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Meo gquidem judicio neuter culpandus, alter dum expetit

debitos titulos, dum alter mavult videri contempfiffe.
Prin. Ep.

By Wirriam MELMOTH, Efqs
Firft printed in the Year MDC CXXXYV.

E S, you condemn thofe fages too refin’d,
That gravely le&ture ere théy know mankind ;
Who whilft ambition’s fiercer fires they blame,
Would damp each ufeful fpark that kindles fame,
>Tis in falfe eftimates the folly lies
| The paflion’s blamelefs, when the judgment’s wife.
| In vain philofophers with warmth conteft,
Life’s fecret thade, or open walk 1s beft :
| Each has its feparate joys, and eachi its ufe :
| This calls the patriot forth, and that the mufe.
] Hence not alike to all the fpecies, heav’n
| An equal thirft of publick fame has given:
Patrius it forms to fhine in ation great ;
While Decio’s talents beft adorn retreat.
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If where Pierian maids delight to dwell,

The haunts of filence, and the peaceful cell,
Had, fair Aftrza! been thy Talbot’s choice,
Could lift’ning crowds now hang upon his voice ?
And thou, bleft maid, might’ft long have weptiny
The diftant glories of a fecond reign,

ain

In exile doom’d yet ages to complain,
Were high ambition fil] the power confefs’d
That rul’d with equal {way in every breaft,
Say where the glories of the facred nine ?
Where Homer’s verfe {ublime, or, Milton, thine ?
Nor thou, fiveet bard ! who <« turn’d the tuneful art,
¢¢ From found to fenfe, from fancy to the heart.”
Thy lays inftrutive to the world hadft giv’n,
Nor greatly juftified the laws of heay’n.
Let fatire blaft with evry mark of hate,
The vain afpirer, or difhoneft great,
Whom love of wealth, or wild ambition’s {way
Pufh forward, fill regardlefs of the way ;
High and more high who aim with reftlefs pride,
Where neither reafon, nor fair virtue guide :

And him, the wretch, who labors on with pain,

For the low lucre of an ufelefs gain,
(Wife but to get, and a&ive but to fave)
May {corn deferv’d #ill follow to the grave.

But he who fond to raife a {plendid name,
On life’s ambitious height woul

d fix his fame,
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in adtive arts, or vent’rous arms would fhine,

Yet fhuns the paths which virtue bids decline 3

Who dignifies his wealth by gen’rous ufe,

To raife th’ opprefs’d, or merit to produce—

Shall reafon’s voice impartial ¢’er condemn

The glorious purpofe of fo wife an aim ?
Where virtue regulates this juft defire,

*T'were dang’rous folly to fupprefs its fire.

Say, whence could fame fupply, (its force unknown}

Her roll illuftrious of fair renown ?

What laurels prompt the hero’s ufeful rage ?

What prize the patriot’s weighty toils engage ¢

Each publick paflion bound to endlefs froft,

Each deed of focial worth for ever loit.

O! may the Mufe infpire the love of praife,

Raife the bright paflion, but with judgment raife !

For this the oft has tun’d her facred voice,

Call’d forth the patriot, and approv’d his choice ;

Bid him the fteep afcent to honor take,

Nor till the fummit gain’d, her paths forfake,
Yet not fuccefs alone true fame attends ;

He too fhall reach it who but well intends.

See midft the vanquifh’d virtuous, * Falkland lies ;

His gen’rous efforts vain, and vain his fighs ;

Yet true to merit faithful records tell,

To diftant ages how the patriot fell :
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* He avas killed in the civil avars : fee his charaler ai

large in Clarendon’s hiftory.
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Bleft youth! infur’d the fweeteft voice of praife,
Who lives approv’d in Pope’s unrival’d lays.

Grave precepts fleeting notions may impart,
But bright example beft inftru&s the heart :
Then look on Patrius, Iet his condu& fhew
From ative life what various bleflings flow. b |
In him a juft ambition ftands confefs’d ; ;
It warms, but not inflames, his equal breait, -
See him in fenates a& the patriot’s part, 1
Truth on his lips, the publick at his heart :
There neither fears can awe, nor hopes controul,

‘The honeft purpofe of his fteady foul.

No mean attachments e’er feduced his tongue Al
To gild the caufe his heart fufpected wrong ; 4

But deaf to envy, faltion, fpleen, his voice 4

Joins here or there, as reafon guides his choice.

To one great point his faithful labors tend,

And all his toils in Britain’s intereft end.

‘To him each neighbour fafe refers his claim,

The right he fettles, and abates the flame.

Nor arts nor worth to Patrius fue in vain,

Nor unreliev’d the injur’d e’er complain.

For him the hand unfeen, are pray’rs prefer’d,

And grateful vows in diftant temples heard ;

Like nature’s bleflings ta no part confin’d,

His well-pois’d bounty reaches all mankind,

That infolence of wealth, the pomp of ftate

Which crowds the manfions of the vainly great,

Flies far the limits of his modeft gate,
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Juft what is elegantly ufeful’s there ;

Of aught beyond he fcorns th’ unworthy care;
Nor wou’d, for all the trim that pride can fhow,

~ One fingle att of focial aid forego ;

For this he labors to‘improve his ftore,

For this he wifhes to enlarge his pow’r ;

This is his life’s great purpofe, end, and aim :
Such true ambition is, and worthy fame.

How different Rapax {pent his worthlefs hour!
With treafure indigent, a flave with pow’r:
Large {fums o’erlooking, ftill intent on more,
He waited, not enjoy’d, his taftelefs ftore.

His growing greatnefs rais’d his hopes the high’r,
And fan’d his reftlefs pride’s increafing fire,
*T'was thus amidft profperity he pin’d ;

For what can fill the falfe-ambitious mind ?
With all the honors that his prince cou’d give,
With all the wealth his av’rice cou’d receive,
’Midft outward opulence, but inward care,

-

Reproach and want was all he left his heir.

>T'is true, the patriot well deferves his fame,
And from his country juft applaufe may claim.
But what avails it to the world befide,
That Brutus bravely ftab’d, or Curtius dy’d ?
While T'ully’s merit, unconfin’d to place,
Diffufes bleflings down thro’ all our race;
Remoteft times his learned labors reach,
And Rome’s great moralift e’en now fhall teach.

5
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Averfe to publick noife, ambition’s ftrife, j
And all the fplendid ills of bufy life, 3
‘T'hro’ latent paths, unmark’d by vulgar eye, "o
Are there who wifh to pafs unheeded by ?
Whom calm retirement’s facred pleafures move,
The hour contemplative, or friend they love ;
Yet not by {pleen, or fuperftition led,
Forbear ambition’s giddy heights to tread; il
Who not inglorious fpend their peaceful day, |l
Whilit {cience, lovely ftar ! direcs their way \

Flows there not fomething good from fuch as thefe ? :

No ufeful produé from the men of eafe ?
And fhall the Mufe no focial merit boait
Are all her vigils to the publick loft ?

Tho’ noifly pride may {corn her filent toil,
Fair are the fruits which blefs her happy foil :
There every plant of ufeful produce grows,
‘There fcience fprang, and thence inftruéion flows ;
There true philofophy ere@s her fchool,

T'here plans her problem, and there forms her rule :
There every feed of every art began,

And all that eafes life, and brightens man.

"I'was hence great Newton, mighty 7 genius ! {oar’d,
And all creation’s wond’rous range explor’d.

Far as th’ Almighty ftretch’d his utmoft line,

He pierc’d in thought, and view’d the vaft defign.

‘T'oo long had darker ages fought in vain

‘T'he fecret fcheme of nature to explain ;
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Too lonig had truth efcap’d each fage’s eye,

Or faintly fhone thro’ vain philofophy.

Each thapely oftspring of her feeble thought,

A darker veil o’er genuine {cience brought ;

Still ftubborn faéts o’erthrew their fruitlefs toil ;
For truth and fi¢tion who fhall reconcile ?

But Britain’s fons a furer guide purfue ;

Tread fafe the maze, fince Newton gave the clue;
Where-e’er he turn’d true Science rear’d her head,
While far before her puzzled Ign’rance fled :

From each bleft truth thefe noble ends he draws,
Ufe to mankind, and to their God applaufe.
Taught by his rules fecure the merchant rides,
When threat’ning feas roll high their dreadful tides :
And either India {peeds her precious ftores,

"Midit various dangers fafe to Britain’s fhores.
Long as thofe orbs he weigh’d fhall fhed their rays,
His truth fhall guide us, and fhall laft his praife,

Yet 1f {o juft the fame, the ufe fo great,

Syftems to poife, and fpheres to regulate ;

"To teach the fecret well-adapted force,

That fteers of countlefs orbs th’ unvaried courfe ;
Far brighter honors wait the nobler Part,

To balance manners, and condu& the heart.

Order without us, what imports it feen,

If all is reftlefs anarchy within ?
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Fir’d by this thought great Afhley, gen’rous fage,
Plan’d in {weet leifure his * inftrutive page. T
Not orbs he weighs, but marks, with happier fkill,

The {cope of attions and the poife of will :

In fair proportion here defcrib’d we trace
Each mental beauty, and each moral grace ;
Each ufeful paflion taught, its tone defign’d

In the nice concord of a well-tun’d mind. *‘i
Does mean felf-love contrat each focial aim ?
Here publick tranfports fhall thy {oul inflame. i
Virtue and Deity {upremely fair, i
Too oft delineated with looks fevere,
Refume their native fmiles and graces here : p

Sooth’d into love relenting foes admire,
And warmer raptures every friend infpire.
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Such are the fruits which from retirement {pring ;
Thefe bleflings eafe and learned leifure bring.

Yet of the various tatks mankind employ,
’T1s {ure the hardeft, leifure to en;oy.
For one who knows to tafte this godlike blifs,
What countlefs fwarms of vain pretenders mifs ?
Tho’ each dull plodding thing, to ape the wife,
Ridiculoufly grave, for leifure fighs,
(Hi1s boafted wifh from bufy {cenes to run)
Grant him that leifure, and the fool’s undone.

2 See the Characterifiicks, particularly the enquiry con-
cerning Virtue and the Moralifts.
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The gods, to curfe poor Demea, heard his vow,

And bufinefs now no more contraéts his brow :

Nor real cares, ’tis true, perplex his breaft,

But thoufand fancied ills his peace moleft :

The flighteft trifles folid forrows prove,

And the longling’ring wheel of life fcarce feems to move,
Ufelefs in bufinefs, yet unfit for eafe,

Nor {kill’d to mend mankind, nor form’d to pleafe,

Such fpurious animals of worthlefs race

Live but the publick burthen and difgrace :

Like mean attendants on life’s flage are feen,

Drawn forth to fill, but not conduét the {fcene,

The mind not taught to think, no ufeful ftore
To fix refle(tion, dreads the vdcant hour,
Turn’d on its felf its num’rous wants are feen,
And all the mighty void that lies within
Yet cannot wifdom flamp our joys complete ;
"T'1s confcious virtue crowns the bleft retreat,

_Who feels not that, the private path muft thun,

And fly to publick view t’ efcape his own ;
In life’s gay fcenes uneafy thoughts fupprefs,
And lull each anxious care in dreams of peace,
"Midft foreign objeéts not employ’d to roam,
Thought, fadly a&ive, fill corrodes at home -
A ferions moment breaks the falfe repofe,
And guilt in all its naked horror fhows.

He who would know retirement’s joy refin’d
The fair recefs muft feek with cheerful mind :

Q 2 No
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No Cynick’s pride, no bigot’s heated brain,
No fruftrate hope, nor love’s fantaftick pain,
With him muft enter the fequefter’d cell,
Who means with pleafing folitude to dwell ;
But equal p:iﬂions let his bofom rule,

A judgment candid, and a temper cool,
Enlarg’d with knowledge, and in con{cience clear,
Above life’s empty hopes, and death’s vain fear.
Such he muft be who greatly lives alone ;

Such Portio is, in crowded fcenes unknown.

For publick life with every talent born,

Portio far off retires with decent {corn ;3

I'ho’ without bufinefs never unemploy’d,

And life, as more at leifure, more enjoy’d :

For who like him can various fcience tafte,

His mind fhall never want an endlefs feaft,

In his bleft ev’ning walk may’{t thou, may I,

Oft friendly join in fweet fociety ;

Our lives like his in one fmooth current flow,
Nor fivell’d with tempeft, nor too calmly {low,
Whilit he like fome great fage of Rome or Greece,
Shall calm each rifing doubt and fpeak us peace,

Corre& each thought, each wayward wifh controul,

And ftamp with every virtue all the foul.
Ah ! how unlike is Umbrio’s gloomy {cene,
Eftrang’d from all the cheeyful ways of men !

There {uperflition works her baneful pow’r,

And darkens all the melancholy hour.

Unnumber’d
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Unnumber’d fears corrode and haunt his breaft,
With all that whim or ign’rance can fuggetft.
In vain for him kind nature pours her fweets ;
The vifionary {aint no joy admits,

But feeks with pious {pleen fantaftick woes,

And for heav’n’s fake heav’n’s offer’d good foregoes.

Whate’er’s our choice we ftill with pride prefer,
And all who deviate, vainly think muft err :
Clodio in books and abftra& notions loft,

Sees none but knaves and fools in henor’s poft ;
Whilt Syphax, fond on fortune’s fea to fail,
And boldly drive before the flatt’ring gale,
(Forward her dang’rous ocean to explore,)
Condemns as cowards thofe who make the fhore.
Not fo my friend impartial, — man he views
Ufeful in what he fhans as what purfues ;

Sees different turns to gen’ral good conipire,
The hero’s paflion and the poet’s fire ;

_ Bach figure plac’d in nature’s wife defign,

With true proportion and exaécteft line :

Sees lights and fhades unite in due degree,

And form the whole with faiveft fymmetry.




