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ODE TO CONSCIﬁ

TO MR&'YEARSLE ii.
e _-:f

FOR ever hail thou great celeftial lww’

To whom belongs the fubje¢t—earth; mmi{
Thou dread companion of the lanely 0
Who claim’ft with man coeval bu'thl .

To curb the paffions as they rife,
To fix our hopes beyond the fkies;

To thee, dread monarch of the mind,
Has Nature's God this folemn truft cor (

* This celebrated poetefs, this fenfible woman,
confcience. |

1
- N 3

il -

- il - ‘-f-_ F
-

1 g e e T I




ODE TO CONSCIENCE.

O! hither call that folemn tribe

Of days, of years, now long o’erpaft;
Whofe voice not Eaftern wealth can bribe,
Whilft thrinks the foul through fear aghatt,
With accent deep as midnight knell

Each 1mpious deed let Mem’ry tell;

And trembling guilt appall’d fhall hear,

The twofold voice of Confcience and of Fear.

On the raven’s boding wing,
From fhe dark domain of woe,
Where the fireams of {orrow flow
Hither all thy terrors bring;
Of murther’d ghofts,
By vengeance led,
Let countlefs hofts
Surround the bed.
Where, ter;‘or ftruck, thy frantic vi¢tim lies,

And for each death he gave, a thoufand dies.
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Let horror pamt that vmgeﬁlhh&&r?
When ftern Eliza felt thy pow'r.
Befide whofe dymg couch was feen P'” "”

The ghoft of Scotia’s murther'd queen; -:: 1
And where diftain’d with blood 1 .‘1, 4

The injur'd Effex ftood, (b s
Pointing to that diftant fhore i -jliu'a: ':' L |
Where the tyrant reigns no W,nm

Whilft furies ftern their gloomy torches ¥
And fink her, trembling, to a hqpew
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