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F AR off (no matter whether Eaft or Weft,
A real Couritry, or one made in Jeft)
Nor yet by modern Manpevizizs difgrac’d,
Nor by Map-jobbers wretchedly mifplac’d,
There lies an Jfland, neither great nor {mall,

Which, f;n' diftin¢tion fake, I Gorman call,

The Man, who finds an unknown Country out;

By giving it a name acquires, no doubt,

Vou. II, H A Gofpel
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A Gofpel L.tk, tho’ the people there
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The J. hinks not worth [us c
Bar this }_;;c‘.u‘.:;t-._, and into air 1s hurl’d
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The claim of Evropk to the Weftern World.

Q0ome roving DUCCANCC

crofs the figure made,
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Fromi frft to laft, had been one icene Of ILHLC5

His royal mafter’s name thercon engrav’d,
Without more procefs; the whole race enflav’dy

Cut off that Charter they from Nature drew,

that w
v made them Slaves to men they never Lot
And made them olaves o mcen i ey never KNews

tle the moft Chriftian Lords
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nore than half the Ball
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this title, they have none at all,
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t'or never ‘ et n

1 breath’d a Chriftian air;

Who livid to ’
retend that Chrift, (who came, we all agree,

is peoples and to fet them free)
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To make a Convert ever one law gave,

By which Converters made him firft a flave,

Spite of the gloffes of a canting Prieft,

Who talks of Chai ity, but means a feaft,
Who recommends it (whilft he féems to feel
The holy glowings of a real zeal)

To all his hearers, as'a deed of worth;

To give themi heaven, whom they have robb’d of ea

Lr;n]:,

Never fhall One, One truly honeft man,

Who, bleft with LiserTy, reveres her plan,

Allow one moment, that a Savage Sire

Could from his wretched race, for childifh hire,

By a wild grant, their All, their Freedom pafs,

And fell his Country for a bit of glafs,

Or grant this barb’rous tight, I.et Spain and Francr,

In Slav’ry bred, as purchafers advance,

Let them, whilft Conftience is at diftance hurld,

With fome gay bawble buy a golden world;

An ExcrisuMan

Shall fpurn the flavifh merchandize, thall fcorn
To tak

» In charter’d FREEDOM born,

¢ from others, thro’ bafe private views,
What he himfelf would rather die, than lofe,

I:I 2




Fie Evropre’s fons were known, and Furope’s crinses!
Gold, curfed Gold ! flept in the womb of earth,

Unfelt its mifchiefs; jas unknowa itsworth ;

In full Content he found the trueft wealth:;

In Toil he found Diverfion, Food, and Health
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er to eale and luxury; of Courts,

His Sports were Labours; and his Labours Sports:;
His Youth was hardy, and his Old Age green
Life’s Morn was vig’rous, and her Eve ferene;

No rules he held, but what were made for ufe;
No Arts he learn’ds ‘por.ills which Arts produce ;
Falfe Lights he follow’d, but believ’d them true ;

He knew nat much, but livid to what he knew;

Happy, thrice happy 7iotw the Savage race,
Since Evrore took theirGold, and gave them Grace !
Paftors fhe fends tochelp'them in their need,
Some who can’t write, with others'who can’t read;

And on:fure grounds the Gofpel-Pile to rear,

nary Felons ev'ry Year
X iran Srari] R P x 171 3
ar Vices, with more Zeal than holy pray’rs,

she teaches theihy and in return takes theirs ;
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Her rank Oppreflions give them caufe to rife,

Her Want of Prudence ‘mears, and Arms fupplies,
Whilft her ‘brave rage; ‘not fatisfied with life,

Rifing in blood, 'adopts the Scalping-Knife',
Knowledge fhe gives,” enough to make them know
How abjec is thelr State, how deep their Woe;

The worth of Freedom ftrongly She explains,

LOK

Whilit She bows down, and loads their neck with Chains;

Faith too fhe plants; ‘for her own‘ends impreft,
To make them bear'the worft, and hope the beft
And whilft She ‘teaches on' vile'int’rélt’s plan,

As Laws of God, the wild 'decrees of Man,

Like Prarisees, of whom! the Scriptures teli,

She makes them tén times more the Sons of Hell:

But whither do thefe grave refleGions tend ?
Are they defign’d for any, or no end?
Briefly but this---to prove, that by no a&t

Which nature made, that by no equal pact

"Twixt Man and Man, which might, if Juftice heard;

Stand good, that by no benefits confetr’d

Or purchafe made,: Evrore in chains can hold

The Sons of Innra, and her mines of gold.

H 3

Chance
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Chance led her there in an'accurfed hour,

She faw, and made the Country her’s by pow’r;

Nor. drawn by Virtuels Love from L.ove of Fame,

Shall my rath folly centrovert the claim,

r with in thought that title overthrown,

‘Which coincides with, and involves my own,

Evrorre difcoverd Inpra firft; I found

r el a0 CaAmTT A ~ i rhe e
v right to GOTHAM On the 1l

[ firlt difcover’d it;' norfhall that plea

To Her be granted,” and denied to Me.

I plead Pofleffion, and till one more bold
Shall drive me out, -will that Rofleffion hold.

With Hur

Hers be the Wes

indred rights I twine;

Worrp, be Gorram Mine.

Rejoice ye | y. GOTHAMITES, rejoice;
1Lift up your voice onthichj @ michty voice
Lift up your voice onhighy @ mighty voice,

ne voice of Gladnefs and on ev’ry tongue,
b} ) o 2

]

In Strains of gf.-.‘:lif:ﬁil-‘._’, DE 'tf-]'ﬂ{':(.'ﬁ I‘:ln]"};,
=
Le Sradesolfdo aiatiind TdodiaicinE
€ Pra1i€s or 10 gréat ahd 2e0d d ixing §
bas ) o =

1

CHureHILL reign, ‘and fhall not' Gormam fing?
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As on a Day, a highiand holy Day,
Let ev’ry inftrument of Mufic play,
Antient and Modern 5 THole which drew their birth
(Pun&ilio’s laid afide) from Pagan earth,
As well as thofe by Chriffian made and Fews
Thofe known to:many, and thofe known to few
‘hofe which in whim and frolic lightly float,
And thofe which {well;the flow.and folemn note;
Thofe which (whilft Reafon ftands in wonder by)
Make fome complexions laugh and others cry';
Thofe which by fome ftrange fagulty of found,
Can build walls up, and raze them to the ground
hofe which cantear up forefts by the roots,
And make brutes dance like Men, and Men like brutes;
Thofe which whilt Riprevrr leads up the dance,
Make Clowns of MonmouTH ape the Fops of France s
Thofe which, where Lady Dvt tyess with Lord MavoRrs
Prefides, difda mln_g; light and trifling airs,
Hallow the feaft with Pfaimody and T hofe
Which, planted in our Churches to difpofe
And lift the mind to Heaven, are difgrac’d
With what a foppifh,Or ganift calls Tafte. 3
All from the Fiddle (en which ev’ry Fool,
The pert Son of dull Sire; difchar g’d from School,

H 4 Serves
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Serves an apprenticefhip in College eafe,
And rifes thro’ the Gamuf 'to decrees)
To Thofe which (tho’ lefs common, not lefs {weet)
From fam’d Saint Giles’s, and more fam’d Vine-Sirees,
(Where Heav’n; thé utmoft with of man to grant,
Gave me an old Houfe, and an older Aunt)
TrornTON, whillt Humour pointed out the road
To her arch cub,-hathvhitch’d into:an ode;
All Inftruments ¢attend ye lift'ning Spheres,
Attend ye Sons of Men; and hearwith ears)
Al Inftruments (nor ‘fhall they feek 'one Hand
Impreft from modern Music's coxcomb band)

All Inftruments; f2lf-affed, ‘at my name

hall pour forth harmony, and loud proclaimy
Loud but'yet fweet, to the dccording’ globe,

My praii‘ts, whilft ggy NAToRE, in a robe,

A Coxcomb Dofter’s vobe,' to the full found

Keeps time, like Bovce, and ‘the World dances round.

Rejoice; “ye happy GoTHAMITES, Tejoice’;
Lift up your voice 'on high, a mighty’voice,
T

he voice of gladnefs, and’on evety tongue,

In ftrains of gratitude, ‘be/praifeschung,



G- A0 KB H A aM; 105

The Praifes of fo great and good a/King ;

3

Shall CaurcniLL reign; and fhall not. Gorram fing?

Inrancy, ftraining backward from the breaft,
Tetchy and wayward; what he loveth beft
Refufing in his fits, whilft all the while
The Mother eyesthe wrangler with a fmile,
And the fond Father fits on fother fide,
Laughs at his moods; and views his fpleen with pride,
Shall murmur forth my-name, whilft at his hand

Nurfe {tands interpreser, thro’ Gorram’s land.

CurLprQon who, like an April morn, appears,
Sunﬂ_ﬁnc and Rain, Hopes.clouded o’er with fears,
Pleas’d and difpleas’d by ftarts, in paffion warm,
In Reafon weak, who, wrought into a;ftorm,
Like to the fretful bullies of the deep,

Soon {pends his rage, and cries himfelf afleep,

. Who, with a fev’rith appetite opprefs’d,

For trifles fighs, -but hates them when pofiefs’d,
His trembling lath fufpended in the air,
Half-bent, and firoking back his long, lank hair,
Shall to his mates jcok up with eager glee,

And et his Top go down to prate of Me.

Youry
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Yourn, whe fierce, fickle, infolent, and vain,
Impatient urges on to ManHOOD’s reign,
Impatient urges on, yet with a caft
Of dear regard, looks back on CriLpuooD paft,
In the mid-chafe, when:the hot blood runs high,
And the quick fpirits mount into his eye,
When Pleafure, which he deems his greateft wealth,
Beats in his heart, and paints his cheeks with health,
When the chaf’d Steed tugs proudly at the rein,
And, ere he ftarts, hath ran o’er half the plain,
When, wing’d with fear, the Stag flies full in view,
And in full cry the eager hounds purfue,
Shall fhout my praife to hills which fhout again,

And e'en the Huntfman ftop to cry Amei.

M anuoob, of form ereft;, who would not bow
Tho' Worlds thould crack around him'; on his brow
Wispom ferene, to Paffion giving law,

Jefpeaking Love, and yet commanding Awes
Dicnity into Grace by Mildnefstwrought ;

Cour AcE attemper’d and refin’d by Thought;
VirTuE {upreme enthron'd s, within his sreaft

The Image of his:Maker deep imprefs'd;
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1.ord of this Earth, which trembles at his Nod,
With Reafon blefs’d, and only lefs than G(_Jd;,
Manmoop, tho” weeping Beauty kneels for aid,
Tho’ Honour calls in Danger’s form array’d,
Tho’ cloath’d with fackcloth, Juftice in the gates,
By wicked Elders chain’d, Redemption waits,
M axnoop fhall fteal an hour, a lictle hour,

(Is’t not a little One?) to hail my pow’r.

Orp-AcGt, a fecond Child by Nature eurs'd
With more and greater eyils than the firit;
Weak, fickly, full of painsy in ev’ry breath
Railing at life, and yet aftaid of death
Putting things off, with fage and folemn air;
From day to day, without one day to fpare;
Without enjoyment, covetous of pelf,
Tirefome to friends, and tirefome to himfelf,
His faculties impair’d, his temper four’d,
His memory of recent things devour’d
E’en with the atting, on his thatter’d brain
Tho’ the falfe Regifters of Youth remain ;

From morn to evening babbling forth vain praife

Of thofe rare men, who 1iv’d in thofe rare days
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When He, the Hero of his tale, was Young,
Dull Repetitions falt’ring on his tongue,

Praifing gray hairs, {ure mark of Wi{dom’s fway,
F’en whilft he curfes time which made him gray,
Scoffing at Youth, €’en whilft-he would afford
All, but his gold, to have his Youth reftor’d,
Shall for a moment, from himfelf fet free;

Lean on his Crutch, and pipe forth praife to Me.

Rejoice, ye happy GOTHAMITES, Iejolce
Lift up your voice on high, amighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ey’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,
The praifes of {o great and good a King ;

LS .

Shall CuurcHisL reign, and fhall not GoTHAM fing &

Things withou life fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in mine,

The Snow-drop, who, in habit white and plain,
Comes on, the Herald of fair FLoRrA’s trainj
The Coxcomb Crocus, flow’s of fimple note,

‘Who by her fide ftruts in a Herald’s coat;
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The Tulip, 1dly glaring to the view,
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Who, tho’ no Clown; his biich from Holland drew,

. Who, once full drefs’d, fears from his' plice to fir,

o = 1 T g £ TV 2eyi=
The fop of flow’rs; the:NMeorE'of a Parterre ;

=

The Wood-bine; who her Elm ' in' marriage meets,
And brings her dow’ry in furrounding {weets 5
The Lilly, filver Miftrefs of the vale,

The Rofe of SuaroN which perfumes the gale;
The Jeffamine, with which the Queen of fAow’rs
To charm her God adorns' his' fav’rite bow’rs,
Which Brides, by the plain hand'6f neatnefs dreft,
Unenvied rival, wear upon their breaft,

Sweet as the incenfe ‘of the Morn, and chafte

As the pure Zone, which circles DiaAn’s waift 5

All flow’rs, of various names, and various forms,
Which the Sun into ftrength and beauty warms,
From the dwarf Daifp, which, like infants, clings,
And fears to Ieave the earth from whence it {prings,
To the proud Giant of the garden race,

Who, madly ruthing to the Sun’s embrace,
O’ertops her fellows with afpiring aim,

Demands his wedded Love, and bears his name';
All, One and Al thall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in mine.

Rejoice,
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Rejoice, ye happy GoTHAMITES, rejoice;

Lifc up your voice oh high, 4 mighty voice,

= a3
The voice of gladnefs, and on every tongue,

In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,’
The praifes of fo great and good'a King';

1 . : = a
Shall Cuurcriin reigh, and fhall not GorHam lingt

Forming; 2 gloom, thro® which to fpleen-firuck minds

e fiids;

Religion, horror-ftamp’d; a pd
The vy crawling o’er the hallow’d cell,

Where {fome old Hermit’s wont his béads to tell
By day, by nights the Mjrile ever-gréen;

Beneath whofe fhade Love holds his rights unfeen ;
The Willow weeping o’er the fatal wave,

Where many a Loverfinds a watry grave

The Cyprefs facred held; when Liovers mourn
Their true Love fhatel’d away'; the Liaurel worn

il | By Poets in old time, but deftin’d now

In grief to wither on & WHITEHEAD'S brow ;

The Fig, which, large as what in India grows,
Ttfelf a Grove, gave our firf¥ Parents eloaths ;

The Vine, which, like a bluthing new-made Bride,

Cluft’ring, empurples all the Mountain’s fide ;
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The 2ew, which, in the place of {culptur’d ftone,
Marks out the refting-place of men unknown ;
The hedge-row. Z/m; the Pine of mountain race 3
The Fir, the Scotch Fir, never out of place;
"The Cedar, whofe top mates the higheft cloud,
Whilit his old Father Lzzanon grows proud

Of fuch a child, and his vaft Body laid

Out many a mile, enjoys the filial fhade

The Oak, when living, monarch of the wood s
The EncrLisn Odk, which, dead, commands the flood 3
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife be loud in mine.

Rejoice, ye happy Gormamirss rejoice 5
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude; be praifes hung,
The praifes of fo great and good a King 4

C - £ -
Shall CHuRcHILL reign, and fhall not Goraam fing ?

The Show’rs which make the young hills, like young
Lambs, |

Bound and rebound, the old Hills, like old Rams,

Unwieldy,
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Unwieldy, jump for joy; the Sreams, which glidé;
Whilft PLenty marches {miling by their fide;
And from their bofom rifing CommeRrcE fprings ;
The Winds which rife with healing on their wings,
Before thofe cleanfing breath Contagion flies ;
The Sun, who; travelling in Eaftern {kies,
Frefh, full of ftrength, juft rifen from his bed,
Tho’ in Jovz’s paftures they were born and bred,
With voice and whip, can fcarce make his fteeds
Step by Step, up the perpendicular 3
Who, at the hour of Eve, panting for reft;
Roils on amain, and gallops down the Weil;
As faft as Jenu, oil’'d for Anas’s fin,
Drove for a crown, or Pgfi-Boys for an Inn;
The Moon, who holds o’er night her filver reign,
Regent of tides, and Miftrefs of the Brain,
Who to her Sons, thofe Sons who own her pow’r,
And do her homage at the midnight hour;
Gives madnefs as a blefling, but difpenfes
Wifdom to fools, and damns them with their Senfes;

7}
A i

he Stars, who, by I know not what ftrange right,
Prefide o’er mortals in their own defpite,
Who without Reafon govern thofe, who moft

How truly judge from hence!) of Reafon boaft,

s fhiry
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And, by fome mighty Magic yet unknown,
Our actions guide, yet cannot guide their own 3
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife be loud in Mine,

Rejoice, ye happy GoTramiTEs, rejoice s
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev'ry tongue
In ftrains of grititude, be praifes hung,

The praifes of fo great and good a King ;

Shall CrurchiLL reign, and fhall not Gotam fing ?

The Moment, Minute, Hour, Day, Week, Month, Year,
Morning and Ewve, as they in tutn appear ;
Moments and Minutes which, without a crime,
Can’t be omitted in accounts of time,
Or, if omitted, (proof we mult afford)
Worthy by Parliaments to be reftor'd ;
The Hours, which dreft by turns in black and white,
Ordain’d as Handmaids, wait on Day and Night;
The Day, thofe hours I mean, when Light prefides,
And Busingss in a cart with PRupENcE rides ;
The Night, thofe hours T mean with darknefs hung,
When Senfe fpeaks free, and Folly holds her tongue ;
Vor. II, 1 The
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"T'he Morn, when Nature, roufing from her {trife
With death-like fleep, awakes to fecond life;
The Ewve, when, as unequal to the tafk,
She mercy from her fog defcends to afk ;
The #eek, i which fix days are kindly given
To think of Earth, and One to think of Heaven:
‘The Months, twelve Sifters all of diff’rent hue,
Tho’ there appears in all & likenefs tooy
Not fuch a likenefs, as, thro’ Havyman’s works,
Dull Manneritt, in Chriftians, Jews, and Turks,
Cloys with a famenefs in each female face,
But a ftrange Something, born of Art and Grace,
Which fpeaks them All, to vary and adorn,
At diff’rent times of the fame Parents born;
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to other’s praife, be loud in Mine,

Rejoice; ye happy GorsAMITES, rejoice 3
Lift up your veice on high, a mighty voice,
T'he voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,

The praifes of fo great and good a King ;

Shall CuurenirL reign, and fhall not Gorram fing?
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Flore jANUAR?, Leader of the year,
.Mmc’d—p{ﬂ n van, aind Calves-beads in'the rear
Dull F;’{'/,.'r‘f:'(:}'_}’, in whoie leaden rcign,
My Mother bore a bard’ withotit a brain ;
MarcH various, fierce; and wild, with 'wind-crack’d Cht‘ka:
By wilder Welch-men led, and crown’d with leeks !
ApriL with Fools, and May with baftards bleft
June with White Rofes on her rebel breaft
Jury, to whom, the Dog-Star in her train,
Saint JaMES gives offters, and Seint SwitHEN rain g
AvcusT, who, banifh’d from her Smithjreld {tand,
To Chelfea flies, with Doce T in her hand ;
SepTEMBER, when by Cuftem (right divine)
Geefe are otdain’d to bleed at MicraeL’s thrine,
Whilft the Prieft, not o full of grace as wit,
Falls to, unblefs’d, ‘nor gives the Saint a bit;
Ocroser, who the caufe of Frrrbom join’d,
And gave a'fecond Georar to blefs mankind ;
Novemeer, who at once'to grace our earth,
Saint ANDREW boafts, and our AvcusTa’s birth 5
Decemser, laft of Months, but beft, who gave
A ChrisT to Man, a Saviour to the Slave,
Whilft, falfély orateful, Man, at the full feaft,
To do God honour, makes himfelf a beaft ;

I All
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All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,
And dumb ta others’ praife, be loud in Mine.
Rejoice, ye happy GOTHAMITES, rejoice
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,
The praifes of fo great and good a King;

Shall CaurcHiLL reign, and fhall not Gorrawm fing 2

The Seafons as they roll ; SprinG by her fide

Letch’ry and Lent, Lay-Folly, and Chureh-Pride,

By a rank Monk to Copulation led,

A tub of fainted Salt-Fifb on her head;

SumMER, in light, tranfparent Gawze array’d,

Like Maids of Honour, at a Mafquerade,

In bawdry Gawze, for which our daughters leave

The Fig, more modeft, firft brought up by Eve,

Panting for breath, enflam’d with Iuftful fires,

Yet wanting {trength to perfect her defires,

I.eaning on Sloth, who, fainting with the heat,

Stops at each ftep, and lumbers on his feet ;

Avutumn, when Narture, who with forrow feels

Her dread foe Winter treading on her heels,
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Makes up in value what fhe wants in length,
Exerts her pow’rs, and puts forth all her ftrength,
Bids Corn and Fruits in full perfe&ion rife,

Corn fairly Tax’d, and Eruits without Excife ;
Winter; benumb’d with cold, no longer knewn
By robes of Fur, fince Furs became our owa.

A Hag, who, loathing all, by all is loath’d,

With weekly, daily, hourly libels cloath’d,

Vile Facrion at her heels, who, mighty grown,
Would rule the Ruler, and forec/sfe the throne,
Would turn all Sgate-dffairs into a trade,

Make Laws one day, the next to be Unmade,
Beggar at home a People fear’d abroad,

And, force defeated, make them Slaves by Fraud;
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in Mine.
y P 2 :

Rejoice, ye happy GorramiTes, rejoice;
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In flrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,
The praifes of fo great and good a King ;
Shall CuurcHILL reign, and (hall not GorHam fing ?
I3 The
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The Year, Grand Circle,  in whofe ample round

‘The Seafons regular and fix'd are bound,
it 1% (Who, in his courfe repeated o’er and o’er !
Secs the fame things which he had feen before.
The fame Stars keep theit Wateh, and the fame Sun
Runs in‘the track whereé' he from frft ‘hath run;
The fame Moon rules the night, Tides ebb and flow,
Mean 1s a Puppet, and this World a'Show,
Their old dull follies old dull fools purfue,
And Vice in nothing, but in Mode, is'new,
He——_a L;)rd (now fair befall that Pride,
He liv’d a Villain, but a Lord be died)
Dasawoob is pious, BERKLEY fix'd as fate,
fit 1 : SanpwicH (THANK HeAvVN) firft Minifter of Stateg
TR And, tho’ by Feols defpis’d, by Saints unblefs’d,
i By Friends negleéted, and by Foes opprefs'd,
| - . Scorning the fervile arts of each Court-Elf,
Founded on Honour, WiLkEzs is ftill bimfelf)
The Year, encircled with the various train
f L Which waits, and fills the glories of his reign,
Shall, taking up this theme, in Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in Mine.
2 £




]

Gl OH TH HYT A M 119

Rejoice; y€ happy GOTHAMITES, rejoice
{.ift up your voice on high, a mighty: voice,
The voice of oladnels, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of grntitudé, be praifes hung,

The praifes of fo great and good a King ;
Shall CruRcniLy teign, and fhall not GoTaau fing ?

Thus far in Sport---nor let our Critics hence,
Who fell out monthly trath, and call it Senfe,
Too lightly of our prefent labours deem,

Or judee at random of fo high a Theme
judg g -
Hich is our Theme, and worthy are the men

=1 ? 4

To feel the fharpeft ftroke of Satire’s Pen ;
But when kind Time a proper feafon brings,
In ferious mood to treat of ferious things,

Then fhall they find, difdaining idle play,

That I can be as grave and dull as They.

Thus far in Sport---nor ict half Patriots, (thofe
Who fhrink from ev’ry blait of Pow’r which blows,
Who, with tame Cowardice familiar grown,

Would hear my thoughts, but fear to fpeak their own,
Who, left bold Truths, to do fage Prudence fpite,
Should burft the Portals of their lips by night,

I 4 Tremble
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Tremble to truft themfelves one hour in fleep,)
Condemn our coyrfe, and hold our Caution cheap,
When brave Occafion bids, for fome great end
When Honour calls the Poet as a Friend,

Then fhall They find, that, e’en on danger’s brink,

He dares to Speak, what they fcarce dare to Think.

END OF THE FIRST BOOK.
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