32, Poems on feveral Occafions.

Accurft ambition, groveling intereft,

Such heated crimes as yet did never reft

Within my Soul, muft now unjuftly keep

Me from my Heaven would they may fink as deep,
Asthat black Chaos whence they {prung, and leave |
Thofe mortals wretched which they now deceive.

Paraphrafeon Malachy 3. 14.

N vain ye Murmur, we have ferv’d the Lord,

As vainly liftned to his flattering word,
He has forgot, or fpake not as he meant ;
Elfe why are wethus Idly penitent ?
Yecall the haughty bleft, ere&ing thofe
That dure my Judgements impiouily oppofe,
And own, pay, dl&xqﬂ boaft them|elves my ﬁﬂfﬁ‘,
W' hofe crimes would (were I not a God) command
The fearlet bolts frmﬁ my unwilling hand ;
Then they that fear’d my great and awful name,
The only few that dar’d oppofe the ftream,

Unmov’d
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Unmov’d againft the vulgar torrent ftood,
In {pight of numbers refolutely good,

Not faxing with undecent infolence

The dark Enigma’s.of my Prﬂv!denm

But faw me ftill illuftrious through the famé,
And lov’d and fpake, [pake often of my mame,
As oft I clofely liftned, nor (hall they

Pafs unrewarded at the la{t great day,
When all their pious fervices I’ll own,

For in my records I fhall find ’em down;

Their brows Pll Crown with wreaths of vifory ;
W hilft Men and Angels ftand {petators by ;

A loud I'll fhen, aloud proclaim them mine,

And *mongft my brighteft treafuresthey jhall fhine;
Their frailty with more tendernefs, than €re

A father did his only fon’s I’ll fpare;

And then, butah ! too late you’ll find it then,
Who were the wife, the only :éfmkfng men |

Then you fhall nothing but derifion mcef,
W hillt Angels them with loud applaufes greet.
Cc ON



