch of human fkill, -
Improve the kind occafion, underftand
A father’s frown, and kifs his chaft’ning hand :

To thee the day-fpring and the blaze of noon,
 The purple c?ch'mg and refplendent moon,

¢ g | The
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The ftars that fprinkled o’er the vault of night
Seem drops defcending in a thow'r of light,
Shine not, or undefired and hated fhine,
Seen through the medium of a cloud like thine :
Yet feek him, in his favour life is found,
All blifs befide, a thadow or a found : ‘
Then heav’n eclipfed fo long, and this dull earth
Shall feem to ftart into a fecond birth, .
- Nature affuming a more lovely face,
Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace,
Shall be defpifed and overlook’d no more,
Shall fill thee with delights unfelt before,’
Impart to things inanimate a voice,
And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice,
The found fhall run along the winding vales,
And thou enjoy an Eden €’er it fails.

Ye groves (the ftatefman at his defk exclaims
Sick of a thoufand difappointed aims)
My patrimonial treafure and my pride,
Beneath your fhades your gray pofiefior hide,

Receive

:
:
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Receive me languithing for that repofe

Thc fervant of the public never knows.

Ye faw me once (ah thofe regretted days

When boyifh innocence was all my praife)

Hour after hour delightfully allot

To ftudies then familiar, fince forgot,

And cultivate a tafte for antient fong,
Catching its ardour as I mufed along;

~ Nor feldom, -as propitious heav’n might fend,

‘What once I valued and could boaft, a friend,

Were witneffes how cordially 1 prefs’d_

His undiffembling virtue to my breaft;

Receive me now, not uncnrrup't as then,

Nor guiltlefs of corrupting other men,

But vers’d in arts that while they feem to ftay

" A falling empire, haften its decay.

To the fair haven of my native home,

The wreck of what I was, fatigued I come,

For once I can approve the patriot’s voice,

And make the courfe he recommends, my choice,

T3 "y VIS
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We meet at laft in one fincere defire,

His wifh and mine both prompt me to retire.
*Tis done—he fteps into the welcome chaife,
Lolls at his eafe behind four handfome bays,
"That whirl away-from bus’nefs and debate,
The difincumber’d Atlas. of the ftate.

Afk not the boy, who when the breeze of morn’
Firft fhakes the glitt’fing ‘drops from ev’ry thorn,
Unfolds his flock,  then under bank or buth "
Sits linking cherry ftones or platting rufhy: 1
How fair is freedom ?—he was always free—
To carve his ruftic name upon a tree,

To {nare the mole, ‘or with-ill: fathion’d hook
To draw th’ incautious minnow from the brnﬁk,
Are Iif'e’é, p;imc pleafures in his fimple view,

His flock the chief concern he ever knew:

She fhines but little in his heedlefs eyes,

The good we never mifs, we rarely prize.

But afk the noble driidge in ftate-affairs,

Efcap’d from office and ‘its'conftant cares,
. i ¢ | What
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© What Icharms. he fees in freedom’s {mile exprefs’d,

"1In freedom loft fo long, now repofiefs’d,

The tongue whofe firains were cogent as commands,

Revered at home, and felt in foreign lands,
Shall own itfelf a ftamm’rer in that caufe,

Or plead its filence as its beft applaufe.

He knows indeed that whether drefs’d or rude,

Wild without a:rt, or artfully fubdued,

- Nature in ev’ry form infpires delight,

' . But never mark’d her with fo juft a fight.

Her hedge row fhrubs, a variegated ftore,

With woodbine and wild rofes mantled o’er,

Green baulks and furrow’d lands, the ftream that

{preads

Its cooling vapour o’er the dewy meads,

Downs that almoft efcape th’ enquiring eye,’

~ That melt and fade into the diftant fkie,

Beauties he lately flighted as he pafs’d,

Seem all created fince he travell’d laft.

Mafter of all th’ enjoyments he defign’d,

No rough annoyance rankling in his mind,
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What early philofophic hours he keeps,

How regular his meals, how found he fleeps’
Not founder he that on the mainmaft head,
While morning kindles with a windy red,

Begins a long look-out for diftant land,

Nor quits till evening-watch his giddy ftand,
Then fwift defcending with a feaman’s hafte,
Slips to his hammock, and forgets the blaft.

He chufes company, but not the fquire’s,

Whofe wit is rudenefs, whofe good breeding tires ;
Nor yet the parfon’s, who would gladly come,
Obfequious when abroad, though proud at home,
Nor can he much affect the neighb’ring peer,
‘Whofe toe of emulation treads too near,

But wifely feeks a more convenient friend,

With whom, dilmiffing forms, he may unbend,
A man whom marks of condefcending grace
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place,
‘Who comes when call’d, and at a word withdraws,
Speaks with referve, and liftens with applaufe,

Some
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Some plain mechanic, who without pretence
To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence,
On whom he refts well pleas’d his weary pow’ss,
And talks and laughs away his vacant hours.
The tide of life, fwift always in its courfe,
May run in cities with a brifker forece,
But nlﬂ where with a currént {o {erene,
Or half {o clear as in the rural {cene,
Yet how fallacious is all earthly blifs,
What obvious truths the wifeft heads may mifs 3
Some pleafures live a month, and fome a year,
But fhort the date of all we gather-here,
Nor happinefs is felt, except the tfu:,
That does not charm the more for being new,
This obfervation, as it chanced, not made,
Or if the thought occurr’d, not duely weigh’d,--
He fighs—for after all, by flow degrees,
Thé fpot he loved has loft the pow’r to pleafe ;
To crofs his ambling poney day by day,
Seems at the beft, but dreaming life away,

The
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The profpe&, fuch as might enchant defpair,

He views it not, or fees no beauty there,

With aching heart and difcontented looks,

Returns at noon, to billiards or to books,

But feels while grafping at his faded joys,

A fecret thirft of his renounced employs,

He chides the tardinefs of every poft,

- Pants to be told of battles won or loft,

Blames his own indolence, obferves, though late,

>Tis criminal to leave a finking ftate, |

Flies to the levee, and receiv’d with grace,

Kneels, kiffes hands, and fhines ﬁgain in place. |
Suburban villas, highway-ﬂde retreats,

“That dread th’ encroachment of our gruwmg ftreets,

Tight boxes, neatly fafh’d, and in a blaze

With all a July {un’s colleéted rays,

Delight the citizen, who gafping there

Breathes clouds of duft and calls’it country air.

Oh fweet retirement, who would baulk the thought,

That could afford retirement, or could not?

Tes
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*Tis fuch’an €afy walk, fo fmooth and ftrair,’
The fecond mileftone fronts the garden gate,
A itep if fair, and if a thow’r approach; =0 =9
You findfafe fhelter in the next'ftage-coach.” '
There prifon’d in a parlout fnug and fmall, /'~
- Like bottled wafps upon a fouthern wall, '
~The man of bus’nefs and his friends comprefsd,
Forget their labours, and 'yet find no reft ;

But ftill ’tis rural—trees are to be feen

From ev’ry window, and the fields are green;

Ducks paddle in the pond before the door,

And wh.ﬁt could a remoter fcene {how more ?

A fenfe of elegance we rarely find
- The pnrtiﬁn_ of a mean or vulgar mind,

"And ignorance of better things, makes man

Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can;

And he that deems his leifure well beftow’d

In contemplations of a turnpike road, -

Is occupied as well, employs his hours

As wifely, and as much improves his pow’rs,

-As
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As he that flumbers in pavilion’s graced

With all the charms of an accomplifh’d tafte.

Yet hence alas! Infolvencies, and hence

Th’ unpitied vi¢tim of ill-judg’d expence,

From all his wearifome engagements freed,

Shakes hands with bus’nefs, and retires indeed.
Your prudent grand mammas ye medern belles,

Content with Briftol, Bath, and Tunbridge-wells,

When health requir’d it would confent to roam,

Flfe more attach’d to pleafures found at home.

But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife,

Ingenious to diverfify dull life,

In coaches, chaifes, caravans and hoys,

Fly to the coaft for daily, nightly joys,

And all impatient of dry land, agree

With one confent to rufh into the fea,.—

Ocean exhibits, fathomilefs and broad,

Much of the pow’r and majefty of God.

He fwathes about the fwelling of the deep,

That fhines and refts, as infants {mile and fleep,

Vaft
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Vaft as it is, it-anﬁyers as it flows
The breathings of the lighteft air that blows,
Curling and whit’ning over all the walte,

The rifing waves obey th’ increafing blﬁﬂ',
| Abrupt and horrid as the tempeft roars,
Thunder and flath upon the ftedfaft fhores,
>Till he that rides the whirlwind, checks the rein,
Thc:;, all the world of waters ﬁ:eps again.—
Nereids or Dryads, as the fathion leads,
Now in the floods, now panting in the meads,
Vot’ries of pleafure ftill, where’er fhe dwells,
Near barren rocks, in palaces or cells,
Oh grant a poet leave to recommend,
(A poet fond of nature and your ﬁ'ien.cll)
Her flighted works to your admiring view,
Her works muft needs excel, who fathion’d you.
Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride,
With fome unmeaning coxcomb at your fide,
Condemn the prattler for his idle pains,

To wafte unheard ghe mufic of his ftrains, |
And
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And deaf to all the impertinence of tongue, .
That while it courts, affronts and does you wrong.
Mark well the finifh’d plan without a fault,

The feas globofe and huge, th’ o’erarching vault,

Earth’s millions daily fed, a world employ’d

In gath’ring plenty yet to be enjoy’d,

’Till-gratitude grew vocal in the praife

Of God, beneficent in all kis ways,

Grac’d with fuch wifdom how would beauty fhine ?

Ye want but that to feem indeed divine.
Anticipated rents and bills unpaid,

Force many a fhining youth into the fhade,

Not to redeem his time but his eftate,

~ And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate.

There hid in loath’d obfcurity, remov’d

From pleafures left,. but never more belov’d,

He juft endures, and with a fickly fpleen

Sighs o’er the beauties of the charming fcene, £ i

Nature indeed looks prettily in rhime,

Streams tinkle fweetly in poetic chime, _
The
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The warblings of the black-bird, clear and ftrong,
Are mufical enuﬁgh in Thom{fon’s fong, |
And Cobham’s groves and Windfor’s green retreats,
When Pope defcribes them, have a thoufand {weets,
He likes the country, but in truth muift own,
Moft likes it, when he ftudies it in town.

Poor Jack—no matter who—for when I blame
I pity, and muft therefore fink the name,

. Liv'd in his faddle, lov’d the chace, the courfe,
And always, e€’er he mounted, kifs’d his horfe.
Th’ eftate his fires had own’d in antient years,
‘Was quickly diftanc’d, match’d againit a peer’s.
Jack vanifh’d, was regretted and forgot,

"Tis wild good-nature’s never-failing lot. |

At length, when all had long fuppos’d him dead

>

By cold {fubmerfion, razor, rope or lead,
My lord, alighting at his ufual place,
The crown, took notice of an oftler’s face.
Jack knew his friénd, but hop’d in that difguife
He might efcape the moft obferving eyes,
| | And
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| And whiftling as if unconcern’d and gay,

Curried his nag and look’d another way.

Convinc’d at laft upon a nearer view,

, ’Twaﬁ he, the {ame, the very Jack he knew,

O’erwhelm’d at once with wonder, grief and joy, -

He prefs’d him much to quit his bafe employ,

His countenance, his purfe, his heart, his hand,

.- Inf’ence and pow’r were all at his command.

Peers are not always gen’rous as well-bred,

But Granby was, meant truly what he faid. ;

Jack bow’d and was oblig’d—confefs’d *twas ftrange

That fo retir’d he fhould not with a change,

But knew no medium between guzzling beer,

And his old ftint, three thoufand pounds a year.

Thus {fome retire to nourifh hopelefswoe,

Some fecking happinefs not found below,

Some to comply with humour, and a mind

To focial fcenes by nature difinclin’d,

Some f{way’d by fafhion, fome by deep difguft,

Some felf-impoverifh’d, and becaufe they muft,
But
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But few that court Retirement, are aware

Of half the toils they mukt encounter there,
Lucrative offices are feldom loft

For want of pow’rs proportion’d to the poft:

Give ev'n a dunce th’ employment ke defires,

And he foon finds the talents it requires ;

A bufinefs with an income at its heels,

Furnifhes always oil for its own wheels,

But in his arduous enterprize to clofe

His active years with indolent repofe,

He finds the labours of that Rate exceed

His utmoft faculties, fevere indeed.

"T1s eafy to refign a toilfome place,

But not to managé leifure with a grace,

Abfence of occupation is not reft,

A mind quite vacant is 2 mind diftrefs’d.

The vet’ran fteed excufed his tafk at length,

In kind compaffion of his failing ftrength,

And turn’d into the park or mead to graze,.

Exempt from future fervice all his days,
U There
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There feels a pleafure perfect in its kind,

Ranges at liberty, and fnuffs the wind.

But when His lord would quit the bufy road,

To tafte a joy like that he has beftow’d,

He proves, lefs happy than his favour’d brute,

A life of tai‘c a difficult purfuit. |

T huught, to the man that never thmks, may fe:m
As natural, as when afleep, to drcam, .

But reveries (for human minds will alt)

Specious in thow, impofiible in fact,

Thofe flimfy webs that break as foon as wroughty, .
Attain not to the dignity of thought.

Nor yet the (warms that occupy the brain

Where dreams of drefs, intrigue, and pleafure reign,
Nor {uch as ufelefs converfation breeds, |
Or luft engenders, and indulgence feeds.

Whence, and what are we ? to what end ordain’d i‘ :
What means the drama by the world fuﬂmn’d 2
Bufinefs or vain amuﬁ:ment, care or m1rthj

Divide the frail mhabltants of carth
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Is duty a mere i'purt, of an empln}r =
Life an intrufted talcnt or a toy ?
Is there as réafon, confcience, fcripture fay,
taﬁfo: to provide for 2 great future dnir,
thn earth’;s affign’d duration at 4n end,
Man fhall be fummon’d and the dead attend ?
The H;Jmpét;v}ill it found ? the curtain rife ?
.f&nd fhow th’ auguft tribunal of the fkies;
Where no brﬂ#éricﬁtion thall avail,
Where eloquence and artlﬁce thall fail,
The pride of arrofzant diftin@ions fall,
And confeience and ofir condué judge us a]l P
Pardon me, }rc that gwb the midnight 6il;
To learned cares or philofophic toil,
Though I revere your honourable names,
Your 6iféful labors and important aims,
And hold the world indebted to your 4id;
Enrlch‘d with the difcoveriés yc have male,
th let me ftand cx:ufed, if Tefteem
A thind émploy’d on fo fublime a theme,

| Uz Puthing
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Pufhing her bold enquiry to the date
And outline of the prefent tranfient ftate, .
And after poifing her advent’rous wings,
Settling at laft upon eternal things,
Far more intelligent, and better taught
The ftrenuous ufe of profitable thought,
Than ye when happieft, and enlighten’d moft,
And higheft in renown, can juftly boaft.

A mind unnerv'd, or indifpos’d to bear
The weight of fubjefts worthieft of her care,
Whatever hopes a change of fcene infpires,
Muft change her nature, or in vain retires.
An idler is a watch that wants both hands,
As ufelefs if it goes as when it ftands,
Books therefore, not the fcandal of the {helves,
In which lewd fenfualifts print out themielves,
Nor thofe in which the ﬂ:ﬁgﬂ_ gives vice a blow,
With what fuccefs, let modern manners thow,
Nor his, who for the bane of thoufands born,
Built God a church and Jaugh’d his word to {corn,

Skilful
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Skilful alike to feem devout and juft,

And ftab religion with a fly fide-thruft;

Nor thofe of learn’d philologifts, who chafe

A panting fyllable thruugh time and fpace,
Start it at home, and hunt it iﬁ the dark,

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah’s ark ;

But fuch ‘as learning without falfe pretence,
'I:hc friend of truth, th’ affociate of found {enfe,
And fuch as in the zeal of good defign,

Strong judgment lab’ring in rhe feri pture mine,
All fuch as manly and great fouls produce,
Worthy to live, and of eternal ufe;

Behold in thefe what leifure hours demand,
Amufement and true knowledge hand i in hand.
Luxury gives the mind a childith caft,

And while the polifhes, perverts the tafte,
Habits of clofe attcntmn, thmkmg heads,
Become more rare as diffipation fpreads,

"T1ll authors hear at Iengtﬁ, one gen 'ral cry,

T:ckle and entertain us, or we die,

U3 The
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The loud demand from yt;::ar to year the fame,
Beggars invention and makes fancy lame, :
'Till farce itfelf moft muurnfully _]t_]unf:,
Calls for the kmd afﬁﬂanca nf a tune, '
And novels (w:tncfs ev,ry month’s rcvlcw)
Belie their name and offer nnthmg new.
The mmd rclaxmg mtu nf:c::lf'ull f} pﬂrt,
Should turn to wntcrs of an abh:r furt,
Whofe w1t well manag 'd, and whofe claffic fhle,
Give truth a lluﬂ:rr:, and make wifdom {mile.
Friends (for I cannot ftint as f@m: }}ﬁvr. done
Too ﬁgid in 'rn}f vi:w, that namé to one, e
Though one, I grant itin th’ gen’rous breaﬂ:
Will ftand advanc’d a ﬁcp abu?e the I‘EPE |
Flow’rs by that, name pmmlfcuuuﬂy we call

But vne, the rofe, the regent of them all)

Friends, not adnptcd with a fchnul—huy S haﬂ:c, |

o " 'p a
But chofen with a nice dli'cernmg ta[’ce,

Well-born, well- dlfr:lplm‘d who plac’d a—-part |

Fram vulgar minds, have honour much at hf:art,

And 1

Ll
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And (tho' the world may think th’ ingredients odd)

The love of virtue, and the fear of God!
Such friends prevent what elfe wou'd foon fucceed,

A temper ruftic as the life we lead,

And keep the polifh of the manners clean,
As their’s who buftle in the bufieft fcene,
For folitude, however fome may rave,
Seeming a fanctuary, proves a grave,

A fepulchre in which the living lie,

Where all good qualities grow fick and die.
I praife the * Frenchman, his remark was fhrew'd—
How fweet, how paffing fweet is folitude!
But grant me ftill a friend in my retreat,
Whom I may whifper, folitude is fweet.
Yet neither thefe delights, nor aught befide
That appetite can afk, or wealth pfuvidr;,
Can fave us always from a tedious day,
Or.fhine the dullnefs of ftill life away , 3
Divine communion carefully :nqu'd;.r_

Or fought with energy, muft filt the void.

v.e » Bm}'ﬂrh

U4 Oh
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Oh facred art, to which alone life owes

Its happieft feafons, and a peaceful clofe,
Scorn’d in a world, indebted to that {corn

For evils daily felt and hardly borne,

Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding hands,
Flow'rs of rank odor upon thorny lands,

And while experience cautions us in vain,

Grafp feeming happinefs, and find it pain,
Defpondence, felf-deferted in her grief,

Loft by abandoning her own relief,

Murmuring and ungrateful difcontent,

That fcorns affli¢tions mercifully meant,

Thofe humours tart as wines upon the fret,
Which idlenefs and wearinefs beget,

Thefe and athoufand plagues that haunt the breaft
Fond of the phantom of an earthly reft,

Divine communion chafes as the day

Drives to their dens th’ obedient beafts of prey.
See Judah'’s promifed king, bereft of all, '

- Driv’n out an exile from the face of Saul,

To
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To diftant caves the lonely wand’rer flies,
To feek that peace a tyrant’s frown denies.
Hear the {weet accents of his tuneful voice,
Hear him o’erwhelm’d with forrow, yet rejoice,
No womanifh or wailing grief has part,
No, not a moment, in his royal heart,
Tis manly mufic, fuch as martyrs make,
Suff’ring with gladnefs for a Saviour’s fake ;
His {oul exults, hope animates his lays,
The fenfe of mercy kindles into praife,
And wilds familiar with the lion’s roar,
~ Ring with extatic founds unheard before ; -
'Tis love like his that can alone defeat
The foes of man, or make a defart {weet.
Religion does not cenfure or exclude
Unnumber’d pleafures harmlefsly purfued,
To ftudy culture, and with artful toil |
To meliorate and tame the ftubborn foil,
To give diffimilar yet fruitful lands

The grain or herb or plant that each demands;
To
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To cherifh virtue in an humble ftate,

And fhare the joys your bounty may. create,

To mark the matchlefs wnrkings of the pow'r -

That fhuts within its feed the future flow’s,

Bids thefe in elegance of form-excell,

In colour thefg, and thofe delight the fmell,

Sends nature forth, the daughter of the fkies, -

"To dance on earth, -and charm all human eyes ;

To teach the canvafs innocent deceit,

Or lay the land{cape on the fnowy fheet,

Thefe, thefe are arts purfued without a crime, -

That 1;#:: no [tain upon the wing of time. '
Me poetry (or rather notes that aim

Feebly and vainly at peetic fame)

Employs, fhut out from more important views,

Faft by the banks of the flow-winding Oulfe,

Cnn;_er;t, if thus fequefter’d I may raife

A monitor’s, though not a poet’s praife, 1,

And while I teach an art too little known,

To clofe life wifely, may not wafte my own.

THE  §




