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THE

PREFACE
!^^'^''»**^)K '^ has been a long comphint of the vir-

•^ ^ tuo'Js and refined worid, that poefy,

I I I
whofe original is divine, fhouid be en-

^ ^ fl.ived to vice and profanenefs ; that an

•^'^»«^:^j5( art infpired froai heaven, fhouid have fo

far loft the memory of its birth-place,

as to be engaged in the intercfts of hell. How unhap*

pily is it perverted from its moft gloiious deiign ! Hovtr

bafc'y has it })?en driven away from its proper ftatioa

in the temple of God, and abufed to muchdifhonour !

The iniquity of men has conftrained it to ferve their

vileil purpofc*, while the fons of piety niocra the fa-

crilege and the fhanie.

The eideft fong which hiilory has brought down
to our ears, was a noble a«£l of worlliip paid to the

God of Ifrael, when his right hand btcame glorhus

in poiver ; luoen thy right hand^ Lord^ dajhcd in

pieces the :ne7ny : the chariots ^Pharaoh and hir

h'jfts nuere cajl into th: Red-fea ; thou didjl blc^ wih
thy ixiind, the d^ep covered iheWy and they fank cs

lead in the mighty rwaters^ Exod. xv.—This art was
maintained facred through the following agss of
the church, and employed by kings and prophets, by
David, Solomon, and Isaiah, in defcribing

the n iture and the glories of God, ancl in convey-
ing grace or vengeance to the hearts of men. By^
this method they brought fo much of heaven dowt
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to this lower world, as the darknefs of that difpenfa-
tion would admit: And now and then a divine and
poetic rapture filled their fouls far above the level of
that cec©noniy of fhadows, bore them away far into a
brighter region, and gave them a glimpfe of evangelic
day. The life of angels was harmonioufly breathed
into the children of Adam, and their minds raifed near
to heaven in melody and devotion at once.

In the younger days of Heathenifm the mufes were
devoted to the fame fervice : the language in which
old Hesiod addreffes thi^m is thisj

Pierian miifss^ fairPdfor heavenly lays,

Defcend, andfmg the Godyourfather''s pralfe.

And he purfues the fiibjedl in ten pious lines, «which
I cculd nor forbear to tranfcribe, if the afpedl and
found of fo much Greek were not terrifying to a nice

reader.

But fome of the latter poets of the Pagan world
have debafed this divine gift j and many of the writers

f the firil rank, in this our age of national Chriftians,

ive, to their eternal (hame, furpaffed the vilcft of the

•entiles. They have not only difrobed religion of ail

the ornaments of verfe, but have employed their pens

in impious mifchief, to deform her native beauty, and
defile her honours. They have expofed her raoft fa-

tred charader to drollery, and drefled her up in a mofl

vile and ridiculous difguife, for the fcorn of the ruder

herd of mankind. Tiie vices have been painted like fo

many goddcffcs, the charms of wit have been added

to debauchery, and the temptation heightened where

nature needs the ilrongeft reftraints. With fweet-
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nefs of found, and delicacy of expreflion, they have
given a relifh to bldfpheniics of the harfheft kind; and
when they rant at their Maker in fonorous cuoo-

bers^ they fancy themfelves to have acted the hero
veil.

Thus almcft In vain have the throne ftnd the pul-

pit cried Reformation ; while the ftage and licentious

poems have waged open war with the pious defign of

church ar.d ftate. The prefs has fpread the poifon

far, and fcattered wide the mortal infcdicn : Unthink-

ing youth have been enriced to fin beyond the vicious

propsnfiiies of nature, punged early into difeafes and
death, funk down to damnation in multitudes. Was
it for this that poefy was endued with all thefe allure-

ments that lead the mind away in a pleafing captivity ?

Was it for this, fhe was furnifbed with fo many intel-

ledaal charms, that Ihe might feduce the heart from
God, the original beauty, and the mod lovely of

beings ? Can 1 ever be perfuaded, that thofe fweeC

and ^Itlefs forces of metaphor^ wit, found, and nDm"
ber, were given with this defign, that they fhould be

all ranged under the banner of the great malicious fpi-

ric, to invade the rights of Heaven, and to bring fwift

and everJaRIng deftrucftion upon men .'' How will thefe

allies of the nether wo'id, thejewdand proraneverfifi-

ers, itand aghaft before the greatjudge, when the blood
- of many fouis, v.hom they never faw, (hall be laid to

^ the charge of their v.ritings, and be dreadfully requir-

ed at their hands ? The Reverend Mr. Collier has

fet this awful fcene before them in juft and flaming co-

lours. If the application were not too rude and unci-

vil, that noble Itanza of my Lord Roscommon, oa
Pfalm cxlviii. m^ght be addreffed to them :
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Te dragons, ivhofe contagious breath \

Peoples the dark retrats of death,

Change your dire hidings into heavenlyJongs ^

And praife your Maker with your forked tongues^

This profapation and debafement of fo divine

an arc, has tempted fome weaker Chriftians to ima-
gine that poetry and vice are naturally akin : or at

Jsaft, that verie is fie only to recomimend trifles,

and entertain c.ur loofer hours, but it is too light

and trivial a method to treat any thing that is fert-

ous and facred. Tiiey fubmlt indeed to ufe it in

divine pfaJmody, but ihey love the drieft tranflation

of the pfaitTi beft. They will venture to fmg a dull

hynnn or two at chnrch, in tunes of equal dulnefs
;

but ftlU they perfuade tliemfelves, and their children,

that the beauties of poefy are vain and dangerous.

All that arifes a degree above Mr. Stern hold is too

airy for worfhip, and hardly efcapes the fentence of

unclean and ahomtnahle. 'Tis ftrange, that perfons that

have the Bible in their hands, fhould be led away by
thoughilefs prejudices, to fo wild and harfh an opini-

on. Let me entreat them not to indulge this four,

this cenforlous hun:iour too far, leaft the facred Writ-
ers fall under the la(h of their unlimited and unguard-

ed reproaches. Let me entreat them to look inta

I heir Bibles, and remember the (lyle and way of writ-

ing that is ufed by the ancient prophets. Have they

iorgot, or were they never told, that many parts of

the Old Tedament are Hebrev/ verfe ? and the fi-

gures are ftronger, and the metaphors bolder, and
the images more furprifmg and ftrange than ever I

read in any profane writer. When Deborah fings

her praifes to the GOD of Ifrael, while he march-

ed from the field of Edom, flie fets the earth a

trembling, the heavens drop, and the mountains dif'

fclvefrom before the Lord. They foughtfrom heaven ^
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the Jiars in their courfcs fought againjl S i s E r A :

When the river of Kijhon f^vept thetf2 aixjay^ that

ancient river, the river Kijl?on, my foul, thou

ha [I trodden do^n ftrength. Judges v. 6"^.—When
El I p h a z, in the book of Job, fpeaks his fenfe of

the holinefs of God, he introduces a machine in a

vifion : Fear came upon me^ trembling on all viy

hones, the hair of my fiefk flood up ; a fpirit pajfed by

and flood fiilh hut its form ivas undifcernahle ; an

image before mine eyes ; and filence : Then I heard a

voicey fayi^'gi Shall mortal man he more juji than

God ? &c. Job iv. When he defcribes the fafety of

the righteous, he hides him frofu the fcourge of the

tongue, he makes him laugh at dejlru&ion and fa-

tnine^ he brings the flones of the field into league nvith

him, and makes the brute animals enter into a cove-

nant of peace, Job v. 21. O'c.—When Job fpeaks of

the grave, how melaacholly is^ the gloom that ha

fpreads over it ! It is a region to which I muft lliort-

ly go, and 'whence I f?all not return : It is a land of
darhufs, it is darkmfs itfelf, the land of the fhado*w of
death ; all coHfufion, and diforder, and ixjherc the

light is as darknefs. This is my houfe, there have I
made my bed: I have faid to corruption. Thou art

my father, and to the nvorm. Thou art 7?iy mother
and myfijier: As for my hope, *wbo foalI fee it? I

and my hope go donun together to the bars of the pit.

Job X. 21. and xvii. 13. When he humbles himfelf

in complainings before the almightinefs of G O D,
what contemptible and feeble images doth he ufe !

Wilt thou break a leaf driven to and fro ? Wilt thou

purfue the dry fubhle ? I confu?ne anvay Jike a rotten

thing, a garment eaten by the moth. Job xiii. 25, &c.
Thou liftejl 7ne up 4o the nvind, thou caufcji ?ne to ride

upon it, and d'fjjolveji yny fahfancCi J{;b xxiii. 2 2 —
Can any man invent more defpicable ideas to repre-

feat the fcoundrel herd and refufe of mankind, than
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thofe which Job ufes ? Chapter xxx. and thereby he
aggravates his own forrows and reproaches to amaze-
ment: They that are younger than I have 7ne in de-

rijiotiy ivhojfe fathers I m)ould have difdained to have

fet nvith the dogs of my flock : for ivant and famine
they nvere folitary ; fleeing into the 'wildernefs, defo-,

late and ivafe: They cut up mallonvs by the hufoesf
and juniper roots for their meat : They nvere driven

forth from among men, (they cried after thctn as af
ter a thief) to divell in the cliffs oj the valleys^ in

the caves of the earth, and in rocks : Jmong the hufjes

they brayed, under the nettles they ijjere gathered to-

gether ; they moere children of fools y yea^ children of
hafe men ; they 'were viler than the earth : A'nd nonjj

am I their fong, yea^ I am their by-ivordy &c. How
mournful and dejeded is the language of his own
forrows ! Terrors are turned upo?z him, they piirfue

his foul as the nvindy and his ^welfare paj/es anvay as
a cloud ; his bones are pierced nvithin him, and his

foul is poured out ; he goes mourning ivithout the fun^
a brother to dragons, and a companion to oivls ; ivhile

his harp and organ are turned into the voice of them
that iveep.—I muft tranfcribe one half of this holy-

book, if I would {hew the grandeur, the variety,

and the juftnefs of his ideas, or the pomp and beauty
of his exprcffion : 1 mud copy out a good part of
the writings of D a v i d and Isaiah, if I would re-

prefent the poetical excellencies of their thoughts
and fiyle : Nor is the language of the lefler pro-

phets, elpecially in fome paragraphs, much inferior to

thefe.

Now, while they paint human nature in its various

forms and circumftances, if their defigning be fo juft

and noble, their difpofition \'o artful, and their co-

louring fo bright, beyond the moft famed human
writers, how much more muil their defcriptions of

God and heaven exceed all that is poflible to be faid
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by a meaner tongue ?—When they fpeak of the dwell-

ing-place of G O D, He inhabits eternity^ and fit

r

upon the throne of his holinefs^ in the midft of light

inacceffihle,—When his holinefs is mentioned. The
heavens are not clean in his fight ^ he charges his an-

gels fwith folly : He looks to the inooUy and it foineth

t}ot^ and the Jiars are not pure before his eyes :. He ir

a jealous God, and a confuming fire.—If we fpeak of
ftrength, Behold^ he isjirong: fie removes the moun-
tains, and they know it not^ he overturns them in hif

anger : He JJoakes the earth from her place^ and her

pillars tremble : He makes a path through the mighty

m)aters ; he difcovers the foundations of the ^orld :

The pillars of heaven are afionijhed at his reproofs

And after all, Thefe are hut a portion of his *ways t

The thunder of his ponver nnho can underjiand?—His

fovereignty, his knowledge, and his wifdom, are

revealed to us in language vaftly fuperior to all the

poetical accounts of Heathen divinity. Let the pot-

fherds ftrive ivith the pofjfjerds of the earth : but Jhall
the clay fay to him that fafhioneth it^ What viakefl

thou ^ He bids the heavens drop do^vn from above,

and let the Jkies pour down righteoufnefs. He com^
tnands the fun, and it rifeth not, and he fcalcth up
the flars* It is he that faith to the deep. Be dry ;

and he dricth up the rivers. Woe to them that fcek
deep to hide their counfel from the Lord : his eyes are
upon all their 'ways, he underfiands their thoughts

afar off. Hell is naked before him, and defiru^fiott

hath no covering. He calls out all the flars by their

names ; he fruflrateth the tokens cf the liars, and
makes the diviners mad: He turns wife men back-

ward^ and their kny\3)ledge becomes foolljh,—His tran-

i'cendent eminence above all things is moft nobly re-

prefented, when he fits upon the circle of the earth,

and the inhabitants thereof are as grafjoppers : /ill

nations before him are as the drop of a bucket ^ and as

B
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thefyiiall dtijl of the balance : He takes up the ifles as

a very little thing; Lebanon, 'with all her heajis, is

not [ufficient for a facrifice to this God^ nor all her

trees /ufficient for the burning. This GOD, before

whoai the nvhole creation is as fiothingy yea^ lefs than

nothing and vanity. To nvhich of all the Heathen

gods then nrill ye compare vie^ faith the Lord ? a?id

nvhat f?all 1 be likened io ?—And to which of all the

Heathen poets (hall we liken or compare this glori-

ous Orator, the facred defcriber of the Godhead ?

The orators of all nations are as nothing before him,

and their words are vanity and emptinefs. • Let us

turn our eyes now to fome of the holy writings,

where God is creating the world : How meanly do
the bed of iht Gentiles talk and trifle upon this fub-

jed, when brought into comparifon with Moses,
whom Long I Nus himfelf, a Gentile critic, cites as

a mailer of the fublime ftile, when he chofe to ufe

it; And the Lord faidy Let there be .lights and there

ivas light ; let there be clouds andfeas^ fun and fiarsy
plants and animals^ and behold they are : He com-
manded, and they appear and obey : By the nuord of
the L'jrd ^coere the heavens rnade^ and all the hoft of
them by the breath of his mouth : This is working
like a G O D, with infinite eafe and omnipotence.

—

His wonders of providence for the terror and ruin

of his advarfaries, and for the fuccour of his faints,

is fet before our eyes in the fcripture with equal

magnificence, and as becomes Divinity. When he

arif^j out of his place, the earth tremhleth^ the foun^
daiions of the hills are fhaken becaufe he is ivroth :

There goes a fmoke up out of his noflrils^ and fire out

of his mouth' devoureth^ coals are kindled by it. He
b^ixis the heavens^ and comes donj^n^ and darknefs is

under his feet. The Viountains melt like nvaxy and
{Ioil) donvn at his preftnee. If Virgil, Homer,
c Pi N D A R, were to prepare an equipage for a de-
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fcending God, they might ufe thunder and lighr-

nings too, and clouds and fire, to form a chariot

and horfes for the battle, or the triumph ; but there

is none of them provides him a flight of cherubs in-

ftead of horfes, or feats him in chariots offalvati'yn.

David beholds Him riding upon the heaven of hea^

venSi by bis name J AH; He ivas mounted upon a
cherub and did fly, be flc-jj on the nvings oftheivind;

and Habbakkuk fends the pfjiilence before him . Ho-
mer keeps a mighty ilir with his Nf^xiry^pfla ZrJf, and
HeSIOD with his irJ; *J,;?/:e.i6?Trf. JUPITER, that* ralfvS

up the clouds, and that makes a ncife, or thunders

on high. But a divine poet makes the clouds but the

dujl ofhis feet ; and ^hen the Higheji gives his voice

in the heavens y hailjlones and coals of fire follow*

A divine poet difcovers the channels of the ixiaters^

and lays open the foundations of nature ; at thy re"

bukcy Lord, at the blaji of the breath of thy nojlfiL,

When the H O L Y ONE alighted upon Mount
Sinai y his gl^^ry covered the heavens : He Jlood and
Vii^fured the earth: He beheld and drove afundsr the

nations, and the everlafiing mountains nsjere fcatter-^

ed : The perpetual hills did blo'jj ; his nvays are evsr^

lajling. Then the prophet fa*w the tents of Cufban
in affii^iion, and the curtains ofthe land of Midian did
tremble, Hab. iii. Nor did the blelFed Spirit, whicU
animated thefe writers, iorbid them the ufe of vili-

ons, dreams, the opening of fcenes dreadlui aiijl

delightful, and the introdusflion of machines upon
great occafions : The divine licence in this reiffccc

is admirable and furprifing, and the images are orica

loo bold and dangerous for an uninfpircd writer to

imitate. Mr. Dennis has made a noble ^.^x^ to

difcover how much fuperior is infpired poefy to the
brightcft and bell defcriptions of a mortal pen.
Perhaps, if his Propofal of criticifm had been en-

couraged and purfued, the nation might huv« karut

B 2
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more value for the word of G O D, and the wits of
the age miglit have been fecured from the danger of
Delfra ; while they muft have been forced to confefs at

leall the divinity of all the poetical books of Scripture,

when they fee a genius running through them more
than human.
Who is there now will dare to afiert, that the doc-

trines of our holy faith will not indulge or endure a
delightful drefs? Shall the French Poet* affright

us, by faying,

De la foy d^ un Chretien les myfteres terrihles^

D* ornernens egayeZy ne font point fufceptihles?

But the French Critic f, in his refle<5tions upon e-

loquence, tells us, •* That the majefty of our religi-

*< on, the holinefs of its laws, the purity of its morals,
«* the height of its myfteries, and the importance of
*< every fubjedt that belongs to it, requires a grandeur,
'* a noblenefs, a majefty, and elevation of ftyle fuited

*' to the theme: Sparkling images and magnificent
*• expreffions mull be ufed, and are bell borrowed from
•* Scripture: Let the preacher that aims at eloquence,
** read the prophets inceifantly, for their writings are
*< an abundant fource of all the riches and ornaments
** offpeech/' And, in my opinion, this is far better

counfel than Horace gives us, when he fays,

Vos cxamplaria Graca
NoBurna verfate manu^ verfate diurna.

As in the condu(5l of my ftudies, with regard to

divinity, I have reafon to repent of nothing more

than that I have not perufed the Bible with more

frequency; fo if I were to fee up for a poet, with

a defign to exceed all the modern writers, I would

follow the advice of Rapin, and read the prophets

* Boilcau. t R^fi^^



THE PREFACE. xiii

night and day, I am fare, the compofures of the faN

lowing book would have been filled with much great-

er fenfe, and appeared with much more agreeable or-

naments, had 1 derived a larger portion from the ho-

ly Scriptures.

Besides, we may fetch a further anfwer to Monf.

B o I L E A u 's objedion, from other poets of his owa
country. What a noble ufe have Racine and
CoRNEiLLE made of Chriftian fnbjt-^s in fome of

their bed tragedies? Whnt a variety of divine fcenes

are difplayed, and pious pailions awakened in thofe

poems? The martyrdom of Polyeucte, how
doth it reign over our love and pity, and at the fame
time animate our zeal and devotion ! May I here be

permitted the liberty to return my thanks to that

fair and ins^enious hand* that dire<5led me to fnch

entertainments in a foreign language, which I had
]ong wifhed for, and fought in vain in our own.
Yet, 1 mud confefs, that the Davideis, and the

two Arthurs, have fo far anfwered Boileau's ob-

jecSlion, in Englijhj as that the obftacles of attempting

Chriftian pjely are broken down, and the vain pre-

tence of its being impradticable, is experimentally con-

futed f

.

It is true indeed, tlie Chrifti.m myReries have
not fuch need of gay trappings, as benu tilled, or ra-

ther compofed the Heathen fuperftition. But this

fllll makes for the greater e:ife and furer fuccefs of
the poet. The wonders of our reiiglon, in a plain

narration and a fimpl'e drefs; have a native gran-

deur, a dignity, and a beauty in them, tliough they

do not utterly difdaia all methods of oinam^^nt. The
B 3

* 'Philo7}}e!a.

f Sir Richard Blackmore, in his a'J(ntrai)itf preftic^

ij his laft poem entitled Alfred, has inore copioujiy ra*

fitted all Boileau^s arguments on this fubjsfr, and that
njoith great jtiJJice and elegance, 1723. / am perfuad*
edy that many perfans ivJyj defpifc the p^f*?.'s 't'j.v/.: ^'^•••
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book of the Revelations^ feems to be a prophecy in

the form of an Opera^ or a dramatic poem> where di-

vine art illuftrates the fub]e6l with many charming
glories; but ftill it muft be acknowledged, that the

naked themes of Chriftianity have fomething brighter

and bolder in them, fomething more furpriiing and
celeftiai than all the adventures of gods and heroes,

all the dazling images of falfe luftre that form and
garninfli a heathen fong ; Here the very argument
"would give wonderful aids to tht mufe, and the hea*

vcnly theme would fo relieve a dull hour, and a lan-

guifhing genius, that wh^n the mufe nods, the fenfe

would burn and fparkle upon the reader, and keep
him feelingly awake.

With how much lefs toil and cxpence might a
Pryden, an Otwav, a Congreve, or a Dennis^
furnifb out a Chriftian poem, than a modern play ?

There is nothing among all the ancient fables, or
later romances, that have two fuch extremes united

in them, as the eternal G O D, becoming an infant

of days ; the Poffeffor of the palace of heaven laid to

fleep in a manger; the holy JESUS, who knew
xo fin, bearing the fixis of men in his body on the

tree; agonies of forrow loading the foul af Him
•who was GOD over all, blcfTed forever; and the

Sovereign of life ftretching his arms on the crofs,.

bleeding and expiring: The heaven and the hell ia

our divinity are infinitely more delightful and dread-

ful than the childifli figments of a dog with three

l^eads, tlve buckets of the Belidesy the furies with

fnaky hairs, or all the flowery (lories of Elyfiunu

>\nd if we furvey the one as themes divinely true,

and the other as a medley of fooleries, which we caa
jiever believe, the advantage for touching the Iprings

of paffion will fall infinitely on the fide of the Chrif-

tian poet; our wonder and our love, our pity, de-

light, and forrow, with the long traias of hopes and
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fears, muft needs be under the command of an har-

monious pen, whofe every line makes a part of the

reader's faith, and is the very life or death of his

foul.

If the trifling and incredible tales that furnifh

out a tragedy, are fo armed by wit and fancy, as ta

become fovereign of the rational powers, to triumph

over all the affeftions, and manage our fmiles and
our tears at pleafure; how wondrous a conqueft

might be obtained over a wild world, and reduce it>

at ieaft, to fobriety, if the fame happy talent were
employed in drefling the fcenes of religion in their

proper figures of majefty, fweetnefs, and terror i

The wonders of creating power, of redeeming love,,

and renewing grace, ought not to be thus rmpioufly

licgledted by thofe whom Heaven has endued with a

gift fo proper to adorn and cultivate them; an art>

whofe fwect infinuations might almoft convey piety

in refilling nature, and melt the hardeft fouls to the

love of virtue. The affairs of this life with their

reference to a life to come, would fliine bright in a
dramatic defcription ; nor is there any need or any
veafon why we fhould always borrow the plan or

hiftory from the ancient Jeivs^ or primitive martyrs

-

though feveral of thefe would furnifh out noble ma-
terials for this fort of poefy : But modern fcenes

would be better underftood by molf readers, and the

application would be much more eafy. The angulfh

of inward guilt, the fecret flings, and racks, and
fcourges of confcience; the fwect retiring hours
and feraphic joys of devotion ; the victory of a re-

folved foul over a thoufand temptations; the inimi-

table love and paffion of a dying GOD; the awful
glories of the lafl tribunal 5 the grand decifivc fen-

tence, from which there is no appeal ; and the con*
fequent tranfports or horrors of the two eternal

worlds; thcfc things may be variouHy difpofed, and
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fonn msaj poons. How noigkt £k1i perfonxunc^,
uder a diriiie bicfizig. call bflick tlie djing pictj oJF

Ae aadon to life and bcmacj ? Tim wofild make re-

hjptm appear like itTdf, and coafband tlie bla^ticmics

of a pnkEeate vorid, ignoiant of pioss pleafores.

BvT we have reafixi to fear, tbar the toaefiil men
of oor €3ay kare not railed dicir ambition to fe df>'

Tine a pitch. I (hoolJ rc;|oice to Ice more ef diis ce-

idlial fire kmdIiDg within them ; for the fiafhes that

break oot in ibme prefcat and paft writings, betray
an infernal ^Mirce. This, the incomparable Mr.
Co w 1. E T, in the latter end of hb preface, and the

ingcaions Sir Ricsaan Blackwo^x, in the begin-

nmg of his, have lb pathebcallj ddTcribed and la-

mmtrd, that I rather refer the reader to monm wick
them, thaa derain and tire him box. Thefe gentle-

men, in their large and labomrd works of poefy^
h^rc given the wcmM happy examples of what they
wilk and enconrage in pro£: ; the one, in a rich va-

netr of thooghtand bacj. the other in all dK fiun-

isig cckxifs of proFale and florid diditKU

Ir {harxcr ibnnets were ccmooled on fnbHme fnb-

jci^ foch as the F'jifzi of DATin, and the holy
tranfports in:erijpcf1^ m the ocher facred wrkiogs,

or foch as the moral Odes of Hokace, and the an-

€iait Ljricj% I perfnade myfeLf, that the Cbrifiian

prca^er wonki find abnndant aid from the poet, in

his dcfign to dtfnfe rirtnew and aUnre^bnls to GOD.
If. fhc heart were &ft inflamed from heaven, and
the mnic were sot left alone to f<»in the demotion*

and pnribe a coki fcent, bvt only called in as an af-

fi&ant to the worihip, then the finig woold end
where the in^raiion ceafes*; the #hole compofore
would be ofa p«ece, all meridian light, and meridian

ferrcor j aad the lame p^ns flame would be propa*

gated, and k^ 'fiiig
\f,

the heart of him that

icacb. £pms .. ^-^ fhcrtcr odes \JL yhx two foeu



THE PREFACE. x?Ii

now mentioned, and a few of the Reverend Mr. Nor-
Ris's effays in verfe, are convincing infiances of the

fuccefs of this propofal.

It is my opinion alfo, that the free and unconfined

numbers of Pindar, or the noble meafures of Mil-
Tos without rhime, would beil maintain the dignity

of the theme, as well as give a loofe to the devout

foul, nor check the raptures of her faith and love.

Though in my feeble attempts of this kind, I have too

often fettered my thoughts in the narrow metre of our

Pfaloi-tranflators ; I have contracted and cramped the

fenfe, or rendered it obfcure and feeble, by the too

fpeedy and regular returns of rhime.

If my friends expedl any reafon of the following

compofurcs, and of the firR or fecond publication, I

entreat them to accept of this account.

The Title affures them that poefy is not the bofi^

nefs of my life ; and if I leized thofe hours of leifore,

wherein my foul was in a more fprighrly frame, to en-

tertain them or myfelf with a divine or moral fong, 1

hope I (hall fiad an eafy pardon.

In the Firjl Book, are many odes which were writ-

ten to aflift the meditations and worfhip of vulgar
Chriftians, and with a defign to be publifhed in the

volume of HyT?insy which have now pafTed a fecond
impreilion, but upon the review, I found feme cxpref-

fions that were not fuitcd to the plaincil capacity,

and the metaphors are too bold to plcafe the weak-
er Chriftian, therefore I have allotted them a place

t«re.

Amongst the fongs that arc dedicated to Divifit

Love, I think, I may be bold to alfert, that I never
ccmpofed one line of them with any other dcfigo

than what they afc applied to here; and I have en-
deavouped to fecure them all from being perverted
and debafed to wanton pailions, by fcvcral lines ia

them that can never be applied to a meaner love.
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^Are not the nobleft inflances of the grace of Chrift,

reprefented under the figure of a canjugal ftate, and
defcriBed in one of the fweeteft odes, and the fofteft

paftoral that ever was vvriten? I appeal to Solo-
mon 1, in his Song, and his father David, in PfahTZ

xlv: if David was the author: And I am well afFured,

that I have never indulged an equal licence : It was
dangerous to imitate the facred Writers too nearly in

fo nice an affair.

The Poems facred to Virtue^ Sec. were formed
when the frame arid humour of my foul was juft fuited

to the fubjecfl of my verfe: The image of my heart is

painted in them; and, if they meet with a reader,

whofe foul is akin to mine, perhaps they may agree-

ably entertain him. The dulnefs of the fancy, and
coarfenefs of expreffion, will difappear^ the fame-

ncfs of the humour will create a pleafure, and infen-

^bly overcome and conceal the defers of the mufe.

Young gentlemen and ladies, whofe genius and edu-

cation have given them a reliOi of oratory and verfe,

may be tempted to feek fatisfadiion among the dan-

gerous diverfions of the flage, and im'pure fonnets,

if there be no provifion of a fafer kind made to pleafe

them.—While I have attempted to gratify innocent

fancy, in this refpedl, I have not forgotten to allure

the heart to virtue, and to raife it to a difdain of

b'-Jtal pleafures. The frequent interpofition of a

devout thought may awaken the mind to a ferious

fenfe of GOD, religion, and eternity. The fame

duty that might be defpifed in a fermon, when pro-

pofed to (iheir reafon, may here, perhaps, feize the

lower faculties with furpr'ze, delight, and c'evotion,

at once; and thus, by degrees, draw the fuperior

powers of the mind to piety. Amongft the infinite

* Solomon's Song nvas 7?iucb more in ufe among

preachers ajid 'writers of divinityy *when thefepositis *Wir^

fwrittcfty than it is twi,v. 1736. •
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nbtpbers of mankind, there is not more difference in

their outward ihape and features, than in their tem-

per and inward inclination. Some are more eafiJy

fufceplive of religion in a grave difcourfe and fedate

re.afoning. Some are bell frighted from fin and ruin

by terror, threatening, and amazement ; their fe^r is

the propereft paiSon to which we can addrefs our-

felves, and begin the divine work : others can feel

no motive fo powerful as that which applies itfelf to

their ingenuity, and their polifhed imagination. Now,
I thought it lawful to take hold of any handle of the

foul, to lead it away betimes from vicious pleafures ;

and if I could but make a compofition of virtue and
delight, fuited to the tatte of well bred youth, and
a refined education, I had fome hope to allure and
raife them thereby above the vile temptations of dege-

nerate nature, and cuftom, that is yet more dM(e«
Derate. When I have felt a flight inclination to fatyr

or burlefque, I thought it proper to fupprefs it. The
grinning and the growling mufe are not hard to be
obtained J but I would difdain their afliftance, wheie
a manly invitation to virtue, and a frien-'ily fmile

may be fuccefsfuIJy employed. Could I perfuade any
rtan by a kinder method, £ fhould never think it pro-

per to fcold or laugii at him.
Perhaps there are fom^ raorofe readers, that

ftand ready to condemn every I'ne that is written up-

on the theme of Loze ; but have we not the cares

and the felicities of that fort of focial life reprefented

to us in the facred writings? Some eipreflions are

there ufcd with a defign to give a mortifying influ-

ence to our fofteft affcrdions ; others again brighten

the charader of that Rate, and allure virtuous fouls

to purfue the divine advantage of ir, the mutual
aiiift.incc in the way to falvation. Are not the

\vii/A and cxxviii//^ Pfahns indided on this very

lubjed? Shall it be Uwful for the prefs and the pul-
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pit to treat it with a becoming folemnlty in profe,

and muft the mention of the fame thing in poefy be
pronounced for ever unlawful ? Is it utterly unwor-
thy of a ferious charadler to write on this argument,
becaufe it has been unhappily polluted by fome fcur-

rilous pens i Why may I not be permitted to obviate

a common and growing mifchief, while a thoufand
vile poems, of the amourous kind, fwarm abroad, and
give a vicious taint to the unwary reader ? I would
tell the world, that I have endeavoured to recover

this argument out of the hands of impure writers,

and to make it appear, that virtue and love are

not fuch ilrangers as they are reprefented. The
biifsful intimacy of fouls, in that ftate, wmU afford

fufficient furniture for the graved entertainment in

verfe; fo that it need not be everlaftingly drefTed up
in tidicule, nor aflumed only to furnifh out the lewd
fonnets of the times. May fome happier genius pro-

mote the fame fervice that I propofed, and by fupe-

rior fenfc, and fweeter found, render what I have
written contemptible and ufelefs.

The imitatiofjs of that nobleft Latin Poet of mo-
dern ages, Casimire Sarbiewski of Pola?td^

would need no excufe, did they but arife to the

beauty of the original. I ha*e often taken the freedom
to add ten or twenty lines, or to leave out as many,
that i might fuit my fong more to my own defign,

or becaufe 1 faw it impoffible to prefent the force,

the finenefs, and the fire of his expreffion in our

language. There are a few copies wherein I bor-

rowed fome hints from the fame author, without the

mention of his name in the title. Methinks, I can al-

low fo fuperior a genius, now and then, to be lavifti in

his imagination, and to indulge fome excurfions be-

yond the limits of fedate judgment : The riches and
glory of his verfe make atonement in abundance. I

wifli fome Englifh pen would import morg of his

treafures, and blefs our nation.
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The Infcriptions to particular friencis, are war-

ranted and defended by the pra<5llce' of almofl: all the

Lyric writers. They frequently convey the rigid

rules of morality to the mind, in the fofter method
of Applaufe. Suftained by their example, a maa
will not eafily be overwhelmed by the heavleft cen-

fures of the unthinking and unknowing; efpecially

when there is a Ihadow of this practice in the divine

Pfalmiji^ while he infcribes to Asaph or Jedw-
THUN his fongs that were made for the harp, or

(which is all one) his Lyric odes, though they are

addrefTed to GO D himfelf.

In the Poems of heroic meafure^ I have attempted,

in rhime, the fame variety of cadence, comma and
period, which blank verfe glories in as its peculiar

elegaAee and ornament. It degrades the excellency-

of the beft verfification, when the lines run on by
couplets, twenty together, juft in the fame place,

and with the fame paufes. It fpoils the noblell plea-

fu re of the found: The reader is tired with the te-

dious uniformity, or charmed to fleep with the un-
m.inly foftnefs of the numbers, and the perpetual

chime of even cadences.

In the Ejff'ays 'vnthout^hivie^ I have not fet up
Milton for a perfedl p^Hfern ; though he fliall be for

ever honoured as our deliveier from the bondatxc.

His works contain admirable and unequalled in-

ftanres of bright and beautiful di(^!on, as well as

majefty and ferenenrfs of thought. There are'feve-

ral epifodes in his longer works, that ftand in fu-

preme dignity without a rival; yet all that vaft re-

verence with which I rend his Paradife LyJI^ cannot
perfuade me to be charmed with every page of it.

The length ol his periods, and foinetimes of his pa-
renth'jfes, runs me out of breath: Some of his num-
bers feem too barrii and uneafy. 1 could never be-
Fieve that roiighnel's and obfcurity added any thing
to the tiue grandeur of a poem: Nor will I ever ai-

C
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fefl: archaifms, cxotlcifms, and a quaint uncoiithnefs

of fpeech, in order to become perfedly MiiUonian,

*Tis my opinion, that blank verfe may be written,

with all due elevation of thought, in .a modern ftile,

without borrowing any thing from Chaucer's
Talcs, or rttftning back fo far as the days of Colik
the Jhepherd, and the reign of the fWrj' ^/i^^;^. The
odenefs of an antique found gives but a falfe pleafure

to the ear, and abufes the true relifh, even when it

works delight. There were fome fuch judges of
poefy among the eld Romans^ and Martial inge^

nioufly laughs at one of them, that was pleafed evea

to aft'onifliment with obfolete wojrds and figures.

Aitoniiufque legts terrat friigifcrau

So the ill drawn podures and diftoriions of-^jOiape^

that we meet with in the Chinefe pi(5tures, charm a

ficky fancy by their very aukwardnefs ; fo a diftem-

pered appetite will chew coals and fand, and pro-

nounce it guftful.

In the Pindarics I have generally conformed my
lines to the Ihorter (ize of the ancients, and avoided

to imitate the exceffive lengths to which fome mo-
dern writers have ftretched their fentences, and e-

fpecinlly the concluding ifM.t, In thefe the ear is

the trued judge; nor was it made to be cnflaved to

any predfe model of elder or later times.

After all, I mud petition my reader to lay afidc

the four and fullen air of criticifm, and to ^affume

the friend. Let him chufe fuch copies to read at

particular hours, when the temper of his mind is

fuitca to the fong. Let him come with a defire to

be entertained and pleafed, rather than to feek his

own difgud and averfion, which will not be hard

to find. I i*m not fo vain as to think there are no
faults, nor fo blind as to efpy none: Tho' I hope the

niultiiude of 'Iterations in this fecond edition are not

W'thout amendment. There is fo large a difference

between this and the former, in the change of titles.
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lines, and whole poems, as well as in the various

tranfpofitions, that it would be ufelefs and endiefs,

and all confufion, for any reader to compare them
throughout. The additions alfo make up almoft half

the b)ok ; and fome of thefe have need of as many
alterations as the former. Many a line needs the file

to polifh the roughneis of it, and many a thought
Vants richet language to adorn and make it ihi^ie.

Wide defects and equal faperHuities may be fouad,

efpecially in the larger pieces^ but I have at prcfent

neither inclination nor leifure to corre<5l, and I hope
I never fliaii. It is one of the biggeft latista<5tioas

I take in giving this volume to the world, that 1 ex-

pert to be ever free from the temptation of making
or mending poems again*. So that my friends may
be periedly fecure againil this impreffion's growing
wafte upon their hands, and ufelefs as the A)niier

has done. Let minds that are better furninred for

fuch performances purfue thefe ftudies, if they are

convinced that poetry can be made fervlceabie to

religion and virtue.' As for myfelfj I alaioil blufh

to think that I have read fo liitie, and written fa

much. The following years of my life ihall be more
entirely devoted to the immediate and direct labours

of my ftation, exceptin^j^hofe hours that may be

employed ia finiihing my imitation of the Pfalms of
David, ii^Chriftian language, which I have ho vr

promifcd to the world f.
I cannot court the world to parchafe this book

for their plcafure or entertainment, by telling them
that any one copy entirely plcafes me. The beft of
them finks below the idea which I form of a divine

Naturara expellasfurca licet, ufque recurret. Hor»
Will thisJhort note ^y Horace cxcufta man njjho has re*

Jtjisd nature many years^ but has keen fo?/ietiines over--

€9me? 1736. Edition the "jth,

\ In theyear 1719 thefe stJere finiJJjed and printed*

C 2
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or moral ode. He that dwells in the rayfteries of
heaven, or of the mufcs, Ihould be a genius of no
vulgar mouldy and as the name Vates belongs to

both ; fo the furniture of both is comprifed in that
line of Horace,

Cui mens dhintor^ atque os

Magna fonaturum

But what Juvenal fpake in his age, abides

true in ours : A complete poet or a prophet is fuch
an one

;

—^alem nequeo 7nonJirare^ iy fen tto iantwn.

Perhaps neither of ihefe charadlers in perfecTion

fhall ever be feen on earth, till the feventh angel

has founded his awful trumpet 3 tlii the vidory be

complete over the bead and his image, when the

natives of heaven (Iiall join in confort with prophets

and faints, and fing to their golden harps, Salvation^

honour qnd glory to him thdtJits uj^on the throne^ and
to the Lamb for ever*

>^->-

May 14. i7©9.

k I
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Mr. WATl S's Poems
^ SACHEDTa

Piety and Devotion.

RE G A R D the man who m fcraphic lays,

And flowing numbers, fings his Maker's praifcr

He needs invoke no fabled mufe*s art,

The heavenly fong comes^genuine from his heart

;

From that pure hearr, which GOD has deign'd t' infpire

With holy raptures^ and a facred fire.

Thrice happy man ! whofe foul and guiltlefs breaft.

Are well prepared to lodge th' Almighty Gueft !

Tis HE that lends thy towVing thoughts their wing;,

And tunes thy lyre, when thou attempt'il to fi^g v

HE to thy foul lets in celeftial day,

Ev'n whilft imprifon'd in this mortal clay.

By death's grim afpeft thou art not alarm'd,

HE, for thy fake, has death itfelfdifarm'd;.

Nor flull the grave o'er thee a vi<^'ry boail y

Her triumph in thy rifing fhall be loft,

When thou (kalt join th' angelic choirs above.

In never-ending fongs of praife and love. EusEBi^t,

To Mr. WATTS, on his Poems
facred to Devotion,

I.

To murmuring ftreams, in tender ftrains,

My penfive mufe no more
Of love's enchanting force complains.

Along thcflow'ry ihore.

C3
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II.

No moreMiRTiLLo's fatal face

My quiet bread alarms,

His eyes, his air, and youthful grace^

Have loft their ufual charms.

III.

No gay Alexis in the grove
Shall be ray future theme

:

I burn with an immortal love>

And fmg a purer flame,

IV.

Seraphic heights i feem to gain,

And facred tranfports feel,

"While, Watts, to thy celeftial ftraiu^

Surprized, I liften ftili.

V.

The gliding ftrean« their conrfe forbear^

When I ihy lays repeat;

The bendng foreft lends an ear;

The birds their notes forget.

VI.

With fuch a graceful harmony
Thy numbers ftill prolongs

And let remoteft lands reply.

And echo to thy fong.

VIT.

Far as the dillant regions, where
The beauteous morning fpringS;>,

And fcatters odours through the air.

From her refplendent wings
;

Vill.

U:Uo the new-found realms which fee

The latter fun arife.

When, with an eafy progrcfs, he
Rolls down the neiher ikies,

July, 17C(5, PWILOMFLA.
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To Mr I. WATTS, on reading his

horj: lyric iE.

HAIL, heaven-born mufe ! that with celeftial flame>

And high feraphic numbers, durft attempt

To gain thy native fkles. No common theme

Merits thy thought, felf-confcious of a foul

Superior, though on earth detained a while;.

Like fome propitious angel, that*s defign'd

A refident m this inferior orb,

To guide the wandring fouls to heaveniy blifs.

Thou feem'fti while thou their everlafting fongs

Haft fung to mortal ears, and down to earth

Transfer'd the work of heaven • with thought fublice

And high fonorous words, thou fweetly fmg'il

To thy immortal lyre. Amazed, we view

The towVing height ftupendous, while thou foar'ft

Above the reach of vulgar eyes or thought.

Hymning th* eternal Father; as of old

"When firii the Almipjhty from the dark abyfd

Of everlafting night and fiknce callVl

The fhining woHds wiih one creatine word.

And raib'd from nothing all the heavenly hofts.

And with external glories filled the void.

Harmonious feraphs tim*d their golden h^rps.

And wi:h their chearful HaiUlnjars blefs'd

The bounteous Author of their h^ppinefs;

From orb to crb the alternate miific ran^.

And from thechryftal arches of ihe fky

Reach'd our then glorious world, the native {t?X

Of the firft happy pair, whojcin'd their fongs
To the loud echo's of the angelic choirs,

And fiird with hlefsful hymns, terreftrial heaven,
The paradife of God where ail delights

Abounded, and the pure ambrof.al air,

Faon'dby mild zephyrs, brcath'd eternal fwccts^
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Forbidding death and forrow, and beftow''d

Fr^ih heavenly bloom, and gay imtnortal youth.

Not fo, alas ? the vile apoftate race.

Who in mad joys their brutal hours employ^d^
Aflaulting with their impious blafpheraies

The power fupreme that gave 'em life and breath;
Incarnate fiends ! outrageous they defy'd

Th' EternaPs thunder, and Almighty wrath
Pe;{r!efs provok'd, which all the other devils

Would dread to meet ; remembring well the day
When driven from pure immortal feats above,

A fiery tempert hurPd them down the fkies.

And hung upon the rear, urging their fall

To the dark, deep, unfathomable gulph.

Where hound on fulph*rou^ lakes to glowing roclte

With adamantine chains, they wail their woes,
Ani know Jehovah <jreat as well as goodj
And fix'd for ever by eternal fate.

With horror find his arm omnipotent.

Prodigious raadnefs I that the facred raufe,

Tirft taught in heaven to mount immortal heightS),

And trace the boundlefs glories of the iky.

Should now to every idol bafely how.

And cuyfe the deity ihe once ador'd,

Ere£li ng trophies to each fordid vice,.

And celebrated the inf-^rnal praife

Of haughty Lucifer, the defperate foe

Of God and man, and winning every hour
New votaries to hell, while all the fitvids

Hear ihefe accurfed lays, and thus outdone.

Raging they try to match the human race,

Redoubling all their hcllifh blafphemies,

And with loud curfes rend the gloomy vault-

Ungrateful mortals! ah ! too late you'll fincP

What *tls to banter heaven and laugh at hell;

To drefs up vice in falfc dclufive charrasi
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And with gay colours paint her hideous face.

Leading befotted fouls through flow'ry paths,

In gaudy dreams^ and vain fantaftic joys

To dlfmal fcenes of everJafting wo ;

When the great Judge ihall rear his awfuJ throne.

And raging flames furround the trembling globe*

While the loud thunders roar from pole to pole.

And the laft trump awakes the fleeping dead
j

And guilty fouls to ghallly bodies driven.

Within thofe dire eternal prifonsfiiu:.

Expect their fad inexorable doom.
Say now, ye men of wit ! What turn of thought
Will pleafe you then! .

Alas, how dull and poor,

Ev'n to yourfelves will your lewd flights appear!

How will you envy then the happy fate

Of idiots ! and perhaps in vain you'll wifh,

You'd been as very fools as once you thought

Others, for the fublimed wifdom fcorn'd
;

When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judge
Shall fmg your laurels, and the men
Who thought they flew fo high, {hall fall fo low.

No more, ray mufe, of that tremendous thought,

Refume thy more delightful theme, and fmg
Th' immortal man, that with immortal verfe

Rivals the hymns of angels, and like them
Defpifes mortal critics idle rules:

While the celeriia! flame that warms thy foul

Infpiresus, and with holy tranfport moves
Our labouring minds, and nobler fcenes prefents

Than all the Pagan poets ever fung,

Homer, or Virgil; and far fweter notes

Than Horace ever taught his founding lyre.

And purer far, tho'-MARTiAL's felf might feem
A modeft poet in our Chriftian days.

May thofe forgotten and neglecfVed ly.

No more let men be fond of fab'lous gods.
Nor heathen wit debauch one Chriftian line.

While with the coarfe and daubing paint wc hid-:
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The fliinlng beauties of eternal troth.

That in her native drefs appears moft bright.

And charms the eyes ofangeJs,

—

Oh I like thee
Let every nobler genius tune his voice

To fubje(5ls worthy of their towVing •^boughts.

Let HEAVEN and Anm/i then your tuneful art

Improve, and confecrate your deathleis lays

To him who reigns above, and her who ruJes below.

April i7> 1706.

Joseph Standen,

To Mr. WATTS, on his Divine
Poems.

SAY, human feraph, whence that charming force^

That flame ! that foul ! which animates each line;.

And how it runs with fUch a gracet'ui eafe.

Loaded with pond'rous fenfe ! Say, did not He
The lovely Jesus, who caoimands thy hreaft,

Infpire chee with himfeif? With Jesus dwells^

Elnit in myfterous bands, the ParacUtCy

The breath of GOD. the everlalling fource

Of love: and what is love in fouls like thine^

But air and inceufe to the Poet*s fire ?

Should an expiring faint, whole fwimming eyes

Mingle the images o\ things about him.

But hear the lead exalted of thy drains.

How greedily heM drink the rauficjn.

Thinking bis heav*nly convoy waited near !

S ) great a ftrefs of powerful harmony,

N tture unable longer to fudain,

Would fiak oppred with joy to endlefs red.

Let none henceforth of providence complain.

As if the world of fpirits lay unknown,

Feac'd round with black impenetrable night

;

I
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What though no niinlng angel darts from thence

With leave to publiih things conceal'd from fenfc»

In language bright as theirs, we are here told,

When life its narrow round of years hath roU'd,

What 'tis eooploys the blefs'd, what makes their blifi %

Songs fuch as Watts's are, and love like his,

(*-

But then, dear Sir, be cautious how you ufe»

To tranfports fo intenfely rais'd your mufe,

Left while the ecftatic irapulfe you obey.

The foul leap out, and drop the duller clay,

Sept. 4, 1706.
Henrt Grovi.

To Dr. WATTS, on the Fifth Editi-

on of his HOR-E LYRIC J-.

Sovereign of facred verfe ; accept the lays

Of a young bard that dares attempt thy praife,

A mufe, the meaneft of the vocal throng,

New to the bays, nor equal to the fong.

Fir'd with the growing glories of thy fame
Joins all her powers to celebrate thy name

No vulgar themes thy pious mufe engage,

No fcenes of luft pollute thy facred page.

You in raajeftic numbers mount the ikies,

And meet defcending angels as you rife,

Whofcjuft applaufes-charm the crouded groves,

And Addison thy tuneful fong approves.

Soft harmony and manly vigour join

To form the beauties of each fprightly line.

For every grace of every mufe is thine.

MiLTOK, immortal bard, divinely bright,

..oaduds his fav'rite to the realms of light.
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WTier? Ra?hasl*« lyre charms ihz celcflial throng,
Dfi uhttd cherubs llft'nmg to the fong:
From hVifs to bfifs the happy beiags rove.

And taRe the f^:«-?ets of muGc and of love.

Bat when ihz fofter fcer.es of life yoa paint.

And jrin th? kz^eanreTis vJr^rin to the faint,

V' few the happy pairs^
\Vu : r ir.- _ . rien all their cares.

We fee ti v. . e fweetetl joys belone,

AndMyRA's beaattcs confecrate yoar fone.

Fain the
'

'

si would tell,

An J on c ^ : for ever dwell;

Ba: the mule faints, ooeqoal to the flight,

And - -
•-• wonder and delight*

Whei _. ^- ----- . -i.i in rains ly,

And ; fa?en-born/;f/jrfiiall dlci

the iait truoipet wakes the filent dead,
"~ !,,%;^,:^ - ^et hi\les his head,

".e Ur-anxa rife,

Crowu'd with frefu laorels, to thy native fkies:

C ^ - '" IE, IhaH hail thee on thy way,

/ Sebright realms of day,

: thy tuneful notes to heav'nJy ftrings,

- -:iw ^c:a the Lvrii Od€ t^hile fome fair feraph fligs.

Britaknicus.
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HORJE LTRICJE.

BOOK L

Sacred to Devotion and Piety

Wcrjhi^ping 'with Fear.

WH dares attempt tli* Etcnia! Name,
With notes of mortal found f

Dangers and glories guard :hs theme;
And fprcad detf>air aroocd.

11.

DeSmdiQii waits t'obey his frown,
Ard Heaven attcn 's his bnA: ;

A Wreath of iight'niog arms his cro^sm,

Bot lore adcros it OilL

III.

Cclcftial K"i?g, our fp'srits lie,

Trtn. eocath thy feet,

Ar. -^
"

l' caft a 1 rging c*f,

T . - a ihj lofty ftat.

D
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IV.

When fliall we fee the Great unknown,
And in thy prefence (land ?

Reveal the fplendors of thy throne.

But fliield us with thy hand.
V.

In thee what endlefs wonders meet

!

What various glory fhines !

The croffing rays too fiercely beat

Upon our fainting minds,

vr.

Angels are lofl: in fweet furpize

If thou unvaii thy grace
;

And humble awe runs through the Ikies,

When wrath arrays thy face.

VII
When mercy joins with majefty

To fpread their beams abroad.

Not all their faireft minds on high

Are fbadows of a God.
VIII.

Thy works the ftrongeft feraph fings

In a too feeble ftrain,

And labours hard on all his firings

To reach thy thoughts \n vain.

IX.

Created powers, how weak they be !

How Itiort their praifes fall !

So much akin to nothing we.

And thou th' Eternal AU.

1
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Afdng have to Sing.

I.

YE T, mighty GOD, indulge my tongue,

Nor let ihy thunders roar,

Whilft the young notes and venturous fong

To worlds of glory foar.

II.

If thou my darling flight forbid,

The mufe folds up her wings

:

Or at thy word her flcnder reed

Attempts almighty things.

III.

Her flender reed infpir'd by thee

Bids a new Eden grow,
With blooming life on every tree

And fpreads a heav'n below.

IV.

She mocks the trumpet's loud alirms
Flli'd with thy drLadful breath

;

And calls th* angelic hofts to arms,
To give the nations de iih.

V.

But when (he taftes her Sdviour*s love,

And feels the rapture ftrong.

Scarce the divineft harp above
Aims at a fwcctcr fong.

D a
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Divine Judgments.

I.

NO T from the duft my forrows fpring,

Nor drop my comforts from the lower fKies
;

Let aU the baneful planets fhed

Their mingled curfes on my head,
Kovv vain their curfes, if th' Eternal King
Look through the clouds and blefs me with his eyes.

Creatures with all their boafted fway
Are but his flaves, and muft obey

;

They wait their orders from above,

And execute his word, the vengeance, or the love.

II.

*Tis by a warrant from his hand
The gsntler gales are bound to flecp :

The North wind blufters, and affumes command
Over the defert and the deep

;

Old Boreas with his freezing pow'rs

Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glafs,

Arrefts the dancing riv'lets as they pafs,

And chains them movelefs to their flioresj

The grafing ox lows to the gelid ikies,

"Walks o*cr the marble meads with withering eyes,

Walks o'er the folid lakes, fnuffs up the wind, and dies.

III.

Fly to the polar world, my fong,

And mourn the pilgrims there (a wretched throng 1)

Seiz'd and bound \n rigid chains,

A troop of ftatues on the Ruffian plains.

And life Hands frozen in the purple veins. .
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Atheift, forbear; no more blafpheme :

Godhis a thoufafid terrors in his name,

A thoufand armies at command,
Waiting the fignal of his hand,

And magazines of froR, and magazines of flame,

Drels thee in fteel to meet his wrath

;

His fharp artillery from the North
ShaU pierce thee to the foul, and fhake thy mortal frame.

Sublime on Winter's rugged wings

He riJes in arms along the fky,

Aad fcatters fate on fwains and kings
5

And flocks and herds, and nations die
;

While impious lips, profanely bold,

Grow pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful cold,

Give their own blafphemies the lie.

IV
The mifehiafs that infeft the earth.

When the dog-ftar fires the realms on high,

Drought and difeafes, the cruel dearth.

Are but the flafhes of the wrathful eye

From the incensed Divinity.

In vain our parching palates thirff.

For vital food in vain we cry,

And pant for vital breath
;

The verdant fields are burnt to duft.

The fun has drunk the channels dry,

And all the air is death.

Ye fcourges of our Maker's rod,

*Tis at his dread command, at his imperial noJ
You deal your various plagues abroad,

Y.
Hail, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods
That all the leafy ftandards (trip.

And bear dow^n with a mighty fweep
The riches of ihe fields, and honours of the woods

;

^ 3
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Storms that ravage o'er the deep.

And bury miUions in the waves

:

Earthquakes, that in midnight-fleep

Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds our graves;

While you defpenfe your mortal harms,

'Tis the Creator's voice that founds your loud alarms,

When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to arras.

VI.

for a mefTage from above

To bear my fpirits up !

Some pledge of my Creator's love

To calm my terrors and fupport my hope

!

Let waves and thunders mix and roar,

Be thou my God, and the whole world is mine :

While thou art Sov'reign, I'm fecure
;

1 (hall be rich till thou art poor

;

[thine.

For all I fear, and all I wilh, heaven, earth, and hell are

Heaven and Earth.

T.

HAST thou not feen, impatient boy ?

Haft thou not read the folemn truth.

That grey experience writes for giddy youth

On every mortal joy :

Pleafitre muji he dafh d 'with fain :

And yet with heedlefs hafte.

The thirfty boy repeats the tafte,

Nor hearkens to defpair, but tries the bowl again;

The rills of pleafure never run fincerc

;

(Earth has no unpolluted fpring)

From the cursM foil foine dang'rous taint they bear;

So rofes grow on thorns, and honey wears a fting.
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If.

In vain we feek a heaven helow the (kyr;

The world has falfe but fl itt'ring charms :

Its diftant joys (how big in our efteera,

But leflen ftill as they draw near the eye;

In our embrace the vifions die,

And when we grafp the airy forms

We loofe the pJeafing dream. .
. ^

III.

Earth, with her fcenes of gay delight,

Is but a landfkip rudely drawn,

With glaring colours, and falfe light

;

Diftance commends it to the fight.

For fools to gaze upon
;

But bring the naufeous daubing nigh,

Coarfe and confus'd the hideous figures ly^

Diffolve the pleafure, and oflPend the eye.

IV.

Look up, my foul, pant towVd th' eternal hills

;

Thofe heav*ns are fairer than they feem;

There pleafures all fincere glide on in chryftal rills.

There not a dreg of guilt defiles,

Nor grief difturbs the dream.
That Canaan knows no noxious thing.

No curfed foil, no tainted fpring.

Nor rofes grow on thorns, nor honey wears a (ling.

Felicity above.

I.

O, *tis in vain to feek for blifs
;

For blifs can ne'er be found
Till we arrive where Jesus is,

And tread on heav'nly ground*

N
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II.

There's nothing round thefe painted fkies.

Or round his dufky clod ;

Nothing, my foul, that's worth thy joys.

Or lovely as thy God.
III.

*Tis heav'n on earth to tafte his 1otc>

To feel his quickning grace
;

And all the heav'n I hope above
Is but to fee his face.

IV.

Why move nny years in flow delay ?

O God of ages ! why ?

Let the fpheres cleave, and mark my wiy
To the fuperior iky.

V.
Dear Sov'rign, break thefe vital firings

That bind rae to the clay
;

Take me, Uriel, on thy wings,

And ftrsteh and ii)ar away.

God's Dominion and Decrees^

f.

KEEP filence, allce.ted things

And wait your M;^ker's nod
;

The mufe ftands treinhling while flie fmgs

The honours of her God.
II.

Life, death, and hell, and worlds unkaowa.
Hang on his firm decree

;

He fus on no precarious throne,

Kor borrows Jeave to Bc^
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III.

Th' Almighty Voice bid ancient night

Her endlefs realms rtfign,

And lo, ten thoufand globes of light

In fields of azure fhine.

IV.

Now wifdom with fuperior fwajr

Guides the vaft moving frame,

While all the ranks of being pay-

Deep revVence to his name.
V.

He fpake; the fun obedient flood.

And held the falling dav
;

Old Jordin backward drives his flood.

And difappoints the fea.

VI.

Lord of the armies of the fky,

He marfhals all the ftars

}

Red comets lift their banners high.

And wide proclaim his wars.

VII.

Chain'd to his throne a volume lies,

With all the fates of men.
With every angel's form and fize

Drawn by th' etenaa! pen.

VIII.

His providence unfolds the book.

And makes his counfels fhine ;

Each opening leaf, and every ftroke,

fulfils fome deep defian.

IX.

Here he exalts neg!e<fled worms
To fccptres and a crown :

Anon the foUowing^page he turns,

Aod treads the monarch down.
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X.
Nat Gabriel afks the reafon why,

Nor God the reafon gives
;

Nor dares the favourite angels pry
Between the folded leaves.

XL
My God, I never long'd to fee

My fare with curious eyes,

What gloomy lines are writ for me^
Or what bright fcenes ihall rife.

XIL
In thy fair book of life and grace

May I but fee my name,
Recorded in fome humble place

Beneath my Lord the Lamb,

Self-Confecration.

I.

IT grieves me, Lord, it grieves me fore^

That I have liv*d to thee no more,

And wafted half my days

;

My inward Pow'r (hall burn and flame

Vi'^h inward paffion for thy name,
I would not fpeak, but for my God, nor move, but t^

his praife.

II.

What are my eyes but aids to fee

The glories of the Deity

Infcrib'd with beams of light

On flowers and liars? Lord, I behold

The Ihining azure, green and gold
;

But when It! y to read thy n^me, a dimnefs veilsmy fight.
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III.

Mme ears are rais*d when Virgil fings

SiciliiQ fwains, or Trojan kings,

And drink the mufic in;

Why (hould the trumpet's brazen YOice,

Or oaten reed awake my joys,

And yet mv heart fo ftupid ly when facrcd hymnsbegia I

IV
Change me, O God ; my flefh fliall be

An inftrument of fong to thee,

And thou the notes infpire
j

My tongue fhall keep the heav'nly chime.

My chearful pulfe (hall beat the time.

And fweet variety of found (hall in thy praife confpire,

V •

The dearcft nerve about my heart,

Should itrefufe to bear a part,

With my melodious breath,

I'd tear away the vital chord,

A bloody vi<5tim to my Lord,

And live without that impious ftring, or fliew my zeal

in death.

The Creator and Creatures.

I.

GO D IS a name my foul adores,

Th' Almighty Three, th' Eternal One j

Nature aud grate wiih all their pow'rs,

Confefs the Infinite Unknown,
II.

From thy Great Self thy being fprlngs

;

Thou art thine own origin.il,

Made up of uncreated things,

Aad fclt-fufficicnce bears them aB.
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IIL
Thy voice produc'd the feas and fpheres.

Bid the waves roar, and planets fliine";

But nothing like thy Self appears.

Through all thefe fpacious works of thine.

IV.

Still reftlefs nature dies and grows

;

From change to change the creatures run :

Thy being no fucceffion knows,

And all thy vaft defigns are one : .

V.

A glance of thine runs through the globes,

Rules the bright worlds, and moves their frame i

Broad iheets of light compofe thy robes
;

Thy guards are formM of living flame.

VI.

Thrones and dominions round thee fall,

Anc< worfhip in fubmiffive forms;

Thy prefence fhakes this lower ball.

This little dwelling-place of worms.
Vlf.

How (hall affrighted mortals dare

To fing thy glory or thy grace.

Beneath thy feet we ly fo far,

And fee but Ihadows of thy face?

VIII.

Who can behold the blazing light ?

Who can approach confiiming flame ?

N(r;e ^ut thy vifdom knows thy might ;

None but thy word can fpeak thy name.
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The Nativity ^Christ.

* QHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift \ip your eyes>

O * And fend your fears away ;

< News from the region of the fkies,

* Salvation's born to-dav.

II.

< JESUS, the God, whom angels fear, .

* Comes down to dwell with you ;

< To-day he makes his entrance here,

« But not as raonarchs do.

III.

* No gold, nor purple fwadling bands,
* Nor royal fhinlng things

;

« A manger for his cradle ftands,

* And holds the King of kings.

IV.
* Go, (hepherds, where the infant lies,

* And fee his humble throne
;

* With tears ot joy in all your ej-es,

< Go, fnepherds, kifs the Son.*

V.

Thus Gabriel fang, and ftreight around
The heavenly armies throng,

They tune their harps to lofty found.

And thus conclude the fong:

. VI.
* Clory to God that reigns above,

' Let peace furround the earih ;

Mortals fhall know their Makers love,

* At their Redeemer's birth.*

E
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VII.

LaRD ! and fhall angels hare their fongs,

And iTien no tunes to raife ?

O may we lofe thefe ufeiefs tongues

When they forget to praifc

!

VIII.

Glory to God that reigns abore,

That pi'Iei us forlorn,-

We join to fmg oar Maker's love.

For there's a Saviour born.

God Gloriousf and Sinners Saved

^

FATHER, how wide thy glory fhinest

How high thy wonders rlTe!

Known thro' the earth by thouiand figns.

By thouiand thro* the ikies.

II.

Thcfe mighty orbr proclaim thy power,

Their mouons Ipeak thy ikill ?

And on the wines of everv hour.

We read thy patience ftill.

III.

Part cf thy name divineJy itands

On a!l thy creatures writ,

Thev ihew the Jabour of thine hands,

Or Imprefs of thy feet-

IV.

Bet when we view thy ftrange deGgn
To fave rebeUious worms,

V/here vengeance and cooapaCiOD join

la their divineft forms;
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V.

Our thoughts are loft in reverend awe:

We love and we adore;

The firft arch-angel never faw

'--So much of God before.

VI.

Here the ^vhole Deity is known.
Nor dares a creature guefs

Which of the glories brightei'l (hone.

The juftice or the grace.

v:i.

when finners broke the Father's laws.

The dying Son atones;

Oh the dear myfteries of bis crofs

!

The triumph of h\s groans !

viir.

Now the full glories of the Lamb
Adorn the heav'nly plains ;

Sweet cherubs learn ImmanusTi name,
And try their choiceli ilrains*

IX.

O may I bear fome humble part

In that immortal foDg !
^

Wonder and joys Ihall luce my heart.

And love comoaandiny tongue.
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77?^ htitnbk Enquiry.

A French Sonnet imitated, 1 695,

Grand Disu^ tss Jugsmsns^ &c.

I.

C'l R A C E rules below, and fits enthron'd above.

J How few the fparks of wrath ! how flow they
And drop and die in boundlefs feas of Jove! [move,

II.

But me, vile wretch ! fhou}d pitying love embrace
i>eep in Its ocean, hel] itfelf would blaze,

^ind flafh, and burn m-s thro* the boundlefs feas,

III.

Yea, Lord, my guilt to fuch a vallnefs grown
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone,

And calls thy power to vindicate thy throne,

IV.
Thine honour bids, Avs)ige thine injured Nafne,

Thy flighted Joves a dreadful glory claim.

While my moid tears might but inccnfe thy flame.

V.
Sliouti heav'n grow black, Almighty thunder roar^

And vengeance blalt me, I could plead no more.

But own chy julticc dyiDg, and adore.

VI.
Yet can thofe bolts of death that cleave the flood

To rea. h a re^^e- pirrce this facred fliroud,
'

Tins'a in the vitdi ftr^am of my R.edeeraer's blood.
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The Penitent pardoned.

I.

HENCE from my foul, my fins depart,.

Your fatal frienfliip now I fee
;

Long have you dwelt too near my heart,

Hence to eternal diftance ^q^.

If.

Ye gave my dying Lord his wound,
Yet I carefs'd your viperous brood,

And in my heart-ftrings iappM you ro-und,

You, the vile murderers of my God.
IIL

Black heavy thoughts, like mountains, roll

O'er ray poor breaft, with boding fears.

And crufhing hard my tortur*d foul,

Wring through my eyes the briny tears.

IV.
Forgive ray treafons. Prince of grace.

The bloody Jeijos were traitors too,

Yet thou had prayM for that curs'd race.

Father^ they knoiu not <ijjkat they do.

V.

Great Advocate, look down and fee

A wretch whofe fm^irting forrows bleed ;

O plead the fame excufe for me!
Tor, Lord, I knew not what I did.

-
. VI.

Peace, my complaints ; let every groan
Be dill, and filence wait his love;

Compaflions dwell amidd his throne^

And thro* his inmoft bowels move*
E3
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VII.

L.0, from the everlafting fkies.

Gently, as morning-dews diftil,

The l5ovc Immortal downward flies, 1

With peaceful olive in his bill, I

VIII.

How fweet the voice of pardon founds I

Sweet the relief to deep diftrefs !

I feel the balm that heals my wounds,

And all my pow'rs adore the grace.

.ii H y M N of Praife for three great Sa L-^

VATiOhS, "VIZ.

J. From the Spanifh Invafion, i588»
2. From the Gun-powder Plot, Nov, 5.

3. From Popery and Slavery by K WilIiIAm oJ

glorious memory, who landed, Nov. 5, 1688.

Compofedy Nov. 5. 1695^

1.

7NFINITE Gm, thy counfels ftand

Like mountains of eternal brals.

Pillars to prop our finking land.

Our guardian rocks to break the feas.

11.

From pole to pole thy name is known,
Thee a whole heaven of angels praife ;

Our labouring tongues woclJ reach thy throne

With the loud triumphs of thy grace.
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III.

Part of thy church, by thy command,
Stands rais'd upon the Britijh Ifles;

Thercy faid the Lord, to ages Jiand^

Firm as the everlajiing hills.

IV.

In vain the Spanijlo ocean roar'd^

Its billows fwellM againft our Ihore,

Its billows funk beneath thy word,

With all the floating war they bore.

V.

Comcy faid the fens of bloody Rome^

Let us provide vrw arms from hell

:

And down they digg'd thro' earth's dark womb^
And ranfack'd all the buming cell.

VI.

Old ^atan lent them fiery ftores,

Infernal coal, and fulph*rous flame,

And all that bums, and all that roars.

Outrageous fires of dreadful name.
VII.

Beneath the Senate and the throne.

Engines of hellifli thunder lay ;

There the dark feeds of fire were foivn.

To fpring a bright, but difmai day.

VIII.

Thy love beheld the black defign.

Thy love that guards ourlfland round
;

Strange ! how it qaench'd the fiery raiae^

And crufh*d the temped under ground.

The Second Part.

I.

ASSUME, my tongue, a nobler ftrain.

Sing the new wonders of the Lord j

The foes revive their powVs aj?.ir,

Again they die beneaih his fworJ,
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II.

Dark as oar thoaghts oar minates roD,

While txraimy polTtfs'd the throne,

And mcrdercrs, of an Irijh foal.

And thrcatning death, thro' CTerj towH»
III.

The Rsm^n pn'cft, and Britsfh prince,

Jotn'd their b«ft force, and Uadsfi charms^
And the fierce troops of oeif^boning France
Offsr'd "the lenrice of their arms.

IV.
*77/ dome, xhtj cry'd, and laugh'd alond.

The conrts of darknels rang with joy,

Th' eld Serpent hifs'd, and Hell grew proud,
W^i.s Zi^n moarn'd her rain nigh^

V.
Bat lo, the great DeliTersr fails

Coamiffion'd from Jihoyah's hand.

And fimltBgr f», and wilhjug ga]e%

ConYey hioi to the loagin? land.

VI.

The happy day, and happy year, 1 „
Beth in oar new fkiyaiion meet: 5 ^^' ^' ^^^'^•

The day : tnch'd the burning fiiare, "1 Nov. ^.

The \e*ir ;^-. --rnt the inyading fleet. 3 ijSS*

VII.

Kow d d thine arm, O God cf Hoib,

Now fciiJ thme arm liioc daz- - " -^- ~ht,

The fons cf might their ha::

^

And CBCn of blood forgot to ^ght.

VIIL
Brides cf angeb fia'd the way.

And enarJad William to hi5 throne*

T: '



iX.

Tlsc:. 23%ktf God, thccankftdll

Andkarn'd Ac worAip <if tdhe i^:
Aagck aad Bwit9m§ joni bdov^

'

To riife dKir HmUdmjmJkM iig^
X-

AO HmUAjmk, kcavculj Kiog:
Wkiic diisBU kiMls diy liSorf £ag»

And toogws tior mmoi; pofwcis c2]^lo^

Tkewortdsfariglutroof vepcs&ssikc jo^.

^^HM*^ 'MMC^ 'JkltMl^ 'Wwill*^' *Ti^i"ijii' ^i^M*<' '^vnr^' -Tij.n^^' '('4<M)f» ^tlMHb XINMW^ ^Htft'

The he: V.

FA R m tKlar*QS my Gob ictirK,

My Gob, tKemark ^rf* ny dcfocs.

He ckamsis vKf vBSoA. to pn&i^

.

Bat kzwcs k lir'd aad finriflBg in aji :;a2s;<23U cdafi:.

n.
Or if I rtac^ ci::izfbal l»gfct

'lli scar bs! fnrslcBice bgoqgglit ^

mlicfc woodscfgHory cscn sdj ir^gitf^

GruBp cbc bold poMoes of mjwil^
AodaLllaD: dNNiste;

~i to crofiog Eaes £lc«l.

B^i: ' "" on my ^sSit^ sad owcrvriulBi ny
IIL

C - f t - :-!y aid, yc fclow-caoDiis,

WIp oe rcadi tJie tlurone;

1^ ircagtii ifi Taia dc£ja%
loi fioroe katk doot

;
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Thus worms may join, and grafp the poles,

Thus atoms fill the fea)

But the whole race of creature-fouls
" ^

Stretch'd to their Jaft extent of thought, plunge and
are loft in thee, ^^

IV.
Great God, behold my reafon lies

Adoring
;
yet ray love would rife

On pinions not her own:
Faith ftiall direct her humble flight,

Thro* all the trackicfs feas of light,

To thee, th' Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknowa.

Death and Eternity.

^.

MY thoughts that often mount the ikksi

Go, fearch the world beneath.

Where nature all in ruin lies.

And owns her fovereign. Death.
II.

The tyrant, how he triumphs here

!

His trophies fpread around !

And heaps of duft and bones; appear

Thro' all the hollow ground.

III.

Thefe fkulls, what ghaftly figures now

!

How loafchfome to the eyes !

Thefe are the heads we lately knew
So beauteous and fo w^e.

IV.

But where the fouls, thefe deathlefs thingij

That left this dying clay ?

My thoughts, now ftretch out all your w^gs,
And trace eternity.
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V.

\ that unfathomable fea!

Thofe deeps without a fliore \

inhere living waters gently play.

Or fiery billows roaf.

VI.

"hus muft we leave the banks of life.

And try this doubtful fea

;

''ain are our groans, and dying ftrife,

To gain a naoment's ftay.

VII.

rhere we fliall fwim in heavenly blifs.

Or fink in flaming waves,

Vhile the pale carcafe thoughtlefs lies,

Amongft the filent graves,

VIII.

lome hearty friend fliall drop his tear

On our dry bones, and fay,

Thefe once were llrong, as mine appear,
* And mine rauft be as they.*

IX.

rhus fliall our mouIdVing members teach

What now our fenfes learn :

•"or duft and afhes loudefl preach

Man's-infinite concern.

^ Sight of Heaven in Sicknefs.

T.

^FT' have I fat in fecret fighs.

To feel my flelh decay,
1^^ aloud with frighted fyes
'^'^

he tott'ring clay.
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But I forbid my forrows now,
Nor dares the flefh complain

;

Difeafes bring their profit too ;

The J07 o'ercomes the pain.
'

III.

yij chearful foul now all the day
Sits waiting here and fings

;

Looks through the ruins of her clay,

And pradifcs her wings.

IV-

Faith almofl: changes into fight.

While from afar llie fpies,

Her fair inheritance, in light

Above created fkies.

V.

Had but the prifon walls been ftrong,

And firm without a flaw,

In darknefs he had dwelt too long,

And lefs of glory faw.

VI.
But now the everlafting hflls

Through every chink appear,

And fomething of the joy flie feels, {

While ihe's a prisoner here.

VII.

The fliines of heaven rufli fweetly in
^

Ac all the gaping flaws

;

"

,

Vifions of end lefs blifs are feen
;

And native air ihe draws,

VIII.

O may thefe walb ftand tott'rlng ftill,

The breaches never clofe,

If I mufl: here in darknefs dwell,

A.'id all this glory lofs !
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IX.

Or rather let this fiefn decay,

The ruins wider g^o^v,

'Till glad to fee th' enlarged way,

I ftretch my pinions through.

The univer/al Hallelv J AH.

Psalm cxlvlli. paraphrafed.

I.

PRAISE ye the Lord with joyful tongue.

Ye pow'rs that enard his throne;

J E S U S the Man fhall lead the fong.

The God infpire the r.une,

II.

Gahriel, ancj all th' immortal choir

That fill the realms above,

Sing ; for he foi m'd you of his fire.

And feeds you with his love.

III.

Shine to his praife, ye chryftal fkies.

The floor of his abode,

Or veil your littie twinkling eyes

Before a brighter GOD.
IV.

Thou rcftlefs globe of golden light,

Whofe beanns create our days,

join with the filver queen of night,

. your borrow'd rays.

V.
:

' the honours paid

inferior names :

ind world, your orbs

'crflowing flames,

F
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VI.

Winds, ye fliall bear his r.ame aloud
ThrougJi the ethereal blue,

For when his chariot is a cft)ud,

He makes his wheels of ycu,

VIL
Thunder and hail, and fires and ftorms,

The troops of his command,
Appear in all your dreadful forms,

Avkd. fpeak his awful hand.

viir.

Shout to the Lord, ye furging feas,

In your eternal roar;

Let wave to wave refound his praife,

Ai\d fliore reply to fhore :

IX.

While mongers fporting on the flood,

In fcaly filver fhine.

Speak terribly their Maker-GoD,
And iafh the foaming brine.

X.

But gentler things (hall tune his name,
To fofter notes than thefe,

Young zephyrs breathing o'er the dream,

Or whiiparing through the trees.

XI.

Wave your tall heads, ye Jofty pines,

fo him that bid you grow,

Svv'eet ciullers, bend the jruitful vines

On every thankful bough.

XII.

Lc' the ihrill birds his honour raife*,

.\\\^1 CiitVib the morning iky :

While groveling beads attempt his praifi
^- h^^'^fer harmony.
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XIII.

rhus while the meaner creatures fing,

Ye mortals, take the found, .i^

Echo the glories of your King,*

Through all the nations round.

* XIV-.

Th' Eternal Name mud fly abroad

From Britain to Japan ;

And the whole rapce Ihall bow to God
That owns the name of Man.

The Atheist's Mijlake.

m

I.

LAUGH, ye profane, and f well and burft

With bold impiety :

Yei fliall ye live for ever curs'd,

And fcek in vain to die.

The gafp of your expiring breath

Configns your fouls to chains,

By the laft agonies of deich

Sent down to fiercer pains.

HI.
Ye (land upon a dreadful ileep,

And all beneath is heil
;

Your weighty guilt will fink you deep,
Where the old Serpent fell.

. IV.

When ifon flumbers bind your flefli,

With ilrange furprife you'll tind

Immori.tl vigour fpring afrclli,

And tortures wake the mind !

F 2
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V.
Then you'll confefs the frightful names

"Of plagues you fcorn'd before,

No more fhall Jock like idle dreams.
Like loollfh tales do more.

VI. •
Then fhall ye curfe that 'fatal day,

(With flames upon your tongues)

"When you exchang'd your fouls away
For vanity and fongs.

• ' VII.

Behold the faints rejoice to 6ie,

For heaven fhines round their heads ;

/ind angel-guards prepared to fly.

Attend their fainting beds.

VIIL
Their longing fpirits part, and rife

To their celellial feat;

Above thefe ruinabie fkies

They make their lad retreat.

IX.

Hence,. ye profane, I hate your ways,

I walk with pious fouls ;

There's a wide diiference in oifr race.

And diftant arc our goals.

Tfbc Lazv given at Sinai.

I.

AR M thee with thimder, heavenly mufe,

And keep th' expeding vorid in awej

^>ft h'tfte thou ;ung in gentler mood
Tlic meiiint'^ mer ifs of \hy God ;

No^v oive th> ficrceir fires a loofe^

And fouQd his dreadful law

;
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To Ij'rafl firft the words were fpoke,

To /fraei i'rccd horn E^pi's yoke,

InhumaQ bondage I The hard galling load

Over-prefb'd their feeble fouls.

Bent their knees to fenfelefs hulls.

And broil their ties to God.

II.

Now had they pafb'd the Jrabian bay.

And noarch'd between the cleaving Ccz ; [way.
The rifina; waves flood guardians of their wond'roos

But fell with rapft impetuous force.

On the purfuing fvi-arois.

And buried Egypt all in arms.

Blending in wat'ry death the rider and the horfe :

0*er ftruggling Pharaoh roUM the mighty tide.

And fav'd the labours of a pyranaid.

j^pis and Ore in vain he cries.

And all his homed gods befide,

He fwalJows fate with fwimnaing eyes.

And curs'd the Hebrcnvs as he dy'd.

III.

Ah ! foolifh Ifrael to comply
With Memphian idol try !

And bow to brutes (a (lupid flavc)

To idols impotent to fave !

Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the {kjf

Has wrought falvation in the deep.

Has bound thy foes in iron C^t^,

And rais'd thine honours hi:;rh
;

His grace forgives thy follies paft,

Behold he comes in mijefty.

And Stfiai*s top proclaims his law :

Prepare to meet thj God in halie ;

But keep an awful diftancc ftill

:

Lc "' ^ round the facrcd hill

cling limits draw.

f 3
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IV.
Hark! The fhrlll echoes of the trumpet roar,

And call the trembling armies near;
Slow and unwilling they appear.

Rails kept them from the mount before.

Now from the rails their fear :

'Twas the fame herald, and the trump the fame
Which fhall be blown by high command.
Shall bid thev/heels of nature ftand,

And heav'n's Eternal will piroclaim.

That time Jhall bs no mfjre^

V.
Thus while the labouring angel fweli'd the found,.

And rent the ikies and ftook the ground.

Up rofe th* Almighty ; round his fapphire feat

/iooring thrones in order fell
;

The le/Ter powers at diltance dwell,

And cad thei^ glories down fucccilive tft his feeti

Cubriel ih^ gi*eat prepares his way,
Li/t up your heads eternal doors, he cries;

Th' eternal doors h's words obey.

Open and fhoot celeftial day
Upon the lower fkies.

Heav'n's mighty pillars bow'd their head,

As their Creator bid,

And dov/n Jehovah rode from the fuperior fphere,,

A thoufand guaxds before, and myriads in the re^r^

VL
His chsrictwas a pitchy cloud.

The wheels befet with burning gems
;

The winds in harnefs with the flames

Flew o'er th' etherial road :

Down through his magazines he paft

Of hail and ice, and fleecy fnow.

Swift roll'd the triumph, and as faft j
Did hailj and ice, ia melted rivers flcv/j ^^
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The day was mingled with the nighr.

His feet on folid darknefs trod.

His radiant eyes proclaim'd the God,
And fcatter'd dreadful light

;

He breath'd, and fulphur ran, a fiery ftream :

He fpoke, and (though with unknown fpeed he came)
Chid the flow tempelt, and the lagging flame.

VIL
Sinai received his glorious flight.

With axle red, and glowing wheel

Did the wing'd chariot light,

And rifmg fraoke obfcurM the burning hiiJ.

Lo, it mounts in curling waves>',

Lo, the gloomy pride out-braves

The ftately pyramids of fire

The pyramids to heav'n afpire, fhigher^

And mix with ftars, but fee their glootny offspring

So you have feen ungrateful ivy grow
Round the tall oak that fix fcorc years has flood.

And proudly flioot a leaf or two
Above its kind fupporters utmoft bough,
And glory there to ftand the loftieft of the wood-

viir.

Forbear, young mufe, forbear;

The flow'ry thmgs that poets fay.

The little arts oifirnile

Are vain and ufelefs here;

Nor fliall the burning hills of old

With Sinai be compar'^d,

Nor all that lying Greece has told^

Or learned Rome has heard
;

lEtna fhall be nam*d no more^
£tna the torch of Sicily ;

Not half fo high

Her lightnings fly.
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Not half ft) loud Jier th^linders roar ^

Crofs the S'tcanian fea to fright the Italian fhore.

Behold the facred hill: Its trembling fpire

Quakes at the terrors of the fire,

Whilfe all below its verdant feet ^ /
Stagger and reel under th' Al^pighty weight:
Prefs'd with a greater than feign'd Ailas^ load

Deep groan'd the mouitt j itkievcr bore
Infinity before,

It bow'd, and fhook beneath the burden of a Gqj>,

IX.

Frefli hcrror feiz'd the camp, dcfpair,

/\nddyiijg glroans torment the air,

And fhritks, and fwoons, and deaths Ayere thece
5

The bellowing thunder, and the lightning's blaze

Spread through the hoft a wild amize;
Dell knels on every foul, and pale was #er)kface ;

Confus'd and difm.^I were the cries,

Let yioi'tsfpeak^ or Ifrael diejx

Mofrs the fpreading terror feels,

No more the man of God conceals

His fhivering and furprize:

Yet, with recovering mind, commands
Silence, and deep attention, thro' the Hebrc%\j bands»

X.
^Hark 1 from the center, of the flame,

All ann'd and feather'd with the fame,

Majeftic founds break thro' the fmoaky cloud :

Sent from the All-creating Tongue,

A flight of cherubs guard the words along,

/ind bear their fiery Jaw to the retreating crowd.

XI.
* T am the Lord : 'Tis I proclaim,

< That glorious and fearful Name,
< Thy God' AND King; 'Tis I, that broke

« Thy boadaije, aad th' Egjl'ilan yoke j
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* Mine is the right to fpeak my wiU,
* and thine the duty to falfil,

•Adore no God befide Me, to provpke mine eyes ;

* ^Nor worfhip Me in fliapes and forms that men devife;

' With reverence life my namejitor turn my v.'ordstojeft;

* Obferve ray Sabbath well, nor dare profane my reft ;

•Honour, and due obedience to thy parents give ;

» Nor ipill the guiitlefs blood, nor iet the guilty live<

* Preferve thy body chafte, and flee th' unlawful bed

;

* Nor Ileal thy neighbour's gold, his garcqtrat, or his

bread
j .2!t

;"'

* Forbear to h\2L{i his name with iMz\\otA or deceit j

« Nor Jet thy. wiihes loofs upon his large ellate/

Remember your Creator: &c, Eccl. xiu

I.
•

CHILDREN, to your Creator, God,,
Your early honours pay,

Ciile
vanity and youthful blood

tVould tempt your thoughts allray.

H.
e memory of his mighty name.
Demands your firft regard ;

Nor dare indulge a meaner flame,*

'Till you have lov*d the Lord.

Be wife, and make his- favour fure, \\

Before the mournful days,

\ hen youth and mirth are known no more,
A\'i iile and ilren^th decavs
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No more the blefllngs of a fead
Siiall reilfh on the tongue.

The heavy ear ftfgets the tafte

And pleafure of a fong,

V.
Old age, with all her difmal train,

Invades your golden years

With fighs and groans, and raging pain,

And death that never fpares.

VI.
V/hat will ye do when light departs,

x^nd leaves your withering eyes,

Without one beam to chear your hearts,

From the fuperior ikies i

VII.

How will you meetGoD*s frowning brow^

Or (land before his feat,

While nature's old fupporters bow.
Nor bear their tottVing weight ?

VIII.

Can you expedl your feeble arms
Shall make a ftrong defence,

Vvhen death, with terrible alarms,

Summoas the pris'ner hence? '

^

IX.

The filver bands of nature burft, IL

And let the building fall

;

'.|

Thefleih goes down to mix with duft,

lis vile original.

Laden with guilt, a heavy load ! f

Uncleans'd andunforgiv'n,

The foul returns t' an angry Go©,
To be (hue out from heav'n.
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Sun^ Moon
J
and Stars

^
praife ye the Lord,

I.

FAIREST of all the lights above,

Thou Sun, whofe beams adorn the fpheres,

And with unwearied fwlfcnefs move.

To form the circles of our years-

II.

Praife the Creator of the fkies,

That drcfs'd thine orb in golden rays

:

Or may the fun forget to rife,

If he forget his Maker's praife.

Ill

Thou reigning beauty of the night,

Fair queen of filence, filver Moon,
Whofe gentle beams, and borrowed light,

Are fofte.' rivals of the noon

;

IV.
Arife^ and to that fovVeign Pow'r
Waxing and weaning honours pay,

tfWho bid thee rule the dufky hour,

^*^d half fupply the abfent day,

V.
twinkling Stars, who gild the fkie^',

hen darknefs has its curtains drawn,
o keep your watch, w^ith wakeful eye?,

en bufinefs, cares, and day are gone

VI.
Proclaim the glories of your Lord,
Difpcrs'd' through ali the hcav'nly ftref!*.

W!; fe bounciicfs treafures can afford

h a pavement for his feet.
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VII.

Thou Hcav'n of heav'ns, fupremely bright.

Fair palace of the court Divine,

Where, with inimitable light,

The Godhead condefcends to fhine.

VIII.

Praife thou thy great Inhabitant,

Who fcatters lovely beams of grace

On every angel, every fliint.

Nor veils the luftre of his face.

IX.

O God of glory, God of love,

Thou art the fun that makes our days:

With all thy fliiaing works above,

Let earth and dud attempt thy praife.

•^2'^ ^^^"^ S3iP "^'^ -W <d^ -<^^^ ^J'P^^ i^G^ ^-^IP ^C^W
The Welcome Mejfenger.

I.

Y R D, v;hen we fee a faint of thine

J ^ Ly gafping on his breath,

With longing eyes, and looks divine,

Smiling and pleas'd in death ;

II.

How v'e could e'en contend to lay

Our limbs upon that bed I

Vv e afk thine envoy to convey

Our fpirits in his ilead.

III.
^

Our fouls are rifing on the wing,

To venture in his place;

For when grim death has loft bis fling,

He has an angel's face.

&''^
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IV.

JESUS, then purge ray crimes away,

'Tis guilt creates my fears
;

'TIs guilt gives death his fierce array,

And all the arms it bears.

Oh ! rf my threatning fins were gone,

And death had loft his fting,

I could invite the angel on,

And chide his lazy wing.

VL
Away thefc Interpofing days,

And let the lovers meet;

The angel has a cold embrace.

But kind, and foft, *and fweet.

VII.

Vd leap at once my feventy years,

I'd rufh into his arms,

And iofe my breath, and ail my cares,

Amidft ihofe heavenly charms,

VIII.

Joyful Vd lay this body down.
And leave the lifelefs clay,

Without a figh, without a groan.

And (Iretch and foar awav.

r^or^r^/V^^J^r^r^^r,©5)Q^Q^^£Vj
^litt/ vAjSi:/ Viiiic^ \J^iM/ Vi^^ \i^Li/ \i£sU/

Sincere Fraift:^

I.

/^ x.MIGKTY Maker, God!
j\ How wondrous is ihy name!
hy glories how diilu^'d abroad
T/.rou^h the' creation's frame!
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Nature in ev'ry drefs.

Her humble homage pays,

And finds a thoufand ways t' exprefs

Thine undiflirablcd praife.

III.

In native white and red

The rofe and lily fland,

And {^tt from pride, their beauties fpread.

To ftiew thy fkilful hand.

IV.

The lark mounts up the flcy.

With unambitious fong,

And bears ]ier Maker's praife on high

Upon her arllefs tongue.

V.

My foul would rife and fing

To her Creator too ;

Fain would my tongue adore my King,

And pay the worlhip due.

VI.

But pride, that bufy^m,

Spoils all that I perform*

Curs'd pride, that creeps fccurely in,

And fwells a haughty worm.

vir.

Thy glories I abat^,

Or praife thee with defign %

Some of thy favours I forger,

Or think the merit mine.

VIII.

The very fongs I frame.

Are faithlefs to thy caufe,

And fteal the honours of thy name
To build their own applaufe.

Book I,

\
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IX.

Create my foul anew,

Elfe all my worfhip*s vain
;

rhis wretched heart will ne'er be true,

Until 'tis formed again.

X.

Defcend, celeftial fire,

And Teize me from above,

Melt me in flames of pure defire,

Afacrifice to love.

XL
Let joy and worflilp fpend

The remnant of my days,

And ro my God, my foul, afcend,

In fweet perfumes of praife.

True Learning*

Partly imitated from a French Son-
net of Mr. Poiret^.

H APPY the feet that fh'ning Truth has led

With her own hand to tread the path Ihe pleafe.

To fee her native luftre rou'id her fpread.

Without a veil, without a Oiade,

All beauty, and all light, as In herfelf (lie is.

Our fenfes cheat us with the prefling crowds
Of painted Ihapes they thur/t upon the mind :

The truth they (hew lies wrapt in fev'nfold IhrouJs,

Our fenfes call a thoufand clouds

On unenh'ghten'd fouls, and leave them doubly blind.

G 2
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III.

I hate the dull that fierce difputers raife,

And lofe the mind in a wild maze of thought*
What empty triflings, and what fubtle ways,
To fence and guard by rule and rotei

OurGoD will never charge us, That we know them not;

IV.

Touch, heav'nly Word ; O touch thefe curious fouls;

Since I have heard but one foft hint from thee,

iVora all the vain opinions of the fchools

(That pageantry of knowing fools)

i feel my powers released, and ftand divinely free.

'Twas this Almighty Word that all things made, I

He graips whole nature in his fingle hand;

J\l\ the eternal truths in him are laid,

The ground of ajl things, and their head,

The circle where they move, and centre where they Hand

VI.

"vvithout his a?d I have no fure defence,

Troops of errors that' be fiege me round ;

But he that rcRs his reafon and his fenfe

Fail here, and never wanders hence,

Unmoveabie he dwells upon unfhaksn ground,

VII.

Infinite Truth, the life of my defires,

Come from the fl:y, and join thyfelf to me •,

I'm tir'd with hearing, and this reading tires j

But never tir'd or telling Thee,

'Tis thy fair face alone my fpirit burns to fee.

VIII.

Speak to my foul, alone, no other hand

iSbail mark my path out with delufive art:

All nature ulenc in his prefence ftand,^

Creatures be dumb at his commanc,

And leave his fingle voice to whifper to nay '' '
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IX.

Retire, ray foul,- within thyfelf retire.

Away from fenfe and every outward fhow

:

Nov/ Jet my thoughts to loftier themes afpire.

My knowledge now oa wheels of fire

May mount and fpread above, furveying all below.

X.

The Lord grows lavlfh of his heav'nly light,

And pours whole floods on fuch a mind as this:

Fled from the eyes fhe gains a piercing fight.

She dives into the Infinite,

And fees unutterable things in that unknown abyfs.

++++++++++++++++++++++++

True Wifdom.

I.

PRenounce himbleft,my mufe, whomWifdom guides

In her own path, to her own heavenly fv^at
5

Through all the ftorms his foul fecurely glides,

Nor can the tempefts, nor the tides.

That rife and roar around, fupplant his fieady feet.

II.

JSarth, you may let your golden arrows ^^^
And feek, in vain, a pafTage to his breaft.

Spread all your painted toys to court his eye,

Wefmiles, and fees them vainly try

To lure his foul afide from her eternal reft.

in.
Ourhead-ftrong luils, like a young iiery horfe.
Start, and flee raging in a violent courfe;
He tames and breaks them, manages and riues 'err^

Checks their career, and turns and guides *em,
And bids his reafoa bridle their licentious force.

G3
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IV.
,

Lord of himfclf, he rules his wildeft thoughts,

And boldly acts what calmly he defign'd,

Whillt he looks down and pities human faults;

Nor can he think^ nor can he find

A plague like reigning paffions, and a fubjedl mind-

V.
But, oh ! 'tis mighty toil to reach this height,

To vanquifn kM is a labourious art ;
What manly courage to fuftain the fight

To bear the noble pain, and part

With thofe dear charming tempters rooted in the heart!-

1

VJ.

'Tis hard to fend when ail the paflions move^
Hard to awake the eye that paflion blinds

To rend ancrtear out this unhappy love,

Tiiat cliiigs vo clofe about our minds,

And where tli* in chanted foul fo fweet a poifon finds,

VII.

Hard ; hut it may be done. Come, heavenbyr fire-.

Come to my breaft, and with one powerful ray

Melt off my iufts, my fetters; lean bear

A while to be a tenant here, .

IjUL not be chained and prifon'd in a cage of clay

VIII.

Heav'n is my home, and I mud ufe my wings

;

Sublime above the globe my flight afpires :

1 have a foul was made to pity kings,

And all their little glittVing things ;

I have a. foul was made for infinite defirts.

IX.

Loos'd from the earth p^y heart is upward flown

Farewel, my friends, and all th.it once was mine

Now, ihould you fix my feet on C'Jefar's throne,

Crown m.e, and call the world my own, [fine*

The gold that binds my brows cou^lu ae'ermy foui aoa-

;j
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X.

I am the Lord's, and JESUS is my love;

He, the dear God, fhall fill my vaft deiire,

My flefh below
;
yet I can dwell above.

And nearer to my Saviour move^

There all ray foul fhall centre, all my pow'rs confpire.

XI.

Thus I with angels live ; thus half divine

I fit on high, nor mind Inferior joys

:

Flll'd v^uth his love, I feel that God is mine.

His glory is my great dtCigUy

That everlalling projedt all my thoughts employs.

XXXXXXX+XXXX++XXXXXXXXXXXXX

A Song to Creating Wifdom.

PART I.

I.

ETERNAL Wisdom, thee we praire,

i Thee the creation fings :

With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and feasj

And heaven's high palace rings.

11.

Place me on the bright wings of day
To travel with the fun

;

With what amaze ihctll I farvev
The wonders thou hall done I

HI.
. i-

V hand how wide it fpread the {ky ?

Hov/ glorious to behold ?

lng*d with a blue or heavenly dye^

And ftarr'd with fourkling gold'.
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IV.

There thou haft bid th« globes of Jight

Their endlcfs circies run

;

There the pale planet rules the night.

And day obeys the fun.

PART IL

V.
Downward I turn my wond'ring eyes

On clouds and ftorms below,

Thofe under regions of the fkies

Thy num'rous glories fliow.

VI.

The noify winds ftand ready there

Thy orders to obey,

With founding wings they fweep the air^

To make thy chariot way,

VII.

There, like a trumpet, loud and ftrong,^

Thy thunder fhakes our coaft ;

While the red lightnings wave along,

The banners of thine hoft.

VIII.

On the thin air, without a prop,

Hang fruitful fhowVs around :

At thy command they fink, and drop

Their fatnefs on the ground.

PART III.

IX.

Now to the earth I bend my fong,

And caft my eyes abroad.

Glancing the Britlfh ifles along;

Blefs*d ifles, confefs your God.
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X.

How did his wondrous fkill array

Your fields in charming green ;

A thoufand herbs his art difplay,

A thoufand flowers between !

XL
Tall oaks for future navies grow.

Fair Albion's befl defence,

While corn and vines rejoice below,

Thofe luxuries of fenfe.

XII.

The bleating flock^ his pafture feeds

:

^d herds of larger fizc,

That bellow througii the LIndian meads.
His bounteous hand fupplles*

PART IV.

XIII.

We fee the Thatnts carefs tlie fhores.

He goiidcs her filvcr flood i^

While angry Severn hr^Ws and roars.

Yet hears her ruler God.

XIV.
The roUincr mountains of the deep

Obferve his ftrong command ;

His breath can raife the billows fteep.

Or fink them to the fand.

XV.
Amidft thy watry kingdoms, Lord,
The finny nations play,

.d fcaly mongers, at thy word,
!\ - through the Ncrthen fea,
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No more my lips fhall facrifice

To chance and nature, tales and lies

:

Creatures without a God can yield me no fupplies.

What is the fun, or what thefliade,

Orfrofts, or flames, to kill or lave?

His favour is my life, his lips pronounce me dead;
And his awful didlates bid.

Earth is ray mother or my grave.
j

Condefcending Grace.

In Imitation of the cxivth Psalm.

I.

WHEN the Eternal bows the feies,

To vifit earthly things.

With fcorn divine he turns his eyes

From towers of haughty kin^^s
;

II.

Ride^ on a cloud difdainfal by

A Sultan, or a Czar,

Laughs at the worms that rife fo high.

Or frowns 'em from a far
;

III,

He bids his awful chariot roll

Far dov/nward from the /kies,

To vifit every humble fouJ,

With pleafure in his eyes.
' IV.

Why faould the LpR.D that reigns above

Difdain fo lofty kings ?

Say, Lord, and why fuch looks of love,

Upon fuch worthiefs things^

V.
Mortals, be dumb; wtat creature dar?»

Difpute his awful v/ill ?
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Aik no account of liLs affairs,

But tremble, and be ftiil.

VI.

Juft like his nature is his grace.

All fovereign, and all free ;

Great God, how fearchlefs are thy v/ays

:

How deep thy judgments be !

The Lifinite.

I.

SOME feraph, lend your heavenly tongue,

Or harp of golden ftring,

That I may raife a lofty fong

To our Eternal King.

II.

Thy names, how Infinite they be !

Great Everlasting One ! i

Boundlefs thy might and majefty,

And uncoafia'd thy throne.

III.

Thy glories fliine of wondrous fize*,

And wondrous large thy grace

Immortal day breaks from thine eyes,

And Gabriel veils his face. /

IV. >

Thine effence is a vaft ab}'fs.

Which angels cannot found,
An ocean of. infinities

Where all our thoughts are drown'd,

V.

The myderles of creation lie

Beneath enlightened minds,

Thoughts can afcend above the (ky,

\nd flv before the winds.

H
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VI.

Reafon may grafp the maffy hills,

And ftretch from pole to pole,

But half thy name our fpirit fills.

And overloads our foul.

VIL
In vain our haughty reafon fvvells.

For nothing's found in Thee,

But boundlefs inconceivables.

And vaft eternity.

Confejfion and Pardon.

I.

AL A S, my aking heart !

Here the keen torment lies
;

It racks my waking hours with fmart,

And frights my flumbring eyes.

W.
Guilt will be hid no more,

My griefs take vent apace,

The crimes that blot my confcience o'er

Flulh crimfon in my face.

III.

My forrows, like a flood,

Impatient of reftraint,

Into thy bofom, O my God,
Pour out a long compiaiat.

IV.
This impious heart of mine
Could once defay the Lord,

Could ruOi with violence on to fin,

In prefence of thy fword.
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V.

How often have I flood

A rebel to the fkies,

rhe calls and tenders of a God,
And mercy's loudeft cries !

VL
He offers all his grace,

And all his heaven to oie ;

)ffers ! but 'tis to fenfekfs brafs,

That cannot feel nor fee,

vir.

JESUS the Saviour ilandg

To court me from above,

^nd looks and fpreads his wounded hands

And fhews the prints of love,

VIII.

But I, a ftupid fool,

How long have 1 withftood

rhe bleflings purchased with his foul.

And paid for all in blood ?

IX.
The heav'niy Dove came dowD|
And tender'd me his wings,

fo mount me upward ro a crown,
And bright immortal things,

X.
Lord, Tm afham*d to fay-

That I refused thy Dove,
^nd fent thy Spirit griv'd away.
To his own realms of love.

XI.
Not all thine heav'niy charms.
Nor terrors of thy hand,

^ould force me to lay down my arms,
.^nd bow to thy command,

H 2
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xir.
Lord, ^tls againft thy face

My fins like arrows rife,

And yet, and yet, O niatchlefs grace !

Thy thunder filent lies.

XIII.
ihall I never feel

The meitings of my love ?

Am I of fuch hell-harden'd fteel

That mercy camiot move?

XIV.
New for one powerful glarce,

Dear Saviour, from thy face I

This rebel-heart no more withftands.

Bat finks beneath thy grace,

XV.
Overcome by dying love, I fall.

Here at thy crofs I lie
;

And throw my fleft, my foul, my Al]>.

And weep, and Jove, and die.

XVI.
** Rife, fays the Prince of mercy, rife,

*< With joy and pity in his eyes :

«' Rife, and behold my wounded veins,

** Here flows the blood to walh thy ftainso,

XVII.
** See my great Father reconcil'd :"

'Hefaid, And lo the Father fmiPd

;

The joyful cherubs clap'd their wings.

And founded grace on all their firings.



Sacred to Devotion, 6c. 89

"'oung Men and Maidens, Old Men and Babes, praife

ye the Lord, Pfalm cxlviii. 1 2.

I.

SONS of Adam, bold and young,

In the wild mazes of whofe vains

A flood of fiery vigour reigns,

^iid weilds your adive limbs, with hardy fmews IlruDg 5

I

Fall proftrate at th* eternal throne

Whence your precarious pow'rs depend
;

Nor fwcll as if your lives were all your own,
But choofe your Maker for your friend

;

Flis favour is your life, his arm Is your fupport,

His hand can (Iretch your days, or cut your minutes fliort,

II.

Virgins, who roll your artCul eyes.

And ihoot delicious danger thence
;

Swift the lovely lightning flies,

And melts our reafon down to fenfe ;

BoaPc not of thofe withering charms.

That muft yield their youthful grace

To age and wrinkles, earth and worms;
But love the Author of your fmilingface;

That heavenly Bridegroomclaims your bloominghours^
O make it your perpetual care

To pleafe that Everlalling Fair;

His beauties are the fun, and but the fhiide is yours,

m.
Infants, whofe different deftinles

Are wove with threads ofdifTerent fize
j^^

But from the fame fpring-tide of te.irs,

Commence your hopes, and joys, and tear?,

(A ledious train I) and d^te your following years

;

H3
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Break your firft filence in his pralfe 1
Who wrought your wondrous frame i

With founds of tendered accent raife

Young honours to his name ;

And confecrate your early days

To know the Pow*r fupreme.

IV.

Ye heads of venerable age,

Juft marchjng off the mortal ftage;

Fathers whofe vital heads are fpun

As long as e'er the glafs of life would run,

Adore the hand that led your way
Through flowery fields a fair long fummer^s day

;

Gafp out your foul in praifes to the fovereign Pow*t.

That fet your foul in praifes to the fovereign Pow'r.

N/tfv-V*v V6V. viv:ViVViv viv viv.Vi\i vrv. v*v'«X^-Ov tA>r->/\s c/v-J^C «Xoo* vv'VV OC^-O*^ tXyj^0 «X->X; tXA)^< w)^0(« «X<'0\

Flying FozvL, and creeping Things^ fratji

ye the Lord, Pfalm cxlviii. lo.

I.

SWEET flocks, whofe foft enamel'd wing
Swift and gently cleave the £ky;

Whofe charming notes addrefs the Spring

With an artlefs harmony ;

Lovely minftrels of the field,

W^ho in leafy fhadows fit,

And your wondrous ftrudlures build,

Awake your tunful voices with the dawning light; 1

T'>> Nature's God your firft devotions pay^ '-}•

Ere you falute the rifmg d:iy,' .'
'

'Tis he Culls up the fun, and gives him every ray
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TI.

Serpents, who o'er the meadows Aide,

And wear upon your (hining back

NumVous ranks of gaudy pride,

Which thoufand mingling colours makej

[
Let the fierce glances oF your eyes

! Rebate their baleful fire:

j

,In harmlefs play twift and unfold
' The volumes of your fcaly gold :.

That rich embroidery of your gay attire,

Proclaims your Maker kind and wife.

' . III.

Infedls and mites, of mean degree,
^

That fwarm in myriads o'er the land,

MouJded by wifdom's artful hand.

And currd and painted with a various dye
5

In your innumerable forms

Praife him that wears th' etherial crown,

And bend his lofty counfels down
To defpicable worms.

The Comparifon and Complaints

I.

INFINITE Power, eternal Lord,,
How fovereign is thy hand !

All nature rofe t' obey thy word.
And moves at thy command.

II.

With fleady courfe thy fhining fun.

Keeps his appointed way;
And all the hours obedient run.

The circle of the day.

i
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HI.
But, ah ! how wide my fplrit flies.

And wanders from her God !

My fouJ forgets her heavenly prize.

And treads the downward road.

IV.
The raging fire, and ftormy fea,

Perform their awful will,

And every bead and every tree.

Thy great defigns fulfil

:

V.
While my wild paffions rage within.

Nor thy commands obey

;

And flefh and fenfe, enflav'd to fin.

Draw ray bell thoughts away.
VI.

Shall creatures of a meaner frame
Pay all their dues to thee;

Creatures that never knew thy name.
That never lov'd like me ?

VII.

Great God, create my foul anew.
Conform my heart to thine,

Melt down my will, and let it flow.

And take the mould divine.

VIII.

Seize my whole frame into thy Hand;
Here all my pow'rs J bring;

Manage the wheels by thy command.
And govern every fprinjr. "

IX.

Then let my feet no more depart.

Nor wandring fenfes rove;

Devotion fliall be all my heart,

And all my paiGons love,

X.

Then not the fun (hall more than 1

His Msker's law perform,
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Nor travel fwifter through the iky,

Nor with a zeal fo warm.

God Supremej and SeJf-Jiifficient.

I.

WHAT IS our Goi>, or what his name,
Nor men can-learn, nor angels teach ;.

He dwells conceard ija;rad!aiit flame,

Whsre neither eyes i»r thoughts can reach^

n.
The fpacious workrs oi heav'nly light,

ComparM with him how fhort they fail i

Th2Y are too dark, and he too bright.

Nothing are they, and God is all.

III.

He fpoke the wondrous word and lo,

Creation rofe at his command :

Whirlwinds and feas their limits know,
Bound in the hollow of his hand.

IV.
There refts the earth, there roll the fpherev
There nature leans, and feels her prop :

Bit his own felf-fufBcience bears

The weight of his own glories up.

The tide of creatures ebbs and flows,

Meafuring their changes by the moon
;

No ebb his fea of glory knows

;

His age is one eternal neon.

VL
Then fly, my fong, an. endlefs round,
The lofty tune let Michael raife

;

All nature dwell upon the found.
But we can ne'er fulfil the praile.
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JESUS the only Saviour.

ADAM, our father and our head
Tranfgrefs'd ; and juftice doomed us dead

The fiery law fpeaks all ciefpair,

Thcre*s no reprieve, no pardon there.

II.

Call a bright council in the fKies;

** Seraphs the mighty and the wife,

<* Say, what expedient can you give,

<< That fin be darnn'd, and finners live ?

III.

•< Speak, are you ftrong to bear the load,

<* The weighty vengeance of a God ?

«< Which of you loves our wretched race,

;« Or dares to venture in our place J**

W.
In vain we afk : for all around
Stands filence through he heavenly ground:
There's not a glorious mind above

Has half the ftrength, or half the love,

V.
But, O unutterable Grace 1

Th* Eternal Son takes Adam's place;

Down to the wcrlJ the Saviour flies.

Stretches his naked arms and dies.

VI.

Juftice V7as pleas'd to bruife the God,
And pay its v,Tongs with heavenly blood ;.

What unknown racks and pangs he bore!

Then rofe : The law could aik no more.
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VII.

Amazing work ! look down, ye fkies,

Wonder and gaze with all your eyes

;

Ye heavenly thrones (loop from above.

And bow to this myfterious love.

VIIL
See, how they bend ! See, how they look !

Long had they read th' eternal book, ^
And ftudied dark decrees in vain, *'\

The Grofs and Calvary makes them plain.

IX.

Now they are ftruck with deep amaze,

Each with his wings conceals his face;

Nor clap their founding plumes, and cry,

The Wifdom of a D E ITT

!

X.

Low they adore th' incarnate Son,
And fing the glories be hath won

;

Sing how he broke our iron chains,

How deep he funk, \\o\v high he reigns !

XI.

Triumph and reign, victorious Lord,
By all thy flaming hofts adorM :

And fay, dear Con c^ueror ; fay, how long.

Ere we fiiall rife to join their fong.

XII.

Lo, from afar, the promised day,

Shines with a well difl:inguilli*d ray ;

But my wing'd paflion hardly bears

Thefi^ lengths of flow delaying years.

• XIII.

Send down a chariot from above,

With fiery wheels, and-pav'd with love^
T> ..:.:. ^g beyond th'etherial blue,

J and love as angels do.
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Looking tip'ward.

I.

THE heaven's envite mine eye.

The ftars falute me round;
Father, I bluih, I mourn to lie

Thus grovelling on the ground.

IL
My warmer fplrits move.
And make attempts to fly

;

I wifti aloud for wings of love

To raifc me fv/ift and high.

III.

Beyond thofechryftal t^aults,

And all their fparkling balls;

They're but the porches to thy courts,

And paintings on thy walls.

IV.
Vain world, farewel to you;
Heav'n is my native air:

I bid my friends a Ikort adieu,

Impatient to be there.

V.
I feel my powers releaft

From their old flefhy clod;

Fair Guardian bear me up in hafle,

And fet me near my God.

Christ Dyings I^ifi^g^ ^'^^d Relgiiing.

H
I.

E dies ! the heav'nly Lover dies !

The tidings ftriike a doleful found
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On my dear heart-ftrings : deep he lies

la the cold caverns of the ground.

II.

Come, Saints, and drop a tear or two,

On the dear bofom of your God ;

He Ihed a thoiifand drops for you,

A thoufand drops of richer blood.

TIL

Here's love and grief beyond degree
;

The Lord of glory dies for men !

But lo, what fudden joys I fee !

JESUS the dead revives again.

IV.

The rifing God forfakes the tomb.

Up "^ Father's court he flies ;

Cherubic legions guard him home.
And ihout him welcome toJ.he fkies.

V.
Break off your tears, ye faints, and tell

How high our Great Deliverer reigns

;

Sing how he fpoilM the hofts of hell.

And led the monfter Death in chains.

VI.

Say, *' Live for ever, wondrous King !

•« Born to redeem, and (Irong to fave !

Then afk the monfter, <* Where's his fting ?

** And Where's thy viiflory, boafling Grave f"

The God of Thii7iddr.

I.

JT^ the immenfe, th* amazing heignt,
*' '^

' ^undlefs grandeur of our God,
lie world beneath his leer,

e nations v.'ith his no J
'

1
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11.

He fpealcs; and lo, all nature (hakes,

Heav*ns cverlafting pillars bow
;

He. rends the clouds with hideous cracks.

And {hoots his fiery arrows through.
III.

Well, let the nations dart and fly

/xt the blue lightning's horrid glare,

Atheifts and enfiperors fhrink and die.

When flame and noife torment the air.

IV.

Let noife and flame confound the fl^ies.

And drowa the fpacious realms beJow*

Yet will we fmg the thunder's praife,

And fend our loud Hofannas through.
V.

Celeftial King, thy blazing power
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys.

We fhouc to hear thy thunders roar,

And echo to our Father's voice.

VI.

Thus faall the God our Saviour come,

JwA lightnings round his chariot play;

Ye lightnings, fly to make him room.

Ye gloiious ftorms prepare his way.

The Day of Judgment.

An ODE.
Attempted in Englifli Sapphic.

I.

¥r^TiEN the fierce north wind with hrs- airy force:,

^ Rears up the Baltic to a foaming fury
;

i

And tL " vzl lightning, vvltii a (lorm ot hail comes I

R.uflung arnain down.
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II.

How the poor failors ftand amaz'd and tremble !

While the hoarfe thunder, jike a bloody trumpet,

Roars a k>ud onfet to the gaping waters

Quick to devour them.

Ill,

Such (hall the nolfe be, and the wild diforder,

(If things eternal may be like thefe earthly)

Such the dire terror when the great archangel

Shakes the creation
;

IV.

Tears the firong pillars of the vault of heaven,

Breaks up eld marble, the repofe of princes
;

See the graves open, and the bones ariling.

Flames all around 'cm !

V.
Hark, the (hrill outcries of the guilty wretches !

Lively bright horror, and amazing anguifh.

Stare thro* their cye-iids, while the living worm lies

Gnawing within them,

VI.

Thoughts, ilkeoldvulturesjorey upon their heart-Ilrings

And the fmart twinges, when the eye beholds the

Lofty Judge frowning, and a flood of vengeance
Rolling before him.

VII.

Hopelefs immortals ! how they fcream and jfhiver

While devils pulh them to the pit wide yawning
Hideous and gloomy to receive them headlong

Down to the centre.

VIIL
Stop here, my fancy : (ail away ye horrid

Doleful ideas,) come arife to J E S U S,

':e fi's God-like ! and the Taints around h'lri

Thron'd, yet adoiuj^

I ^
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IX.

O may I fit there when he comes triumphant.
Dooming the nations ! then afcend to glory.
While our Hofannas all along the paffage

Shout the Redeemer^

The Song of Angels above.

I.

f 'O A R T H has detained me pri&ner long

SZj And Fm grown weary now ;

My heart, my hand, rny ear, my tongue,

There's nothing here for you,

II.

Tir'd in my thoughts I ftretch me down.
And upward glance mine eyes.

Upward, my Father, to thy throne.

And to my ocitive ikies.

III.

There the dear Man my Saviour fits,

The God, how bright he (hines !

.nd fcJitters infinite delights

On all the happy minds.

IV.

Seraphs, with elevated ftrains,

Circle the throne around,

And move and charm the ilarry plains

With an immortal found.

v;
TESUS the Lord, their harps employs^

JESUS my love they fing ;

JESUS the name of both our joys

Sounds fwcet from every firing.
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VI.

Hark, how beyond the narrow bounds

Of time and fpace they ran,

And fpeak in moft majeftic founds.

The Godhead of the Son.

vn.
How on the Fath'er^s brcaft he ky^
The darling of his foul,

Infinite years before the day

Or heavens began to roll.

VIIT.

And now they fink the lofty tone.

And gentler notes they play,

And bring th' eternal Godhead down*
To dwell in haoibie clay.

IX,
facred beauties of the Man !

(The God refides within)

His ftefh all pure without a ftaln.

His foul without a fin.

X.
Then, how he Jook'd, and how he fmiTd,

What wondrous things he faid \

Sweet cherubs, ftay, dwell here a while.

And tell what JESUS did.

XI.

At his comniand the blind awake,
And feel the ghdfonne rays

;

He bids the dumb attempt to- fpeak.

They try their tongues in praife*

XII.

He (bed a thoufand blefflngs round
When-e'er h^ tupn*d his eye:

He fpoke, and at the fovVeign Ibuud
The hcllilh legions fly.

13 •



102 LYRIC POEMS, Book L
XIII.

Thus while with unambitious ftrife!

Th' ethereal minftrels rove

Through all the labours of his life,

And wonders of his love,

XIV.
In the fuH choir a broken firing T

Groans with a ftrange furprize;

The reft in filence mourn their Kingj». ••

J

That bleeds, and loves, and dies.

XV.
Seraph and faint^ with drooping wings,

Ceafe their harmonious breath
;

No blooming trees, nor bubbling ipringSr^ "*

While J £"8US ileeps in death.

XVI.
Then all at once to living ftrains

They fummon every chord,

Ereak up the £omb, and burft his chains^

And flicw iheir rifing Lord.

^XVII.
Ar^J'ind th^ flaming army throngs

To guard hin> to the fkies.

With loud Hofannas on their tongues,.
'-

And triumph in their eyes.

XVIII.

In awful Rare the conquering God
Afcends liis fliining throne,

Whik tuneful angels found abroad

7 he vid'ries he has won.

XIX.
Now let me rife and join their fong,. .^
.And be an ange! too ;

Myhe-rt, iDyh'and, my ear, my tongue^

Here's juyiul work for you.
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XX.
I would begin the mufic here.

And fo my foul fhould rife :

Oh for feme heavenly notes to bear

My fpiric to the ikies !

XXI.
There, ye that love my Saviour, fit>

There I v^ould fain have place,

Amongft your thrones, or at your feet^

So I might fee his face.

XXII.
1 am confin'd to earth no more.

But mount in hafte above,

Toblefs the God that I adore;^

And fing the Man I love.

'^

Firey Air^ Earth, and Sea, praife ye the

Lor d.

T.

EARTH, thou great footRod of our Go»
Who reigns on high^ thou fruitful fource

Of all our raiment, life, and food
;

Our houfe, our parent, and ournurfe;
Mighty llage of mortal fcenes,

I
Drell with itrong and gay machines,

* Hung with golden lamps around
;

(And flowVy CcirpetJ>fpread tiie ground)
Tiiou bulky-globe, prodigious mafs,

i hat hangs unpill.ir'd in an empty fpace I

'

,
While tliy uiivvcildy weight refts on the feeble afr,

• Blefs that Almighty Word thatfiui'd and holds thee there
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XL
Fire, thou fwift herald of his face,

Whofe glorious rage at his command.
Levels a palace with the fand,

Blending the lofty fpires in ruin with the baffts

Ye heavenly flames, that finge the air.

Artillery of a jealous God,
Bright arrows that his founding quivers bear

To fcatter deaths abroad

;

Lightings, adore the fovereign arm that flings

His vengeance, and your fires upon the heads of king&i

III.

Thou vital element, the Air,

"Whofe boundlefs magazines of breath

Our fainting flame of life repair.

And fave the bubble Man from the cold armsof death; ^
And yc whofe vital moifture yields 11

Life's purple ftream a frelh fupply;

Sweet Waters, wandring through the flow'ry fields.

Or dropping from the fky

;

Confcfsthe powV whofe all-fufficientname

Nor needs your aid to build, or to fuppopt our frame.

IV.

Now the rude air, with noify force.

Beats up and fwclls the angry fea.

They join to make our lives a prey.

And fwe^p the failors hopes away.

Vain hopes, to reach their kindred on the fliores!

Lo, the wild feas and furging weaves

Gape hideous in a thoufand graves i

Be ftill, ye floods, and know your bounds of fand.

Ye ftorms adore your Mafter*s hand

;

The winds are in his fift, the waves at his commani
V ill

From the eternal emptinefs

His fruitful word by fecret fprings

I

lere
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Drew the whole harmony of things

That forms this noble univerfe ;

Old Nothing knew his pow'rful hand,

Scarce had he fpoke his full command,
ire, Aii:/3nd Earth, and Sea heard the creating call,

,nd leap from empty Nothing to his bo'unteous Allj

And ftill they dance and ftill obey
'he orders they receiv'd the great creation-day.

The FarcuueL

I.

DE A D be my heart to all below,

To mortal joys and mortal cares :

b fenfual blifs that charms lis fo

5e dark, my eyes, and deaf, my ears.

II.

ere I renounce my carnal tafte,

)f the fair fruit that finners prize i

heir paradife Ihall never wafte

)ne thought of mine, but to defpife-

KU earthly joys are over-weigh*d
With mountains of vexatious care

;

And Where's the fweet that is not laid

\ bait to fome deftrudive fnare ?

IV.

3e gone for ever, Mortal Things !

iThou mighty molehill, Earth, farewel 1

Bgels afpire on lofty wings,

mid leave the globe for ants to dwell.
'

V.

le Heaven, and fill my vaft defires,

rfues the forereign good :

^^^ ,.«. jX made of heavenly fires,

Nor can fhe live on meaner food.



io6 LYRIC POEMS, Book iJ

God only known to himfelf.

L

STAND and adore ! how glorious fie

That dwells in bright eternity !

We gaze, and we confound our fight,

Plung'd in th' abyfs of dazling light.

II.

Thou facred Onk, Almighty Threjj,
Great Everiafting Mystery,
What lofty numbers fhall me frame

Equal to thy tremendous name I

111.

Seraphs, the nearefl to the throne,

Begin, and fpeak the Great Unknown :

Attempt the fbng, wind up your firings,

To notes uncry'd, and boundiefs things,

VL
You, whofe capacious powVs furvey

Largely beyond our eyes of clay:

Yet what a narrow portion too

Is feen, or known, or thought by you ?

V.
How flat your higheft praifes fall

Below th' immenfc Original !

Weak creatures we, that ftrive in raia

To teach an uncreated ftrain,

VL
Great God, forgive our ieeble lays>

Sound out thiae own eternal praifc

;

A fong fo vaft, a theme fo high.

Calls for the voice thac tan'd the fky.
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Pardon and SanfUfcation^

I.

MY crimes awake; and hideous fear

Diftra<5ls my reftlefs mind;
Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare.

And Hell purfues behind.

II.

Almighty vengeance frowns on high.

And flames array the throne

;

While thunder murmurs round the iky,

Impatient to be gone.

III.

SVhere (hall I hide this noxious head;

Can rocks or mountains fave ?

Or fhall I wrap me in the fhade

Of midnight and the grave ?

IV.

[s there no fheltcr from the eye

Of a revenging God ?

JESUS, to thy dear wounds I fly.

Bedew me with thy blood.

V.
rhofe guardian drops my foul fecure,

And wafli away my fm

;

Eternal jjftice frov/ns no more.

And confcience fmlles within.

VI.

[ blefs that wondrous purple (Iream

That whitens every ftain;

Yv is my foul, but half redeemM,
/ Sin the tyrant reign.

k
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vir.

Lord, biaft his empire with thy breath,

That curfed throne muft fall

;

Ye flattering plagues, that work my death.

Fly, for i hate you all.

So

Sovereignty and Grace.

I.

THE Lord ! how fearful is his name!
How wide is his command ?

Nature, with all her moving frame,

Refts on his mighty hand.

11.

Immortal glory forms his throne.

And light his awful robe :

Whilft with a imile, or with a frown,

He manages the globe.

HI.

A word of his almighty breath

Can fweli or fmk the feas :

Build the vaft empires of the earth.

Or break ihera as he pleafe.

Adoring angels round him fall

In all their fiiiuing forms,

\ih fov'reigB eye looks through them alU

And pities mortal worms.

V.

His bowels, to our worthlefs race,

,.
Jn fweet compaffion move

:

if^ cloaths his looks with fofteft grace,

And takes his title, Love.
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vr.

Now, let the Lord for ever reign.

And fway us as he will
;

Sick, or in health, in eafe or, pain.

We are his favourites ftill.

VII.

No more iliall peevifh paiHon rife.

The tongue no n-ore complain ;

I'Tis fovereign love that lends our joys.

And love refumes again.

The Law and Gospel.

I.

** /^U R ST be the man, for ever curd,

V^ <^ That doth one wilful fin comniit 5
** Death and damnation for the firft,

*' Without relief, and infinite."

II.

Thus Sinai roars : and round the earth

Thunder, and fire, and vengeance flings

;

But JESUS thy de-^r gafping breath.

And Calvary, fay gentler thing©.

III.

** Pardon and grace, and boundlefs iove,
«' Screaming along a Saviour's blood,
<* And life, and joys, and crowns above,
<* Dear purchased by a bleeding God.

iV.

Hark, how he prays, (the charming fjund
DwcDs en his dying lips) Forgive ;

And every groan, and gaping wound,
'"

i:s, ' Father, ht the rebels live."

K
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V.

Go, you that reft upon the law.

And toil, and feek faivatlon there
;

Look to the flames that Moles faw,

And fhrink, and tremble, and defpair.

VI,

But ril retire beneath the crois
j

Saviour, at thy dear feet I He :

And the keen fword that ju(tice draws,
Flaming and red, fiiall pais me by.

Seeking a divine Calm in a rejlkfs World,

O Mens, quae ftabili fata Regis vice, isc

Cafimire, book iii. ode 28.

%

I.
•

i
ETERNAL Mind, who rules the fates f

Of dying realms, and rifmg ftates/

With one unchanged decree.

While we admire thy vaft affairs.

Say, can onr little trifling cares

Afford a fmile to thee ?

11.

Thou fcatters honours, crowns, and gold ;

We fly to feize, and fight to hold
The bubbles and the oar :

So emmets ftruggle for a grain
;

So boys their petty wars maintain
For fliells upon the fliore.

III.

Here a vain man his fceptre breaks,

The next a broken fceptre takes,

y
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And warriors win and lofe
;

This rolling world will never ftand,

Plundered and fnatch'd from every hand,

As power decays or grows.

IV.

Earth's but an atom
;
greedy fwords

Carve it among a thoufand lords,

And yet they can't agree:

Let greedy fwords ftill fight and flay,

I can be poor j but Lord, I pray

To fit and fmile with thee.

Happy Frailty*

L
• T TOW meanly dwells th' immortal mind I

XjL * How vile thefe bodies are I

• Why was a clod of earth defiga'd

* T'cnclofe a heavenly ftar?

IL
Weak cottage where our fouls refide !

« This fle(h a tottVing wall ;

• With frightful breaches gaping wide
* The building bends to fall.

IIL
• All round it ftorms of trouble blov/,

* And waves of forrow roll
;

• Cold waves and winter Uorms beat through,
* And pain the tenant-foul.

IV.
< Alas ! how frail our (late !' faid I

j

And thus went mourning on,

Till fudden from the cleaving iky

A gleam of glory fhone.

K 2
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V

My foul all fdt the glory come,
And breath'd her iiaiive air

;

Then ihe remeber'd heaven her homej
And fhe a prifoner here.

VL
Straight Die began to change her ktjy

i^nd joyful in her pains,

She fung the frailty of her cky,
In pleafurable ftrains,

VII.
* How weak the pris'n is where I dwell I

* Flefh but a tottering wall,

* The breaches chearfully fortei,

* The houfe vi^^ixA fhortly fall.

VIII.
* No more, my friends, fhall I complain^

' Though ail my heart-firings akej
* Welcome dlfeafe and every pain,

* That makes the cottage fhake.

IX.
* Now, let the temped blow all round,

* Now fwell th,e furges high,

< And beat this houfe of bondage down^
« To let the (Iranger fly.

X.
< I have a manfion burJt above,

« By the eternal Hand ;

^ And (hould the earth's old bafis move,
« My heav'nly houfe muft ftand.

XI.

< Yes, for *cis there my Saviour reigns,.

< (I long to fee the God)
' And his imn^ortal ftrength fiiftains

' The courts that colt him blood.*
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XII.

Hark, from on high the Saviour calls:

«< I come, my Lord, my Love :''

Devotion breaks the prifon-walls,

Aud fpeeds my laft remove.

Launching into Eternity.

IT W25 a brave attempt ! adventurous He,
Who In ihe nrft ililp broke trie unknown iea :

And Jeaving-hrs dear native (bores behind,

Trufted his life to the licentious wind.

I lee the furgin^ brine : the tempeft raves "^

He on a pine-plant rides acrofs the wsnre?, >

Exulting on the ^dgQ of thoufand gaping j^raves : j
He fteers the winged boat, and ihifts the fnils,

Conquers the flood, and manacles the gnks.

Such is the foul that leaves thib mortal land

Feariefs when the great Mailer gives comrrrand.

Death is the PtoriTj : She fmiles to hear it ro^r.

And bids the tempeft wafc l)er to the fnore :

Then, with a (killul helm Ihe fweeps the leas,

And m:ina?;es the raging Rorm wlih cafe ;

( Herfaith can govern death ) Hie fpreads her \\ings ^
Wide to the wind, and as fne fails flie fings >
And lofes by degrees the /\?rht of mortal tamgs. 3
As the ihores Idfen, {o her joys arife, •

The waves roll gent'er, aiuf the tempeft dieo,

Now valt eternity fiUs all herfiji^ht, ")

She floats on the broad deep w-th iiilii-ic ..fvu, C
Til- fedS for ever calm, tl.eAlci. for ever brii^Ut* y

K 3
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A Profpe^ of the Rcfurredlion.

I.

HOW long fiiall death the tyrant reigns

And triumph o*erthe juft,

'While the rich blood of martyrs flam
Lies mingled with the dull \

II.

When fliall the tedious aight be gone I

When will our lord appear?

Gur fond deiires would pray him downj,

Our love embrace him here.

III.

Let faith arife and climb th£ hills,

And from afar defcry

How dillant are his chariot- wheels.

And tell how faflL they fly.

IV.

^o, I behold the fcatt'ring fljades>

The dawn of heav'n appears,

The f\v. immortal morning fpread*

Its bluihes round the fpheres.

V.

1 fee the Lord of Glory come.

And flaming guards around ^

The (kics divide to make him room.

The Trumpet fhakes the ground.
VI.

1 hear the voice, Te dead arifi.

And lo, the graves obey,

And waking faints V^ith joyful eyes

Salute th' exoedled day.

VIL
They leave the duft, and on the wing

Rift to the middk air^
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in fiiining garments meet their King,

And low adore him there.

Vllf.

may my humble fpirit (land

Amongft them cloth'd in white \

The meaneft place at his right hand

Is infinite delight,

IX.

How will our joy and wonder rife.

When our returaing King
Shall bear us homeward through the flues-

On love's triumphant wing?

Ad Dominum nofirum 6^ Ser^atonm

JESUM CHRISTUM. ^

O D A.

1.

TE, grande Numen, corporis incola;

Te, magna magni progenies patris>

Nomen verendum noftri J E S

U

Vox, Citharcs, eaiami ibnabunt.

II.

Aptentur auro grandifonx fides,

C H R 1 s T f triumphos incipe Barbi^
Fradofque terrores x'iverni,

Victum Erebum, doinitamque mortem,
III. -^

Imraenfa vaftos foecula circulos'

V '-^ ' e, blaado dum patris in finu

io:o frue!)atur Jihovah
Caudia Mills bibens Jesus;
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IV.

Donee fuperno vidii: ab ^there
AdaiTi cadeiitem, Tartara hiiintia

Urjaque mergsndos ruina

Keu nimium miferos Nepotes^

V.
Vidit minaces vindicis Angeli

Ignes & enfem, telaque fanguine

Tigenda noilro, dum rapinae

Spe irCii;iU£re Erebsca monrtra.

VI.

Commota facr?>s vifcera prctinus

Sensere flammas, Omnipotens furor

Ebullir, Immenfique ainoris

^^thersum caltc igne pe<flus.

VII.
<* Non tota proiTus gens hoiDinum dabic
<* Hofti triumphos : Qjiid patris & labor

<» Dill clique iiTiago ? nam peribunt
*' Fundiius ? O prius altra cc2ci3»

VIII.
*« Mergantur undis, & r^deat chaos:
*« Aut ipfe difperdam S-itciiirs ^oiozy

** Aut ipfe dirperJar, & ifti

*^ Septra dabo raodtranda dextrse*

IX.
*« Teftor paternum niimen, &: hoc caput
<* i^quale teitor, dixit; & /Etheris

Incllnat ingens culiDen, alto

DelUiitque ruens Olynf^po.

X.
Mortal e corpus impigcr induit

Artufqtte noftrcs, heu tenues nlmb
Kmniique vlles ! VlnJicique

Corda deJic fbdieaJa ftrro



Sacred /i? D e v o T i o n, dr/r, 1
1

7

XI.

Vitam^ue marti ; proh dolor ! O graves

Tonandis iras ! O Lex fatis afperci

!

Mercefque peccati fevera

Adamici, veiitique frucliis.

XIL
Non poena lenis! Qiio rcis impotens f

Quo mufa ! largas I'undere lachrymas,

Buftique Divini triucnphcs

Sdcriiego temerari fietu ?

XIII.

depone queftiis, Jaeta Deum cane

Majore chorda. Pfalle fonorids

Ut ferreas mortis cavernas

Et rigidam penetravit Aulam.

XIV.
Sensere Numen Regna feralla,

Muglt Barathrum, contrerauit chaos,

Dirum fremebat Rex Gehennae,

Pel que fuum uemebundus Orcum.

XV.
Late refugit. *' Nill agis Impie,
** Mergat vel imis te Pblegcthon vadis^

*« Hoc find et undi||i All men-, inquil,

Et pairlosjaculatus igaes.

« XVI.
Trajecit borienf). Nigra filentia

Uaihfsequ? fiamrais Eiiiereas pavent
Duduna perofix. ex quo corufco

Pixcipicsi eecidere Cc?io.

xvn.
Imnnane ruo^jtuini toriitiU; fragor

La^e ruinam maDdat: ab inSnais

L£<5li-eQne deliprnara G^nti
T*crtara disjiciuntur antri^.
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XVIII.
Heic ftrata paffim vincula, & heic jacent
Unci crueati, tormina mentium

Invifa; ploratuque vafto

Spicula mors fibi adempta plangit,

XIX.
En, ut refurgic vidor ab ultimo
pitis profundo, currlbus aureis

Aftridla raptans monllra nodlis

Perdomltumque Erebi tyrannum.

XX.
Quanta angelorum gaudia jubilant

Victor paternum dum repetit polum ?

En qualis ardet, dum beati

Limina fcandit ovans Olympi

!

XXI.
Id triumphe ple(5lra feraphica*,

^

lo triumphe grex hominum fonet.
'

Dum Lasta quaquaverfus ambos
Aftra repcrcutiunt triunaphos.

Sui'hnpjius Increpatio

EPIGRAI^MA.

CORPORE cur ha^res, Wattsi ? cur incola terrs ?

Q^uid cupis indignum, menshabitare latum

f

Te care mille malis prernit ; hincjuvenes gravat artus

Languor, & liinc vegetus crimina Iknguis alit.

Cut .:, amor, ira, dolor men tern male dillrahit ; auceps

Undiqiie adeft Satanas retla faeva ftruens,

S'jfpice ut xthereum (ignant tibi nutibus aftra

Traoiitem, & aula vocat partacruore Dei.
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Tc manet Uriel dux ; & tibi fubjiclt alas

S.ellatas Seraphin officiofa cohors,

Te fuperum chorus oput amans, te invitat J E S U S,
*' Hue ades 8c noftro tempora conde finu.

Vcre araat ille Jutam quetn nee dolor aut Satan arcet

Inde, nee alliciunt Angelas, Aftre Deus.

Excitatio Cordis Coelum verJUs.

H
1694

EU quot seela teris carcere corporis,

Watt SI ? quid refugis limen & excitum ?

Nee mens iEthereuoi culmen, Sl Attria

Magni patris anhelltat ?

Corpus vile creat milk moleftias,

Clrcum corda volant & dolor, & raetus,

Peccatumqae malls durius omnibus

-^ Caecas infidias ftru:t.

Non hoc grata tIbi gaTOia de folo

Surgunt: Chri stus abeft, deliciac tUGc,

Longe Christus abe#, inter Sc anglos

Et pidta aftra pcrambulans,

j

• Cceli fumma petas, nee jaculabitur,

Iracunda tonans falmina ; Te Deus
Hortatur; vacuum tende per aera

Pei^nas nunc homini datas.

* Viilc HcRAT, L-b. I. CJ- --.
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Breathing toivards the heavenly Country^

Cafimire. Book I. Od. 19. imitated.

Urit me Patria Decor^ inc.

TH E beauty of my native land

ImQiortai love afpircs
5

I burn, I burn with ftrong defires,

And figb, and wait the high command.
There glides the moon her fhining way,

Andr fhoots my heart through with a filver ray,

Upward my heart afpires;

A thoufand lamps of golden light

Hung high, in vaulted azjire, charm my fight.

And wink and beckon with their amorous fires,

O ye th^i fair glories of my heav'nly home,
Bright centinels who guard jmr Father's court,

Where all the happy minds refort,

V/hen will my Father's chariot come ?

Mud ye for ever walk the ethdhal round,

J*
31 ever fee the mourner lie

.xii exile ot the fiiy,

A prifoner of the ground !

Defcend fomefhining fervants from on high,

Kuild me a hifty tomb
;

/" grafly turf will raife my bead^

The neighbouring lilies drcfs my bed •

And ^wt^ a cheap perfume.

Here I put off the chains of death.

My foul too long has worn:

Friends, I forbid one groaning breath,

Or tear to wet my urn;
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Raphael, behold me all undrefi-.

Here gently lay '^.fcis flcfh to reft;

, Then mount, and lead the path nnknown,

Swift I purfue thee, flaming guide, on pinions ofnoy own.

Cafimiri Epigramma loo.

In Saflum ArdaUonem qui ex Mimo Chriftianus fac

tus Martyrium paflus e(l.

AR D A L lOfacros deridet carmine ritus,

Fejiaque non aqua voce theatra qua tit,

Judiit Omnipotms : ^^ Non efl opus, iniquit, biuico

'* Fulmine : tamfacilem. Gratia, vince virumm

Deferit ilia polos, is deferit ijle theatrum ^

Et tereti facrum volvit in enfe caput.

** Sic
y fie, inquit ; abit nojlra comcodia vifs;

Terra vale, Co^lurn plaude, tyrannefcri.

Englifhed.

On Saint Ardalio, who from a Stage-player became a
Chriftian^ andfuffered Martyrdom.

I.

ARDALIO jeers, and in his comic drains

The myfteries of our bleeding God profanes,

While his loud laughter fhakes the painted fceriCS.

II.

Heaven heard, and ftrait around the fmocking throne
The kindling lightning in thick flaflies fhone,

\Qd vengeful thunder murmured to be gone.

L
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III.
"^

Mercy ftood near, and with a faiiMng brow
Calm'd the Joud thunder; « There's no need of you

;

«* Grace fliall defcend, and the weak man fubdue.''

IV.

Grace leaves the fkies, and he the ftage forfakes.

He bows his head down to the martyring ax,

And as he bows, this gentle farewel fpeaks
;

V.
*' So goes the comedy of life away;
<< Vain earth adieu

J
Heaven will applaud to-day

;

*^ Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play."

When the Frotejlant Church at Montpelier
'was dcmoliJJjed by the French King'f

Order^ the Protejiants laid Stones up in

their Burying-place, zvhereon a Jefziit

made a Latin Epigram.

Englifhed thus:

A KUG'NOT church, once at Montpelier built;

SLood and proclaimed their madnefs and their guilt;

Too long it ftood beneath Heav'n's angry frown.

Worthy when rifing to be thunder'd down.
Lewi^-; at laft, tli' avenger of the fkies,

Commands, and level with the ground it lies:
'

The ft(Mies difpers'd, their wretched ofFspring come,
'"

rher, and heap them on their Fathers tomb,

i!is the curs'd houfe f.-.lb on the builder's head: ^
And tho* beneath the ground their bones are laid, >
Ycl the juft veng'jance ftiii purfues the guilty h>^ad. j
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The Anfwcr by a French Proiefiant.

EDglifhed thus:

ACbrtJiian church once at Monpeller flood.

And nobly fpoke the builder's zeal for God.
It ftood the envy of the fierce dragoon,

But not deferv'd to be deftroy'd fo fooa :

Yet Lewis, the wild tyrant of the age,

Tears down the walls, a vi(5lim to his rage.

Young faithfr.l hands pile up the facred (tones

(Dear monument!) o'er their dead fathers bones;

The ftones fhall move when the dead fathers rife, ^
Start up before the pale deftroyer's eyes,

i\nd tellify his madnefs to th' avenging Ikies.

^..4,..^|^..4>-^|^~<».^^..<>..^|^..<>-^|^..4>„^|^^|^^|^.^.,^|^-<^..^..<>..^..<>..^..<>..^|^..<^,.^

T-wo happy Rivals^ Devotion and the Miife.

I.

WI L D as the lightning, various as the moon,
Roves my Pindaric fong ;

Here ftie glows like burning noon
In fiercell flames, and here ilie pjays

Gentle as ftar-beamson the midnight feas
;

Novx^ in a fmiling angeTs form,

Anon fhe rides upon the ftorm,

Loud as the noify thunder, as a deluge ftrong.

Are my thoughts and willies free,

And know no number noi' degree?

3ujh is the rnufe : lo, Ihe difdains

The links and chains,

Meafurcs and rules of vulgar drains [reicrn^,

And o'er the laws of harmony a foy 'reign queen i
'

'

L 2
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IL
If flie roves,

By ftreanre or groves,

Tuning her pleafures or her pains,

Isly paffion keeps her jftill in fight,

My paflion holds an equal flighc

Through Jove's, or nature's wild campaigns.
If with bold attempt fhe fings

Of the biggeft mortal things.

Tottering thrones and nations flain;

Or breaks the fieets of waning kings,

WhiJe thunders roar,

From ihore to fhore,

My foul fits faft upon her wings,

And fweeps the crimfon furge, cr fcours the purple plain

;

Still I attend her as fhe flies.

Round the broad globe, and all beneath the ikies.

Ill,

But when from the meridian Rar,

Long ftreaks of glory fhine,

And heaven envites her from afar,

She takes the hint, ftie knov/s the fign,

The mufe afcends the heavenly carr,

And climbs the fteepy path and means the throne diviCe»

Then fhe leaves my flutt'ring mind
Clogg'd with clay, and unrefin'd,

Lengths of diftance far behind 2

Virtue lags with heavy wheel
j

Faith has wings, but cannot rife.

Cannot rife, • Swift and high

As the winged numbers fly.

And faint Devotion panting lies

Half way up th' etherial hill.

IV.

O why Is Piety fo t^eak,

And yet the mufe fo ftrong ?
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When ihall the hateful fetters break

That have confin'd me lone I

Inward a glowing heat I holy

A fpark of heav'nly day;

But earthly vapours damp my zeal,

-r And heavy flefh drags me the downward way,
|f Faint are the efforts of my will,

And mortal paffion charms my foul aftray.

Shine, thou fweet hour of dear reieafe.

Shine from the fky,

And call me high

To mingle with the choirs of glory and of blifs.

Devotion there begins the flight.

Awakes the fons, and guides the way :

There love and zeal divine and bright

Trace out new regions in the world of light,''

Andfcarce the boldeli mufe can follow or obey,

v".

Tm in a dream, and fa^cy reigns.

She fpreads her gay del' five fcenes;

Or is the vifion true I

Behold Religion on her throne.

In awful ft^te defcending down. fvfew.

And her dominions vaft and bright within my fpaclous

S'a^ fmiles, and with a courteous hand
She beckons me av/ay

;

I itt\ mine airy power loofe from the cumbrous clay.

And v/ith a joyful hafte obey

Religion's 'high command.
What lengths, and heights, :ind depths unknown !

Broad fields with blooming glory fown.

And feas, and fkies, and '(lars her own,
In an unmealur'd iphere !

What heavens of j':>^^ and light ferene.

Which nor the rolling fan has feen,

Where nor the roving mufe has beea
That greater truvcilcr

!

L3
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VI.
A long farewel to all below,

Farevvel to all that fenfe can (how,

To golden fcenes, and flowVy fields.

To all the worlds that fancy builds>

And all that poets know.
Now the fwitt tranfports of the mind.

Leave the fliittVing mufe behind, [wind.

A thoufand Joofe Pindaric plumes fiy fcatt'ring down the

Amongfl: the clouds I lofe my breath,

The rapture grows too Itrong :

Th€ feeble pow'rs that Nature gave
Faint and drop downward to the grave

;

Receive their fall, thou treafurer of Death ;

I will no more demand my tongue,

Till the grofs organ well refin'd

Can trace the boundlds flights of an unfettered mind
And raife an equal fong.

•$-ti§!!H?^;;§!:^i;§ii^ii§B^-^§^^i!§ii^!i§ii^

Ihe following Foems of this Book are

peculiarly dedicated to Divine
Lev £.

The Hazard of loving the Creatures^

I.

W HER E-E 'R my flatt'ring pafllons revs

I find a lurking fnare;

^Tis dangerous to let ioofe our love

Beneath th* Eternal i'air.

11.

Souls whom no tye of friendfhip binds>

And partners of our blood.

Seize a Jarg-? portion of our mindS;

And Liive the lefs for Coi>.
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III.

Nature has foft but powerful bands.

And reafon fhe controuls ;

While children, with their little hands.

Hang clofeft to our fouls.

IV.

Thoughtlefs they aft th* old Serpent's part
5

What tempting things they be !

Lord, how they thwine about our heart.

And draw it cff from thee !

V.
Our heady wills run blindly on.

Where rifmg paffion rolls

And thus we n^ake our fetters ftrong,

To bind our flavifii fouls.

VI.
Dear Sovereign, break thefe fetters off.

And fet our fpirits free
;

God in himfelf is blifs enough.

For we have all in Thee.

Defifing to love Christ.

I.

CO M E, let me love : or, is thy mind
Hardened to ftcnc, or froze to ice ?

1 fee the blcfTed Fair One bend
And lloop t' embrace me from the (Lies

!

ir.

O ! 'tis a thought would melt a rock>
AnJ make a heart of iron move,
That thofe fwect lips, that heavenly loot.
Should feck anJ willi a mortal love !
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III.

I was a traitor doomed to fire.

Bound to fuftain eternal pains
5

He flew on wings of ftrong defire,

Aflum'd my guilt, and took ray chains,

IV.
Infinite grace ! almighty charms !

Stand in amaze, ye whirling ikies,

JESUS the God, with naked arms.
Hangs on a crofs of love, and dies,

V.
Did pity ever ftoop fo low,

Drefs'd in Divinity and blood ?

Was ever rebel courted fo

In groans of an expiring God ?

VI.

Angels he lives ; and fpreads his hands.

Hands that v/ere nail'a to tort'ring fmart;

By thefe dear ^^xiounds^ fays he ; and (lands

And prays to clafp me to his heart.

VII.

Sure I mnfl: love ; or, are my ears

Sill deaf, ^ur will my paffion move ?

Then let me melt this heart ro tears;

This heart fhall yield to death or love.

The Heart given aivay.

IF there are paffions in my foul,

( And paffions fure they be)

Now they are all at thy controul.

My JESUS, aU for Thee.
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II.

[f love, that pleafiog power, can reft

In hearts fo hard as mine,

Come, gentle Saviour to my breaft,

For aJj my love is thine.

Ill,

Let the gay world with treacherous art.

Allure my eyes in vain:

I have conveyed away my heart.

Ne'er to return again.

IV.

I feel my warmefl paflions dead

To all that earth can boalt ;

This foul of mine was never made
For vanity and duft.

V.
Now I can fix my thoughts above,

Amidft their flatt'ring charms.

Till the dear Lord that hath my love

Shall call me to his arms.

VI.

So Gabriel, at his King's command.
From yon celeftial hill,

Walks downward to our worthlefs land,

His foul points upward dill.

VII. .

He glides alone my mortal things,

Without a thought of love,

Fulfils his talk, and fpreads his wings
To reach the realms above.

Meditation in a Grove.

I.

SWEET mufe, defcend and blefs the fhade.

And blefs the evening grove
5

Bufmefs, and noife, and day are fied.

And every cafe i>»t, but love.



130 LYRIC POEMS, Book I

II.

But hence, ye wanton young and fair.

Mine is a purer flame :

No Phillas fhall infe<^ the air,

With her unhallowed name.

III.

J E S U S has all my powers poffeft, ^

My hopes, my fears, my joys :

Jle, the dear Sovereign of my bread,

Shall (till command my voice.

IV.

Some of the faireft choirs above

Shall flock around my fong,

With joy to hear the name they love

Sound from a mortal tongue.

V.
His charms flialJ make my numbers flow>

And hold the failing floods,

While fllence fits on every bough,
And bends the liil'ning woods.

VI.

I'll carve our paiHon on the bark.

And every wounded tree

Shall drop and bear fome myftic mark
That JESUS dy'd forme.

VII.

The fwains (hall wonder when they read,

Infcrib'd on all the grove,

That Heaven itfelf came down and bled

To won a mortal's love.
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The Fairejl and the Only Beloved.

I;

[J N O U R to that diviner ray

7x That firft alJur'd my eves away
From every mortal fair

;

ill the gay things that held my fight

eem but the twinkling fparks of night,

ind languifliing in doubtful light

Die at the morning-ftar.

II.

iThatever fpeaks the Godhead great,

And fit to be ador'd,

^^hatever makes the creature fweet,

Lnd worthy of my paffion, meet
Harmonious in my Lord.

L thoufand graces ever rife

And bloom upon his facej

. thoufand arrows from his eyes

hoot through my heart with dear furprize.

And guard around the place.

III.

II nature's art fhall never cure

The heavenly pains I found,

nd 'tis beyond all beauty's power
To make another wound :

^ rthly beauty's grow and fade;

i^ature heals the wounds ihe made,
But charms fo much divine

old a long empire of the heart ;

''hai heaven hns join'd fliall never part,

And JESUS imift be mine.
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IV.

In vain the envious fhades of night.

Or flatteries of the day.

Would vail his image from my fight, /

Or tempt my foul avyay
;

JESUS is all my waking theme.
His lovely form meets every dream
And knows not to depart

:

The paffion reigns

Through all my veins,

And floating round the crimfon ftream.

Still finds him at my heart,

V.
Dwell there, for ever dwell, my Love ;

Here I confine my fenfe
;

Nor dare ray wildcft wifhes rove,

Nor ftir a thought from thence.

Amidft thy glories and thy grace

Let all my remnant-minutes pafs;

Grant, thou Everlasting Fair,
Grant my foul a manfion there :

My foul afpires to fee thy face.

Though life fhould for a vifion pay

;

So rivers run to meet the fea,

And lofe their nature in th' embrace.

VI.

Thou art my ocean, thou my God,
In »:hee the palTions of the mind,

With joys and freedom unconfi'd

Exult, and fpread their powers abroad.

Not all the glittering things on high,

Can make my Heaven, if thou remove
;

I fhali be tir'd, and long to die
;

Life is a pain withoiit ray love

;

Who could ever bear to be

Curft with inimoitality

Among the ftars, but far from Thee?
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2^

I
Mutual Love Jironger than Death.

I.

NO T the rich world of minds above

Can pay the mighty debt of love

I owe to Christ my God :

With pangs which none but he can feel

He brought my guilty foul from hell

:

Not the firft feraph's tongue can cell

The value of his blood.

II.

Kindly he feiz'd me in his arms,

jFroin the falfe world's pernicious charms,

!
With force divinely fweet. 1

I Had I ten thoufand lives my own,
At his command,
With chearful hand,

|I*d pay the vital teafure down,
iln hourly tribute at his feet.

'

TIL

But, Saviour, let me tafte thy grace,

With every fleeting breath :

And through that heaven of pleafure pafs,

To the cold arms of death;

Then I could lofe fucceflive fouls

Fall: as the minutes fly

;

|So billow after billow rolls

' To kifs the fliore, and die.

M
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'm^^mm^mw^
The Siibjlance of the following Copy, and many of the

Lines were fent me by an ejlcemedfriend, Mr. W,
^oKEs, with a defire that I wouldform them into

a Pindaric Ode ; but I retained his meafures^ lejl 1
Jhould too much alter his fenfe.

A Sight of CiiKizr.

ANGELS of light, your God and King furround
With noble fongs; in his exalted fiefh

He claims your worfhip ; while his faints on earth,

Blefs their Redeemer-God, with humble tongues.

Angels with lofty honours crown his head
;

We bowing>at his feet, by faith,^*ist^ feel ^yrnW
His dlftant influence, and confefs his love.

Once I beheld his face, when beams divine

Broke from his eye-lids, and uniifual light

Wrapt nrjc at once in glory and furprize.

My joyful heart high leaping in my bread

With tranfport cry*d, This ij the Chkist ofGod ;

Then threw my arms around in fweet embrace,

And clafp'd, and bow'd adoring low, till I was loft ia

[him.

While he appears no other charms can hold

Or draw my foal, afliam'd of former things.

Which no remembrance now defcrve or name
Though with contempt ; beft in oblivion hid.

j

But the bright fliine and prefence foon withdrew
;

I fought him whom 1 Jove, but foupd him not

;

1 felt his abfence ; and with ftrongeft-cries

Proclaim'd, Where JESUS is not, all is vain.
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Whether I hold him with a full delight,

Or feek him panting with extreme deiire,

'Tis he alone can pleafe my wondVing Ibul

;

To hold or feek him is my only choice.

If he refrain on me to caft his eye

Down from his pniace, nor my longing foul

With upward look can fpy my dcared Lorb
Through his blue pavement, I'll behold him dill

With fweet rcflecftion on the peaceful crofs, 4*

All in his blood and anguifh groaning deep,

G tfping and dying there __
This fight I ne*er can lofe, by it I live

:

A quickening virtue from his death infpir'd

Is life and breath to me ; his fleft ray food
;

His vital blood I drink, and hence my llrength.

I live, Tmftrong, and now eternal life

Beats quick within my bread ; my vigorous mind
Spurns the dull earih, and on her fiery wings
Reaches the mount of Purpnfes Divine,

Counfels of peace between th* Almighty Three
Conceiv'd at once, and fignM without debeat,

In perfed union of th* Eternal Miad.
With vaft amaze I fee the unlathoin'd thoughts,

Infinite fchemes, and infinite defigns

Of God's own heart, in which he ever reds.

Eternity lies open to my view
;

Here the beginning and the end of all

1 can difcovcr : Christ the end of all,

y\nd Christ the grent Beginning ; he my HcaJ,
My God, my glory, and my all in all.

O that the day, the j.oyfuI day were come,
When the fird Adam, irom his ancient dud,
Crown'd with new honours, fhall revive, and fee

Jesus his fon and Lord ; while fhouting faints

Suircund their King, and God's eternal Sou
Shines in the midft, but with fupcrior beams,

M 2
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And like himfelf ; then the myfterlous word,
Long hid behind the letter, fhall appear

Ail fpirit and life, and in the fulleft light,

Stand forth to public view ; and there difclofe

His Father's facred works, and wondrous ways :

Then wifdojpn; righteoufnefs, and grace divine,

Through all the infinite tranfa<5tions paft,

Inwrought and fhining, ihail with double blaze,

Strike our adonifh'd eyes, and ever reign

Adn^lr'd and glorious in triumphant light.

Death, and the Tempter, and the man of fin.

Now at the bar arraigned, in judgment caft,

Shall vex the faints no. more : but perfect love

^nd ioudeft praifes perfed joy create,

While ever-circling years maintain the blifsful flate.

mwmw^xwm n^^.^tVim iii^t ii-t^n^^

Love on a Crofs^ and a Throne.

I.

Now let my faith grow (Irong, and rffe^

And view my Lord in all his love
;

Look back to hear his dying cries,

Then mount and iee his throne above.

II.

See where he languidi'd on the crofs ;

Beneath my fms he groan'd and dy'd
;

See where he fits to plead my caufe

By his Almighty Father's fide.

III.

If I behold his bleeding heart, ^
There love in floods of forrows reigns.

He triumphs o'er the killing fmart.

And buys my pleafure with his pains*
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IV.

Or if I climb the eternal hills,

Where the dear Conq^u eror fits enthron'd,

Still in his heart compaffion dwells,

Near the memorials of his wouud.
V.

How fhall a pardoaM rebel (how "'

How much I love my dying God !

Lord, here I banifh every foe,

I hate the fms that coft thy blood.

VI.

I hold no more commerce with hell.

My deareft lufts fhall all depart

;

But let thine image ever dwell

Stampt as a feal upon my heart.

A preparatory Thought for theh o K d' s

Supper. In Imitation c/Ifa. Ixiii. i , 2, 3.

I.

WHAT heavenly Man, or lovely God,
Comes marching downward from the Iky,

Array'd in garments rolPd in blood,

With joy and pity in his eyes

!

II.

The Lord ! the Savioui ! yes, 'tis he 5

I know him by the fmiles he wears :

Dear glorious Man -that dy'd for me,
Drench'd deep in agonies and tears !

III.

Lo ! he reveals his fhining breaft :

I own thefc wounds, and I adore

;

Lo ! he prepares a royal feafl
;

Sweet fruit of the fharp pangs he bore !

M 3
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IV.

Whence flow thefe favours fo divine \

Lord ! why fo laviHi of thy blood :

Why for fuch earthly fouls as mine,

This heav'nly flefh, this facredJbpd ?

V.

Twps his own love that made him bleed>

That nail'd him to the curfed tree ;

'Twas his own love this table fpread

For fuch unworthy worms as we.

VI.

Then let us tafte the Saviour's love ;

Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lord :

With glad confent our lips fhall iiiove,

And fweet Hofannahs crown the board*

Converfe zvith C H R i s T»

I.

I'M tir'd with vfits, modes, and forms, *^

And flatteries paid to follow-worms ;.

Their converfation cloys
;

Their vain amOurs, and empty fluff:

But I can ne'er enjoy enough

Of thy beft company,fnyLoRD, thou life of allmyjoySa

II.

When he begins to tell his love,

Through every vain my paflions move.

The captives of this tongue:

In midnight faades, on frofty ground,

I could attend the pleafmg icund, U^^S*
Nor (hould I fed December cold; nor thiak the diirknefs
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IIL

There, while I hear my Saviour God
Count o'er the fins (a heavy load)

He bore upon the tree, '

Inward I blufli with fecret fharae.

And weep, and love, and bleis the nanae f for me.

That knew not guilt nor grief his own, but bare it all

IV.

* Next he defcribes the thorns he wore,

And talks his bloody paffion o'er.

Till I am drown'd in tears:

Yet with the fympathetic fmart.

There's a ftrange joy beats round my heart
;

[bears.

The curfed tree has bleffings in*t, my fweeteft balm it

V.

I hear the glorious Sufferer tell,

How on his crofs he vanquifh'd hell.

And all the powers J^eneath :

Tranfported and infpir'd, my tongue

Attempts his triumphs in a fong; [Deaih P

H01U has the ferpent lojl his t^ing^ and ^johere^s thy vidory

But when he fhews his hands and heart,

With thofe dear prints of dying fmart,

He fets my foul on fire

:

llpt the beloved John could reft

'^'^ith more delight upon that bread, [defire.

Nor Thomas pry into thofe wounds witli more iatenfe

VII.

Kindly he opens me his ear.

And bids me pour my forrow there.

And tell him ail my pains

:

Thus while I eafe my burdened heart.

In every wo he bears a part,

His arms embrace me, and his hand my drocpifig head
fuftaiiis.
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VIII.

Fly from my thoughts, all human things,

And fportlng fwains, and fighting kings.

And tales of wanton love;

My foul difdains that little fnare

The tangles of Amira's hair

;

[heart remove.
Thine arms, my God, are fweeter bands, nor can my

GraceJhiningy and Nature fainting.

Song L 3. ii. 5. and vi. 5.

I.

TELL me, faireft of thy Kind,

Tell me, Shephe|id, all divine.

Where this fainting head reclin'd

May relieve fuch cares as mine :

Shepherd, lead me to thy grove;
If burning noon infedl the fky

The fick'ning (heep to covert fly,

The Iheep not half fo faint as I,

Thus overcome with love.

IL
Say, thou dear Sovereign of my breaft,

"Where doft thou lead thy flock to reft:

Why ftiould I appear like one

Wild and wandring all alone,

Unbeloved and unknown ^

O my Great Redeemer, fay,

Shall I turn my feet aftray

!

Will JESUS bear to fee me rove.

To fee me feek another love i

III. : ^

Ne'er had I known his deareft name^ i

Ne*er had I fcU his iaward fl^mcj
|
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Had not his heart- firings firft begun the tender found:

Nor can I bear the thouglit, that He
Shou*d leave the fky,

Shou'd bleed and die,

Should love a wretch fo vile as me
Without returns of paffion for his dying wound.

IV.

His eyes are glory mix'd with gracej

In his delightful awful face,

^ Sits raajefty and gencjenefs,

So tender is my bleeding heart.

That with a frown he kills

;

His abfence is perpetual fmart

Nor is my foul refin'd enough
To bear the beaming of his love,

And feel his warmer fpoils.

Where fnall 1 refl this drooping head?

I love, I love the fun, and yet I want the fhade.

V.

My (inking fpirits feebly ftrive

T' endure theextafy;

Beneath thefe rays I cannot live.

And yet without them die.

None knows the pleafure and the pain

Txhat all my inward powers fuftain Cg^^'o-

But fuch as feel a Saviour's love, and love the Gen a-

VI.

Oh ! why fnould beauty heavenly bright

Stoop to charm a mortal's fight,

And torture with the fweet tvicti^ of light ?

Our hearts, alas ! how frail their make !

With their own weight of joy they break,

Oh ! why is lave fo ftrono:, and nature's fclf fo weak ?

VII.

Turn, turn av/ay thine eyes,

Afcend the azure hills, and Ibjne
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Amongft the happy tenants of the fkies.

They can fuftain a vifion fo divine.

O turn thy lovely glories from me,
The joys are too intenfe, the glories overcome me.

VIII.

Dear Lord, forgive my rafh complaint,

And love mc ftill

Againtt my froward vv^ill
5

Unvail thy beauties, though f faint.

Send the great Herald from the fky,

At the trumpet's awful roar

This feeble Hate of things fliall fly,

And pain and pleafure mix no more:
Then Ihall I gaze with ftrengthned fight

On glories iniinitely bright,

My heart fliall all be love, my J E S U S all delight.

Love /o Christ prefent or abfcnt.

I.

OF all the joys we mortals knoir,

JESUS, thy love exceeds the reft;

Love, the beft bleffing here below,

And neareft image of the bleft*

IL
Sweet are my thoughts, and fofc my cares.

When the celeilial iiame I feel

;

In .'.11 my hopes, and all my fears,

Tl^ere^s fomeching kind and plcafing ftill,

in.

While I am held in his embrace

There's not a thought attempts to rove;

Each fm He he wears upon his face

Fixes, and charms, and fires my love.

L
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IV.

He fpeaks, and ftreight immortal joys

Run through my ears, and reach my heart

;

My foul all melts at that dear voice,

And pleafure Ihoots through every part.

V.
If he withdraw a moment's fpace.

He leaves a facred pledge behind :

Here in this breaft this image ftays.

The grief and comfort of my mind.

VI.

While of his abfence I complain,

And long, and weep as lovers do,

There's a ftrange picafure in the pain.

And tears have their own fweetnefs too.

.

VII.

When round his courts by day I rove,

Or afk the watchmen of the night.

For fome kind tidings of my love.

His very name creates deligiu.

VIII.

JESUS, my God ; yet rather come ;

Mine eyes would dwell upon thy face
5

'Tis beft to fee my Lord at home,
And feel the prefcnce of his grace.

The Abfence ^Christ.

COME, lead me to fome lofty fliadc

Where turtles moan their loves
3

TJall fliadows were for lovers made
;

And grief becomes the groves.
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IL
^Tis no mean beauty of the ground
That has enflav'd mine eyes

;

I faint beneath a nobler wound.
Nor love below the fkies.

III.

JESUS, the fpring of all that's bright,

The everlafting Fair,

Heav'n's ornament, and heaven's delight,

Is my eternal care.

IV.
But, ah ! how far above this grave

Does the bright Charmer dwell ?

Abfence, thou keenell wound to love,

That fharpeft pain, I feel,

V.
Penfive I climb the facred hills,

And near him vent my woes;

Yet his fvveet face he ftlU conceals.

Yet ftill my paffion grows.

VI.

I murmur to the hollow vale, .
;

I tell the rocks my flame.

And blefs the echo in her cell

That beft repeats his name.
VII.

My paffion breaths perpetual fighs,

Till pitying winds fhall hear,

And gently bear them up the fkies.

And gently wound his ear,

Defiring his Defcent to Earth.

I.

JESUS, I love. Come, dearefl Name,
Come and pofTcfs this heart of mine j

J love, though 'tis a fainter flame,

And in finite! v lefs than thine.
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II.

! if my Lord would leave the fkics,

Dreft in the rays of tnildeft grace.

My foul fliould haften to mine eyes

To meet the pleafures of his face.

III.

How would I fead on all his charms,

Thea round his lovely feet entwine !

Worfliip and love, in all their forms.

Should honour beauty fo divine.

IV.

In vain the Tempter's flattering tongue.

The world in vain (hall bid me move,
in vain ; for I fhould gaze fo long

Till I were all transformed to love.

V.
Then, mighty God, I'd fmg and fay,

** What empty names are crowns and kings \

** Araongft them give thefe worlds away,
^* Thefe little defpicable things.**

VI.
1 would not aflc to climb the fky,

Nor envy angels their abode,

I have a heav'n, as bright and high.

In the bleft vifion of my God.

Afcending to him in Heaven.

I.

'^T^ I S pure delight, without alloy,

X J E S U S, to hear thy name,
My fpirit leaps with inward joy,

I feel the facred flame.

N
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II.

My pafllons hold a pleafing reign,

While Jove infpircs my breaft,

Love, the divineft of the train.

The fovereign of the reft.

III.

Thb IS the grace muft leave and fing,

WhenFaltli and Fear fhall ceafe,

Muft found from every joyful ftring m,v.i,m

Through the fvveet groves of blifs. '^^If^'

IV.

Let life immortal fcize my clayj

Let love refine my blood
;

Her flames can bear my foul away^

Can bring me near my God.
V.

Swift I afcend the heavenly place.

And haften to my home,

I ]it'\p to meet thy kind embrace,

f come, O Lord, I come.
VI.

S^:ik down, ye feparating hilh.

Let guilt and death remove
;

*Tis love that drives ray chariot-wheels,

And death mull yield to love.

The Prefence ofGod ivorth dyingfor

:

Or^ the Death of Moses.

*

I.

LORD, 'tis an infinite delie^ht

To fee thy lovely face.

To dwell whole ages in thy fight.

And feel thy vital rays,
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II.

This Gabriel knows 5 and lings thy name
With rapture en his tongue :

Mofes the faint enjoys the fame.

And heaven repeats the fong.

III.

While the bright nation founds thv praife

From each eternal hill,

S vveet odours of exhaling grac«

The happy region fiU.

IV.

Thy love, a Tea KiLhoat a Ciore,

Spreads life and joy abroad :

O 'tis a heaven worth dying for

To fte a fiijUin^ God !

V.
Shew mc thy face, and 111 away.
From ail inferor things

y

Speak, Lo£D, and here I quit my clay.

And Ilre:ch my airy wings.

VI.

Sweet was the journey to the Iky,

The wondrous prophet try'd
;

C/hnb up thf ??iounti favs God, and Jig ;

The prophet climb and cy'd.

VIL
Softly his fainting head he lay

Upon his Maker's bread ;

His mr>.ker kifs*d his foul away,
And laid his fie(h to rett.

Vill.
In God's own arms he left the breatk
Th 1: God's own Spirit gave; '

H*i V. -s the Dobleft road to death.
And his ihc fweeicii grave.

N 2
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Longing for his Return.

I.

O 'TWAS amournfuj parting day *

Farenveli my fpoufe, he faid
;

(How tedious. Lord, is thy deJay I

How long my Love hath ftaid 1)

II.

Farenuel ! at once he left the ground,
And climbM his Father's fky

;

Lord, I would tempt thy chariot dow».
Or Jeap to thee on high.

III.

Fvonnd the creation wiid I rove, •

And fearch the globe in vain
;

There's nothing here that's worth my love

Till thou retura again.

IV.

My paflions fly to feek their King,
And fend their groans abroad.

They beat the air with heavy wing,

And mourn an abfent God :

V.

With inward pain my heart-ftrings found,

My foul diiToIves away
;

Dear Sovereign, whirl the feafons round,

And bring the promisM day.

Hope in Darknefsr

I.

Y E T, gracious God,
Yet will I fsek thy fmlllng face
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What though a fiiort ech'pfe his beautiss fhrowd

And bar the influence of his rays,

*Tis but a morning vapour, or a fummer cloud :

He is my fun though he refufe to fliine,

Though for a moment he depart,

I dwell for ever on his heart,

For ever he on mine.

Early before the light arife

ril fpring a thought away to God ;

The pafllon of my heart and eyes

Shall (hout a thoufand groans and fighs,

A thouf^^nd glances ftrike the fiiies.

The floor of his abode.

ir.

Dear Sovereign, htar thy fervant pray,

Bend the blue heavens. Eternal King,

Downward thy chearful graces bring ;

Or (hall I breath in vsin, and pant my hours away ?

Break, glorious Brightness, thro' the gloomy veil,

Look how the aririifs of defpair

Aloft their footy banners rear.

Hound my poor captive foul, and dare

pronounce me prifoner of hell.

But Thou, my Suh, and Thou my Shield,
Wilt frive me in the bloody field

; [j^Y^
Break, gloiious Brightness, fhoot one glimmering
One glance of thine creates a day,

And drives the troops of hell away.

'III.

H^ppy the times ; but, ah ! the times are gone
When wond'rous -power and radiant grace

i: - \ the tall arches of the temple (hone.

/:,:.J mingled their victorious rays :

Sin, with all its ghaftly train,

FLJ to the deeps of death again,

/.. i -''ing triumph fat on every face :

N 3
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Our fpirits, raptur'd with the fight,

Where all devotion, all delight,

And loud Hofannas founded the Redeemer's praifci.

Here could I fay,

(And point the place-whereon I flood)

Here I enjoy'd a vifit half the day
From my defcending God :

7 was regard with heavenly fare.

With fruit and manna from above

;

Divinely fweet the bleffings were

While mine Emmanuel was there :,

And o'er my head
The Conqueror fpread

The banner of his love.

IV.
Then why my heart funk down fo low ?'

Why do mine eyes diflblve and flow.

And hoplefs nature mourn ?

Review, my foul,, thofe pleafing daysj,

Read his unalterable grace,
|

Through the difpleafure of his face, '

And wait a kind return.

A father's love may raife a frown

To chide the child, and prove the fon^,

But love will ne*er dellroy;*

The hour of darknefs is hhl fliort,

Faith be thy life, and Patience thy fupport^,

The morning brings the joy.

Come^ Lord Jesus.

\7r 7 H EN fhall tjiy lovely face be feen- ?

''
V Wben fliall our eyes behold our God i
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What lengths of diftance lie between.

And hills of guilt ? a heavy load!

II.

Our months are ages of delay.

And flowly every nainute wears:

Fly, winged time, and roll away
Thefe tedious rounds offluggifh years**

III.
;

Ye heavenly gates, loofe all your chains>

Let the eternal pillars bow

;

Bleft Saviour, cleave the ftarry plains,,

^nd make the cryftal mountains flow.

IV.

Hark, how thy faints unite their cries,.

And pray, and wait the general doom;
Come, Thou, The Soul of all our Joys,.
Thou, The Desire of Nations, come.

V.

Put thy bright robes of triumph on,

And blefs our eyes, and blefs our ears,

Thou abfentLovE, thou dear Unknown.,
Thou Fairest of ten. thousand Fairs^

VI.
Our heart-ftrlngs groan with deep complaint^
Our flefh lies paniiaff, Lori>, for thee \

And every h'mb, and every joint,

Stretches for immortality.

VII.
Our fpirits (hake their eager wings,
And burn to meet thy flying throne j

V/e rife away from mortal things

T* attead thy fhining chariot down.

VIII.
Nov;, let our chearful eyesfurvey
The blazing earth and melting hills>

And fmile to fee the lightnings play,.

And flalh along i)cfore thy wheels*
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IX.

O for a fhout of violent joys

To join the trumpet's thundering found !

The angel herald (hakes the Ikies^

Awakes the graves, and tears the ground,

X.
Ye flumbVing faints, a heavenly hoft

Stands waiting at your gaping tonabs;

Let every facred fieeping duft

Leap into life, for JESUS comes.

XI.

JESUS, the God of might and love^

New-moulds our limbs of cumb'rous day*
Quick as feraphic-flames wc move,
A<^ive and young, and fair as they.

XII.

Our airy feet with unknown flight

Sv/ift as the motions of defire.

Run up the hills of heavenly lights

And leave the wekring world in fire. %

Bezi^ailing my ovorTlnconJlancy.

I
LOVE the Lord; but, ah! how far

My thoughts from the dear obej(fl are ?

This wanton heart how wide it roves I

And fancy meets a thoufand loves.

II.

If my foul burn to fee my God,
I tread the courts of his abode.

But troops of rivals thron;^ the place

And tempt vsi^ o£ before his face»
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III.

Would I enjoy my Lord alone,

I bid ray paffions all begone,

All but ray love ; and charge my will

To bar the door and guard it ftill.

IV.
But cares, or trifles, make, or find.

Still new avenues to the naind,

Till I with grief and wonder fee.

Huge crowds betwixt the Lord and nae.

V.

Oft I am told the mufe will prove

A friend to piety and love;

Straight I begin fome facred fong.

And take my Saviour in my tongue.

VL
Strangely I lofe his heavenly face.

To hold the empty founds in chafe
;

At bed the chimes divide my heart.

And the mufe fliares the larger part.

vir.

Falfe confident \ and falfer breafl \

Fickle, and fond of every guell

:

Each airy image as it flics

Here finds admittance through my eyes.

This foolifli heart ca^M've her God,
And fhadows tempt wc thoughts abroad

:

How (hall I fix this wand'ring mind ?

Or throw my fetters on the windf
TV

Look gently down, Almighty Grace^
Prifon me round in thine embrace;
Pity the foul that would be thine.

And let thv pov.'er my love confmeo.
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X.
Say, when fliall the bright moment be
That I fliall live alone for Thee,
My heart no foreign lords adore,

And the wild mufe prove falfe no more ?

ForfakeUj yet Hoping.

I.

HAPPY the hours, ihe golden days,

When I could call my JESUS mine,
And fit and view his fmiling face,

And melt in plea^rcs all divine. ,

Near to my heart, within my arras

He lay, till fm defil*d my breaft,

Till broken vows, and earthly charms,

Tir'd and provok'd my heavenly gueft.

III.

And now he's gone, (O mighty woe !)

Gone from my foul, and^hides his love!

Carfeonyou, fins, that grlOTAJiim fo
;

Ye iins that forc'd him to remOTlfe^'

IV. *
;

Break, break, my heart ; complain, my tongue;
Hither, my friends, your forrovvs bring:

Angels, alfiil my doleful fong,

If you have e'er a mourning (tring.

V.
But, ah ! your joys are ever high.

Ever his lovely face you fee :

While my poor fpirits pant and die.

And groan, for Thee, my Go©, for thee.
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VI.

Yet let my hope look through my tears.

And fpy afar his rolling throne
;

His chariot through the cleaving fpheres

Shall bring the bright Beloved down.

VII.

Swift as a roe flies o'er the hills,

My foul fprings out to meet him high,

Then the fair Conq^ueror turns his wheels.

And climbs the raanfions of the fky.

VIIL
There fmiling joy for ever reigns ^

No more the turtle leaves the dove;
Farewei to jeiloufies, and pains.

And all the ills of abfent love.

The Conclusion.

God exalted above all Fraifc.

ETERNAL PowerTwhofe high abode
Becomes the grandeur of a God;

Infinite length beyond the bounds
Where ftars revolve their little rounds.

. IL
The lov.eft ftcp above thy feat

Rifes too high For Gabriers feet
;

jIn Vain the tall arch-angel tries

Tofi-ach rhine height with wondring eyc^.
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III.

Thy dazllng beauties whllft he fings

He hides his face behind his wings
5

And ranks of fliining thrones around
Fall worfhipping, and fpread the ground.

IV.

Lord, what fliall earth and aflies do?
We would adore our Maker too

;

From fin and duft to thee we cry,

The Great, the Holy, and the High !

V.

Earth from afar has heard the fame.

And worms have learnt to lifp thy name
;

But O, the glories of thy mind

Leave all our foaring thoughts behind.

VI.

God is in heaven, and men below
;

Be fliort, our tunes ; our words, be few;

A facred reverence checks our fbngs,

And praife fits filent on our tongues.

^The End of the First Book.

Tiiifilet lauS; De7s, PfaL Ixv. I,
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BOOK ir.

Sacred to Virtue, Honour, and
Friendship.

To Her MAJESTT.
QU E E N of the Nofthern world whofe gentle f\va7

Commands our love, and charms our hearts t'obey,

i^'orgive thenationl groan when William dy*d :

Lo, at thy feet in all the loyal pride
Or hlooming joy, three happy realms appear,
And William's urn^almoft without a tear

Stands: norcompliiins: while from thy gracious tongue
Peace flows in filver ftreams amidll the throng.
Amazing balm, that on thefe lips was found
To footh ihc torment of that mortal wound,
And calm the wild affright! The terror di^s,

The bleeding wound cements, the danger files,

-nd Albion Ihoucs thine honours as her joys arife.

O
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The German Eagle feels her guardian dead.

Nor her own thunder can fecure her head;
Her trembling eaglets haften from afar,

And Belgia's lion dreads the Gallic war:
All hide behind thy Ihield, Remoter lands

V/hofe lives lay trufted in Naffovian hands
Transfer their fouls, and live ; fecure they plsy

In thy mild rays, and love the growing day.

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms
Fainting Religion, whilft in vririous forms

Fair Piety Ihines through the Britifli ifles:

Here at thy fide, and in thy kindeft fmiles *

Blazing in ornamental gold fhe (lands,

To blefs thy councils, and affift thy hands,

And crowds wait round her to receive commands.
There at a humble diftance from the throne f
Beauteous (he lies : her luftre all her own,
Ungarnifli'd^ yet not blufliing, nor afraid,

Nor knows fufpicion, nor affedts the ihade :

Chearfui and pleas'd Ihe not prefumes to fhare

In thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care.

For thee, dear fovereign, endlefs vows arife.

And zeal with earthly wing falutes the ikies

To giiin thy fafety : Here a folemn form *

Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm,
And guides, but bounds our willies : There the mindf
Feels its own fire, and kindles unconfin'd

With bolder hopes : Yet Itill beyond our vows.

Thy lovely glories rife, thy fpreading terror grows.

Princess, the world already owns thy names:

Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame,

# The ejlahlijhed Church of Englayid^

\ The Protejlant DiJJcnters,
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Nor die to be renown'd: Fame's loudefl breath

Too dear is purchased by an angePs death.

The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy,

Shall fcourge rebellion and the rival boy * :

Thy founding arms his Gallic patron hears.

And fpeeds his flight; not overtakes his fears,

Till hard defpair wring ironi the tyrant's Ibul

The iron tears out. Let thy frown controul

Our angry jars at home, till wrath fubo^it

Her impious banners to thy facred feet.

Mad zeal, and frenzy, with their murderous train,

Flee thefe fwe'^t realms in thine aufpicious reign,

Envy expire la rage, and treafon bite the chain.

Let no black fccnes affright fair Albion's ftage:

Thy thread of life prolong our golden age,

Long blefs the earth, and late afcend thy throne

Ethereal; (not thy deeds are there unknown.
Nor there unfung- for by thine awful hands ^
Heaven rules the waves, and thunders o*er the lands, >
Creates inferior kingsf, and gives'cm theircommands.) j
Legions attend thee at the radiant gates

;

For thee thy filler-feraph, bleft Maria, waits.

But, Oh! the parting ftroke ! fome heavenly power
Chear thy fad Britons in the gloomy hoar

;

Some new propitious (lar i^ppear on high
The faireft glory of theWedern Iky,

And Anna be its namej v/;th gentle fvvay

To check the planets of malignant ray,

Sooth the rude North wind, and the rugged Bear, *)

Calm rifing wars, heal the contagious air, [fpheie. C
And reign with peaLeful influence to the Southern ^

O %

* Thi Prstsuder.

\ She made Charles t the emperor'^s feoj'.dfon^ kin^ of
Sixain y rvho is no^ evipcror of Germanj,
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Note, This Poem ivas nvritten in the year 1705, in

that honourable part of the reign of our late Q^ueen,
'when Jhe had broke the French poixier at Blenheim^ af-

feried the right (j/'Charles the prefent Emperor to the

cro^n ofSpain, exerted her zealfor the Pretejlant fuc
cejfion, and promifed inviolably to maintain the Tole*

ration to the P rotejlant Diffenters, Thus fhe appeared

the chief Support ofthe Reformation, and the Patronefs

of the Liberties of Europe.

The latterpart of her reign nvas of a different colour^

and ivas by no means attended nvith the accowplifhment

vf thofe glorious hopes 'which nve had conceived. Nonju thg

Mufe cannot fatisfy herfelf to publifh this nensa Edition

*vjithout acknoivledging the mifiake of her former pre*

fages ; and^hilefye does the nvorld this juflicCi fl^^ dve^s

herfelfthe honour of a voluntary reira^iion,

Auguil I. 1721.

TALIKODIA,
BRITONS, forgive the forward mufe.

That dar'd prophetic fe^ls to loofe,

(UnfkiU'd In Fate's eternal book)

iind the deep charafters miftook.

George Is the name, that glorious ftar ;

Ye faw his fplendors beaming far

;

i^aw in the Eaft your joys arife,

When Anna funk in Weftern ikies,

Streaking the heavens with crimfon gloom, "^

Emblems of Tyranny and Rome, C
Portending blood and night to come. j
'Twas George difFus'd a vital ray,

And gave the dying nations day ;
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His influenceTooths the Ruffian Bear,

Calms rifing wars, and heals ttie air;

Join'd with the fun his beams are hurl'd

To fcatter bleffings round the world,

Fulfil whate'er the Mufe has fpoke,

And crown th^ work that Anne forfook,

Aug. I. 1721.

T® JOHN LOCKE, Efq;

Retired from Biiftnejs.

I.

ANGE L S are made of heavenly thipgs.

And light and love our fouls corapofe.

Their blifs within their bofom fprings,

Within their bofom Hows.

But narrow minds (lill make pretence

To fearch the coafts of fle(h and fenfe.

And fetch diviner pleafures thence.

Men are akin to ethereal forms,

But they belye their nobler birlh,

Dsbafe their honour down to earth.

And claim a Ihare with worms.

II.

He that has treafures of his own
Mriy leave the cottage or the throne,

May quit the globe, and dwell alone
Within his fpacious mind.

Locke hath a foul wide as the fea,

Calm as the night, bright as the day.
There may hisvaft ideas play,

Nor feel a thought confined.

03
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To JOHN SHUTE, Efq;

(Norn Lord B a R r i N g t o n.

On Mr. LOCKE'S dangerous Jickne/s, feme time af'-

ter he had retired to Jludy the Scriptures.

June, 170^,

L

AN D mud the man of wondrous mind
(Now his rich thoughts are juft refin*d) I
Forfake our longing eyes ?

Reafon at length fubmits to wear
The wings of Faith ; and lo, they rear

Her chariot high, and nobly bear

Her prophet to the fkies,

11.

Go, friend, and wait the prophet's flight.

Watch if his maj^tk chance to light.

And feize it for thy own
;

Shute is the darling of his years,

Youns^: Shute his better 1 i ken efs bears

t

"

. . . .

Ail but his wrinkles and his hairs

Are copy'd in his fpn.

III.

Thus when our follies or our faults^

Call for the pity of thy thoughts,

Thy pen fnall make us wife 2

The fallies of whofe youthful wit

Could pierce the Britilh fogs with lights

Place our true intereft* in our fight,

And open half our eyes,

* Th Intireji ofEngland^ ^^rltten ly L S. Bfy;
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To M». WILLIAM NOKES.

Friendjhip.

I702i

I.

FRIENDSHIP, thou charmer of the mind^

Thou fweet deluding ill,

The brighteft minute mortals find.

And fharpeft hour we feel,

II.

Fate has divided all our fhares

Of plcafure and of pain
;

In love the comforts and the cares

Are naii'd and join'd again.

III.

But whilft in floods our forrow roHs,

And drops of joy are few,

This dear delight of mingling fouls

Serves bat to fwell our woe.

IV.
Oh! why fiiould blifs depart in hafte.

And friendlhip ftay to moan ?

Why the fond paflion cling fo faff^

When every joy is gone f

. V.
Y * r-er let C'lir hearts diviJ©, /

death diflblve the chain :

For love and joy were once allj^d^

And muft be join'd again.
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mumumum \\t-^'M^twmttmtumu^
To NATHANAEL GOULD, Efq;

|NOW I

SirNATHANAEL GoULD.
1704-

I.

>rT«^ I S not by fplendour, or by ftate,

X Exalted inein, or lofty gait.

My mufe takes meafure of a king :

If wealth, or height, or bulk will do.

She calls each mountain of Peru
A more majeftic thing.

Frown on me, friend, if e'er I boaft

O'er fellow-mlnds enflav*d in clay.

Or fweli when I fliall have engroft,.

A larger heap of fhining duft^

And w^ear a biggar load of earth than they.

Let the gay world falute rne loud,

My thoughts look inward, and forget

The founding names of High and Greats

The flatteries of the crowd.

IL
When Gould commands his fhips to run,

And fearch the traffic of the Tea,

His fleet overtakes the falling day,

And bears the Weftern mines away.

Or richer fpices from the fifing fun :

While the glad tenants from the fhore

Shout, and pronounce him Senator *,

Yet dill the man's the fame :

For well the happy merchant knov^s

The foul with treafure never grows.

Nor fwells with airy fame.

* Msmlcr ofparliamc7itfor a port in SiiJ[r/>^
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III.

But troft me, Gould, 'tis lawful pride.

To rife above the mean controul

Of flefli and fenfe, to which we're ty'd ;

This is ambition that becomes a foul.

We fteer our courfe up through the fkies ;

Farewel this barren land :

We ken the heavenly fnore with longing eyes.

There the dear wealth of fpirits lies,

And beckoning angels (land.

To Dr. THOMAS GIBSON.

The Life of Souls.

I.

SWIFT as the fun revolves the day
We haften to the dead

Slaves to the wind we puff away
And to the ground we tread.

'Tis air that lends us life, when firft

The vital bellows heave :

Our flefh we borrow of the duft
;

And when a mother*s care has nurft

The babe to manly fize, we muft

With ufury pay the grave.

II.

Rich juleps drawn from precious ore

Stell tend the dying flame :,

And plants, and roots, of barbarous name,
Torn from the Indian fnore.

Thus ws fupport our tott'ring flefli,

Ourclieeks refume the rofe afrefii.

When bark and fteel play well their game
To fave our fmkincr breath.

1704,
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And Gibson, with his awful power,
Refcues the poor precarious hour

From the demands of death.

III.

But art and nature, powVs and charms;^^

And drugy, and recipes, and forms,

Yield us, at lad, to greedy worms
A defpicable prey

;

I'd have a life to call my own,
That fiiall depend on Heaven alone :

Nor air, nor earth, nor fea

Mix their bafe effences with mine,

Nor claim dominion fo divins

To give me leave to Be.

IV.

Sure there's a mind within, that reigns

O'er the dull current of my veins
;

I feel the inward pulfe beat high

With vigorous immortality i

Let earth refume the flefh it gave,

And breath diflblvc amongd the winds ;

Gibson, the things that fear a grave.

That I can lofe, or you can fave,

Aie not akin to minds,

V.

We claim acquaintance with the fkies,

Upwards our fpirits hourly rife,

And there our thoughts employ

:

When Heaven fh.ill fign our grand releafe.

We are no ftrangers to the place,

The bufinefft, or the joy.
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Fal/e Greatnefs.

I.

MY L O, forbear to call him bleft.

That only boafts a large eftate.

Should all the treafures of the Weft

Meet and confpire to make him great.

I know thy better thoughts, I know
Thy reafon can't defcend fo low.

Let a broad ftream with golden fands

Through aU his meadows roij,

He's but a wretch, with all his lands.

That wears a narrow foul.

II.

He fwells amidft his wealthy ftorct

And proudly poizing what he weighs,

In his own fcale he fondly lays

Huge heaps of fhining ore.

He fpreads the balance wide to hold

« His manors and his farms.

And cheats the beam with loads of gold

He hugs between his arms.

So might the plough-boy climb a tree,

When Crcefus mounts his throne,

And both ftand up, and fmile to fee

How long their fhadows groan.

Alas! how vain their fancies be

To think that ihapeT their own !

"^-
Thus mingled ftlll with wealth and ft«itc^

Crcefus himfelf can never know •

His true dimenfions and his weight
Are far infeiior tc their lliow.
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Were I £o tall to reach the pole,

Or grafp the ocean with my fpan,

I muft be meafur'd by my foul
3

The mind's the ftandard of the man.

To SA R I S SA.

' An E P I S T L E.

BEAR up, Sarissa, through the ruffling ftorms.

Of a vain vexing world : tread down the cares,

Thofe ragged thorns that lie acrofs the road,

Nor fpend a tear upon them, Truft the mufe,
She fmgs experienced truth : This briny dew.
This rain of eyes will make the briars grow*
We travel through a defart, and our feet

Have meafur'd a fair fpace, have left behind

A thoufand dangers, and a thoufand fnares

Well fcap'd. Adieu, ye horrors of the dark.

Ye finifh'd labours, and ye tedious toils

Of days and hours : the twinge of real fmart.

And the falfe terrors of ill-boding dreams
\'ani(}i together, be alike forgot.

For ever blended in one common grave.

Farewel, ye waxing and ye weaning moons.

That we have watch'd behind the flying clouds

On night's dark hill, or fetting or afcendlng.

Or in meridian height : then filence reign'd

O'er half the world; then ye beheld our tears.

Ye witnefs'd our complaints, our kindred groans,

(Sad harmony !) while with your beamy horns.

Or richer orb, ye fiiver'd o*er the green
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Where trode our feet, and lent a feeble ligrit

To mourners. Now ye have fulfiU'd your round,

Thefe hours are fled, farewel. Months that are gone
Are gone for ever, and have borne away
Each his own load. Our woes and forrows paft,

Mountainous woes, ftiil leiTen as they fiy

Far oiF. So billow in a O.ormy lea,

4Wave after wave (a long fucceflion) roll

* Beyond the ken of fight : the faiiors fafe

Look far a ftern till they have loft the ftoroi,

And fhout their boifterous joys. A gentler mufc
Sings thy dear fafety, and commands thy cares

To dark oblivion ; bury*d deep in night

Lofe them, Sarissa, and affift my fong.

Awake thy voice, fmg how the flender line

Of Fate's immortal NOW divides the pall

From all the future, with eternal bars

Forbidding a return. The pad temptations

No more fhall vex us ; every grief we feel

Shortens the dellin'd number ; €very pulfe

Beats a fharp moment of the pain away,

And the lall ftroke will come By fwift degrees

Time fweeps us off, and we fnall foon arrive

At life's fvveet period : O celeftiai point

That ends this mortal ftory I

But if a gllmpfe of light with flattVing ray

Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandrin^ Sre

Amidil the ftiades invite your doleful feet,

Beware the dancing meteor ; faithlefs guide.

That leads the ionefome pilgrim wide adray
To bogs, and fens, and pics, and certain death \

Should vicious pleafure take an angel -form

And at a diiUnce rife by flow degrees, '

Treacherous to v^rind herfelf iato your heart,
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Sund firra nioof : nor let the gaudy phantom
Too long allure your gaze : The juft delight

That Heaven indulges lawful, muft obey
Superiour powers ; nor tempt your thoughts too far

In fiavery to fenfe, nor fweil your hope
To dangerous fize : If ic approach your feet

And court your hand, forbid the intruding joy
To fit too near your heart ; ftill may our fouls

Claim kindred w^ith the Ikles, nor mix with duft
*

Our better-born afFevfllons ; leave the globe

A nefl: for worms, and haften to our home.

O there are gardens of th' immortal kind

That crown the heavenly Eden's rifmg hills

With beauty and with fweets ; no lurking mifchief

Dwells in the fruit, nor ferpent twines the boughs
;

The branches bend laden with life and blifs

Illpe for the tafte, but *tis a (leep afcent

:

Hold fafl: the * golden chain letdown from heav'n,

'Twill help your feet and wings ; I feel its force

Draw upwards ; faiien to the pearly gate

It guides the way unerring : Happy clue

Thro' this dark wild L *Tvvas Wifdom's noblefl: work.

All joia'd by power divine, and every link is love. i

To Mr. T. B R A D B U R Y.

Y^

Faradifc.

I.

17cQ

O U N G as I am T quit the flage.

Nor will I know th'applaufes of the age 5

* The Gcfpel.
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Farewel to growing frame. I leave below

A life not half worn out with cares,

Or agonies, or years;

I leave my country all in tears,

But Heaven demands me upwards, and I dare to go,

Arnongft ye, friends, divide and fhare

The remnant of my days,

If ye have patience, and can bear

A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all ther^ce.

II.

Hark, raj fair guardian chides my (lay.

And weaves his golden rod :

** Angel, I come ; lead on the way :"

And now byfwifc degrees

I fail aloft through azure feas.

Now tread the milky road :

Farewel, ye planets, in your fpheres
;

And as the liars are loft, a brighter fky appears.

In hafte for paradife

I (Iretch the pinions of a bolder thought
;

Scarce had I wiird, but I was pad
Dwfarts of tracklefs light, and all th' ethtrial walle.

And to the facred boarders brought

;

There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies.

Each waves :i keen fl^me as he flies.

And well defends the walls from fieges and furprize.

III.

With pleafing rev'rence I behold

The pearly portals wide unfold :

Enter, thy foul, and view the amazing fcenes^

Sit faftupon the flying mufe.
And let my ro^^ing wonder loofc

O'er all the empyreal plains.

Noon ftands eternal here ; here may thy fight

Prink in the rays of primogenial light

;

P 2
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Here breath immortaJ air :

Joy muft beat high in every vein,

Pleafure through all thy befom reign ;

The laws forbid tfee ftranger, Pain,

And banifh every care.

IV.
See how the bubbling fprings of love

Beneath the throne arife
;

The ftreams in cryftal channeh move,
Around the golden ftreets they rove.

And blefs the manfions of the upper fkies.

There a fair grove of knowledge grows,
Nor firr nor death infeds the fruit

:

Young life hangs freih on all th^ boughs.

And fprings from ev'ry root

;

Here m^y thy greedy fenfes feaft

While extafy and health attends on every tafte.

With the fair profpe61: charm 'd I ftood

;

Fearlefs I feed on the delicious fare,

And drink profafe falvation from the filver fioodj^

Nor can excefs be there.

V.

^ In facred order raag'd along

Saints new-releas'd by death

Join the bold feraph's warbling breathy

And aid th* immortal fong.

Each has a voice that tunes his firings

To mighty founds, and mighty things.

Things of everlafting weight,

Sounds, like the fofter viol, fweet.

And, like the trumpet, ftrong.

Divine attention held my foul,

I v/as all car !

Through all my pow'rs the heavenly accents roll,

I long'd and wiih'd my Bradbury there j

<* Could he but hear thefe notes, I faid,

'' His tuneful foul would never bear
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" The dull unwinding of life's tedious thread,

•* But burft the vital chords to reach the happy dead.

vr.

And now my tongue prepares to join

The harmony, and with a noble aim
Attempts th' unutterable name,

But faints, confounded by the notes divine :

Again my foul th' unequal honour fought.

Again her utmoft force fhe brought,

And bow'd beneath the burden of th'unweildy thought.

Thrice I effay'd, and fainted thrice ;

Th* immortal labour ftrain'd my feeble frame,

Broke the bright vifi-on, and difiblv'd the dream:
I funk at once and loft the fkies

:

In vain I fought the fceaes of light

Rolling abroad my longing eyes,

For all around then) ftood my curtains and the night,

StriB Religion very rare.

I.

I'
M born aloft, and leave the crowd,
I fail upon a morning cloud

Skirted with dawning gold :

Mine eyes beneath the morning day-

Command the globe with wide furvey.

Where ants in bufy millions play,

And tug and heave the mould.

II.

'< Are thefethe things, my paffion cry'J^
<^ That we call men I Are thefe ally'd

*' To the fair worlds of li^ht ?

** They have raz'd out iheir Maker's name,
•* Grav'a on their mind's with pointed fliia^

^l
In Ilrokes divinely bright.
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III.

<« Wretches ! they hate their native Ikies
;

*< If an etherial thought arife,

«* Or fpark of virtue fhlne,

*« With cruel force they damp its plumes,
*< Choke the young fire with fenfual fumes>

«« W^ith bufinefs, Juft, orvrine.

IV.
*'' Lo ! how they throng with panting breath

** The broad defcending road,
< That leads unerring down to deaths

" Nor mifs the dark abode I

Thus while I drop a tear or two
On the wild herd> a noble few
pare to ftray upward, and purfus

Th' unbeaten way to God.

V.
I meet Myrtilio mounting high,

i know his candid foul afar;

Here Dorylus and Thyrfis fly

Each like a rifing (lar,

Charin I faw and Fidea there,

I faw them help each others flight,

And blefs them as they go
;

They foar beyond my laboring fight.

And leave iheir loads of mortal care.

But not their love below.

On heav'n, their home, they fix their eyes,.

The temple of their God :

With morning incenfe up they rife

Sublime, and through the lower Ikies

Spread the perfumes abroad.

VI.

Acrofs the road a feraph flew,

«' Mark, f^iid he, that happy pair»

** Marriage helps devotion there :
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<« When kindred minds their God purfue

<< They break with double vigour through
*< The dull incumbent air.

Charm'd with the pleafure and furprize

My foul adores and fings,

« Bleft be the Pow'r that fprings their flight

«« That ftreaks their path with heavenly light,

«« That turns their love to facrifice,

** And joins their zeal for wiogs.

To Mr. C. and S. FLEETWOOD.

I-

FLEETWOODS, young and generous pair»

Defpife the joys that fools purfue ;

Bubbles are light and brittle too.

Born of the water and the air.

Try'd by a ftandard bold and juft

Honour and gold, and paint and duft ;

How vile the laft is, and as vain the firft ?

Things that the crowd call great and brave^

With me how low their value's brought^

Titles and names, and life and breath,

Slaves to the wind, and born for Jeaih ^

The fouPs the only thing we have
Worth an important thought,

II.

The foul? *tis of th* immortal kind.

Nor formed of fire, or earth, or wind, [behind.

Out-lives the mouldring corps, and leaves the globe
In limbs of clay though flie appears,

Array'd in rofy ikin, and decked with ears and eyes,

The flefh is but the foul's difguife,

There's nothing in her frame kin to thedref&flie wears j
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From all the laws of matter free,

From all we ^^t\, and all we fee,

She ftands eternally diftin6l, and muft for ever be.

III.

Rife then, my thoughts, on high.

Soar beyond all that's made to die
j

Lo ! on an awful throne

Sits the Creator and the Judge of fouls,

Whirling the planets round the poles,

Winds off our threads of life, and brings ourperiods on.

Swift the approach, and folemn is the day,

When this immortal mind
Stript of the body's coarfe array

To endlefs pain, or endlefs joy,

Muft be at once confign'd.

iV.

Think of the fands run down to wafte.

We poffefs none of all the paft,

None but the prefent is our own
;

Grace is not plac'd within our power,

'Tis but one fhort, one fnlning hour.

Bright and declining as a fetting fun,

See the white minutes wing'd with hafie-

The NOW that flies may be the laft

;

Seize the falvation ere 'tis paft,

Nor mourn the bleflrng gone :

A thought's delay is ruin here,
}

A clofing eye, a gafping breath

Shuts up the golden fcene in deaths.

And drowns you in defpair*
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To WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, Efq;

Cafimir. Lib. H, Od. 2. imitated.

^dd tegit canas ftiodo Bruma valks^ &€•

L
MARK how It fnows ! how fad the valley fills \

And the fweet groves the hoary garment wear

;

Yet the warm fun-beams bounding from the hills

Shall melt the vale away, and the young green appear,

IL
But when old age has on your temples fhed

Her filver-froft. there's no,returning fun;

Swift flies our Autumn, fvvft our Summer's fled,

When youth, and love, and Spring, and golden joys

are gone,

III.

Then cold, and Winter, and your a2:ed fnow.
Stick faft upon you ; not the rich array,

Not the green garland, nor the rofy bou^h
Shall cancel or conceah the melancholly grey.

IV.
The chafe of pleafures is not worth the pains,

While |he bright fands of heakh run wafting down}
And honour calls you from the fofter fcenes.

To fell the gaudy hour for ages of renown.

V.
'Tis but one youth, and fliort, that mortals have,
And one gold age diffolves our feeble frame;
But there's a heavenly art t' elude the grave,

Aud wi:h the heiu race imraorcul kindred claim.
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VI.
The man that has his country's facred tears

Bedewing his cold hearfe, has liv'd his day

:

Thus Elackbourn, we fliould leave oar names our
heirs

;

Old time and weaning moons fweep all the reft away.

True Monarchy.

1701.

THE rlfiDg year beheld th* imperious Gaul
Stretch his dominions, while a hundred towns

Crouch 'd to the victor : but a ftjeady foul ,

Stands firm on its own bafe, and reigns as wide, •
As abfolute ; and fways ten thoufand flaves,

Lufts and wide fancies with a fover^n hand.

We are a little kingdom; but the man
That chains his rebel Will to Reafon's throne,

Forms it a large one, whilft his royal mind
Makes heaven its council, from the rolls above

Draws its own ftatutes, and with joy obeys.

'Tis not a troop of well-appointed guards

Create a monarch, nor a purple robe

Dy*d in the people's blood, not all the crowns

Or dazling tiars that bend about the head,

Though gilt with fun-beams and fet round with ftars,

A monarch he that conquers all his fears.

And treads upon them ; when he (lands alone,

Makes his own camp ; four guardian virtues waic

His nightly flambers, and fecure his dreams.

Now dawns the light ; he ranges all his thougat^^

In fquare battalions, bold to meet th' attacks

Of time and chance, himfelf a numVoushoft^,



Sacred to Devotion, drr. 179

AH eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day,

Firm as a rock, and movelefs as the centre.

In vain the harlot, Pleafure, fpreads her charms.

To luH his thoughts in Luxury's fair lap.

To fenfual eafe, (the bane of little kings,

Monarchs whofe waxen images of fouls

Are moulded into foftnefs) ftill his mind
Wears its own fliape, nor can the heavenly form
Stoop to be modell'd by the wild decrees

Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd.

He lives above the crowd, ncr hears the noife

Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the fhouts

Of popular applaufe, that empty found ;

Nor feels the flying arrows of reproach,

Or fpiceor envy. In himfelf fecure,

Wifdom his tower, and confcience is his fhield.

His peace all inward, and his joys his own.

Now my ambition fwells, my wifhes foar.

This be my kingdom : fit above the globe

My rifing fou!, and drefs thyfelf around
And fhine in virtue's armour, climb the height

Of Wifdom's lofty caftle, there refide

Safe from the fmiling and the frowning world.

Yet once a day drop down a gentle lool;

On the great mole-hill, end with g^tying eye

Survey the bufy emmets round the heap,

Crouding and buftling in a thoufand forms
Of ftrife and toil, to purchafe wealth and fame,
A bubble or a duft : then call my thoughts
Up to thyfelf to feed on joys unknown.
Rich without gold, and great without renown.
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True Courage.

HONOUR demands my fong. Forget the ground.
My generous mufe, and fit among the ftars I

Ther^ fing the foul, that, confcious of her birth.

Lives like a native of the vital world,

Amongft her dying clods, and bears her ftate

Jufl to herfelf : how nobly ilie maintains

Her character, fuperior to the flefh,

She weilds her paflion like her limbs, and knows
The brutal powers were only born t*obey.

This IS the man whom ftorms could never make
Meanly complain ; nor can a flattVing gale

Make him talir'proudly : he hath no defire

To read his fecret fate
; yet unconcern'd

And calm could meec his unborn deftiny.

In all its charming, or its frightful ftiapes.

He that unfhrlnkmg, and without a groan.

Bears the firft wound, may finifh all the war
With mere courageous filence, and come off

Conqueror : for the man that well conceals

The heavy ftrokes ofrfate, he bears *em well.

He, though th' Atlantic and the Midland feas

With adverfe furges meet, and rife on high

Sufpended *twixt the winds, then rufli amain

Mingled with flames upon his fingle heacj.

And clouds, and (lars, and thunder, firm he ftands.

Secure of his be ft life 5 unhurt, unmov'd:

And drops his lower nature, born for death.

Then from the lofty caftle of his mind

Sublime looks dov/n, exulting, and furveys

The ruins of creuion; ( Souls alo?ie
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jire heirs ofdying ivorlds; J a piercing glance

Shoots upward from between his clofmg lids.

To reach his birth-place, and, without a figh.

He bids his battered flelh lie gently down
Amon^ft his native rubbifh ; whilft the i'pirit

Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted gueft

Of the third heaven, th'tinruinabie fky.

Thither, When Fate has brought our willing fouls,

No matter whether 'twas a fnarp difeafe,

Or a iharp fword that help'd the travellers on,

And pulh*d us to our home. Bear up, my friend.

Serenely, and break through the ftormy brine

With fteady prow ; know, we fhall once arrive

At the fair haven of eternal biifs.

To which we ever (leer ; whether as kings

Of wide command, we've fpread the fpacious fea,

With a broad painted fleet, or row'd along

In a thin cock-boat with a little oar.

There let my native plank fliift me to land

And I'll be happy: Thus I leap afhore

Joyful and fearicfs on th* immortal coaft,

Since all I leave is mortal, and it mull be loft.

To the much Honoured

Mr. T H M A S \r JV E,

The DireiTlor of my Youthful Studies.

Free PhilGfcphy.

I.

CUSTOM, that tyrannefs of foolc.

That leads the learned round the f':hcor,
la magic chains of forms and rules !

My genius ftoimsher throne:
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No more, ye flaves, with awe profound
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round;
Loofe hanJs, and quit th' inchanted ground:

Knowledge invites us each alone.

II.

I hate thefe fhackles of the mind
Forg'd by the haughty wife;

iSouls were not born to be confin'd,

And led, like Sampfon, blind and bound
;

But when his native firength he found
He well aveng'd his eyes.

I love thy gentle influence, Rowe,
Thy gentle influence like the fun,

Only diflblves the frozen fnow,

Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow,

/ind chufcthe channels where they run,

III.

Thoughts fhould be free as fire or wind
;

The pinions of a fingle mind
Will through all nature fly:

But who can drag up to the poles

Long fetter'd ranks of leaden fouls ?

A genius which no chain controuls

Roves with delight, or deep, or high:

Swift I furvey the globe around,

Dive to the centre, through the folid ground.

Or travel o'er the fl^y.

To the Reverend,

Uv. B E N N I ROWE.
The Way of the Multitude.

R
I.

O W E, if we make the crowd our guide.

Through life's uncertain road,
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Mean is the chafe ; and wandering wide

We mifs th' immortal Good :

Yet ifmy thoughts could be confin'd

To follow any leader-mind,

I'd mark thy fteps, and tread the fame

:

Dreft in thy notions I'd appear

Not like a foul of mortal frame,

Nor with a vulvar air.

ir.

Men live at random and by chance,

Bright reafon never leads the dance
;

Whilft In the bread and beaten way,

O'er dales and hills, from truth we ftray.

To ruin we defcend, to ruin we advance.

Wifdom retires; Ihe hates the crowd.
And with a decent fcorn

Aloof fhe climbs her ftcepy feat,

Where nor the grave nor giddy feet.

Of the learn'd vulgar or the rude.

Have e'er a paffageworn.

III.

Mere hazard firft began the track,

Where Cuftom leads her thoufands blind.

In willing chains and flrong ;

There's fcarce one bold, one noble mind.
Dares tread the fatal error back

;

But hand in hand ourftlves we bind

And drag the age along.

IV.
Mortals, a favage herd, and loud
As billows on a noify flood

In rapid order roll :

Example makes the mifchief good,
With jocund heel we beat the road,

Unheedful of the Goal.

Me let * Ithuriel's friendly wing

* Ithuriel is tb: name ofan angel in Milton's Par. L^jl*

0.2



i84 LYRIC POEMS, Book II.

Snatch from the crowd, and bear fublime

To Wifdom's Jofty tower,

Thence tofurvey that wretched thing,

Mankind; and in exalted rhime

Blefs the delivering Power.

§§#§§###§§§§§###*#§§#§ #§#
To the Reverend

Ml. JOHN HOWE.
J704.

.

I.

/^^ RE AT Man, permit the mufe to climb

vJT And feat her at thy feet,

Bid her attempt a thought fublime.

And confecraceher wit.

I fesi, I feel ih' aitradive force

Of thy fupcrior foul :

My chariot flies her upward courfe.

The wheels divinely roll.

Now let me chide the mean affairs,

And mighty toil of men :

Kow they grow grey in trifling cares.

Or wafle the motions of the fpheres,
|

Upon delights as vain!

II.

A puiTof honour Rlls the mind,

And yellow dufl is foiid good ;

l^hus like the afs of fuvage kind,

We fnufF the breezes of the wind.

Or (leal the ferpent's food.

Could all the choirs

That charm the poles

But (Irike one doleful found,

'Twould be empioy'd to mourn our fou?5,

Souls that w.re fram'd of fprighr.ly fires,

In floods of follv drown'd.
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Souls made of glory feek a brutal joy ;

How they dil'claim their heavenly birth,

Melt their bright fubft^nce down with d? ofiy earth.

And hate to be refin'd from that impure alloy.

in.

Oft has thy genius rous'd Ui hence

With elevated fong,

Bid us renounce this world of fcnfe.

Bid us divide th* immortal prize

With the feraphic throns;

:

<< Knowledge and love makes fpirits bleft,

** Knowledge their food, and love their reS;

But flelh, th' unman^igeable beaft,

Renits the pity of thine eyes,

And mufic of thy tongue.

Then let the worms of groveling mind,

Round the fbort joys of earthly kind,

In refllefs windings roam
;

Howe hath an ample orb of foul.

Where fhining worlds of knowledge roll.

Where love the centre of the pole

Completes the heaven at home.

The Dijappointmcnt and Rdief.

i:

VIRTUE, permit my fancy to impofe
Upon my better powVs; ^

She cads fweet fallacies on half our woes.
And gilds the gloomy hours.

How could we bear this tedious round
Of weaning moons and rolling years,

'Of flaming hopes, and chilling fears.

If (where no fovereign cure appears)

No opiates could be found.

Q.3
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ir.

Love, the moft cordial ftream that flows,

Js a deceitful good :

Young Doris who nor guilt nor danger knows,.

On the green margin ftood,

Pleas'd with the golden hubbies as they rofe.

And with more golden fands her fancy pav*d the floods

Then fond to be entirely blePe,

And tempted by a faithlefs youth>

As void of goodnefs as of truth, '|

She plunges in with heedlefs hafte^

And rears the nether mud :

Darknefs and uaufeous dregs arife

O'er thy fair current, love, with large fupplies^

Of pain to teize the heart, and forrow for the ey€i»

The golden blifs that charm'd her fight

Is dafli'il, and drown'd, and loft :

A fpark of glimmering ftreak at moft.

Shines here and there, amid ft the night,
\

Amidft the turbed waves, and gives a faint delighr. )

III.

Recovered from the fid furprize^ |

Doris awakes at la ft, \

Grown by the difappointnicnt wife
;

iflad manages with art th' unlucky caft ;

Y^Thei'i the iowring frown fne fples

On lier haughty tyrant's brow,.

With humble love (he meets his wrathful eyes,

And makes her fovereign beauty bow: ,;

Cheurfui Ihe fmile3. upon her griziy form
;

So fliines the fetting fun on adverfe ikies,

And paints a rainbow on the ilorm.

Anon (he lets the fullen humour fpend.

And with a virtuous book, or friend.

Beguiles th' uneafy hours

;

' Well coioviiipg eve^w crofs Ihe mests^
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With heart ferene ftie fleeps and eats,

Shefpreads her board with fancy'd fweets.

And ftrows her bed with fiowr's.

The Hero^ School of Morality,

T HERON, amcngfl; h\s travels, fou:

A broken i'tatue on the ground;

And fearch logonward as he went

rie trac'daruin'd monument.
Mould, ,mols, and (hades had overgrown

The fculpture of the crumbling- ilone,

Yet ere he paft, with much ado,

lleguefa'd, and fpcll'd out, Sci-pi-o.

" Enough, he cry^d ; Til drudge no mofi
** In toning the dull Stoics o'er

;

** Let pedanis wal^e their hours of eafe

*< To fweet all nighc at Socrates;
** And feed their boys with no'es and rulcs^

** Thofe tedious recipes oF fchooi",
•^* To cure aaabilion : I can learn
*' With greater eafe the great concern
•' Of mortals ; how we may defpile

•* All the gay things beJov/ the ikiss^

'* Methinks a mouldring pjranoid
** Says all that ihe old fages f.ud

;

*' For m€ thefe fhatter*d tombs contain
** More morals than the Vatican.
*' The dull of heroes cad abroad,

^' And kicked, and trampled in the road^
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** The relicks of a lofty mind,
** That lately wars and crowns defign'd,
•« Tofs'd for a j eft from wind to wind>
*« Bid me be humble and forbear
«< Tall monuments of fame to rear,

«* They are but caftles in the air,

<f The tow'ring heights, and frightful falls,

«< The ruin'd heaps, and funerals,

<« Of fmoaking kingdoms and their kings,

« Tell me a thoufand mournful things
•« In melancholly filence. -

.

«<

•* That living could not bear to fee

*< An equal, now lies torn and dead;
*« Here his pale trunk, and there his head;
«< Great Pompey ! while I meditate,
•* With folemn horror, thy fad fate,

** Thy carcafe, fc^tter*d on the fhore
*« Without a name, inltru<fls no more
«< Than my whole library belore.

<< Lieftill, my Plutarch, then, and fleep,

«* And my good Seneca may keep
" Your volumes clos'd for ever to

<« 1 have no further ufe for you :

»* For when I feel my virtue fail,

«' And my ambitious thoughts prevail,

<< ril take a turn among the tombs,
«< And fee whereto ail glory comes

:

•* There the vile foot of every clown
«« Tramples the fons of honour down*
*« Beggars with awful afhes fport,

<< And tread the C^fars in the dirt/'

He
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Freedom.
'1697;

I.

TEMPT me no more. My foul can ne'er comport
With the gay flaveries of a court

:

I've an averfion to thofe charms,

And hug dear liberty in both mine arms.

Go, vaflal -fouls ;
go, cring and wait.

And dance attendance at Konorio's gate.

Then run in troops before him to compofe his Rate ;

Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ftand ;

Yoa're but the fliadows of a man.
Bend when he fpeaks ; and kifs the ground :

Go, catch th' impertinence of found ;

Adore the follies of the great

;

Wait till he fmiles : But jo, the idol frown'd.

And drove them to their fate. ^

II.

Thus bafe-born minds : but as for me,
I can and v/ili be free :

Like a ftrong mountain, or feme (lately tree.

My foa! grows firm upright.

And as I ftand, and as I go,

It keeps my body fo ;

No, I can never part with my creation-right.

Let flaves and ailes ftoop and bow,
I cannot make thii iron knee

Bend to a meaner power than that which form'u It freC;

III. ,

Thus my bold harp profufely play'd

Pindarical ; then on a branchy fnade

1 hung my harp aloft, myfelf beneath it lild.

Nature that liiien'd to my ftrain,

Riafum'd the theme, and aded it again.
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Sudden rofe a whirling wind
Swelling like Honorio proud,
Around the ftraws and feathers crowd.

Types of a flavifli mind
;

Upwards the ftormy forces rife,

The dull flies up and climbs the {kies,

And as the tempeft fell th* obedient vapours funk
;

Agiiin it roars with bellowing found,

Then meaner plants that grow around,
The willow, and the afp, trem bled and kifs'd the ground 5

Hard by there flood an iron trunk

Of an old oak, and all the tlorm defy*d
;

Iq vain the wind's their forces try'd,

In vain they roar'd ; the iron oak
Bow'd only to the heavenly thunder's ftroke.

^ v^CJ)QGC3QQQQQQ6QQGG<a)GQ^S)©^

On Mr. L O C K E's Annotations upon feveral Parts

of the New Testament, left behind him at his
^

Death.

I.

THUS reafon learns, by flow degrees,

What faith reveals ; but ftiU complains

Of intellef^ual pains,

And darknefs from the too exuberant light.

The blaze of thofe bright rayfteries

Pour'd all at once on Nature's eyes

Offend and cloud her feeble fight.

II.

Reafon could fcarce fuftain to fee

The almighty One, th' eternal Three,

Or bear the infant Deity ;

Scarce could her pride defcend to own
Her Maker Hooping from his throne,

And dreft ia glories fo .unknown.
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C

A ranfomM world, a bleeding God,
And Heav'n appeas'd with flowing blood.

Were themes too painful to be underftood.

III.

Faith, thou bright cherub, fpeak, and fay

Did ever mind of mortal race

Coft thee more toil, or larger grace,

To melt and bend it to obey.

*Twas hard to make fo rich a foul fubmit,

And lay her fhining honours at thy fovereign feet,

I

^^•
' Sifter of Faith, fair Charity, «

Shew me the wondrous man on high,

Tell how he fees the Godhead Three in One ;

The bright conviction fills his eye,

i
His nobleft powers in deep proftration lie

I At the myfterious throne.
' «* Forgive, he cries, ye faints below,

** The wav'ring of the cold affent

«« I gave to themes divinely true
;

* Can you admit the blefTed report ?

*« Eternal darknefs vails the lines

*' Of that unhappy book,
*' Where glimmering reafon v;ith falfe luflre HiinSSf

«< Where the mere mortal pen miftook
«* What the ceieftial meant !

"

Sef Mr, Locke's Annotations on Rom. iii. 25. atid

Paraphrafe on Rom. ix. 5. 'which has inclined fome rca^

ders to doubt whether he believed the Deity and Satifjac

iion of CwKi ST. Thereforey in the fourth Stanza% I
invoke Q\iAx\\\ J thaty by her help, 1 may find hint out Ir:

heaven^ ftnce his notes on 2 Cor. v. ult. andfome other

places^ give me reafj/i to believe he ivas no Socinivtn,

though he has darkened the glory of the gofpcl^ and dehaf"

edChriJtianftyy in the hook nvhich he calls //^c* Rcufon-

abkncfs c^'^/V, andin fome of his oth<ir^\)orks.
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True Riches.

I
A M not concerned to know
What to-morrow fate will do :

'Tis enough that I can fay,

I've pofFeft myfelf to-day :

Then if haply midnight death

Sieze my iiefli, and ftop my breath,

Yet to-morrow I Ihall be

Heir to the beft part of me.

Gliitering ftones, and golden things,

Wealth and honours that have wings,

Ever fluttering to be gone
I could never call my own :

R.iches that the world beftows, -

Sh: can take, and I can lofe
;

>-r^ c\e treafures that are mine
^ Je afar beyOnd her line.

When I view my fpacious foul,

And furvey myfelf awhoie,

/\r.^ p;i?oy myfelf alone,

a' j;doai of my own.

i vc a iTiighty part wiihin

That the world halh never feen,

Kich as Edeti'S happy d.

And with my choicer p-enry crownd.

Here on 'ail the {iiiaiiv; houghs

Knowledge fair and ufelefi> grows
;

On the fan;^,e young flowVy- tree

All thcfeafbn; vou my fee;
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Notions In the bloom of light

Juft difclofing to the fight

;

Here are thoughts of larger growth,
Rep'ning into folid truth;

Fruits refined, of noble tafte ;

Seraphs feed on fuch repaft.

Here in a green and (hady grove.

Streams of pleafure mix with Iotc :

There beneath the fmiling (kies

Hills of contemplation rife-

Now upon fome fhining top

Angels light and call me up
;

I rejoice to raife my feet,

Both rejoice when there we meet.

There are endlefs beauties more
Earth has no refsmblance for :

Nothing like them round the pole

;

Nothing can defcribe the foul :

Tis a region half unknown,
T^at has treafures of its own.
More remote from public view
Than the bowels of Peru ;

Broader 'tis, and brighter far.

Than the golden Indies are :

Ships that trace the watry ftagc

Cannot coaft it in an age

:

Harts, or horfes, ftrong and fleet,

Had they wings to help their feet.

Could they run it half way o'er.

In ten thoufcind days and more.

? aiiy wandring mind,
.

1 3 too much c«yifin'd,

R ikts her daily tours,

C wd the narrow fhocs,

R
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Narrow fliores of flefh and fenfe,
\

Picking fhells and peebles thence ;

Or fhe fits at Fancy's door,

Calling iliapes and fhadows to her.

Foreign vifits ftili receiving.

And t* herfelf a ftranger living.

Never, never would ftie buy-

Indian duft, or Tyrian dye,

Never trade abroad for more,

If Ihe faw her native ftore
;

If her native v7orth were known
She might ever live alone.

^!l§ll-^ll§ii^lj§ll^Bli^-^§^^li§li^ii§ll^

The Advmtiirous Mufe.

I.

URANIA takes her morning flight

With an initabJe v^ing :

Through rifmg deludges of dawing light

She cleaves her wondrous way,
She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day,

Nor * Rapin gives her rules to ^y^ ^^^ f Purcell notes

to fing.

II. ..-^^

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears [fand,

"Where lie the pointed rocks, or where th' ingulping
Climbing the liquid mountains of the ilzies,

^,

She meets defcending angels as Ihe i^i !j,

yiov afl^s them where the country :i._\.

Or where the fea-raark /lands.

Touched with an empyreal v ly

3 he fpiings unerring, upward to eternal day.

Spreads her v/hite fails aloft, and fteers,>

With bold and fufe attempt, to the celeftial lanl

1

^ ^-^ Frcnd: critic^ f A'i Englijh 7}Jcijier 0:
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III,

Whilft little feiflFs along the mortal ftiores,

With humble toil in order creep,

Coafting in fight of one another's oars,

Nor venture through the boundlefs d^t^.

Such low pretending fouls are they

Who dwell inclos'J in foiid orbs of ikuU •

Ploding along their fober way,

The fnall o'ertakes them in their wildeft play,

While the poor labourers fweat to be corredly dull.

IV.

Give me the chariot whofe diviner wheels

Mark their own rout, and unconfin'd

Bound o'er the everUfting hills,

And lofe the clouds below, and leave the ftars behind
;

Give me the mufe whofe generous force,

Impatient of the reins,

Purfues an nnattempted courfe.

Breaks all the critics iron chains,

And bears to paradife the raptur'd mind.

V.

There Milton dwells : the mortal fung
Themes not prtfum'd by any mortal tongue ;

New terrors, or new glories, (liine

In every page, and flying fcenes divine

Surprize the wondering fenfe, and draw our fouls along.

Behold the mufe fent out t' explore

The unapparent deep where waves and Chaos rore,

And realms of light unknown before.

She trace'd a glorious path unknown.
Thro' fields of heavenly war, and feraphs overthrows,

Where his adventurous genius Ud :

Sovereign fhe fram'd a model of her own.
Nor thaukM the iiving nor the dead.

The noble heater of degenerate rhime
^^hno^' off the chains, and built his verfe fublime,

A Hi nuiuen: ^oo ^igh for coupled founds to cliu>b.

R 2
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He mourn'd the garden loft below

;

(Earth is the fcene for tuneful woe)
Now blifs beats high in all his veins.

Now the loft Eden he regains.

Keeps his new air, and triumphs in unrlvaPd ftr^ins.

VI.
Imaiortal Bard ! Thus thy own Raphael fings*,

And knows no rule but native fire :

All heaven fits filent, while to his fovereign ftrings

He talks unutterable things ;

With graces infinite his untaught fingers rove

Acrofs the golden lyre :

From every note devotion fprings.

Rupture, and harmony, and love,

O'erfpread the lift'ning choir.

ToMr.NICHOLAS CLARK. 1

27?^ Complaint.

I.

5 r j"i WAS in a vale where ofiers grow

JL By murm'ring ftreams we told our woe,

And mingled all our cares :

Friendfhip fat pleas'd in both our eyes, ,.

In both the weeping dews arlfe,

And drop alternate tears.

The vigorous monarch of the day.

Now mounting halt his morning way.

Shone with a fainter bright;

Still fickning, and decaying ftill.

Dimly he wander'd up the hill.

With his expiring light.
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III.

In dark ecHpfe his chariot roll'd,

The queen of night obfcur*d his gold

Behind her fable wheels
;

Nature grew fad to lofe the day.

The flow'ry vales in morning lay,

Iq morning flood the hills.

IV.

Such are our forrows, Clarx, I cry'd,

Clouds of the brain grow black, and hide

Our dark'ned fouls behind
;

In the young morning of our years

Diftempering fogs have climb'd the fpheres,

And chock the iabVing mind.

V.

Lo, the gay planet rears his head,

And overlooks the lofty fhade,

New-bright*ning all the ikies :

But fay, dear partner of my moan,
When will our long eclipfe be gone.

Or when our funs arife i

VI.

In vain are potent herbs apply'd,

Harmonious founJs in vain have try'd

To make the darknefs fly :

But drugs would raife the dead as foon>

Or clatt ring brafs relieve the moon.
When fainting in the iky.

VII.

Some friendly fpirit from above,

Born of the light ^nd nurft with Jove,

AiTift our feeble fires :

Force thefe invading glooms away ;

Souls fnould be fecn quite through their ciay,

Bright as your heav'nly choirs.

R 3
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VIII.

But if the fogs mud damp the flame,

Gently, kind death, diffolve our fraoie,

Releafe the prifoner-mind :

Our fouls fiiall mount, at thy difcharge,

To their bright fource, and fhine at large

Nor clouded nor confin'd.

The AJJli^ions of a Friend.

L

NoW let my cares all bury'd Ke,

My griefs for ever dumb :

Your forrows fwell my heart fo high,
I

Th«y leave my own no room. I

"•
"i

Sicknefs and paljas are quke forgo t>

The fpjeen itfelf is gone ;

Plung'd in your woes I feel them not.

Or feel them all in one,

III.

Infinite grief puts fenfe to flight.

And all the foul invades : ,>j|

So the broad gloom of fpreading a^igLt

Devours the evening ihades.

IV.

Thus am I born to be unbleft !

This fympathy of woe
Drives my own tyrants from my breaft

T/ admit a foreign foe

V.
Sorrov/s In long fucceffion reign

;

Their iron road 1 feel :

Trindlhip has only chang'd' the chaln^.

But Tm the pris'ntr iliil.
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why was this life for mifery made i

Or why drawn oat fo long ?

Is there no room amongft the dead ?

Or is a wretch too young.

VIL
Move fafter on great Nature's wheel, :

Be kind, ye rolling powers,

Hurl my days headlong down the hill i

With undiflinguiih'd hours.

viir.

Be dufky all my rifing funs,

Nor fmile upon a Have :

Darknefs, and death, make hafte at once

To hide me in the grave.

Tk^ Reverfc : Or^ The Comforts ofa Friend.

I.

THUS Nature tun'd her mournful tongue^

Till grace lift up her head,

ReversM the furrow and the fong>

And fmiling thus fhe faic :

n.
Were kindred fpirits born for cares i

Muft every grrcf be mine ?

Is thereafympathyln tears.

Yet joys refufe to join ?

iir.

Forbid it, Heaven, and raife my lore^

And make our joys the fame

:

So biifa and friend (hip join*d above

M:i aa immorCai frame*
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IV.
Sorrows are loftin vaS: delight

That brightens all the foul,

As deluges of dawning light

Overwhelm the du&y pole.

V.
Pleafures in long fucceflion reign.

And all my powers employ ;

Friendfhip but fhifts the plealing fcens,

And frelh repeats the joy,

VI.
Life has a foft and filver thread,

Nor is it drawn too long;

Yet when my vafter hopes perfuade,

I'm willing to be gone,

VII.

Fail as ye pleafe roll down the hill.

And halle away my years
;

Of I can wait my Father's will,

And dwell beneath th^ fpheres.

VI!I.

Rife glorious, ever future fun,

Gild all my following days, >

But make the lad dear moment known
By well dillinguiih'd rayB,

To the Right Honourable

JOHN Lord CUTS.
At the Siege

of Namim

o

The Hardy Soldier.

I.

WHY IS man fo thoughtlefs grown !

<* Why guilty fouls in hafte todl* ?



Sacred to Virtue, 6f. 2ci

Vent'ring the leap to t' worlds unknown,
Heedlefs to arms and blood they fly.

II.

Are lives but worth a foldier's pay ?

Why will ye join fuch wide extremes,

And fcake immortal fouls, in play

At defperate chance, and bloody games ?

III.

Valour's a nobler turn of thought,

Whofe pardon'd guilt forbids her fears;

Calmly (he meets the deadly fhoc ; ',

Secure of life above the ftars.

IV.

But Frenzy dares eternal Fate,

And fpurr'd with honour's airy dreams^

Flies to attack th* infernal gate,

And force a pallage to the flames.

Thus hovering o'er Namuria's plains,

Sung heav'niy love in Gabriel's form :

Young Thraso left the moving ftrains.

And vow'd to pray before the ftorm.

VI.

Anon the thundering trumpet calls
;

Vqv:s are but nijind^ the hero cries ;

Then fwears by Heav'n, and fcales the w^lls,

Drops in the ditch, defpairs and dies.

Burning feveral^Poems c/Ovid, Martial,

Oldham, Drydcn, 6'^.

I

J 70S.

I.

j L' DG S the mufe of lewd deare

;

H:r foils to siarkacfs, and her wcrki tc ^ "
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In vain the flatteries of caeir v?ic

Now with a melting llraiii, now with aa heavenly fli{!;ht>

Would tempt mv virtue to approve
Thole gaady tiaders of a iawlefs Jove.

So harlots drefs : They can appear
Sweet, inodeft, cool, divinely i^ir.

To charm a Cato's eye ; but all within.

Sren:h, impudence and fire, and ugiv raging Ga.

II.

Die, Flora ; die in endiefs fhame.

Thou proilitute ct blackeft fame,

Stript of thy {^lK^ array.

Ovid, and all ye wilder pens

Of modern lutl, who gild our fcenes,

Foifon the Bridih ftsge, and paint damnation gay,

Attend your miftrefs to the dead
3

\Yi.en Flora dies, her imps Aouid wait upon her Giadc.

• Strephon, of noble blood and mind,
(For ever Ihine his name

!

)

As death approach'd, his foul reSa'd,

And gave his locier fonnfts to the 5a^cne.

•' Burn, bum, he cry'd with facred rage,
'* Hell is the due of every page,

*« Hell be the f.ite. (But, O indulgent Heaven !

* So vile the mufe, and yet the man fcrgiv'n !)

Burn on my fongs; For not the filver Thames,
*• K-- '^-

'~er with his yellow dreams
•' I: ii currents rolling to the main,
•* Can c*er delate the pcifon, or wafe out the ftain^"

S" " '
' ^y divine cccnmand,

F. .:.— -::e leprous houfe to ftand.

When deep the fatal fpot was grown.

Break do^n the timber^ and dig np tbejionc*

» Earl of :
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To Mrs. B. B E N D I S K
Againjl Tears.

1699.
L

]% T A D A M, perfuade me tears arc good
\y X_ To wafii our moral cares awaj;
Theie eyes fhall weep afodden flood»

And ftream into a hv'mj fea.

IL
Or if thefc orbs are hard zafirj^
(Thele orbs that never ufe to rain)

Some ftar direcl me where to buy
One fovereign drop for ail mv paia.

Ill,

Were both the golden Indies mine,

I*d give both Indies for a tear

:

I^d barter all bnt what's divine;

Kor {haU I chink the bargain dear.

IV. ^
i^nt tears, aJas! are trifling thin^i,

They rather leed than heal our v^oe ;

From trickling eves new forrow fprings.

As weeds in rainy feafons grow.

. V.
Thus wcepinr urges weeping on;
Ir vain our :s hope relief,

;•.:!'"" '. ^^ ^^er down»
..is vji erief.

VI.
ftaid.

ar things were never made
: a fuperior race.
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VIL
If 'tis a rugged path you go,

And thoufand foes your fteps furround.
Tread the thorns down, charge through the foe

:

The hardeft fight is higheft crown'd.

Fenv Happy Matches.

Aug. 1 701.
I.

SAY, mighty love, and teach my fong.

To whom my fweetell joys belong,

And who the happy pairs,

Whofe yielding hearts, and joining hands,

Find bleflings twifted with their bands.

To foften all their cares.

II.

Not the wild herd of nymphs and fwains,

That thoughtlefs fly into the chains,

As cuftom leads the way:

If there be bllfs without defign,

Ivies n.aiJ oaks may grow and twine,

And be as bleft as they.

III.

Not fordid fouls of earthly mould
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold

To dull cnabraces move :

So two rich mountai-:i of Peru

May rufli to wealthy marriage Loo,

And make a world oi love.

IV. >

Not the mad tribe that hell infpires

With wanton flames : thofe raging fires

The purer bllfs deftroy ;
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On ^tna*s top let Furies wed.

And Iheets of lightning drefs the bed

T' improve the burning joy.

V.
Not the dull pairs, whofe marble forms.

None of the melting paffions warms.
Can mingle hearts and hands :

Logs of green wood, that quench the coals^

Are married juft like Stoic fouls.

With ofiers for their bands.

VI.

Not minds of melancholly ftrain,

Still filent, OT that ftill complain.

Can the dear bondage blefs :

As well may heavenly comforts fpring

From two old lutes, wnth ne'er a firing*

Or none befide the bafs.

VII.

Nor can the foft enchantments hold
Two jarring fouls of angry mould,
The rugged and the keen :

Sampfon's young foxes might as well

In bonds of chearful wedlock dwell.

With fire-brands ty*d between.

viir.

Nor let the cruel fetterr bind
A gentle to a favage mind; ,^.-

for love abhors the fight

:

• -^

Loofe the fierce tyger from the dear,
*

For native rage and native fear

Rife and forbid delight.

IX.
Tvvo kinded fouls aloiie muft meet,

'Tis fricndihip makes the bondage fwcet,

Av^i feeds their mutual loves ;

Bright Venus on her rolling throne
'\s ura-rn by gentleft birds alone,

*

1 Cupids yoke the doves.

S
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To DAVID POLHILL, Efq;

An E P I S T L E.

Decemb* 1 702.
I.

LET ufclefs fouls to woods retreat;

Pole HILL fliould leave a country feat

"When virtue bids him dare be great.

II.

Nor Kent *, nor SafTex *, fnould have charms,
While liberty, with loud alarms.

Calls you to counfels and to arms,

III.

Lewis, by fawning flaves ador'd,

Bids you receive a f bafe-born Lord

;

Awake your cares ! awake your fword !

IV.

Faiflions amongft the \ Britons rife.

And warring tongues, and wild furmifea

And burning zeal without her eyes.

V.
A vote decides the blind debate ;

Rcfolv'd, 'T/V of diviner 'weighty

Tofavs the fteephy than the Jiate^

VI.

The ;| bold Machine is form'd and join'd

To (Iretch the confcience, and to bind

The native freedom of the mind.
VII.

Your grandfire fhades, with jealous eye,

Frown down to fee their oifspring lie

Carelefs, and let their country die.

* His country feat and dnuelling, \ Th^ Preten^^

der^ proclaimed king in France^ X ^hs parliaincn

\ The bill againji occafional conformity^ 1702.
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VIII.

If * Trevia fear to let you (land

Againft the Gaul, with fpear in hand.

At leaft f Petition for the land.

The celebrated ViSlory of the PoleSy ever Of-

man the Turktfjo Emperor^ in theDacian

battle.

Tranjlatedfrom Cajlmlre. Book VI. Ode 4, ^ith

large Additions^

GA DOR the old, the wealthy and the ftrong,

Chearful in years (nor of the heroic niufe

Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair poffeilions

Where flows the fruitful Danube; Seventy fpriags

Smird on his feed, and feventy harveft-moons
Fiil'd his wide granaries with autumnal joy:

Still he refum'd the toll : and fame reports.

While he broke up new ground, and tir'd his plough
In gra/Ty furrows, the torn earth oifclos'd

Helmets, and fwords (bright furniture of war
Sleeping in ruft) and heaps of mighty bones.

The fun defcending to the Weftern deep
Bid him lie down and reft; he loos'd the yoke,

Yet held his wearied oxen from their food
With charming numbers, and uncommon fong.

Go, fellow- labourer's, you may rove fecurc»

Or feed befide me : lafte the greens and bov;s

S 2

Mrs. Polh'tll ofilmfamily ofthe lord Trevor.

f Mr Polhill tivajfffie of ihcfefive zealotu gefitlfffien

m}ho prefented thefamous Kentijh petition to parliavunt,

in the re'rgn cf king JVilliam, to hafen their fuppliet ir.

irder to /uppert the kijjg in his nfjar *w:th France.
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That you have long forgot ; crop the fweet herb,
And graze in fafeiy, whiJe the vi(5tor-Pole

JLeans on his fpear, and breathes
;
yet ftill his eye

Jealous and fierce. How large, old foldier, fay.

How fair a harvcft of the flaughter'd Turks
iStrew'd the Moldavian fields f What mighty piies
Of vaft deflrudion, and of Thracian dead
Fill and amaze my eyes ? broad bucklets Wq
(A vaindefence) fpread o*er the pathlefs hills,

And coats of fcaly fteel, and hard habergeon,
Deep-bruis'd and empty of Mahometan limbs.

This dic; fl^-'ce Saracen wore, (for when a boy,
I was a r and remind their drefs :)

Here the l^ownians dreadful march'd alone:

xii auguft port, and regular array.

Led on to conquefl : Here the Turkifli chief

Prefumptuous trod, and in rude order ranged

His long battalions, while his populous towns
Pour'd out frefh troops perpetual, dreft in arms.
Horrent in mail, and gay in fpangled pride.

O the dire image of the bloody fight

Thefe eyes have feen, when the capacious plam
Was throng d with Dacian fpears • when polifh'd helnas

And convex gold blaz'd thick againft the fun

Reftoring all his beams ! but frowning war
All gloomy, like a gathered tempeft, flood

Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall.

The florm of miffive fteel delay'd a while

By wiie command; fledg'd arrows on the nerve;

And fcymiter and fabre bore, the flieath

ReJU(5tant : till the hoHow brazen clouds

Had bellow'd from each quarter of the field

Loud thunder, and difgorg*d their fulph'rous fii'e.

'i'hsa bAansis wav'd, iiad iirmsiysrs mix'd with arms:

I
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Then javelins anfwer'd javelins as they Red,

For both fled hiding deiith : With adverfe edge
The crooked fauchions met; and hideous noife

From clafhing fhlelds, through the long ranks of war,

Clang'd horrible. A thoiifand iron ftcrms

Roardiverfe: and in harfn confufion drown
The trumpet's filver found. O rude effort

Of harmony I not all the frozen (lores

Of the cold North, when pour*d In rattling haM
Lafh with fuch madnefs the Norwegian plains.

Or fo torment the ear. Scarce founds fo far

The direful fragor, when fome Southa^ blaft

Tears from the Alps a ridge of knotl^H^ks
Deep fang'd, and ancient tenants of^R rock:

The maffy fragment, many a rood in length.

With hideous clafh rolls down the rup^ged cliff

Refiftlefs, plunging in the fubjed lake

Como, or Lugaine ; th* afBided waters roar.

And various thunder all the valley fills.

Such was the noifc of war: the troubled air

Complains aloud, and propagates the din

To neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills

Beat the impetuous echoes round the fky.
'

Uproar, revenge, and rage, and hate appear

In all their murderous forms ; and flame and blood.

And fweat and duft array the broad campaign
In horror : hafty feet, and fparkling eyes>

And all the favage padions of the foul

Engage in the warm bufinefs of the day.

Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gripe.

Join in the fight ; and breads in clofe embrace.

But mortal, as the iron arms of death.

Here words auftere, of perilous command,
«^nd valour fwift t' obey ; bold fates of arms
Dxt^iii'c.l to fee, and glorious to relate,

S 3
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Shine through the field with more fnrprifing brightnefs
Than glittering helms or fpears. What loud applaufe
(Bed meed of warlike toil) what manly fliouts,

And yells unmanly, through the battle ring

!

And fudden wrath dies into endlefs fame.

Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here
Stood the more numerous Turk, the valiant Pole

jFoughti here 5 more dreadful, tho' with lefler wiag^o.

But what the Dahees, or the coward foul

Of a Cydonian, what the fearful croads

Of bafe Ciliciar^j 'fcaping from the flaughter.

Or Parthian beads, with all their racing riders>

What could they mean againft th' intrepid breali

Of the purfuing foe I Th' impetuous Poles

Rufh here, and here the Lithuanian horfe

Drive down upon them, like a double bolt

Of kindled thunder, raging through the fky

On founding wheels ; or as fome mighty flood

Rolls his two torrents dgiwn a dreadful fteep

Precipitant, and bears along the llream

Rocks, woods,, and trees,, with all the grazing hcrd^^

And tumbles lofty forefts headlong to the plain.

The bold Boruffian,. fmoaking from afar^

Moves like a tempeftin a dgfky cloud,

And imitates th* artillery of heaven.

The lightning and the roar. Amazing fcene !•

What fhQW4crs of rnortal hail, what flaky fires

Burft from the darknefs ! while their cohorts firm

Met like the thunder, and an equal dorm,
From hoitile troops, but with a braver mind.

Undauted bofoms tempt the edge of war,

And rufh on the fharp point ; while baleful mifchicfsp

Deaths and bright dangers flew acrofs the fieid

I
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Thick and continual, and a thoufand fouls

Fled murmuring through their wounds. I flood aloof^

For 'twas unfafe to come within the wind.

Of Ruffian banners, when with whizzing found.

Eager of glory, and profufe of life,

They bore down fearlefs of the charging foes.

And drove them backward. Then the Turkifh moons
Wander'd in difarray. A dark eclipfe

Hung on the filver crefcent, boding night.

Long night to all her fons : at length difrob'd

The llandards fell ; the barbarous enfigns torn

Fled with the wind, the fport of angry Heav'n i

And a large cloud of infantry and horfe,

Scattering in wild diforder, fpread the plain.

Not noife, nor number, nor the brawny Hrab^

Nor high-built fise prevails ; 'Tis courage fights^

*Tis courage conquers. So whole forefts fall

(A fpacious ruin) by one fingle ax'.

And fteel w^ell fharpned : fo a generous pair

k Of young-wing'd eaglets fright a thoufiiad doves*

Vaft was the fiaughter, and the fiowVy green

Drank deep in flowing crimfon. Veteran bands

Kere made their laft champain. Here haughty chiefs

Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour lie

Supine, nor dream of battle's hard event.

Opprefs'd with iron flumbers, and long night.

Their ghofts indignant to the nether world.

Fled, but attended well : for at their fide

Some faithful Janizaries flrew'd the ^\dy
Fall'n in jull ranks or wedges, lunes or fquareSj

Firm as they flood ; to the Warfovian troops,

A nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight^

Bnt the broad faber, and keen poll-ax flew

Vv^'iit^ fp€€dy terror through the feebler herd;

r
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And made rude Iiavock and irregular fpoil

Amongft the vulgar bands that own'd the name
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled

In fwift affright a thoufand different ways [taJns
Thro' brakes and thorns, and climb'd the craggy moua-
Bellowing

; yet the hafty fate overtook the cry.

And Polifh hunters clave the timorous deer.

Thus the dire profpe6t diftant fili'd my foul
With awe ; till the laft relicks of the war
The thin Edonians, flying had difclos'd

The ghaftly plain : I took a nearer view,

Unfeemly to the fight, nor to the fmell

Grateful. What loads of mangled flefti and limbs
(A difmal carnage !) bath'd in reeking gore

Lay well'ring on the ground ; while flitting life

Convuls'd the nerves ftill fliivering, nor had loft

All tafte of pain ! Here an old Thracian lies

Deform'd with years and fears, and groans aloud
Torn with frefn wounds 5 but inward vitals firm

Forbid the foul's remove, and chain it down
By the hard laws of nature, to fuftain

Long torment : his wild eye-balls roll ; his teeth

Gnafhing with anguifh, chide his Hngring fate.

Emblazon'd armour fpoke his high command
Amongft the neighbouring dead, they round their lord

Lay proftrate ; fome in flight ignobly flain,

Some to the f|cies their faces upward tur*d

Still brave, and proud to die fo near their prince.

I mov'd not far, and lo, at manly length

Two beauteous youths of richeft Ott'man blood

Extended on the field : in friendfhip join'd.

Nor fate divides them ; hardy warriors both ;

Both faithful.; drown'd in fliow'rs of darts they fef!^

Each v^ith his fliield fpread o'er his lover's heart,

In vain : for on thofc orbs of friendly brafs

i
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Stood groves of javelins ; fome, alas ! too deep

Were planted there, and through their lovely bofoms

Made painful avenues for cruel death.

my dear native land, forgive the tear

1 dropton their wan cheeks, when ftrong compaffioa

ForcM from my melting eyes the briny dew,

And paid a facrifice to hoftile virtue.

Dacia, forgive the fight that wifh'd the fouls

Of thofe fair infidels fome humble place

Among the bleft. *' Sleep, fleep, ye haplefs pair,

*« Gently, I ery^d, worthy of better fate,

<* And better faith.'* Hard by the general lay,

Of Saracen defcent, a grizly form
Breathlefs, yet plide fat pale upon his front

In difappointment, with a furly brow
Louring in death, and vexc ; his rigid jaws

Foaming with blood bite hvd the Polifh fpear.

In that dead vifage my remembrance reads

Rafh Caraccas : In vain the boafting flave

Promis'd and fbolh'd the Saltan threatning E^rce^.

With royal fuppers, and triumphant fare.

Spread wide beneath Warfovian filk and gold
;

See on the naked ground all cold he lies,

Beneath the damp wide covering of the air,

Forgetful of his word. How Heaven confounds
Infulting-hcpes ! with what an awful fmile

Laughs at the proud, that loofen all the reins

To their unbounded wilhes, and leads on
Their blind ambition to a (hameful end !

But whether am I borne : This thought of arm:
Fires me in vain to fmg to fenfelefs bulh,

What generous horfe fhould hear. Break oiF, my fonc-

My barbarous mufe be flili ; Immortal deeds

Mull not be thus profan*d in ruftic verfe :

The martial trumpet, and the following age,

Aad growing fame, IhiiU loud rch^^arfe the li^ht
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In founds of glory. Lo, the evening-flar

Shines o'er the weftern hiD ; my oxen, come,
The well-known ftar invites the labourer home.

To Mr. HENRY BENDISH.

Dear Sir, Aug- 24, 1705.

^T^H E fo!lo*wing Song *was yfftirs 'vohe^iMfJl compofed :

The mufe then deferthed the generalj^e of^nankind^
that iSi to he ill matched ; and noiv fbe rejoices that

you have ifcaped the common mi[chief̂ and that your
foul has found its onvn mate. Let this Ode then con-

graiulate you both, Gron§ mutually in inore complete

Ukenefs and love : Perfevere and he happy.

Jperfuade myfelfyou mnll accept frorn the prefs twhat

le p^n more privately isfcrihed to you long ago ; and
1 am in no pain lefl youJJoould take cffence at the fabu-
lous drefs of this Poem : Nor nvould nvHitier minds he

fcandalized at it^ if they 'would give themfelves leave to

refleBf honx) 7nany divine truths are fpoken^ by the Holy

Writers, in vijions and images , parables and drca?ns :

Nor are my nvifer friends afhamed to defend it, fince

the narrative is grave, and the moral fo jufl and obvi-

ous.

The Indian Phiiofopher.

Sep. 3,

L

WH Y fhould our joys transform to

Why gentle Hymen's fiiken chai;

A plague of iron prove I

Bendysh, 'tis ftrangc :hc chain that binds

1
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Millions of hands, fhould leave their minds

At fuch a loofe from love.

II.

n vain I fought the wondrous caufe,

ang'd the wide fields of Nature's laws.

And urg'd the fchools in vain
;

Then deep in thought, within my bread

My foul retired, and flamber drefs'd

A bright inftrudive fcene,

III.

O'er the broad lands, and crofs the tide,

On fancy's aijgfc^ hoarfe I ride,

(Sweet rapture of the mind ! )

Tili on the banks of Ganges flood.

In a tall ancient grove I llood

For facred ufe defign'd.

IV."
Hard by, a venerable prieft,

Ris'n with his God, the Sun, from refl;.

Awoke his morning fong ;

Thrice he coiyur'd the murraVing ftream ;

The birth of fouls was all his theme.

And half-divine his tongue.

V.
** He fang th'etherlal rolling flame,
*' The vital mafs,* that llill tlie fame

** Does all our minds compofe :

*« But (hapM in twice ten thoufand frames

;

Thence diif Ving fouls of diff 'ring names,
*• And jarring tempers rofc.

" Vf.

<l The mighty Power that formed the mind
*' One mould i^v evtjry two defign'J,

i>#efs'd ihe new-bom pair
;

- rmtch for this ; (hefaid)

He ienr the fouls he made,

'U bodies here :
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VIL
« But, parting from their warm abode,
«' They loft their fellows on the road,

*« And never join'd their hands ;

«^ Ah ! cruel chance, and crofling fates

!

** Our Eaftern fouls have dropt their mates,
** OnEurope^s barbarous lands.

VIII.
** Happy the youth that finds the bride, J
«< Whofe birth is to his own allay'd,

** The fvveeteft joy of life

:

*« But, oh ! the crowds of wretched fouls,

*^ Fetter'd to minds of different moulds,
«« And chain'd t' eternal ftrife T'

IX.

Thus fang the wondr'ous Indian bard
;

My foul with vaft attention heard,

Whil Ganges ceas'd to flow :

^^ Sure then, I cry'd, might I but fee,

^' That gentle nymph that twinn'd witi me,
«' I may be happy too. ;;^

X. I
^* Some curteous angel, tell me where, *

^< Whatdiftant lands this unknown fair,

«' Or diftant feas detain ?

<« Swift as the wheel of nature rolls

«' Vd fly, to meet, and mingle fouls,

*' And wear the joyful chain.*'

77?^ Happy Man.

s
I.

E R E N E as light, is Myron's fou^

And a<flive as the fun, yet Ready as ths poic

/ /I
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In manly beai^ fli'mes his face ;

Every mufe,' and every grace, ''

Makes his heart and tongue their feat,

His heart profufeJy good, his tongue divinely fv/eet.

Myron, the wonder of our eyes,

Behold his manhood fcarce begHn !

Behold his race of virtue run !

Behold the goal of glory won !

Nor Fame denies the merit, nor with-holds the prlzc;

Her filver trumpets his renown proclaim :

The lands where learning never flew.

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew.
Surely Japan and rich Peru,

In barbarous fongs, pronounce the Britifli hero's name.

«' Airy blifs, the hero cry'd,

** May feed the tympany of pride :

** But healtby fouls were never found
** To leave on emptinefs and found."

Lo, at his honourable feet

Fame's bright attendant, Wealth, appears ;

She comes to pay obedience meet,

Providing joys for future years;

Bieilings with lavifh hand fhe pours
Gathered from the Indian coaft

;

Not Danae's lap could equal treafures boaft.

When Jove came down in golden Ihow'rs.

He lookM and turn'd his eyes away.
With high difd^in I heard him fay,

<< Blifs is not made of glittering clay.**

HI.

Now Pomp and Grandeur court his head.

With fcutcheons, arms, and enfigns fpread ;

Gay magnificence of ftate.

Guards and chariots at his gate,

T
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And flaves, in endlefs c)rcter, roui^ftis table wait

:

They learn the di(5i:ates of hflRyes,

And now they fall, and now they rife.

Watch every motion of their Lord,
Hang on his lips with moft impatient zeai.

With fwift ambition feize th'unfinifh'd word.
And the command fulfil.

Tir*d with the train that Grandeur brings,

Pi'a dropt a tear, and pity'd kings :

Then flying from the noify throng, 4

Seeks the diverfion of a fong.

IV.

Music defcending on a filent cloud,

Tan'd all lier firings with endlefs art

;

By flow degrees, from foft to loud,

Changing (he rofe : The harp and flute

Harmonious join, the hero to falute.

And m^ke a captive of his heart.

Fruits, and rich Wine, and fcenes of lawlefs Love,
Each with the utmoft luxury drove
To treat their favourite beft

;

But founding firings, and fruits, and wfne.

And lawlefs love in vain combine

To make his virtue fleep, or lull his foul to refl,

V.

He faw the tedious round, and, with a figh,

Pronouc'd the world but vanity.

" In crowds of pleafure flill I find

" A painful folitude of mind.
^

<« A vacancy within which fenfe can ne'er fupply,
*« Hence, and be gone, ye flatt'ring fnares,

<« Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears, |
*< Ye unperforming promifers !

«' Be all my baferpaffions dead,
•« And bafe defires, by nature made

•« For animals and boys :
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" Man has ^jyllfh more refi'd,

«« Souls are JB foclal biifs defign'd,

«< Give me a blefiiQg fit to match my mind,
«« A kindred-foul t^fafeuole and to iliare my joys-"

Myrrh A appeUPS: .*' Serene her foul

** And a<ftive as the itin, yet Heady as the pole :

«* In fofter beauties Inone her face

;

*< Every raufe, and every grace,

" Made her heart and tongue their feat,

** Her heart profufely good, her tongue divinely fweet:
** Myrrha the wonder of his eyes ;"

Kis heart recoiTd with fvveet furprrze.

With joys unknown before :

His foul diflblv'd in pleafing pain,

Fiow*d to his eyes, and look'd again,

t And could endure no more,
<* Enough ! (th' impatient hero cries)

*• And feiz'd her to his breaft,

** I feek no more below the ikies,

" I give my Caves the reft.*\

To DAVID POLHILL.Eki;

An Answer to an infamous Satyr, called, Jdvice fo

a Painter ; written by a namelefs Author, againii.

King V/iliiam lll.^f glorious Memory, 1698.

S I R,

J/j/H EN you put this Satyr into viy handy you gave
vie the occajhn of employing 7Hy pen to anfwcr Jo

detejlahlc a writing $ m:hich might be done much mare

T 2
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cjfc{iually hy your kmnjon zealfor the interejl cfhh Ma-
J^fiy^ y^^^ coiunfeh andyour couri^ e??iployed in the de-

fence ofyour king and country. Andfince you provoke-d
vie to nvritey you imll accept ofthefe efforts^ of my loyal-

ty to the left cfkings, addrejjed to one of the 7?ioft zea*
icui of his fuhje^iSi ^,

S I R,

Your raofi obedient Servant,

I. W.

PART L

AN D mufl the hero that redeemed our land.

Here in the front of vice and fcandal ftand ?

The man of wondrous foul, that fconr'd his eafe,

Temptiiig the Winters, and the faithlefs feas,

And paid an annual tribute of his fife

To guard his England from the Irifh knife,

And crulh the French dragoon ? Muft William's name^
That brighteli ftar that gilds the wings of Fame,
William the brave, the pious, and the jutt,

Adorn thofe gloomy fcenes of tyranny and luft

!

Pol HILL, my blood beats high, my fpirits flame;

Can your zeal fleep \ Or arc your paffions tame ?

Nor call revenge and darknefs on the poet's name ?

Why fmoke the fkies not ? v^hy no thunders roll \

Nor kindling lightnings blait his guilty foul ?

Audacious wretch ! to ftab a monarch's fame.

And fire his fubjevfls with a rel>el -flame ;

To call the painter to his black defigns,

lo draw our guardian's face in heliiih lines;
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1

Painter, beware ! the iDonarch can be (hown
Under no fhape but angels, or his own,

Gabriel^ or Whaj|4.m, on ihe Briiiih throne.

O ! could my thdHlpL^ut grafp the vaft defign.

And words with infiaitjpPeas join,

I'd roufe Apelles, from his iron fleep,

And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep :

Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain

Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the flain,

Scatteiing juft vengeance throu|2:h the red campaign,

Then dafh the canvas with a flying ftroke.

Till it be lofl: in clouds of fire and fmoke,

And fay, 'Twas thus the conqueror thro* the-fqua-

drons broke.

Mark him again emerging from the cloud,

Far from his troops ; there like a rock he llood

His country's fingle barrier in a fea of blood*

Calmly he leaves the pleafures of a throne,

And his Maria weeping; whilft alone

He wards the fate of nations, and provokes his own :

But Heaven fecures its champion ; o'er the field ")

Paint hov'ring angels ; though they fly conceaTd, V
Each intercepts a death, and wears it on his ftiicld.j

Now> noble pencil, lead him to ocr Ifle,

Mark how the fkies with joyful luftre fmile.

Then imitate the glory on the (Irand

Spread half the nation, longing r.ill he land.

Wafn oflF the blood, and take a peaceful teint, ^
All red the warrior,^ white the rural paint

j
V

Abroad a hero, and at home a lainc. j
Throne him on high upon a ihiniiig feat,

Luft and prof^nenefs dying at his feet,

While round his head the laurel and the olive me?t.

The crowns of war and peace ; and may they blow
With flowVy blcffiags ever on his brow,

,

T 3
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At his right hand pile up the Englifh laws

In facred volumes ; thence the monarch draws
His wife and juft commands
Rife, ye old fages of the Brlcifh Ifle,

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmile,

And blefs the piece ; thefe ftatutes are your own^
That fway the cottage and dire(5t the throne !

People and prince are one in William*s name,
Their joys, their dangers, and their laws the fame»

Let Liberty, and Right, with plumes difplay'd,

Clap their glad wings around the Guardian'is head,

Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread.

Religion guards him ; round th' imperial queen
Place waiting virtues, each of heav'nly mein

;

Learn their bright air, and paint it from his eyes :

The juft, the bold, the temperate, and the wife

Dwell in his looks; majeft\<:, but ferene
;

Sweet, with no fondnefs ; chearful, but not vain:

Bright, w^ithout terror
;

great, without difdain.

His foul infpires us what his lips command,
And fpreads his brave example through the land r

Kot fo the former reigns ;

Bead down his ear to each aliiidted cry.

Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye j

But the bright treafures of his facred breaft

Are too d^vine> too vaft to be expreft

:

Colours muft fail where words and numbers faint,

ad leave the Hero's heart for thought alone to paintsA

N
PART n.

W, mufc purfue the fatyrift again.

Wipe off the blou cf his invenoai'd pes
j
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Hark, bow he bids the fervile painter draw.

In monftrous fhapes, the patrons of our law ;

At one flight dafh he cancels every name
From the white rolls of honefty and fame :

This fcribling wretch marks all he meets for knave,

Shoots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave>

And with unpardonable malice fhades

Poifon and fpite on undiftinguilh'd heads.

Painter, forbear ;«or, if thy bolder hand
Dares to attempt the villains of the land,

Draw firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar.

With filent influence ihedding civil war
;

Or fadious trumpeter, whofs magic found

Calls oft the fubjedts to the hollile ground,

And fcatters hellifh feuds the nation round.

Thefe are the imps oF hell, that curfed tribe

That firft create the plague, and then the pain defcrlbe.

Draw next above, the great ones of our Ifle>

Stiil from the good diftinguiihing the vile
;

SeRt *em in pomp, in grandeur, and command>
Peeling the fubjefts with a greedy hand ;

paint forth the knaves that have the nation fold^

And tinge their greedy looks with fordid gold*

Mark what a felndi fadion undermines

The pious monarch's generous defigns.

Spoil their own n;itive land as vipers do,

Vipers that tear their mothers bowels through.

Let great NaffdU, beneath a careful crown,
Mournful in majefty, look gently down.
Mingling faft pity with an awful frown :

He grieves to fee how long in vain he ftrove

To make us blell, how vain his labours prove

To fave the Itubborn land he cond^fcends to love.
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To the Difcontented and Xinqiiiet.

Imitated partly from Cafimirej^book iv. ode 15,

VA R I A, there's nothing here that^s free

From wearifome anxiety :

And the whole round of mortal joys

With (hort pofTeffion tires and cloys :

*Tis a dull circle that we tread,

Juft from the window to the bed,.

We life to fee and to be feen, "1

Gaze on the world a while, and then >
We yawn, and ftretch to fkep again. 3
But Fancy, that uneafy gueit,

Still holds a longing in our breaft •

She finds our frames vexations (till,

Herfelf the greatell phgue we feel.

We take ftrange pleafure in our pain>

And make a mountain of a grain, -

AiTume the load, and pant and fweat

Beneath th' imaginary weight.

With our dear felves we live at ftrife.

While the moft eonftant fcenes of life

From peevilli humours are not free;

Still we affecl variety :

Rather than pafs an eafy day,.

We fret and chide the hours away,

Grow weary of this circling fun^

i\nd vex that he (hould ever run

The fame old track ; and ftill, and (IjlS

Rife red beyond yon Eallern hill,

And chide the moon that darts her light

Through the famecafemcat every nigh.i£*

"'
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We rtilft our chambers, and our homes.

To dwell where trouble never comes

;

Sylvia has left the city crowd, #
Againft the court exclaims aloud,

Flies to the woods ; a hermit-faint !

She loaths her patches, pins, and paint,

Dear diamonds from her neck are torn :

But Humour, thaf eternal thorn.

Sticks in her heart : She is hurry'd ftiU,

'Twixt her wild paflions and her will :

Haunted and hcigg'd where-e'er fhe roves,

By purling dreams, and fiient groves.

Or wich her furies, or her loves.

Then our own native land we hate,

Too cold, too windy, or too wet ;

Change the thick climate, and repair

To France or Italy for air;

In vain we change, in vain we fly ;

Go, Sylvia, mount the whirling iky,

Or ride upon the feather'd wii>d

In vain ; if this difeafcd mind
Clings faft, and ilill fits clofe behind.

Faithful difeafe, that never fails

Attendance at her lady's fide,

Over the defart or the tide.

On rolling wheels, or flying fails.

Happy the foul that virtue fhows
To fix the place of her repofe,

Needlefs to move 5 for fhe can dwell

In her old grandfire's hall as well.

Virtue that never loves to roam,
But fweetly hides herfelf at home. -

And eafy on a native- throne

Oi hu n:\blc turf ir.s gently down.
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Yet fliould tumultuous ftorms arife,

And mingle earth, and feas, and fkies,

Should the waves fweli, and make her roll

Acrofs the line, or near the pole,

Still {he is at peace; for well llie knows
To launch the Ilreara that duty (hows
And makes her home where'er (he goes.

Bear her, ye feas, upon your bread.

Or waft her, winds, from Eafl to Weft
On the foft air; {he cannot find

A couch fo eafy as her mind,
Nor breathe a climate half fo kind,

To JOHN HARTOPP, }is<i;

NOW
Sir JOHN HARTOPP, Bart.

Cafimire, Book I. Ode 4. imitated.

Vivdc jucundds metucns juventa^y Sec,

July 1700.

LIVE, my dear Hartopp, live to-day.

Nor let the fun look down and fay,

'• Inglorious here he lies;"

Shake olFyour eafe, and fend your name
To immortality and fame,

By every hour that flies.
^

11.

Youth's a foft fcene, but truft her not:

Her airy minutes, fwifc as thought.
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Slide off the flipp'ry fphere

;

Moons with their months make hafty rounds.

The fun has pafs'd his vernal bounds,

And whirls about the year,

III.

Let folly drefs in green and red.

And gird her wafte with flowing gold.

Knit blufhing rofes round her head,

Alas! the gaudy colours fade,

The garment waxes old.

Hartopp, mark the withering rofe.

And the pale gold how dim it fliows

!

IV.

Bright and lading bllfs below
Is all romance and dream

;

Only the joys celeftial flow

In an eternal ftream,

The pleafures that the fmiling day
With large right-hand beftows,

Falfely her left conveys away,
And fhufiles in our woes.

So have I feen a mother play.

And cheat her fiily child ;

She gave, and took a toy away.
The infant cry'd and fmiTd.

V.
Airy Chance, and iron Fate

Hurry and vex our mortal (late.

And all the race of ills create

;

Now fiery joy, now fullen grief.

Commands the reins of human life,

The wheels impetuous roll;

The harnefl hours and minutes drive,

And days with ftretching pinions drive •

down fiercely on^thegoal.
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VL
Not half fo fad the galley ^\ts

O'er the Venetian fea,

When fail, and oars, and laboring (kies

Contend to make her way.

Swift wings for all the flying hours

The God of time prepares,

The reft lie ftill yet in their neft

And grow for future years.

To THOMAS GUNSTON, Esq;

1700.

Happy Solitude.

Cafimire, Book IV. Ode 1 2. imitated.

!^id 7?ie latentem. &c.

I.

THE noify world complains of me
That I fliould fhun their fight^and flee

Viiits, and crowds, and company.
GuNSTON, the lark dwells in her nefl

1

Till flie afcend the flcies

;

*j

And in my clofet I .could reft

Till to the heavens I rife.

II.

Yet they will urge, *« This private life

l^ Can never make you bleft,

** And twenty doors are ftlll at ftrife

** T' engage you for a gueft.

Friend, fliould the towers of Windfor or Whitehall

Spread open their inviting gates
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To make my entertainment gay;

1 would obey the royal call,

But ftiort fhouid be my ftay,

Since a diviner fervice waits

T' employ my hours at home, and better fill the day.
III.

When I within my feif retreat,

1 fliut my doors againll the great
5

My bufy eye-bails inward roii,

And there with large fuevey I fee

All the wide theatre of Me,
And view the various fcenes ot my retiring foul

;

There I walk o'er the mazes I have trod,

While hope and fear are in a doubtful ftrife.

Whether this Opera of life

Be adled well to gain the Plaudit of ray God.

IV.

There's a day hallning, ('tis an awful day!)

When the great Sovereign ftiall at large review

All that we fpeak, and all we do.

The feveral parts we ^^i on this wide tiage of clay :

Thefe he approves, and thofe he blames,

And crowns perhaps a porter, and a prince he damns.
O li the Judge from his tremendous feat

Shall not condemn what I have done,

I fhall be happy though unknown,
Nor need the gazing rabbh, nor the fhoutiag ftrjset.

V •

I liate the glory, Friend, that fpnngs
From vulgar breath, and empty found;

Fame mounts her upward with a tlattVing gale

Upon her airy wings,

Till Envy llioots, and Fame receives the wound ;

Then her flagcrlng pinions fail,

Down Glory fills and ftrlkes the ground,

And br^iks h^r bacter'd limes.

U
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Rather let me be quite conceaPd from Fame

:

How happy I fliould He
In fweet obfcurity,

Nor the loud world pronounce my little name !

Here I could live and die alone;

Or if fociety be due

To keep our tafte of pleafure new,
GuNSTON, Vd live and die with you,

For both our fouls are one,

VI.

Here we could fit and pafs the hour,

And pity kingdoms, and their kings.

And fmile at all their fhining things.

Their toys of ilate, and images of power;
Virtue fhould dwell within our feat.

Virtue salone could make it fweet,

Nor is herfelf fecure, but in a clofe retreat.

While fhe withdraws from public praifc

Envy perhaps would ceafe to rail

;

Envy itfelf may innocently gaze

At beauty in avail:

But if Ihe once advance to light,

Her charms are loft in Envy's fight,

And Virtue ftands the mark of univerfal fpight.

To JOHN HARTOP P, Esq.;

NOW
Sir JOHN HARTOPP, Bart.

The D'lfdain.

H
1700.

I.

ARTOPP, I love the foul that dares

Tread the temptations of his years
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Beneath his youthful feet

:

Fleetwood, and all the heavenly line

Look through the Rars, and ftnile divine

Upon an heir fo great.

Young Hartopp knows this noble theme.

That the wild fcenes of bufy life,

The noife, th' amufements, and the ftrifc

Are but the vifions of the night.

Gay phantoms of delufive light,

Or a vexatious dream,

II.

Flefh IS the viled and the lead

Ingredient of our frame :

We're born to live above the bead.

Or quit the manly name.

Pleafures of fenfe we leave for boys

;

Be fliining duft the mifer's food;

Let fancy feed on fame and noife.

Souls muft purfue diviner joys.

And feize th' immortal Good.

To M It I 0, M Y F R 1 E N D.

AN EPISTLE.

'PORCIVE me, MITIO, that there /hould he any
-*• mortifying lines in the following poems infcrihed to

you, fo fkon afteryour entrance into thatfate 'vjhich nvaf

defignedfor the complctef happinejs en earth : But you
nvill quickly difcover^ that the mufe, in the firf pcein^ on-

ly reprefents the fiadcs and dark colours that rnelan^

cholly thro'UJs upon love, and thefacial life. In the fc*
cond, perhaps Jhe indulges her civn bright ideas a httls.

Tety if the accounts are hit ivell balanced at laji, and
U ^
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things fet in a due lights 1 hope there is no ground for
cenjure. Here you nu'tll find an attempt 7nade to talk

ofone of the mojl important concerns of hu7nan nature
in verfe, and that n^jith a folemnity becoming the argzi'

7/2ent. I have hanifhed grimace and ridicule ^ that per-

fonsofthemofferious charafler may read nuithaut of-

fence. What ^vas ^written feveral years ago toyour[elf
is nonv permitted to entertain the noorld ; but you may
^ajjfume if to yourfelf as a private entertainment filly
nvhile you lie concealed behind a feigned narne*

The Mourning Piece.

1" I F E's a long tragedy : This globe the ftage^

Ji i Well fix'd and well adorn'd wltli ftrong machines^
Oay fields, and fkJes, and feas : The adlors naany :

The plot imm^nfe : A flight of dsemons fit

On every failing cloud with fatal purpofe

;

And fhoot acrofs the fcenes ten thoufand arrows

Perpetual and unfeen, headed with j>vin,

With forrow, infaray, difeafe, and death.

The pointed plagues fly filent through the air

Nor twaags the blow, yet fure and deep the wound.

Dianthe afls her little part alone,

Nor wifiies an afTociate. Lo, fiie glides

Single through all the ftorm, and' more fecure
;

Jytfs are her dangers, and her bread receives

The feweft darts. < But, O my lov'd Marilla,

* My fifter, once my friend, (Dianthe cries)

* Hov/ much art thou exposM! Thy growing foal

« t)oi!bled in wedlock, multiply'd in children

*• Somds but the broadsr mark for all the miichJefo

^ TLat rove promifcuous o'er the mortal flage;
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* Children, thofe dear young limbs, thofe tendered pieces

* Of your own flefh, thofe little other felves,

* How they dilate the heart to wide dimenfious,
* And foften every fibre to improve
* The mother's fad capacity of pain !

* I mourn Fidelia too ; though Heaven has chofe
* A favourite mate for him, of all her fex

* The pride and flower : How bieft the k)vely pair,

* Beyond expretlion, if well ming!ed~loves
« And woes well mingled could improve cur bJifs !

* Amidll: the rugged cares of life behold
« The father and the hufband ; flattering names,
« That fpread his title, and enlarge his ihare

< Of common wretchedntfs. He fondly hopes
< To multiply his joys, but every hour
* jlenews trie difappointment and the fmart.

* Tnere not a wound aillidls the meanelT; joint

< Oi his fair partner, or her infant-train,

< (Sweet babes !) but pierces to his inmoll fou

* Siraage is thy power, O Love ! what numeroii., ..i.i.-,

* And arteries, and arms, and hands, and eyes,

* Are link'd and faften'd to a lover's heart,

* By ftrongbut fecret firings ; with vain attempt
* We put the Stoic on, in vain we try

* To break the ties of nature and of blood ;

* Thofe hidden threads maintain the ds:ir commuaion
* Inviolably firm: their thrilling moiicns
< Reciprocal give endlefs fympathy ^
« In all the bitters and the iv/eets of life,

* Thrice happy man, if pleafure only knew
* Tiiefe avenues ot iovs to reach our fouls,

' And pain had never found 'em !

Thus fung the tuneful Maid, fearful to try

The bold experiment. Oft Daphnis came.
And oft Narciflus, rivals of her heart,

i^:;.
:p.-

''^r eyes wtih trifles dipt in gold;

U 3
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And gay the fiiken bondage. Firm (he flood
And bold repuls'd the bright temptation dill.

Nor put the chains on ; dangerous to try,

And hard to be diffolv'd. Yet rifmg tears

Sate on her eye-lids, while her numbers fiow'd
Harmonious forrow ; and the pitying drops
Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the haplefs ftate

Of mortal love. Love, thou beft bleffing fent

To foften Hie, and make our iron cares

Eafy : But thy own cares of fofter kind
Give fharper wounds : They lodge too near the hearty
Beat, like the pulfe, perpetual, and create

A ftrange uneafy fenfe, a tempting pain.

Say, my companion Mitio, fpeak fincere,

(For, thou art learned now) what anxious thoughts^
What kind perplexities tumultuous rife.

If bat the abfence of a day divide

Thee from thy fair beloved I Vainly fmiles

The chearfal fun, and night with radiant eyes

Twinkles in vain : The region of thy foul

Is darknefs, till thy better liar appear.

Tell me, what toil, what torment to fuftaiii

The rclIU^g burden of the tedious hours T

Thetediaus hours are ages. Fancy ro7«s

Reftlefs in fond enquiry, nor believes

ChariiTi fafe: CharilTi, in whofe lih

Tby life coKiifts, and in her coir.fort thine*

Fear and furmife put on a thoofand forms

Of dear dlfquietude, and round thine ears

"Whifper ten thoufand dangers, endlefs woes.

Till thy frame fh'udders at her fancy'd death
;

Then dies my Mitio, and his blood creeps cold

Through every vein. Speak, does the ftranger inuf«

Caft happy guelTes at the unknown pafGon,

Or has Ihe fabled all ? Inform me, Friend,

Are halfchy joys fijQccre j thy hopes fulfill'.'
^
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Or fruftrate ? Here commit thy fecret griefs

To faithful ears, and be they bury'd here

In friendiliip and oblivion ; left they fpoil

Thy new-born pleafures with diftafteful gall.

Nor let thine eye too greedily drink in

The frightful profpecft, when untimely death

Shall make vile inroads on a parent's heart,

And his dear offspring to the cruel grave

Are dragg'd in fad fucceffion, while his foul

Is torn avN^ay piece-meal : Thus dies the wretch

A various death, and frequent, e'l e he quit

The theatre, and make his e^iit final.

But if his deareft half, his faithful mate
Survive, and in the Aveeteft faddeft airs

Of love and grief, approach with trembling hand
To clofe with fwlmming eyes, what double pangs.

What racks, what twinges rend his heart- ftrings oS
From the fair bofom of that fellow-dove

He leaves behind to mourn ? What jealous cares

Hang on his parting foul, to think his love

Expos'd to wild oppreffion, and the h rd

Of favage men ? So parts the dying turtle

With fobbing accents, with fuch fad regret

Leaves his kind feather'd mate : The widow bird

Wanders in lonefome Ihades, forgets her food^

Forgets her life ; or falls a fpeedier prey

To talon'd fauicons, and the crooked beak

Of hawks athirft for blood'—»—
W

The Second Part: or,

The bright Vifton^

T H U S far the mufe. In unaccuflomM mood;
Aai ftra'as upp!cafing to a lover's ear^
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Indulged a gloom of thought ; and thus flie fang
Partial ; for Melancholy's hateful form
Stood by in fable robe : The penfive mufe
Survey'd the darkfome fcenes of life, and fought
Some bright relieving glimpfe, fome cordial ray-

In the fair world of love : Bat while fhe gaz'd

Delightful on the ftate of twin-born fouls

United, blefs'd, the cruel (hade apply'd

A dark long tube, and a falfe tin(5tur'd glafs

Deceitful 5 blending love and life at once

In darknefs, chaos, and the common mafs

Of mifery : Now Urania feels the cheat,

And breaks the heated optic in difdain.

Swift vanifhes the fuUen form, and lo

The fcene fliines bright with blifs : Behold the place

"Where mifchiefs never fly, c^res never come
With wrinkled brow, nor anguifh, nor difeafe.

Nor malice forky-tongu'd. On this dear fpoc,

MiTio, my love would fix and plant thy ftation

To act thy part of life, ferene and bleft

With the fair confort fitted to thy heart*

Sure 'tis a vifion of that happy grove

Where the firft authors of our mournful race

U.M^d in fweet partnerfhip ! one hour they liv'd.

But changed the tafted blifs (imprudent fair
!

)

For fin, and fhame, and this wafte wildernefs

Of briers, and nine hundred years of pain.

The wifiiing mufe j||v^-#;efles the fair garden

Amid this defart-w^Wd, with budding blifs,

And ever-greeas, and balms, and flov>'Vy beauties' A
Without one dangerous tree : There heavenly dews ^

Kightly defcendiiig (liall impearl the grafs

Axud verdant herbage ; drops of fragrancy

Sit trembling on the fpires : The fpicy vapours

Rife with the dawn, and through the air diifuVd

Salute your wakhig fsafcs with perfume :



Sacred to Virtue, (be. 237

While vital fruits with their arobrofial juice

Renew life's purple flood and fountain, pure

From vicious taint ; and with your innocence

Immortalize the ftruclure of your clay.

On this new paradife the cioudlefs fkies

Shall fmiie perpetual, while the lamp of day

With flames unfully'd, (as the fabled torch

Of Hymen) meafures out our golden hours

Along his azure road. The nuptial moon
In milder rays ferene, fliould nightly rife

Full orb'd (if Heaven and Nature will indulge

So fair an emblem) big with fiiver joys,

And flill forget her wane. The feather'd choir

Warbling their Maker's praife on early wing,

Or pereh'd on evening bough, fhall join your vvorfhIp;>

Join your fweet vefpers, and the morning fong.

O facred fymphony ! Hark, through the grove

I hear the found divine ! I'm all attention,

All ear, all extafy ; unknown delight 1

And the fair muie proclaims the heav'n below.

Not the feraphic minds of high degree

Difdain converfe with men : Again returning

I fee th' etherial hoil on downward wing.

Lo ! at the eaftern gate young cherubs (land

Guardians, comraiflion'd to convey their joys

To earthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair,

Go tafte their banquet, learn Uie nobler pleafures

Supernal, and from brutal dregs refin'd.

Raphael fhall teach thee, Friend, exalted thoughts

And intelle(ftual blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught

The patriarch of our progeny th' affairs

Of Heaven : (So Milton fmgs, enlightned bard !

Nor mifs'd his eyes, when the fublimeft ftrain

The angel's great narration he repeats

To Albion's fons high favour'd) Thou {halt learn
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Celeftial leffons from his awful tongue :

And with foft grace and interwoven loves

(Grateful digreflion) all his words rehearfe

To thy CharifTa's ear, and charm her foul.

Thus with divine difcourfe, in ftady bowers
Of Eden, ourfirft Father entertained

Eve his fole auditrefs ; and deep difpute

With conjugal carefles on her iip

Solv'd eafy, and abftrufeft thoughts reveaPd.

Now the day wears apace, now Mino comes
From his bright tutor, and finds out his mate.
Behold the dear affociates feated low
On humble turf, with rofe and myrtle ftrow'd

;

But high their conference ! how felf-fuffice'd

Lives their eternal Maker, girt around
With glories : arm'd with thunders ; and his throne
Mortal accefs forbids, projeding far

Splendors unfufFerable and radient death.

With rev'rence and abafement deep they fall

Before his fovereign Majefty to pay,

Due worfhip ; Then his mercy on their fouls

Smiles with a gentler ray, but fovereign ftill j

And leads their meditation and difcourfe

Long ages backward, and acrofs the feas

To Bethlehem of Judah ! There the Son,

The filial Godhead, chara(^er exprefs

Of brightnefs inexpredible, laid by j
His beamy robes, an^ made defcent to earth,

Sprung from the fons of Adam he became ^

A fecond father, lludious to regain ^

Loft Paradife for men, and purchafe Heav'n.

The lovers with indearment mutual thus

Promifcuous talked, and queflions intricate

His manly judgment ftill refolv'd, and ftiU
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Held her attention fix'd : fhe mufing fat

On the fweet mention of incarnate love,

Till Rapture wak'd her voice to fofteft (trains

She fang the Infant God ; (myfterious theme !)

How vile his birth-place, and his cradle vile !

The ox and afs his mean companions ; there

In habit vile the fhepherds flock around.

Saluting the great mother, and adore

IfraeFs anointed King, the anointed heir

Of the creation. How debas'd he lies 1

Beneath his regal ftate; for thee, my Mitio,
Debas'd in fervile form ; but angels flood

Miniftring round their charge with folded wings
Obfequious, though unfeen ; while lightfome iiours

Fulfilled the day, and the gray evening rofe.

Then the fair guardians hov'ring o*er his head
Wakeful all night, drive the foul fpirits far.

And with their fanning pinions purge the air

From bufy phantoms, from infedlious damps,
And impure taint ; while their ambrofial plumes

A dewy fliimber on his fenfes fhed.

Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers fung
Melodious, foothing the furrounding fnades.

And kept the darknefs chafte and holy. Then
Midnight was charm'd, and all her gazing eyes

Wonder'd to fee their mighty Maker fleep.

Behold the glooms difperfe, the rofy morn
Smiles in the Eaft with eye-lids opening fair.

But not fo fair as thine ; O I could fold thee.

My young Almighty, my Creator Babe,

For ever in thefe arms I For ever dwell

Upon thy lovely form with gazing joy,

And every pulfe (hould beat feraphic love

!

Around my feat fhould crowding cherubs come
With fwift ambition, zealous to attend

Their Prince, and form a heav'n below the iky.
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* Forbear, Charlfla • forbear the thought
^ Of female fondnefs, and forgive the man
* That interrupts fuch melting harmony !'

Thus MiTio ; and awakes her nobler pov/crs

To pay juft worfbip to the facred King,

J E S U S, the God ; nor with devotion pure
Mix the careffes of the fofter fex

;

(Vain blandifhment) * Come, turn thine eyes afide

From Bethle'em, and climb up the doleful fteep

Of bloody Calvary, where naked fkulls

Pave the fad road, and fright the traveller.

Can my beloved bear to trace the feet

Of her Redeemer panting up the hill

Hard burden'd I Can thy heart atteri4] his crofs

:

Naird to the cruel wood he groans, he dies.

For thee he dies ! Beneath thy fins and mine
(Horrible load I) the fmlefs Saviour groans,

And in fierce anguifli of his foul expires I

Adoring angels pry with bending head
Searching the deep contrivance, and admire

This infinite defign. Here peace is made
'TvvixtGoD the Sovereign, and the rebel man :

Here Satan overthrown with all his hefts

In fecond ruin rages and defpairs
;

Malice itfelf defpairs. The captive prey

Long held in flavery hopes a fweet releafe,

And Adam's ruin'd offspring fhall revive,

Thus ranfom'd from the greedy jaws of death.*

The fair difciple heard ; her paffions move
Harmonious to the great difcourfe, and breathe

Refined devotion : whi^e new fmiies of love

Repay her teacher. Both with bended knees

Read o'er the covenant of eternal life

Brought down to men ; feal'd by the facred Tliree

In heiiv'n j and feal'd on earth with God's own blood.
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Here they unite their names again, and fign

Thofe peaceful articles. (Hail, bleft co-heirs

Ceicftiai ! Ye fliall grow to manly age,

And fpiteof earth and hell, in feafon due

Poffcfs the fair inheritance above.)

With joyous admiration ihey furvey

The gofpel treafures infinite, unfeen

By mortal eye, by mortal car unheard,

And UBConceiv*d by thought : Riches divine

And honours which the almighty Father God
Pour*d with immenfe profufion on his Son,

High Treafurer of heaven. The Son bedows

The life, the love, the bleffing, and the joy

On bankrupt mortals who believe and love

His name. * Then, my CharlfTa, all is thine.

And thine, my Mitio, the fair faint replies.

Life, death, the world below, and worlds on high,

And place, and time, are ours ; and things to come,

And pad, and prefent, for our intereil: (lands

Firm in our myftic Head, the title fure.

'Tis for our health and fvi'eet refrefliment, (while

We fojourn llrangers here) the fruitful earth

Bears plenteous ; and revolving feafons ftill

Drefs her vaft globe in various ornament.

For us this chearful fun and chearful light

Diurnal (hine. This blue expanfe of fky

Hangs, a rich canopy above our heads

Covering our flumbers, all with ftary gold
Inwrought, when ni^ht alternates her return.

For us time wears his wings out : N.uure keeps

Her v;heels in motion ; and her fabric (lands.

Glories beyond our ken of niortal fi^ht

Are now prep?»»'ing, and a manfion lair

Awaits us, wr*ere the faints unbody*d live.

Spirits released from clay, and purg'd from (in :

Thither our hearts with moll inceflant wiPa

X
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« Pantinc^ afpire; when fliall that deareft hour
• Shine and releafe us hence, and bear us hi^h,
« Bear us at once unfever'd to our better home?*

O bled connubial fi:ate ! O happy pair,

Envy*d by yet unfociated fouls

Who feek their faithful twins ! Your pleafures rife

Sweet as the morn, . dvancing as the day.
Fervent as glorious noon, ferenely calm
As fummer evenings. The vile fons of earth
Groveling in duft with all their noify jars

Rertlefs, Ihall interrupt your joys no more
Than barking animals affright the moon
Sublime, and riding in her midnight way.
FrienJfhip and love fh^II undiftin^uifh'd reign

O'er all your padions with unrivaTd Kvay
Mutual and everlafting : Friendfh'p knows
No property in good, but all things commoa
That each pofTefTes, as the light of air

In w hich we breathe and live : there's not one thought
Can lurk in clofe referve, no barriers fix'd.

But every paffage open as the day

To one another's bread, an i inraoft mind.
Thus by communion your delight fhall grow.
Thus ftrcamsofmingledbiifsfwell higher asthey flow,

Thus angels mix their flames, and Ouore divinely glov»^.

The Third Part: or,

Ths Account balanced.

I.

SHOULD Sovereign love before me fland.

With all his train of pomp and ttate.

And bid th? daring oaufc relate
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His comrnrts and his cares
;

MiTio, I would not afk the fand

For metaphors t' exprefb ihelr weight,

Nor borrow numbers from the fta^s.

Thv cares and comforts, fovcTeign Jove,

Vallly out-weigh the Un^ below,

And to A. largtr au«-iit .row

T^^n a\\ the ftars above.

Thy mighty lofles and ihy ga'ns

^le their own mumal mtjafuies;

Only the man tiiat kn«.ws thy pains

Can reckon up thy ple^fures.

.1.

S»y, Dam^n, fay holv bright the fcene,

Damon is hah (iivinely hieit,

Lerining his hand on h-s Fioreila's bread

Without a j.faious thona;ht, or biiiy care between i

Then the Iweet paffl.ons mix and ihare
;

Florella tells thee all her heart,

Nor can thy foul's remoleft part

Conceal a thought, or wifli from the beloved fair.

Say, what a pitch thy pleafures fly,

When friendlhip all fincere grows up to ecftacy

Nor felt tontradls the blifs, nor vice pollutes the joy.

While thy dear offspring round thee fit

Or fporting innocently at thy feet

Thy kindeft thoughts engage :

Thofe little images of thee,

What pretty toys of youth they be,

And growing props of age !

III.

But (hort is earthly blifs ! The changing wind
Blows from the fickly South, and brings

Malignant fevers on its fultry wings,

Relcntleis deAih fits clofe behind :

Now gafping inUats, 'and a wife in tears,

X z
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With piercing groans falutes his ears,

Throuj^h every vein the thrilling torments roll
;

While fweet and bitter are at llrife.

In rhofe dear miferies of Jife.

Thofe tendered pieces of his bleeding foul.

The pleafing fenfe of love a while,

Pvlixt with the heart-ake may the pain beguile.

And make a feeble fight

:

Till forrows, like a gloomy deludge rife.

Then every fmilling paflion dies,

Andi hope alone, with wakeful eyes.

Darkling and folitary waits the flow-retoming Hght,

IV,

Here then let my ambition reft.

May I be moderately bleft,

When I the laws of lore obey :

Let but my pleafure and my pain.

In equal balance ever reign,

Or mount by turns and fink again.

And fiiare juft meafures of alter»ate fway.

So Damon lives, and ne'er complains
|

Scarce can we hope diviner fcenes,

On this dull ftage of clay :

The tribes beneath the Northen Bear

Submit to darknefs half the year.

Since half the year is day.

On the Death of the Duke of Gloiicejler^

juft after Mr. Dryden. 1 700.

AN EPIGRAM.
DRYDEN IS dead; Dryden alone could fmg

The full-grown glories of a future king.

Now Gloster dies : Thus Icfler heroes Jive

By that immortal breath that Poets give j
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And fcarce receive the mufe : but William flands.

Nor aik his honours from the poet's handa.

William {hnll ftiine without a Dryden's praife.

His laurels are not grafted on the bays.

^w Epigram (j/Marti al /(^Cirinus..

Sic iua, Cirtni, provias eplgrammata vulgo,

Ut mecum pojfis^ &c.

iDfcribed to Mr. JOS JAH H RT. 1694.

Now Lord Bi(hop of Kilmore in Ireland.

SO fmooth your numoers, friend, your verfe fo fweet.

So rharp the jelt, and yet the turn fo neat,

That with her Martial Rome would pl-ice Cirine,

Rome would prefer your fenfe and thought to mine.

Yet modeit, you decline the public llage,

To ?iii your friend alone amidft th* applauding age.

So Maro did ; the mi<^hty Maro fings

In vaft heroic notes of vaft heroic things,

And leaves the cxle to dance upon his Flaccus'ftrings.

He fcorn'd to daunt the dear Horatian lyre.

Though his brave gen'us flalh'd Pindaric fire,

And at his will could lilefiCe all the Lyric quire.

So to his Varius he refiga'd the praife

Of the proud bufkin and the tragic bays.

When he could thunder v.'ith a loftier vc:n.

And fing of gods and heroes in a bolder Itrain,

A handfomc treat, a piece of gnlJ, or fo.

And compliments will every friend b'jftow ;

Rarely a Virgil, a Cirene we meet.

Who lays his laurels at inferior feet,

And yields the tendered point of honour, Wit,

X 3
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E P I S T O L A
Fratrifuo dik^o R. W. I. W. S. P. D.

23 U R S U M tuas. amande Frater, accept literas, est*

dem fortafiC momento. quo niea ad te pervenerurj ;

ideviqut qui tcfcrthenteni vidit dies, nieuin ad epijiolare

munus excitavit Calamum ; non inane efi inter nos fra-^

iernuni noinen, unicus enim fpiritus nos inths animate
4f^it(j^ue, 6" Concordes in amhohus efficit viotus : utinam
crejcdt indies^ vigtfcat viutua charitas : faxii Dens, ut

aifior fui noftra incendat 6 df^acet pefiora^ tunc etenim

<ir alternis piira amiciti^ fiammis erga nos invicem Divi*'

T^um in modum ardehimus ; contempiemnr Jf-sum nof-

irwny cselejfe illud 6" adorandum exemplar charita*

iis, Ilh ej}*

Q^U I quonc]am seteruo delapftis ab sethere vultus

3ndaii htimanos, utpoiTec corpore noltras

(Hen miferas) iiifFene vices ; fponforis obivit

Munia, ^c in fefe tahulce maledi(f^a Minacis

TraDft\ilit, et fceieris pcenas hominirque reatum.

Ecce }acet deferrus humi> diffufusin herbana

lateger, innocuas verfus fua fidera pal mas
Et placidu;n attollens vultum, nee a-d ofcula patrls

Amplexus folitoive ; anus nudatus amidlu

Sidereos, et iponle finus patefadtus ad iras

Nuniinis anDHtr. Parer, hlc infige * fagittas,

•* flsec, ait, iratum forbebunt pe<51ora ferrum,
<« Abluat leibereus mortah^ ci inilna fanguis.'*

Dixir, & hnrrendanr> frcmuere tonitrua coeli

iQleniulcjuc Deus ;
(quem j^m pofuiffe pat^iRTaa:)

f Job IV 6»
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Mafa queri vellet nomen, fed A ipfa fragofcs

AJ tantos ptvefada filet,) jam diffilit aether,

PfnJuiuurque fores, ubi duro carcere regnat,

Ira, et pcenarun thefanros miUe coercet,

Inde ruunt gravidi vefano fulphnre nimbi,

CentupliciTque volant contorta vo'umina fl^mmse

In caput im'Tierituin ; diro hie fub pondere prcffus

Reft.it, comprcfTos dumqtie ardens exp'icat ai tus

* Purpurea velles tin^tae fudore madefcunt.

Nee tamen infando vindex regina l.ibori

Scgnius incumbit, iJed laflbs increp.it ignes

Acriter, 8c fomno laMguentem ftifcitar f enfem :

•« Surge, age, divinumpete pectus, & imbue facro
** Flumine mucronem ; vos hinc, mea fp cula, late

** Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina Chrifiumy
•* Immenfum tollerare valet ; ad pondere poe^ae

*< Suftetanda hominem Aiffulciet incola Mumsh,
•« Et tu facradecas kgum, viofata tabcMa,
•* Ebibe vindidlam; vafta fatiabeie caede,

•* Mortalts culpae peni'abit dedecus ingens
** Permiftus Deitate cruor.*'

Sic fata, immlti coniorquet vulnere dextra

DDaniatque fmus; fan(5ti peBctralia cordis
^

Panduntur, faevis avidas dolor involat alis,

Atque audax nientem fcrntator, & illia mordetj
Interia fervator \ ovat, vidorque doloris

Eminct» illuftri
\
perfufus membra cruo^e,

Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortiiJs ilium

IJrget p^.tris honos, & non vincenda voluptas

Servandi raiferos fontes ; O nobilis ardor

Poenarum ! O quid non mortalia pedora cog^s

Durus amor ? Quid non celeftia ?

Ad fuhjtdai phantajia^ vanefcant imagines; nefcio quo.

me proripuit amens fHufa : Volui quatuor liaias pedibuf

Lukexxii.44» f Zech. xiii. 7,

X Col. ii. J 5. B Luke xxii. 24,
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ajlringercy h ecce ! numeri crefcunt in immenfum :

dumqae concitato genio laxavi franay vereor ne jnveni^

lis itnpetus theologium livjerit^ 6 audax nimis imagina'-

tlo. Heri adlata eji ad me epifiola 'tn,itcans matrem
meliufcule fe habere ^ licet ignis fehrilis non prorfus de^

feruit mortale ejus dornicilium. Plura volui, fed iur^

gidi i( crefcentes verftis noluere plura^ 6' coarfldrunt

fcripiionis limites Vale amicefrater ^
6" in Jiudio pi"

etatis <b artis medicajirenuus decurre.

Datum a mufijeomeo i ondini xvto KaJend. Febr.

Anno faiutis ci 3 i o cxci 1 1.

Fratris E. W. olim navigaturo.

Sep. 30, 1693

IF E L T X, pede profpero

I fraier, trabe pined

Sulces sequora coerula

Pandas c^^rbaraflitibus

Quae tuto rediiura fint,

Non te monftra nalantia

Ponti carnivorae incolse

Praedenrur rare naiifragS.

Navis, tu tibi crcdituin

Fratrem dimidlum mci

Salum fer per inhofpica

' Ponti regna, per avios

Tra(5tus, & liqtiidum chaos.

Nee te ibrheat horrida

Syrtis, nee fcopulus minax

Rumpat roboreum latus.

Captent mitia flahiina

/ntennae; & zephyri leves

Dent portumplacidum tibi\
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Tu, qui flumina, qui vagos

Fludus oceani regis,

Et faevum Boream domas.

0a fratri faciles vias,

Et fratrem reducem fuis.

Ad Reverendum Virum

D'° JOHANNEM FJNHORNE,

Fidum Adolefcentiae mcae Prseceptorem.

Pindarics Carminis Specimen^ 1 69 4.

I.

ET tc, PiNHORNi, mufa Trifantica

Salutat, ardcnsdifcipulam tuam
Grate fratcri : nunc Athenas,

Nunc Latias per amosnitates

Tnto pererrans te recolit ducem,

Te quondam tcneros & Ebraia per afpera greflus

Nondura duxilFe manu.
Tuo patefcunt lumine Thefpii

Campi atque ad arcem Pierid«n iter:

En altus aflurgens Homerus
Arma Deofque vlrofque nDifcens

Occopat iEthereu»m Parnaffi culmen ; Homeri
Imnaenfos ftupeo manes
Te, Maro, dulce canens fylvas, te beila fonaFitcns

Ardua, da vaniam tenui venerare camocna ;

Tuaeque accipias, Thebane vates,

Debita thura lyrx.

Vobis, magna triar! ciarlffima nomrna fempcr
Scrinia noftra patent, & pedlora noftra patebunt,

Quam mihi cunque Jevcm concelTirit otia 5c horam
Diviaa Mofis pagina.



2L50 LYRIC POEMS, Book 11.

ir.

Flaccus ad hanc triadem ponatur, Tit ipfa pudendas
Dedonut veneres: veniis fed * purus in tnfom
Ut te callaudem^ ^wm fordes 6" 7naia lujira

Abliitus, Vcnnfine, canis rldefve. Recifse

Ha: lege accedant Sityrse Juvenalls, amari
Terrore?. vitiorum. At longc rae.us abeffet

Perfius, obfcuros I'ates, nifi iumina circum-
-fiiH, forcnt, Sphingifque senigmata, bonde, fcidifles.

Grinde fona:is Senecae fulm n, grandifque cc thurni

Pompa Sophociei celTo ponancar eodem
Ord'ne, & ambabus fimul hos ampic^iar in ulnii.

Tu;6, poetas. tii'o habitabitis

Piiftos abacos : improba tinea

Obiit, ner aucUt fasva cartas

Attingere blntta camoenas.

Ac tu renidens foed.t epigrammatura
Farrago inert un, fterccris iaipii

Sentina foetens, Martialis,

In barathrum relegandos imum
Anfuge, & hinc tecum rapias Catuliuna

Infuse mollem, naribus, auribus

Ingrata caftis carmina, & improbi

Spurcos Naibnisamores.
III.

N^bilis extrema gradicns Caledonis ab ara

En Buchananus adeft. Divini Pfaltis imago

Jcffia^as fafveto ; poe«-.ens feu numinis iras

Fulminibub mifcere, facro vel lumine luencis

Fugare nodles^ vc! citharac foao

Sedare fludtus pe(5loris.

Tu mihi hasrebis comes abulantl^

Tu Domi altabis focius perennis,

Seu levi menl'se fimul rfffiJcre

Dignabere, feu tedti^^ae.

Mox recumbents vigilans ad aurem

• Herat. Lib. t. Sat. 6.
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Aurcos fiiadebi*. inlre fomnos

Sacra ibpltis fuperinferens ob-

livia curig,

Stetjuxta* Cafimirus, huic ncc parc'us ignem
Naturn indulfit nee miifa armavit. alumnum

* Sarbivium ru.iore iyra.

Quanta I'oloniim levat aura cy2;num!

•f*
Humana litiqtiens (en (!• i devii

Montes recedtdnt) luxuri-intibus

Spatiatur in cVc ptnnis.

Seu tu for.c virum tollis al\ sethera,

Cognatofve thronos & pitriuiu Polucu

Vifurus confurgis ov^ns,

ViTum fitik^as, arjemque f'^Ilis,

Dum tuum a lon-e (tnpeo voiiituai

O noD iailiabilis ales.

IV.

S^Jrbivii ad nomen gelida incakt

Ml. fa, fimul totus fervefcere

S^ntio, flellatas levis inducr

Ala^ & toU'.T in ahum
Jam jug** Z onis radens pede

Elato inter fidera radens veriice

Lonee defpe^o morialia.

Qiianr) Juvat alnfoTiis voUtare per sthera pennlsj

Et ridere procul fallacia gaudia iecii

TerreUae gr^ndia inania,

Qnse mortale genus (heu niale) deperit.

O ciiras hominum miferas ! Cano>
Et miferas nugas diademata !

Ventofe fortis ludibrium.

En mihi fubfidunt terrenaea pe<5lore fasces,

Geftit & tffraenis divinum effundere carraen jgj^
Mens afflata Deo »

^^

* M, Caftmirus^ Sarbicnvjki pQ^ta injignij Pgiori}},

t Ode y. Lib. 2.

/
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-= at vos heroes & anna
Et procii! efte Dii. SuJicia Nuinma.
Q"!vi miaicum veftre pondere l^ncex,

Paiias ! aiu veilrls, Dyonyfc, thyrfis?

Et c'avT, & cinguls, 8c eo, 6c Hercules,

Et brutum toniiru fiditii patrls,

* Abllate a carmine noftro.

V.

Te, Deus omnipotens! te noflra fonaKit JESU
Mufa, nee affueto coeleftes B:irHiton aufu

Tentahlt nurneros. Vafti Cine iimite Numen Sc

Inamenfura fine lege Deum numeri fiae lege fonabunt.

Sed mufam magna pollicenteni dejlituit vig'jr ; divine

juhare petjiringitur oculorum aeies* En lahafc'tt pennisy

tremit artubuSi ruit deorfum per inane atherij^ jacet

viHa, cbjiupefciti f^^^^'

Ignofcasy reverends vir^ vano conamini ; fragmen hoc

rude licet ^ impolitum £equi boni confulas^ 6" gratiiudi-

nis jam diu debit(S in partem reponas*

..<j,....<>..,.<>....<>....o....<>....<>....<>....<>....<>....<>....<>....^>....<>....<>....<^...,<>....<>....<>,...<>....<

Votum^ feu Vita in terris hcata*

Ad virum dignlffimum

JO U ANNE M H ARTOP P lU M, Bart.

I. J702-

HARTOPPI eximio ftemmate nobllls

Veraque ingenii divlte, 11 rogcs

Qiiem mea mufa beat,

Ille niihi felix ter & amplius,

El fiQiiles fu pel is annos agit

i^i fihi jufficiens femper adejx fihi.

Hunc longe a curis inortalihus

Inter agros, fylvafque fil^ntes

Se mnlifqueruis tranquiila in pace fruenteca

Sol orieas videi & recumbens.
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IT.

Noa fuae vulgi favor infolentis

(Plaufus infani tumidus popelli)

Mentis ad facram penetrabit arcera,

Feriat licet accherea clamor.

Nee gaza flammans divitis Indlse,

Nee, Tage, veftra fuigor arenuJae

Ducent ab obfcuri quiete

Ad laquear radiantis aulae.

III.

O fi daretur (lamina proprii

Tra(ftare fiifi pollice proprio,

Atque meum mihi fingere fatura ;

Candidas vitae color innocentis

Fila nativo decoraret albo

Non Tyria vitiata concha.

Non aurum, non gemma nitens, nee purpura tela:

Intertexta forent Invldiofa meae.

Longe a triumphis, & fonltu tubae

Longe remotos tranfigerem dies:

Abftate fafces (fplidida vanitas)

£t vos abftaie, coronas.

IV.

Pro meo te<5lo cafa fit, falubres

Captec auroras, procul urbis utro

Dlftet a furao, fugiatque longe

Dura phthifis mala, dura tuflis.

Dlfpllcet Byrfa & fremitu molefto

, Turba mercantum; gratius alvear

Demulcet aures raurmure, gratius ,

Fons falientis aquae.

V.
Litigiofa fori me terrent jurgia, lenes

Ad fylvas properans rixofas execror artes

Eminus in tuto a linguis

Blandimenca artis fimul a^quus odi,

Valete, civcs, & amoena fraudls

Y
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Verba ; proh mores ! & inane facri

Nomen amici

!

VI.

Tuque quce noftrisinimica mufis

Felle facratum vitias amorem,

Abfis aeternum, diva libidinis

Et pharetrate puer

!

Hinc, hinc, Cupido, longius avola I

Nil inihi cum foedis, puer, ignibus ;

^Echerea fervent face pedrora,

Sacra mihi Venus eft urania,

Et juvenis Jeifeus amor mihi.

Vll.

Coslefte carmen (nee taceat lyra

Jeffisa) I^tis auribus infonet,

t4ec Watlianis e meduUis
Ulla dies rapiet vel hora.

Sacri Jibelli, deliclae mese,

Et vos, fodales, femper amabiles

Nunc fimul adfitis, nunc viclffim,

Et fallite taedia vitas.

To Mrs. SINGER.
(Now Mrs. R WE.)

On the Sight offome of her divine Poems

^

never Printed.

July lo, 1706.
I.

o N the fair banks of gentle Thames
I tua'd my harp; nx)r did celeftial themes
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Refufe to dance upon my firings :

There beneath the evening iky

I fung my cares afleep, and rais'd my vviihes high
To everlafting things.

Sudden from Albion's weftern coaft

Harmonious notes qome gliding by,

The neighbouring fhepherds kne^A^ the filver found;
** 'Tis PHiLOMELA'svoice, the neighbouring fiiepherds

At once my ilrings all filent lie, [cry /'

At once my faint mg mufe was loft.

In the fuperior fweeinefs drown'd.

In vain I bid my tuneful powers unite
;

My foul retir'd, and left my tongue,

I was aU ear, and Philomel a*s fong

Was all divine delight.

II.

Now be n^y harp for ever dumb,
My mufe attempt no more. 'Twas long ago

I bid adieu to mortal things,

To Grecian tales, and wars of Rome,
'Twas long ago I broke ail but th' immortal firings ;

Now thofe immortal firings have no employ,
Since a fair angel dwells below,

To tune the notes of Heav'n, and propagate the joy.'

Let all my powers with awe profound
While Philomela lings.

Attend the rapture of the found,

And my devotion rife on her feraphic wings.

The End of the Second Book*

Y 2
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BOOK m.

Sacred to the Memory of the Dead,

AN EPITAPH O'N

King WILL 1AM III.

OfGloriousMemory,

Who died March Sth^ 1701.

I.

BENEATH thefe honours of a tomb.

Greatness in humble ruin lies:

(How earth confines in narrow room
What heroes leave beneath the fkies !)

' II.

Preferve, venerable Pile,

InvioUte thy facred truft ;

To thy cold arms the British Ifle,

Weeping, commits her richeft dalt.

III.

Ye gentleft minifters of Fate,
Attend the Monarch as he lies,

And hid the fofteft Slumbers waii.

With filken cords to bind his eyes.
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IV.

Reft his dear Sword Hene uh his head :

RonnJ him hjs fiithful Arms ftiHli ftand :

Fix his brii^ht Fnsigns on his bed,

The guards and honours of our land.

V
Yefifter ^rtsofPdiNTand Verse,
Place Albion f iinting by his fi ie

;

Her^ro^ns arifing o'er the hearf'e,

And Belgia finking when he dy*d,

vr.

High.o'er the grave Religion fet

In foh'd gold
; pronounce the ground

SacrcJ to bar unhallow'd feet,

And plant her guardian Virtues round.
VII.

Fnr Liberty in fables dreft,

Write h's iov'd name upon his urn,

"William, the fcourge ^^ftyrants paj}^

And aiMC ofprinces yet unborn,

VIII.

Sweet Peace his facred relics keep,

W«ch olives blooming round her head,

Aiid Stretch her wings acrofs the deep

To blefs the nations with the fhade.

IX.

Stand on the pile, Immortal Fame,
Broad ftars adorn the r>righre!l mbe.
Thy thoufand voices f )Und his name
In filver accents round the globe.

X.
Flattery (hill faint beneath the {oxxni^

While hoa'*y Troth infpires the fong;

Envy ^row pale and bite the ground.

And Slander gnaw her iorky tongue.
' Y 3
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XL
Night and the Grave remove your gloom

;

D^rknefs becomes the vulgar dead i

But Glory bids the royal tomb
JDifdain the horrors of a fhade.

XII.

Glory with all her lamps (hall burn,

And'watch the warrior's fleeping clay.

Till the laft trumpet rouze his urn

To aid the triumphs of the day.

On the fudden Death of

Mrs. MART P E ACOCK,

An Elegiac Song fent in a Letter of Condolance tQ

Mr. N. P. Merchant at Amfterdam.

I.

HARK ! fhe bids all her friends adieu !

Some angel calls her to the fpheres ?

Our eyes the radiant fairrt purfue

Through liquid telefcopes of tears,

II.

Farewel, bright foul, a Ihort farewel,

Till wefhiU meet again above

Inthe fweet groves where pleafures dv/ell^

And trees of life bear fruits of love :

III.

There Glory firs on every face.

There frien Ifnip fmiles in every eye.

There ih.ill our tongues relare the Grace
THat ltd us homeward to the iky.

IV.

O'er all the names of Christ our King
Shall our harmonious voices rove,

Our harps (hall found from every firing

The v^oii ..'tis of his bleeding love.
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ipCome, fovereign Lord ; dear Saviour, come j

Remove thefe feparating days,

Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home
;

That golden hour, how long it ftays !

VI
How long muft we lie lingring here,

While faints around us take their flight ?

Smiling they quit this dulky fphere,

And mount the hiUs of heavenly light.

VII.

Sweet foul, we leave thee to thy reft.

Enjoy thy JESUS and ihy God,
Till we, from bands of clay rcleas'd,

Spring out and clinab the fhiningroad.

Vlll.

While the dear duft fhe leaves behind

Sleeps in thy bofom, facred tomb 1

Soft be her bed, her {lumbers kind.

And all her dreams ol joy to come.

EPITAPHIUM ViriVenerabihs

Dom. N. M A T H E R,
Carmine Lapidario Confcriptum.

M. S.

Reverendi admodum Viri

NJ THAN A E LIS M A T H E R 1.

Q^U O D mori potnit hie fuptus depofitum eft.

Si quaeris, hofpes,- quantus et qnahs fuit,

Fidas cnarrubit lapis.

Nnmen a Umtlia dnxit

Sanclioribus lluciiis & evangelio dcvoia.
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Et per utramque Angli.-im ce/ibri,

Atnericanum ic atqne Europas^m,
Et hinc qu que in f-^iidt' rniniiterii fpem educlus

Non f.illiccm :

Et hunc iitraqtie novit Anglia
DocImti & dorentem

Ccpore flit p ocero, forma plari* c verenda •

Ac lupra corpus & rorrn.J.m faili iie eniiiu ruat

Indoles, in^enium, arque eruditio

;

Supra haec p»etas, & (fi fas dlcere)

Supra pietarem modeftia,

Cae er^s eni'n dotes obumhravlt.
QjTf>ti s in rebus dlvinls peragendls

D.v nitas ^fflt^ae mentis fpecimina

P seflnntiora edidit,

Tor es hom'nera fcdulus occuluit

U' folub conipiceretur Deus:
V«>luit torus 1 itere, nee potuit

;

Heu qn^i.ttim tamen fui nos latet f

Et majorem laiidis pwrtem fepufchrale marmon
Iiivita obtu't filentio.

Gratiam JEbU CHRIST! fahuiferam

Quam abundc h/iufit ipfe, «liis propinavic,

Puram ab huvnana faece

Veritatis evanp^elicse decus in gens,

Et ingens propugn^culum
Concionatur gravrs dfpedH, geftu, voce

;

Cui nee aderat pompa oratoria^

Nee deerat

;

Flofculos rhetoriees fupervacaneos feeit

Rerum dicendatu tj majeftas, & Deus prgefens,

Hinc arnrii militias fuas non intelicia,

HInc toties fnsatus Satanas.

Et hine vicloriae

Ab inferorum poi lis toties reportatac.

Solers ille lerreis iinpiorum animls infigere



To the Memory of the Dead. ojtl

Ahum & falutare vulnus

:

Vulneratas idem tra<flare Jeniter foJers,

Et medelam adhibere raagis falutarem.

Ex defascato cordis fonte

Dlvinis eloquiis eiFatim fcatebant labia,

Etiam in familiari contubernio :

Splrabat ipfe undlque coeleftes fiiavitates,

Quafi oleo laetitiae Temper receas delibltus,

Et Temper fupra focios
;

Gratumque deli<5tiffimi fui J E S U odorena

Quaquaversus & late difFudit.

Dolores tolerans fupra fidera,

^rumnasque heu quam afiiduaj !

Invi(51o animo, vidrice patientia

Varias curarum moles pertulit

Et in (ladio & in meta vitx :

Quam ubi propinquam vidit,

Plerophoria fidei quafi curru alato vedus
Pfopere & exuklm altigit.

Natus eft in agro Lancaftrienli 20^ Martli, liSj^.

Inter Nov- Anglos theologix Tyrocinia fecit.

Paftorali munere diu Dublinii in Hibernia fundus,

Tandum (utfemper) providentlam fecutus ducem>
Ccetui fidelium apud Londinenfis prepofitus eft,

Quos docftrina precibus, & vita beavit

:

Ah brevi !

Corpore folutus 26^ Julii, 1697. jEtat. 67.

Ecclefiis moerorem, theologls exemplar reliquit.

Probis piifque omnibus
Infandum fui defiderium :

Dum pulvis C H R I S T O charus hie dales dormit
Expedans ftellam matutinam.

^m
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To the Reverend

Mr. JOHN SHOWER,
On the Death of his Daughter,

Mrs. ANNE WARNER.

"Reverend and dear Sir,

T^O W great foever niJas my fcv.fe of your lofs^ yet I
did not think myfelffit to offer any lines of cornfori:

your onvn meditations can furnifh you nvith many a de*

itghtful truth in the rnidfl offo heavy a forro'w ; for the

covenant ofgrace has brightnefs enough in it to gild the.

fnojl gloomy providence : and to thatJ'weet covenantyour

foul is no Jiranger. My o^wn thoughts nvere much imprefl

nvith the tidings ofyour daughter's death ; and though I
made mafty a refieCiion on the vanity of mankind in

its heft ejlate^ yet 1 7nujl acknoivUdgCy that my temper

leads me ynoft to the pleafant fcenes of heaven^ and that

future 'vjorld of hleffednef. When I recoiled the vi6lory

of my friends that are dead^ I frequently rove in the

ivorid offpiritsy andfearch them out there : Thus I en*

deavoured to trace out Mrs. Warner : and thefe very

thoughts croudedfaji upon me, and Ifet them domjn for
my oivn entertainment. The verfe breaks off abruptly^

hecaufe I had no defign to 'write a finifoed elegy ; and
hefidesy nvhen I ivas fallen on the dark fide ofdeaths I
had no mind to tarry there. If the lines that 1 have

nvritten he fo happy as to entertain you a little^ and di*

vert your grief the timefpent in co7npoJing themJhall not

he reckoned among my loji hours ^ and the reviews) *iS)iil be

more pleafing to, SIR,
Your aiFeftioaate humble Servant,

Dec. 22. 1707. /. W'
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:^*o*o*()sC)()sC)*o^o*c:

An Elegiac Thought on Mrs. Anne Warner, who

died of the Small-pox^ Dec. 18. 1707, at one of the

clock in the Morning : afeiv days after the birth and

death of herfirfi child.

AWAKE, my mufe, range the wide world of fouls.

And feek Vernera fled; with upward aim

Direct thy wing; for (he was born from heaven,

Fulfiird her vifit and returned on high.

The midnight watch of angels that patrole

The Britifh fky, have noiic'd her afcent

Near the meridian (lar; purfue the track

To the bright confines of immortal day

And paradife, her home. S«y, my Urania,

(For nothing fcapes thy fearch, nor canft thou mifs

So fair afpirit) fay, beneath what fhade

Of Amarant, or chearful Ever-green

She fits recounting to her kindred minds

Angelic or human, her mortal toii

And travels through this howling wildernefs;

By what divine protedions fhe fcap'd

Thofe deadly fnares when youth and Satan leagu'd

In combination to affiil her viitue;

(Snares fet to murder fouls) but Heav'n fecur'd

The favourite nymph, and taught her victory.

Or does fhe feek, or has {he found her babs
Amongft the infant nation of the bled.

And clrifpM it to her foul, to fatiate there

The young maternal paflion, and abfolve

The unfulfill'd embrace ? Thrice happy child !

That faw the light, and turn'd its eyes ande
From our dim regions to th* eternal Sun,

And led the parent's way to glory I There
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Thou art for ever hers, with powers enlarg'd

For love reciprocal, and fweet converfc.

Behold her anceftors (a pious race)

Rang'd in fair order, at her fight rejoice

And fing her welconae. She along their feats

Gliding faiutes them all with honours due,

Such as are paid in heaven : And lad fhe finds

A manfion fafhion'd of diftinguifh'd light,

But vacant : This (with fure prefage (he cries)

Amjaits my Father ; 'when 'will he arrive ^

Honx) longy alasy how long! (Then calls her mate)
Z)/V, thou dear partner of my mortal cares ;

Die^ and partake my blifs ; nue arefor ever one.

Ah me ! where roves my fancy ! what kind dreams
Croud with fweet violence on my waking mind !

Perhaps illufions aU ! Inform me, mufe,

Chufes (he rather to retire apart

To recolle<5l her diflipated powers,

And call her thoughts her own : fo lately freed

From earth's vain fcenes, gay vifits, gratulations,

"From Hymen's hurrying and tumultuous joys,

And fearsand pangs, fierce pangs that wrought her death,

Tell me on what fublimer theme fhe dwells

In contemplation, with unerring clue

Infinite Truth purfuing. (When, my foul,

O when ftiall thy releafe from cuh'rcfus flefh

Pafs the great feal of heaven ? What happy hour
Shall give thy thoughts a loofe to foar and trace

The iaielledual world .•' Divine delight!

Vernera's lov'd employ I) Perhaps Ihe fings

To fome new golden harp th' almighty deeds,

The names, the honours of her Saviour-God 5

His crofs, his grave, his vidory, and his crown ;

Oh ! could 1 imitate th' exalted notes,

And morul ears could bear them ?
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Or lies flie now before th' eternal throne

Proftrate in humble form, with ^^t^ devotion

Overwhelmed, and felf-abafement at the fight

Of the uncovered Godhead face to face ?

Seraphic crowns pay homage at his feet.

And hers among them, not of dimmer ore.

Not fet w^ith meaner gems : but vain ambition.

And emulation vain, and fond conceit,

And pride for ever banilh'd flies the place,

Curft pride, the drefs of hell. Tell me, Urania^

How her joys heighten, and her golden hours

Circle in love. O (lamp upon my foul

Some biifsful image of the fair deceased

To call my paffions and my eyes afide

From the dear breathlefs clay, diftreffing fight!

I look and mourn and gaze v/iih greedy view

Of melancholly fondnefs : tears bedewn'ng

That form fo late defir'd, fo late belov'd.

Now loathfome and unlovely. Bafe difeafe,

That leagu'd with nature's fharpeft pains, and fpoiPcJ

So fweet a ftru^lure ! The impoifoning taint

O'erfpreads the building wrought wMth ikill divine.

And ruins the rich temple to the dud !

Was this the countenance, where the world admired

Features of wit and virtue ! This the face

Where love triumphed \ and beauty on thefe cheeks,

As on a throne beneath her radiant eyes

Was feated to advantage ; mild, ferene,

Refle(5ting rofy light? So fets the fun

(Fair eye of heav'n !) upon a crimfon cloud

Near the horizon, and wich gentle ray

Smiles lovely round the iky, till rifing fogs,

Portending night, with foul and heavy wing
Involve the golden ftar, and fmk him down
OppreO; with ^arkoefs.
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071 the Death ofan Aged and Honoured Re-^

lative^ Mrs M. W. July 13. 1693.

T.

I
Know rhe kindred-mind, 'Tis (lie, 'tisfliej

Among the heavenly forms I fee

The kindred mind from fieflily bondage free ;

O how unlike the thing was ktely feen

Groaning and panting on the bed,

With ghaftly air, and languiih'd head,

Lifs on this fide, there the dead,

While the delaying fleih lay fhivering between.

II.

Long did the earthly houfe reftrain

In tcilfome flavery that etherial gueft
;

Prifon'd her round in walls of pain,

And twilled cramps and aches with her chain :

Till by the weight of numerous days oppreft.

The earthly houfe began to reel.

The pillars trembled, and the building fell

;

The captive foul became her own again:

Tir'd with the forrows and the cares,

A tedious train of fourfcore years.

The prisoner fmil'd to be releaft;

She felt her fetters ioofe, and mounted to her reft,

IIL

Gaze on, my foul, and let a perfecTt view

Paint her idea all anew
;

Raze out thofe melancholy fhapes of woe
That hang around my memory, and becloud it fo.

Come Fancy, come, with effences refin'd,

With youthful green, and fpotlefs white;
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Deep be the tincture, and the colours bright

T' exprefs the beauties of a naked mind.

Provide no glooms to form a fhade;

All things above of vary'd light are made,
Nor can the heav'nly piece require a mortal aid.

But if the features too divine

Beyond the pov^-er of fancy fhine,

Conceal th* inimitable Pcrokes behind the graceful fhiine.

IV.

Defcribe the falat from head to feet,

Make all the lines in juft proportion meet

;

But let herpofture be

Filling a chair of high degree ;

Obferve how near it (lands to the Almighty feat.

Paint the new graces of her eyes

;

Frefh in her looks let fprightly youth arife, '

And joys unknown below the ikies.

Virtue that lives conceal'd below.

And to the breafi confin'd,

Sits here triumphant on the brow.

And breaks with radiant glories through
The features of the mind.

Exprefs her pufTion liill the fame.

But more divinely fweet
;

Love has an everlafling flame,

And makes the work complete.

V.
The painter-mufe with s^lancing eye

Obfcrv'd a manly fpirit nigh *,

That death had long disjoined :

«* In the fair tablec they ihull (land
•* United by a happier band ;'*

Z 2

* ^My Grandfatherr Mr. Thomas Watts, hadfuch
an acquainlance 'xxith the ViatbtviaticSy paintings Diufic^

and pjtjyy &c. as ga-us him conjidsrable ejieein amQ7:g his

contcvijiorarics . He nvaj coifnnander of a fbip cfivar^

l6'jh,a/jd by bioiiino up oj ihejbip^ in iheDutch ot'^r, he

mfaj droiu/ud in his youth*
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She faid, and fix'd her fight, and drew the manly mlnd>
Recount the years, my fong, (a mournful round !)

Since he was feen on earth no more :

He fought on lower feas anddrown'd;
But vidory and peace he found
On the fuperior fhore.

There now his tuneful breath in facred fongs

Employs the European and the Eaftern tongues.

Let th' awful truncheon and the flute.

The pencil and the well known lute,

Powerful numbers, charming wit,

And every art and fciencc meet, [fe^t.

And brin? their laurels to his hand, or lay them at his

VI.

'Tis done. What beams of glory fall

(Rich varnlfh of immortal art)

To gild the bright original

!

'Tis done : The mufe has now performed her part.

Bringdown the piece, Urania, from above>

And let my Honour and my Love
Drefs it with chains of gold to hang upon my heart,

.<>"'<>"..<>....<>....4>....<>....<>....<>..H<>....<>..«^>....<>....^....4>....<>....<>....0....4>....<>....<>..»4

A

FUNERAL POEM
On th e death of

THOMAS GUNSTON, Esci;

Prefented to the Right Hon. the Lady ABNEY,
Lady-Mayoress of London.

July 1701.

M A D A M ,

T-JA D I hes7i a common vtourncr at thefuneral of the

dear gtnileman deceafed, I Jlyould have laboured

after more of art in the folh'whig cotnpojitiony to fupply

the defeU ofnature^ and to feign aforrovj; hut the un^
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- tomjnon condefcenfton ofhis friendflotp to vie^ the in^ar i

efteem I pay his memory^ and the vajl and tenderfenfe

I have of the lofsy make all the methods of art needhfst

'vjhilji natural grieffupplies more than alL

I had refolved indeed to lament in Jighs andfilence^
andfrequently checked the too forixjard mufe ; hut the

importunity ^as not to he reftfed ; long lines offrro^^jj

floived in upon me ere I <ivas awarey ijjhilji I took many
a folitary nvalk in the garden adjoining to his feat at

Newingtoa; nor could Ifree myfclf froin the crowd of
inelancholy ideas. Tour Ltidyfhip nuill find throughout

the poem^ that the fair and unfinijhcd building 'which he

had jujl raifed for himfelf gave almoft all the turns cf
viourning to my thoughts ; for I purfue no other topics

of elegy than ivhat my pajfion and my fenfes led me to*

The- poem roves ^ as my eyes and grief did, from one

part of the fabric to the other : It rifes fro7n the foun»
daii'jn^ falutei the 'walls y the doors, and the iiindo'ws^

drops a tear upon the roof and climbs the turret ^ that

pieafant retreat ^ 'where I promifed my[elf 7nany pwest

hours of his converfation ; there my fong -wanders a*

7fiongJl the delightful fuhje[is, divine a?id morali nvhich

ufed to entertain our happy leifure ; and thence defends
to the fields and the-foady 'walks, ivhere I fo oftsn en^

joyed his pleajing difcourfe ; my forrovjs dijfufe then:-

fclves there 'without a limit : / had quite forgotten all

fcheme and method of fwriiing^ till I corrcfi myfelf
and rife to the turret again to lament that deflate feat,

Nonv, if the critics laugh at the folly of the mufe for

taking too much notice of the^ golden hall, let them con-

fder that the meanefl things that belonged tof valuable

a perfon fiili gave fo^ne frefn and dolej'ul refi^fdions :

ylnd 1 tranfcribe nature^ 'without ruhy and reprefent

fritndfhip in a mourning drefs, abandoned to deep^ff

frro'w, and 'with a negligence becoming 'woc' unjeigned*

Had I defigned a"coniplete elegy y M idam, rm your
dsarefl brother^ and intended it for puhljc vie'w. Ifh^ruld

^ave followed the ufualforms ofpoetry, fo far -at leaji
^

>•«:/ (oj'^ejidjom: [ages in the character and ^'raifes of^h:



270 LYRIC POEMS, Book III.

deceafed^ and thence have taken occajton to call man^
kind io complain aloud of the univerfal and unfpeakable

lofs : But I ^wrote merely for myfelf as a friend (/f ths

dead and to eafe my full foul by breathing out my o^n
complaints ; I kne'vj his chara6lers and virtues fo ^ell,

ihai there nuas no need to mention them 'while I talked

only ^ith myfelf ; for the image of theyn 'was ever pre*

fent 'with ??ie, 'which kept the pain at the heart intenfc

and lively^ and my tears flo'-wing 'with my verje.

Perhaps your Ladyjhip nvill expeCifome divine thoughts

and facred meditations^ mingled 'with a fubje^ f^ f^'
lemn as this is : Had Iformed a dejign of offering it to

your hands, 1 had compofed a more Chrijiian poem ; but

it nvas grief purely natural^ for a death fo jurprifing^

that dreiv all the ftrokes of it, and therefore my refiec^

tions are chiefly of a ?noral Jirain, Such as it isy your

Lady/I?ip requires a copy of it ; but let it not touch your

Joul too tenderly, ?ior rene^wyour ouon tnournings Re*

ceive it. Madam, as an offering of love and tears at the

tomb of a departed friend, and let it abide 'with you as

a 'witnejs of that affeCiionate refpeB and honour that I
'^ bore him ; all nvhich, as your Ladyjhip^s 7nofl rightful

due, both by merit and by Juccejfion^ is noi\> humbly of'^

fered, bjy

Madam,
Tour Ladyjhip^s moft hearty

and obedient fervant

^

L WATTS.

To the clear Memory of my honoured Friend,

THOMAS GUNST ON, Esqj

IFho died Nov. ii. 17CO. IVhen he hadjujijinijhed his

Seat at Newington.

OF blafted hopes, and of ihort withering jcys;

^ing, heavenly mufv. Trj thine cthenai voice
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In funeral numbers and a doleful fong ;

GuNSTON thejuft, the generous and the young,

GuNSTON th'e friend is dQ<id, O empty name

Of earthly blifs ! 'tis all an airy dream,

All a vain thought ! Our foaring fancies rife

On treacherous wing? ! and hopes that touch the fkies

Drag but a longer ruin through the downward air,

And plunge the falling joy ftill deeper in defpair.

How did our fouls ftand flatter'd and prepar'd

To fhout him welcome to the feat he reared !

There the dear man fliould fee his hopes complete,

SmlUing and tafting every lawful fweet

That peace and plenty brings, while numerous years

Circling delightful play'd around the fpheres

:

Revolving funs (hould ftill renew his ftrength.

And draw the uncommon thread to an unufual length,

But hafty Fate thurlls her dread Ihares between.

Cuts the young life off, and iliuts up the fcene.

Thus airy Pleasure dances in our eyes.

And fpreads falfe images in fair difguife,

T' allure our fouls, till juft within our arras

The vifion dies, and all the painted charms

Flee quick av^^ay from the purfuing fight,

Till they are loft in ihades, and mingle with the night.

Mufe, ftretch thy wings, and ihy fad journey bend
To the fair Fabric that thy dying friend

Built namelefs : 'twill fuggeft a thoufand things

Mournful and foft as my L'rania fmgs.

How did he lay the deep Foundations ftrong

Marking the bounds, and rear the Walls along
Solid and lafting ; there a numerous train

Of happy GuNSTONs might in plealure reign,
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While natloss perifh, and long ages run,

Nations unborn, and ages unbegun:
Not time itfelf Ihould wafte the bleft cftate,

Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient feat.

How fond our fancies are ! The founder dies

Childlefs; his fifters weep and c'ofe his eyes,

And wait upon his hearfe with never-ceafing cries.

Loffy and flow it moves to meet the tomb.
While weighty forrow nods on every plume j

A thoufand groans his dear remains convey,

To his cold lodging in a bed of clay,

His country's facred tears well-watering all the way
See the dull wheels roll on the fable road

;

But no dear fon to tread the mournful load.

An ^ fondly kind drop his young forrows there.

The father's urn bedewing with a filial tear.

O had he left us one behind, to play

Wanton about the painted hall, and fay.

This *was my Father'*%y with impatient joy

In my fond arms I'd clafp the fmiling boy,

And call him my young friend : but awful i-^Llt,

Defign'd the mighty ftroke as lafting as 'twas great.

And muft this building then, this coftly frame

Stand here for ftrangers ? Mufl; fome unknown name,
PofTefs thefe roonuy the labours of my friend ?

Why were thefe walls rais'd for this haplefsend?

Why thefe apannents all adornM fo gay :'

Why his rich fancy lavifh'd thus away ?

Mufe, V\Q^ x.\ith paintings, how the hovering liglit

Plays o'er the colours in a wanton flight.

And mingled fhades wrought in foft degrees.

Give a fweet foil to all the charming piece;

But night, eternal night, hangs black around

The iiiM^^l cbamber^ of th« holloW:^rauBid,
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And folld fliades unmlngled round his bed

Stand hideous : Earthly fogs embrace his head.

And noifome vapours glide along his face

Rifing perpetual. Mufe, forfake the place.

Flee the raw damps of the unwholefome clay,

Look to his airy fpacious hall and fay,

<* How has he chang'd it for a lonefome cave,
•* Confin'd and crowded in a narrow grave !'*

Th' unhappy houfe, looks defolate and mourns,

And every door g^roans doleful as it turns
;

The pillars Janguifh : and each lofty wall

Stately in grief, laments the mafter's fall 5

In drops of briny dew ; the fabric bears
|

His faint refemblance, and renews my tears.

Solid and fquare it rifes from below :

A noble air, without a gaudy fliow,

Heigns through the model, and adorns the whole,

Manly and plain. Such was the builder's fouL

X) how I love to view the ftateJy frame,

That dear memorial of the beft lov'd name !

Then could I wifh for fome prodigious cave

Vaft as his feat, and fiient as his grave.

Where the tall fhades Wretch to the hideous roof.

Forbid the day, and guard the fun-beams off,

Thither, my willing feet, fliould ye be drawn
At the gray twilight, and the early dawn.
There fweetiy fad fhould my foft minutes roll,

Numbring the forrows of my drooping foul.

But thefe are airy thoughts ! fubilantial grief

Grows by thefe objeds that fliould yield relief;

Fond of my woes i heave my eyes around,

My grief from every profpe(5t courts a wound 5

Views the green gat dens, views the fmiling t^\K,$^

Still my heart (inks, and ftiU my cares arife ;
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My wandering feet round the fair manfion rove.

And there to footh rry forrovvs I indulge my love.

Oft have I laid the awful Calvin by.
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye
To fee thofc walls, pay the fad vifit there,

And drop the tribute of an hourly tear ;

Still I behold fome melancholy fcene,

With manyapenfive thought, and many a fighbetween.
Two days ago v/e took the evening air,

I5 and my grief, and my Urania there;

Say, my Urania, how the Weftern fun

Broke from black clouds, and in full glory (hone

Gilding the roof, then dropt into the fea,

And fudden night devoured the fweet remains of day

;

Thus the bright youth juft reard his fhining head
From obfcure fliades of life, and funk among the dead»

The rifmg fun adorn'd with all his light

Smiles on thefe walls again : but endlefs night

Reigns uncontroui'd where the dear Gunston lies,

He's fet for ever, and muft never rife.

Then why thefe beams, unfeafonable (lar,

Thefe lightfome fmiles defcending from a far,

To greet a mourning houfe ? in vain the day
Breaks through the nuind'j'ujf with a joyful ray,

And marks a Ihining path along the floors,

Bounding the evening and the morning hours
;

In vain it bounds them : while vaft emptinefs "^

And hollow filence reigns through all the place, v
Ncr heeds the chearful change of Nature's face. j
Yet Nature's wheels will en without controul,

The fun will rife, the tuneiul fpheres will roll,

And the two nightly Bears walk round and watch

the poles.

See, while I fpeak, high on her fable wheel

Old Night advancing climbs the eallera hill

:
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Troops of dark clouds prepare her'way; behold, ,

How their brown pinions edg'd with evening gold-

Spread lliadowing o'er the houfe, and glide away
Slowly purfuing the declining day

;

O'er the broad ro!?/' they fly their circuit ftilJ,

Thus days before they did, and days to come they will •

But the black cloud that ihadows o'er his eyes.

Hangs there immovable, and never flies :

Fain would I bid the envious gloom be gone
;

Ah, fruitlefs wiih ! how are his curtains drawn
For a long evening that defpairs the dawn !

Mufe, view the turret ; juft beneath the fliics

Lonefome it ftands, and fixes my fad eyes.

As it would afl?: a tear. O lacred fe^t,

Sacred to friendfliip ! O divine retreat !

Here did I hope my happy hours t'employ.

And fed before-hand on the promised joy,

"When weary of the noify town, my friend

From mortal cares retiring, ihouid afcend

And lead me thither. We alone would fit

Free and fecure of all intruding feet :

Our thoughts fhould ftretch their iougeft wings,and rife,

Kor bound their foarings by the lower fkies;

Our tongues fliould aim at everlafting themes.

And fpeak what mortals dare, of all the names
Of boundlefs joys and glories, thrones and ieats

Built high in heaven for fouls : We'd trace the ftreets

Of golden pavement, walk each blifsful field,

And climb and tafte the fruits the fpicy mountains yield:

Then would we fwear to keep the ficred road,

And walk right upwards to that bleft abode
;

We'd charge our parting fpirits there to meet.

There hand in hand approach th' Almighty fear.

And bend our heads adoring at our Maker's feet.

i
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Thus fliould we mount on bold adventVous wings
In high dlfcourfe, and dwell on heavenly things,

While the pleased hours in fv/eet fucceffion move,
And minutes meafar'd, as they are above,

By ever-circling joys, and ever-fhining love.

Anon our thoughts fliould lower their lofty flight,

Sink by degrees, and take a pleaflng fight,

A large round profpedl of the fpreading plain, ")

The wealthy river, and his winding train, V
The fmoky city, and the bufy men. ^
How we fliould frniie to fee degenerate worms
Lavifli their lives, and fight for airy forms

Of painted honour, dreams of empty found,

Till envy rife, andjp^flioot a fecret wound
At fwelling glory, ftrait the bubble breaks,

And the fcenes vanilh, as the man awakes;

Then the tail titles, infolent and proud,

Sink to the duft, and mingle with the crowd.

Man is a reftlefs thing : Still vain and wild,

Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the child :

His hurrying lufts, ftill break the facred bound
To feek new pieafures on forbidden ground,

And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool,

For a ftiort dying joy to fell a deathiefs foul 1

'Tis but a grain of fweetnefs they can fow,

And reap the long fad harveft of immortal woe.

Another tribe toil in a different ftrife.

And banifli all the lawful fweets of life,

Tofweatand dig for gold, to board the oar,

Hide the dear duft yet darker than before.

And never dare to ufe a grain of ail the (lore.
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Happy the man that knows the value juft

Of earthly things, nor Is enflav*d to dulL

'TIs a rich gift the fkies but rarely fend

To favourite fouls. Then happy thou, my friend.

For thou haft learnt to manage and command
The wealth that Heaven beftow'd with liberal hand :

Hence this fair ftruclure rofe ; and hence his feat

Made to invite my not unwilling feet;

In vain 'twas made ! for we (hall never meet,

And fmile, and love, and blefs each other here,

The envious tomb forbids thy face t' appear,

Detains thee, Gunston, from my longing eyes,

And all my hopes lie bury*d, where myGuNsroN lies.

Come hither, all ye tendereft fouk, that know
The heights of fondnefs, and the depths of woe;
Young mothers, who your darling babes have found
Untimely murder*d with a ghaftly wound ;

Ye frighted nymphs, who on the bridal bed
Clasp'd in your arms your lovers cold and dead,

Come; in the pomp of all your wild defpair,

With flowing eye-lids, and diforder'd hair,

Death in your looks ; come, mingle grief with me.
And drown your little dreams in my unbounded fea.

You fucred mourners of a nobler mould,
Born for a friend, whofe dear embraces hold

Beyond all Nature's ties; you that have known
Two happy fouls made intimately one,

And felt a parting ftroke : *tis you muft tell

Thefmart, the twinges, and the racks I feel r

This foul of mine that dreadful wound has borne, ")

Ott" from its fide its deareft half is torn, C
The reft lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn. j
Oh, infinite diftrefs ! Tuch raging grief

Should command pity, and defpair relief.

Aa
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Pafllon, methinks, (hould rife from all my groans.

Give fenfe to rocks, and fympathy to ftones.

Ye dufky nvoods and echoing hills around,

Repeat my cries with a pej-petual found;

Be all ye flowYy vales, with thorns o'ergrown,

Affift my forrows, and declare your own
;

Alas ! your Lord is dead. The humble plain

Muft ne'er receive his courteous feet again :

Mourn ye gay fmiling meado=ws, and be feea

In wintry robes, inftead of youthful green;

And bid the brook, that ftill runs warbling by,

Move filent on, and weep his ufelefs channel dry.

Hither, methinks, the lowing herd fliould come.
And moaning turtles murmur o'er his tomb:
The oak (hall wither, and the curling vine

Weep his young life out, while his arms untwine

Their amorous folds, and mix his bleeding foul with

mine.

Ye ftately elms, In your long order mourn *,

Strip off your pride to drefs your mafter's urn ;

Here gently drop your leaves inftead of tears :

Ye elofis, the reverend growth of ancient years.

Stand tall and naked to the bluftering rage

Of the mad winds ; thus it becomes your age
To fhew you forrows. Often you have feea

Our heads reclin'd upon the fifing green ;

Beneath your facred fhade diifus'd we lay,

Here Friendship reign'd with an unbounded fway ;

Hither our fouls their conftant offerings brought,

The bur<lens of the breaft, and labours of the thought;
Our opening bofoms on the confcious ground,
Spread all the forrows and the joys we found

And mingled every care ; nor v^^as it known
Which of the pains and pleafures were our own

;

* There 'was a long row of tall elms then Jlanding 1

rcAerefome years after the Ionxjergarden 'was 77iads»
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Then with an equal hand and honert foul

We fliare the heap, yet both poffefs the whole,

And all the paffions there thro' both our bofoms roll.

By turns we comfort, and by turns complain,

And bear and eafe by turns the fympathy of pain.
«

Friendship ! myfterious thing, what magic pow'rs

Support thy fway, and charm thefe minds ot ours ?

Bound to thy foot we boaft our birth-right dill,

And dream of freedom, when we've loft our will.

And changed away our fouls : Ac thy command
We fnatch new miferies from a foreign hand,

To call them purs ; and thoughtlefs of our eafe.

Plague the dear Self that we were born to pleafe.

Thou Tyrannefs of minds, whofe cruel throne

Heaps on poor mortals forrows not their own :

As though our mother Nature could no more
Find woes fufficient for each fon fhe bore,

Friendfhip divides the fhares, and lengthens out the

(lore.

Yet are we fond of thy imperious reign,

Proud of thy flavery, wanton in our pain,

And chide the courteous hand when deach diffolves

the chain,*

Virtue, forgive the thought ! the raving mufc
Wild and defpairing knows not what ihe does,

Grows mad in grief, and in her favage hours
Affronts the name Ihe loves and (he adores.
She is thy votVefs too ; and at thy fhrine,

O facred Friendship, offer*d fongs divine,

While GuNSTON livM, and both our fouls were
tiiine.

Here to thofe (hades at folemn hours we came.
To pay devotion with a mutual flame.

Partners in blifs. Sweet luxury of the mind \

And fwect the aids of fcnfe ! Each ruder wind
Aa 2
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slept in Its caverns, while an evening breeze

Fann'd the leaves gently, fporting through the trees ;

The linnet and the lark their vefpers fung.

And clouds of crimfon o'er the horizon hung
;

The flow-declining fun with floping wheels

Sunk down the golden day behind the weftern hills.

Mourn, ye young gardens, ye unfinifli'd gates.

Ye green inclofures, and ye growing fweets

Lament, for ye our midnight hours have known,
And watch'd us walking by the filent moon
In conference divine, while heavenly fire

Kindling our breafts did all our thoughts infpire

With joys, almoft immortal ; then our zeal

Blaz'd and burnt high to reach th* ethereal hill.

And love refin'd, like that above the poles,

Threw both our arms round one another's fouls

In rapture and embraces. Oh ! forbear;

Ferbear, my fong ! this is too much to hear.

Too dreadful to repeat ; fuch joys as thefe

Fled from the earth for ever I r—

—

Oh, for a general grief I let all things fliare

Our woes, that knew our loves : the neighbouring air

Let it be laden with immortal fighs,

And tell the gales, that every breath that flies

Over thefe fields fliould murmur and complain,

And kifs the fading grafs, and propagate the pain,

Weep all ye buildingSy and the groves around

For ever v>-eep : this is an endlefs wound.

Vail and incurable. Ye buildings knew
His fiiver tongue, ye groyes have heard it too

:

At that dear found no more fhall ye rejoice,

And I no iviore muft hear the charming voice:

Woe to my drooping foul I that heavenly breath

That could fpeak life lies now congeal'd in deatj^

;
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While on his folded lips, all cold and pale.

Eternal chains and heavy filence dweU,

Yet my fond hope would hear him fpeak again,

Once more at lead, one gentle word, and then

GuNSTON aloud 1 call: in vain T cry

GuNSTON aloud ; for he muft ne*er reply.

In vain I mourn, and drop thefe funeral tears.

Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears :

Wandring I tune my forrows to the groves.

And vent my fwelling griefs, and tell the winds our loves
;

While the dear youth fleeps faft, and hears them not

;

He hath forgot me : In the lonefome vault

Mindlefs of Watts and friendfliip, cold he lies,

Deaf and unthinking cJay.^

But, whither am I led ? This artlefs grief

Hurries the mufe on, obftinate and deaf

To all the nicer rules, and bears her down
From the tall fabric to the neighbouring ground.

The pleafing hours, i\\Q happy moments paft

In thefe fweet fields reviving to my tafte

Snatch me away refiQlefs with impetuous hafte.

Spread thy ftronjy pinions once again, my fong,

And r ach the turret thou haft left fo long :

O'er thy wide roof its lofty head it rears,

Long waiting onr converfe ; but only hears

The noily tumults ot the realms on high:

The winds faiute it whiftling as they fly,

Or jairing round the windows : rattling fhowers

Lafii the tair fides ; above loud thunder roars j

But (llii the marter fleeps ; nor hears the voice

Of facred friendfhlp, nor the tempeft's noife:

An iron flamber lies on every fenfe,

In vaia the heavenly thunders llrive to roufc it thence,

A a o
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One labour more, my mufe, thQ golden fphere.

Seems to demand ; See through the dufky air

Downward it (hines upon the rifing moon :

And, as ftie libours up to reach her noon,
Purfues her orb with repercuffive light,

And dreaming gold rep lys the paler beams of night:

But not one ray can reach the darkfome grave,

Or pierce the foiid gloom that fills the cave

Where Gunstos dwells in death. Bc^hold it flames

Like fome new meteor with diffufive beams
ThrouQ^h the mid-heaven, and overcomes the ftars ;

«< So fhines thy Gunston sfoul above the fpheres,'*

Raphael replies, anJ wipes away my tears.

<* We faw the fl fn fink dov^m with clcfing eyes,

** We heird thy grief (hriek out, He diesy he dies.

« MnV<dken grief! to call the flefh the friend I

«« On our fair wings did the bright youth afcend,
«<* All heaven embrac'd hirn with immortal love,

«< And fung his welcome to the courts above.
* Gentle Iihuriel led him round the fkies,

«« The buildings ft uck him with immenie furprife %

** The fpires all radiant, and the manfions bright,

^* The roof high vaulted with ethereal light :

*< Beauty and ibengih on the tall bulwarks fat

-** in heavenly diamond- and for every gate
^* On golden hinges a broad ruby turns,

** Guards ofFthefue, and as it moves it burns;
•«< Millions of glories reign through every part

j

** Infini'te power, and uncreated art

** Stand here difplay'd, and to the ftranger fliow

<* How it out-fhines thenobleft feats below.
<» The ftranger fed his gazing pow'ers a while
«< Tranfported i Then with a regardlefs fmile,

** Gianc'd his eye downward thro' thechryftal floor^

• And took eternal leave ol wttat ke bail; before*
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Now, fair Urania, leave the doleful flraio
;

Raphael commands : Affiime thy jo}'s again.

In everlafting numbers fmg, and fay, [day

;

•« GuNSTON has raov'd his dwelling to the realms of(

** GuNSTON the friend lives ftill; And give thy groans
away/'

An E L E G Y on

Mr. THOMAS GOUGE.
T O

Ur. ARTHUR SHALLET, Merchant,

Worthy Sir,

^H E fubjeB of the following Eiegy was high in your
•^ ejleem^ and enjoyed a large Jhare of your affchion^

Scarce doth his memory need the ajfijiance of the mufe to

make it perpetual : but wh^njhe can at once pay her ho-

nours to the venerable Dead, and by this addrefs acknow-
ledge the favours flje has receivedfrom the Livings 'tis

a double pleafure to,

SIR,

Your obliged humble fervant,

/. WATTS
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To THE Memory of tub

Revd. Mr. THOMAS GOUGE.

Who died }zn. 8th, 1699- 1700.

YE virgin fouls, whofe fweet complaint Pfal. 1 3 7,

Could teach Euphrates not to flow, Lam, u
Could Sion's ruin fo divinely paint, 2, 3.

Array'd in beauty and in woe

:

Awake, ye virgin fouls, to mourn,
And with your tuneful forrows drefs a prophet's urn,

O could my lips or flowing eyes

But imitate fuch charming grief,

I'd teach the Teas, and teach the flcies

Wailings, and fobs, and fympathies,

Nor fliouid the Hones or rocks be deaf;

P4.ocks ftiall have eyes, and ftones have ears

While Gouge's death is mourn'd in melody and tears;

II.

Heaven was impatient of our crimes.

And fent his minifter of death

To fcourge the bold rebellion of the times.

And to demand our prophet's breath :

He came commifljon'd for the fates

Of awful Mead, and charming Bates
; »^-..

There he eflky'd the vengeance firft.

Then took a difmai aim, and brought great Gouge to

• duft.
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III.

Great Gouge to duft ! how doleful is the found I

How vaft the ftroke is ! and how wide the wound 1

Oh, painful ftroke ! diftreffing death !

A wound immcafurably wide
;

No vulgar mortal dy'd

When he refign'd his breath.

The mufe that mourns a nation's fall.

Should wait at Gouge's funeral,

Should mingle majefty and groans,

Such as (he fings to finking thrones,

And in deep founding numbers tell

How Sion trembled, when this pillar fell,

Sion grows weak, and England poor,

Nature herfeif, with all her ftore,

Can furnifh fuch a pomp for death no more.

IV.

The reverend man let all things mourn ;

Sure he was fome aethereal mind,

Fated in flefh to be confined,

And order'd to be born.

His foul was of th' angelic frame,

The fame ingredients, and the mould the fame^

When the Creator makes a minifter of flame,

He was all form'd of heavenly things,

Mortals, believe what my Urania fmgs.

For Ihe has feen him rife upon his flamy wings.

V.
How would he mount, hew would he fljT

Up through the ocean of the fky,

TowVd the celeftial coaft !

With what amazing fwiftncfs foar.

Till earth's dark ball was feen no more.
And all its mountains loft !

Scarce could the nuife purfue him with her fight a

But, angels, ycu cam tell,

i
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For oft you meet his wondrous flight,

And knew the ftranger well

;

Say, how he pad the radiant fphercs

And vifited your happy feats,

And trac'd the well known turnings of the golden ftrccts.

And walk'd among the ftars,

VL
Tell how he climb*d the everlafling hills,

Surveying all the realms above,

Borne on a (Irong wing'd faith, and on the fiery wheels
Of an immortal love.

'Twas there he took a glorious fight

Of the inheritance of faints in light.

And read their title in their Saviour's right.

How oft the humble fcholar came.

And to your fongs he rais'd his ears

To learn th* unutterable name,

To view th* eternal bafe that bears.

The new creation's frame.

The countenance of God he faw.

Full of mercy ; full of awe.

The glories of '
i power, and glories of his grace :

There he beh'^' le wondVous fprings

Of thofe c . I fncred things,

The peaceful gofpe*, and the fiery law
In that majeilic face.

That face did all his gazing powers employ.

With mod profound abafement and exalted joy, ^
The roHs of fate were half unfcal'd, ^

He flood adoring by ;

The volumes open'd to his eye.

And fweet intelligence he held

With his fhining kindred of the Iky.

vn.
Ye feraphs that furround the throne.

Tell how his name was through the palace knowD^^
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How warm his zeal was, and how like your own;
Speak it aloud, let half the nation hear,

And hold blafphemers fhrink and fear * :

Impudent tongues ! to blafl: a prophet*s name !

The poifon fure was fetch'd from hell,

Where the old blafphemers dwell,

To taint the pureft duft, and blot the whiteft fame !

Impudent tongues ! You fliould be darted through,

NaiPd to your own black mouths, and lie

Ufelefs and dead till Slander die.

Till Slander die with you.

viir.
<< We faw him, faid the ethereal throng,
'* We faw his warm devotions rife

;

*« We heard the fervour of his cries,

*« And mix his praifes with our fong :

*« We knew the fecret flights of his retiring hours,
" Nightly he wak'd his inward powers,

«* Young Ifrael rofe to wreftle with his God,
«< An \ with unconque<*'d force fcard the celeftlal towers,
«* To reach the bieffing down for tho''- that fought his

blood.
<* Oft we beheld the Thunderer's
** Rais'd high to crufh the fadlic js .^. ,

'

'* As oft we faw the rolling vengeance ftand
•« Doubtful t' obey the dread command,

*« While his afcendingpray'r upheld thefalling blow.**

IX.

Draw the pad fcenes of thy delight,

My mufe, and bring the wond'rous man to Cght*

Place him furrounded as he flood

With pious crouds, while from his tongue
A ftream of harmony ran foft along.

And every year dr^Kik in the flowing good :

Softly it ran its filver way,

* Though he 'was fo great andgood a man he did n'jf

efcape cenfure.
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Till warm devotion rais*d the current ftrong :

Tben fervid zeal on the fweet deluge rode,

Life, love and glory, grace and joy,

Divinely roll'd promiicuous on the torrent-flood,

And bore our raptur'd fenfe away, and thoughts and
fouls to (JoD.

O might we dwell for ever there !

No more returQ to breathe this grofler air.

This atmoiphere of fm, calamity and care.

X.
But heavenly fcenes foon leave the fight

While we belong to clay,

Paffions of terror and delight,

Demand alternate fway.

Behold the man whofe awful voice

Could well proclaim the fiery law.

Kindle the flames that Mofes faw.

And fweil the trumpet's warlike noife.

He Rands the herald of the threatning fk'es,

Lo, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rife,

/iil Sinai's thunder on his tongue, and lightning in his

eyes.

Round the high roof the curfes flew

Diftinguifhing each guilty head,

Far from th' unequal war the Atheiflfled,

Kis kindled arrows ftill purfue,

ills arrows (trike the Atheift through,

And o'er his inmofi: powers a ftiuddering horror fprcad.

The marble heart groans with an inw^ard wound:
Blafpbeming fouls of harden'd fteel

Shriek out amaz'd at the new pangs they feel,

And dread the echoes of the found.

The lofty wretch arm'd and array'd

In ^audy pride fmks down his impious head,.

Plunges in dark defpair, and mingles with the dead.
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XI.

Now, mufe, aflume a fofter ftram,

Now footh the fmner's raging fmart.

Borrow of Gouge the wond'rous art

To calm the furglng confclence, and affwage the pain ;

He from a bleeding God derives

Life for the fouls that guilt had flain,

And ftralt the dying rebel lives.

The dead arife again ;

The opening fkies almoft obey

His powerful fong ; a heavenly ray

Av/akes defpair to light, and flieds a chearful day.

His wcndrous voice rolls back the fpheres.

Recalls the fcenes of antient years.

To make the Saviour known
;

Sweetly the flying charmer roves

Through all fiis labours and his loves,

The anguifli of his crofs, and triumphs of his throne,

XII.

Come, he invites our feet to try

The deep afcenc of Calvary,

And fets the fatal tree before our eye :

See, here celeftial forrow reigns
;

Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by,

Ting'd with the crimfon of redeeming veins.

In wondrous words he fung the vital flood

Where all our fins were drown'd,

Words fit to heal and fit to wound.
Sharp as the fpear, and balmy as the blood.

In his difcourfe divine

Afrefli the purple fountain flow'd ;

Our falling tears kept fympathetic time.

And trickled to the ground,

While every accent gave a doleful found,

Sad as the breaking heart-ftrings of th' eipiring Go»

Bb
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i

XIII.

Down to the manfions of the dead.
With treiBbling joys our fouls are led.

The captives of his tongue
;

There the dear Prince of life reclines his head^
Darknefs and fhades anion g.

With pleafing horror we furvey
The caverns of his tomb,

Where the belov'd Redeemer Jay,

And (lied a fweet perfume.

Hark, the old earthquake roars again

In Gouge's voice, and breaks the chain

Of heavy death, and rends the tombs ;

The rifing God ! he comes, he comes.

With throngs of waking faints, a long triumphing trafa^-

XIV.
See the bright fquadrons of the fky,

Downward on wings of joy and hafte they fly,

Meet their returning Sovereign, and attend him high;

A fhining car the Conqueror fills,

Fcrm'd of a golden cloud
;

Slowly the pomp moves up the azure hilis.

Old Satan foams and yells aloud,

And gnav^s th' eternal brafs, that binds him to the

wheels.

The opening gates of bllfs receive their King,

TheTather-God fmiles on his Son,

Pays him the honours he has won,

The lofty thrones adore, and little cherubs fing,
(

Behold him on his native throne,

Glory fits faft upon his head •

Drefs'd in new light, and beamy robes.

His hand rolls on the feafons, and the fhining globes.

And fways the living worlds, and regions of the dead.

XV.
Gouge was his envoy to the realm below,

Vaft was his truft, and great his fkill,

/
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Bright the credentials he can fhow,

And thoufands own'd the feal

;

His hallowed lips could well impart

The grace, the promife, and command i

He knew the pity of Immanuel's heart,

And terrors of Jehovah's hand.

How did our fouls ftart out to hear

The embaffies of love he bare,

While every ear in rapture hung
Upon the charming wonders of his tongue I ^
Life's bufy cares a facred filence bound

Attention ftood with all her powers,

With fixed eyes and awe profound,

Chain'd to the pleafure of the found.

Nor knew the flying hours.

XVI.
But, O my everlafting grief f

Heav'n has recali'd his envoy from our eye^^

Hence deluges of forrow rife,

Nor hope the impoflible relief.

Ye remnants of the facred tribe.

Who feel the lofs, come ihare ihz fraart.

And mix your groans with mine :

Where is the tongue that can deicribc

Infinite things with equal art.

Or language fo divine ?

Our paffions want the heavenly flame.

Almighty love breathes faintly in our fongs.

And awful threatnings languifh on our tongaes^

Howe is a great but fmglc name :

Amidft the croud he ftands alone ;

Stands yet, but with his ftarry pinions on,

Dreft for the flight, and ready to be gone.

Eternal God, command his ftay.

Stretch the deaf months of his delay 5
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O we could wifli this age were one immortal day !

But when the flaming chariot^s come.

And fhlning guards, t* attend the prophet home,
Amidft a thoufand weeping eyes.

Send an Elifha down, a foul of equal fize>

Or burn this worthiefs globe, and take us to the Ikies.

THE END.

/
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