e HERMIT

AR in a Wild, unknawn to pubhck View,
From Youth to Agf: a rev rend Hermit

grew
The Mofs his Bed, the Cave hlshumble Cell,
His Food the Fruits, his Drink the chryftal Well :

Remote from Man, with God e pafs'd the Days,
Pray'r all his Bus'nefs, all his Pleafure Praife.

A Life fo facred, fuch ferenc Repofe,
Seem’d Heav'n it felf, *till one Suggeftion rofe s
That Vi;c (howd triumph, Virtue Vice obeys
This fprung fome Doubt of Providence’s Sway :

= . ALY

His
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His Hopes no more a certain Profpe&t boaft,

And all the Tenour of his Soul is loft :

So when a fmooth Expanfe reccives impreft

Calm Nature’s Image on its wat'ry Breaft,

Down bend the Banks, the Treesdepending grow,
And Skies beneath with anfw’ring Colours glow ;
But if a Stone the gentle Scene diyide, .
Swift ruffling Circles curl on ev'ry fide,

And glimmering Fragments of abroken Sun, .
Banks, Trees,and Skies, in thick Diforder run,

To clear this Doubt, to know the World by
Sight, |
To find if Books, or Swains, report it right; -
(For yet by Swains alone the World he knew,
Whofe Fect came wand'ring o'er the nightly Dew)
He quits his Ccil; the Pilgrim-Staf‘r’ he bore,
And fix'd: the Scallop in his Hat before ;
M ; Then
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Then with the Sun arifing Journey went,

Sedate to think, and watching each Event.

The Morn was wafted inthe pathlefs Grafs,
‘And long and lonefome was the Wild to pafs;
But when the Southern Sun had warm'd the Day,
‘A Youth came pofting o'er a croffing Way;

His Rayment decent, his Complexion fair,

‘And foft in graceful Ringlets wav'd his Hair.

Then near approar.:hing, Father Hail! he cry’d,

'And Hail, my Son, the rey’rend Sire reply’d ;

Words followed Wﬂrds, from Queftion Anfwer
flow'd, |

'And Talk of various kind deceiv'd the Road ;

ITill f:aéh with other p‘l'eas’d, and loth to part,

Whilein their Age they'difftr, joyn in Heart ;

Thus ftands an aged Elm in Ivy bound,

Thus youthful Ivy clafps an Elm around. *

] Now
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H Now funk the Sunj the clnfmg Hour of Day
Came onward, mantled o’er with fobergray ;
Nature in filence bid the World repofe : -
When near the Road a (tately Palace rofe :

There by the Moon thro'Ranks of Trees they pafs,
Whofe Verdure crown'd their floping fides of

Grafs,

It chanc't the noble Mafterof the Dome,
Still made his Houfe thewand'ring Stranger’shome:

Yet ftill the Kindnefs, from a Thirft of Praife,

Prov’d the vain Flourifh of expenfive Eafe.

The Pair arrive: the Livry’d Servants wait;

Their Lord receives them at the pompous Gate,

The Table groans with coftly Piles of Food,

And all is more than Hofpitably good, ,

Then led to reft, the Day’s long Toil they drown,

Deep funk in Sleep, and Silk, and Heaps of Down.
’ M 4 At
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At length tis Morn, and at the Dawn of Day,
Along the wide Canalsthe Zephyrs play ;
Frefh o'er the gay Parterres the Breezes ereep,
And fhake the neighbring Wood to banifh Sleep.
Up rife the Guefts, obedient to the Call,
An carly Banquet deck’d the fplendid Halts
Rich lufcious Wine a golden Goblet grac’,
Which the kind Mafter forc'd the Guefts to tafte.
Thenpleas'd and thankful, from the Porch they go,
‘And, but the Landlord, none had caufe of Woc;
His Cup was vanifh'd; for in fecret Guife |

The younger Gueft purloin’d the glittering Prize,

Asonewho fpys a Serpent in his Way,’
Gliftning and basking in the Summer Ray,
‘Difcrderd ftopsto fhun the Danger near, -
“Then walks withFaintnefsan,and looks with Fear:

89
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8o feem’d the Sire ; when far upon the Road,

The fhining Spoil his wiley Partner fhow'd.

He ftopp'd with Silence, walk'd with trembling
Heart,

And much he wifh'd, but durft not ask to part :

Murm’ring he lifts his Eyes, and thinks it hard,

That generous A&tions mect a bafe Reward.

 While thus they pafs,the Sun his Glory fhrouds, .
The changing Skies hang out their fable Clouds ;

A Sound in Air prefag’d approaching Rain,
And Beafts to covert feud a crofs the Plain. -
Warn’d by the Signs, the wand’ring Pair retreat,
~To feck for Shelter at a neighb'ring Seat.
"T'was built with Turrets, on a rifing Ground,
And ftrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ;
Its Owner's Temper, tim’rous and fevere,
pnkiqd and gripiné, causd a Defert there.

B T ; i
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As near the Mifer's heavy Doors they drew,
Fierce rifing Gufts with fudden Fﬁry Blr.w;
The nimble Light'ning mix'd with Show’rs began,
- And o'er their Heads loud-rolling Thunder ran.
Here long they knock, but knock or ¢all in vain,
Drivn by the Wind, and battered by the Rain.
At lcngthlfumc Pity warm’d the Mafter’s Breaft,
(Twas then, his Threfhold firft receiv'd a Gueft)

‘Slow creaking turns the Door with jealous Care,
And half he welcomes in the fhivering Pair ;

One frugal Faggot lights the naked Walls,
And Nature’s Feryor thro’ their Limbs recals:
Bread of the courfeft fort, with eager Wine,
(Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dine 3
And when the Tempeft firft appear’d to ceafe,

A ready Warning bid them part in Peace.

With



SEvERAL OcCcAsiONS. 171

With ftill Remark the pond’ring Hermit view'd
In one fo rich, a Life {fo poor and rude;
And why fhoud fuch, (within himfelf he cry’d,)
Lock theloft Wealth a thoufand want befide?
But what new Marks of Wonder foon took place,

In ev'ry fettling Féature of his Face!

When from his Veft the young Companion bote
That Cup, the gen’rous Landlord own’d before,
And paid profufely with the precious Bowl

The ﬁiﬂtcd Kindne(s of tlﬁs churlifh Soul. .

But now the Clouds in airy Tumult fy,
The Sun emerging opes an azure Sky ;
A frefher green the fmelling Leaves difglay, |
And glitt’ring asthey tremble; cheer the Day :
The Weather courts them from the poor Retreat,

And the glad Mafterbolts the wary Gate. |
While
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" While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's Bofom
wrought,
With all the Travel of uncertain Thought s
His Partner’s A&ts ﬁrithnut their Caufe appear,
*T'wasthere a Vice, and feem’d 2 Madnefs here:
Detefting that, and pitying this he goes,
Loft and confounded with the vatious Shows.

Now Night's dim Shades again involve the Sky;”
Again the Wand’rers want a Place to lye,
Again they fearch, and find a Lodging nigh.
The Seil improv'd around, the Manfion neat,
And neither poorly low, nor idly great:

It feem’d to fpeak its Mafter’s turn of Mind,

Content, and not for Praife, but Virtue kind.

Hither
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Hither the Walkers turn with weary Feet
Then blefs the Manfion, and the Mafter greet:

Their greeting fair beftow’d, with modeft Guife,>
The courteous Mafter hears, and thus replies :

W ithout 4 vain, without a gradging Heart,
To Him who givesus all, I yield a part ;
From Him you come, for Him accept it here,
A frank and {ober, more than coftly Cheer.
He fpoke, and bid the welcome Table fpread,
‘Then talk’d of Virtue till the time of Bed,
When the grave Houfhold round his Hall repaic,
Warn'd by a Bell, and clofe the Hours with Plr:ay'r.

At length the World renew’d by calm Rcﬁofc
Was ftrong for Toil, the dappled Morn arofe ;

Before
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Before the Pilgrims part, the Younger crept,
Nearthe clos'd Cradle where an Infant {lept,

And writh’d his Neck : the Landlord’s lietle Pride,
Q#ftrangeR eturn ! grew black,and gafp’d,and dy’d.
Horrour of Hortours! what ! his only Son!
How look’d our Hermit when the Fa&t was done ?
Not Hell, tho’ Hell’s black Jaws in funder part,

And breathe blue Fire,cou’d more affault hisHeart.

Confus'd, and firuck with Silerice at the Deed,
He flies, but trembling fails to fly with Speed.
His Steps the Youth purfues ; the Country lay
Perplex'd with Roads, a Servant fhow’d the Way:
A River crofs'd the Path; the Paffage o'er
'Woas nice to find; the Servant trod before ;
Long arms of Oaksan open Bridge fupply’d,

And deep the Waves beneath the bending glide.
. %

The
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The Youth, who feem’d to watch a Time to fin,
Approach’d the carclcfs Guide, and throft him in;
Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his Head,
Then flathing turns, and finks among the Dead.

Wild, fparkling Rage inflamesthe Father sEyes,
He burfts the Bands of Fear, and madly cries, .
Detefted Wretch— But fcarce his Speech began,

When the ﬁfﬁnﬂe Parmer feem’d no longer Man :

His youthful Face grew more ferencly fiveet ;
His Robe turn’d white, and flow'd upon htsFm ;
Fair rounds of radiant Points inveft his Halr,
Celeftial Odours breathe thro’ purpled Air ;

And Wings, whofe Colours glitter'd on the Day,
Wide at his Back their graduﬁl Plumes difplay.
The Form Etherial burfts upon his Sight,

And moves in all the Maﬁ[’r*g of Light. |

Tho’
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Tho’ loud at firft the Pilgrim’s Paffion grew,’
Sudden he gaz'd, and wift not what to do ;
Surprize in fecret Chains his words fufpends,
And in a Calm his fettling Temper ends:

But Silence here the beauteous Angel broke,
(The Voice of Mufick ravifh'd as he fpoke) .

Thy Pray’r, thy Praife, thy Life to Vice un-
known, '

- Infweet Memorial rife before the Throre :

Thefe Charms, Succefs in our bright Region find,

And force an Angeldown, to calm thy Mind 3

For this commiffion’d, I forfook the Sky; |

Nay, ceafe to kneel—— Thy fellow Servant I.

Then know the Truth of Government Divine,

And let thefe Scruples be no longer thine.
| The
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'The Maker juftly <laims that Warld he-made,
In this the Right of -Pravidence is laid 3 -
Its facred Majefty thro” all dgpends
On ufing fecond Means to work his Ends :
"Tisthus, withdrawn in State from human Eye,
The Pow’r exerts his Astribuses onihigh,
Your Actions ufes, not;comtrouls yeut Will, .
. And bids the donbting Sonsiof Menpe fifl.

What ftrange Events can dltike ‘with |, more
 Surprige, - 5. The g
Thanthofe which latelyftrook thywond’ringEyes?
Yet taught by thefe, confefsth’ Almighty Jufl,
And whete you can’t-unriddle, Jearn go erulk !

The Great,V aiv Man, who far'd on coftlyEopd,

Whefc Life was too laxutiousto begood s . .
N Who
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Who made his Ivry Stands with Goblets fhine,
And forc'dhisGueftsto morningDraughts of Wine,
Has, witlt the Cup, the gracelefs Cuftom loft,
And ftill he welcomes, but with lefs of Coft.

The mean, fuf; picious #retch, whofe bolted Door,
Nc¢'er mov'd in Duty to the wﬁnd’rmg Poor';
W ith him I left the Cup, to teach his Mind
That Heav'n can blefs, if Mortals will be kind.
Conlfcious of wanting Worth, he views the Bowl,
And feels Compafiion touch his grateful Soul.
Thus Artifts melt the fullen Oar of Lead,
With heaping Coals of Fire upon its Head s
In the kind Warmth the Metal learns to glow,

And loofe from Drofs, the Silver runs below.

- Longhad our pious Friend in Virtue trod,
But now theChild half- wean’d is Heart from God;
: (Child
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(Child of his Age) for him he liv'd in Pain;

And meafur'd Back hisSteps to Earth again, -

To what Excéfles had his Dotage rafi §

But Géd; to fave the Father, took the Soit)
Toall but thee, in Fits he feem'd togs,

(And ’twas my Miniftry to deai the Blow):
The poot fond Parent humbled in the Dut;
Now ownsin Tearsthe Punifhment was juft;

But how had all his Fortutic felt a Wradk; * °
Had that falfe Servant fped in Saféty back$
This Night his treafiird Heaps he micant to fteal
And what a Fund of Charity wou'd fail)

- Thus Heavn iitftni@ts tHyMind ¢ This Teyal o'et;
Depart in Peace, refign, and fin no more.

N 2 O4
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On founding Pinnienshere the Y onth withdrew,
The Sage fiood wond'ringas the Seraph flew.
Thus loek'd Ebfba, when to mount.on high,
His Mafter teok the Chatiotof ‘the Skys' =
The ficry Pomp afeending lefc the Niew 5.

The Prophet gazd; and wiflid 1o follow:ee.
ﬁt bending Hermit here a Pray’r begun,
Lord! asip Heavew,on Earththy Wil o done.
Then gladly turning,; fought his antient place;

Andypafsid a Life of Bicty and Peage.

FoNALZ:. 10
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