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But not unaided by the heav’nly powers,

Compleat th’ illuftrious work, which future kings,
Struck with the beauty of the noble plan,
Shall emuloufly labour to maintain.

And may thy {pirit, ‘Edward, be their guide !

In every chapter, thou henceforth prefide,

In every breaft infufe thy virtuous flame,

And teach them to refpect their country’s fame,

Genius and Spirits reafcend to a loud
Jymphony of maufick,

e oA e

An Epiftle to the Right Honourable the
Lord Vifcount CorNEuRY.

By o —— B3
HILE you, my Lord, alas! amidft a few,
With generous warmth yourcountry’s good purfue ;
While to that center all your wifhes tend,
Accept the zeal that prompts a willing friend.

Others likeyou heaven’s hallow’d fpark infpir'd,
Whom foon the blaze of {elfith paflion fir'd,
Soon ruder flames extingnifh’d reafon’s light,
While prejudices foul’d their jaundic’d fight.

Such thro’ falfe opticks every object prove;
And try the gaood ‘and bad, by hate and love,
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All-powerful means each virtue to fupply,

All-powerful means each virtue to deny ;

To Wyndham flrength, and grace, and fire, and weight ;
To Granville parts,~to fave a finking ftate.

Hence various judgments forms the madden’d throng,

QOnly in this alike, they all are wrong.
Hence to falfe praife fhall blame unjuft fucceed,
And cherubs fall, and gods unpity’d bleed.

Wou'd you, my friend, notmix the purer flame,
Nor lofe the patfiot in a bafer name:;
Nor fattious rage miftake for public!; zeal,
Nor private intreft for the gen’ral weal ?
By truth’s fure telt let evry deed be'try’d,
And juftice ever be th’ unerring guide.
Her rules are plain, and eafy is her way,
And yet how hard to find if once we ftray !
All Joft alike the maze perplex’d we tread,
However prompted, whether drove of led 3
Whether falfe honour or ambition goad,
Or fneaking av’rice. wind the miry road,
Or whether {way’d by paffions not our own,
And the weak fear of being right alone.
Alone in fuch a caufe ’tis bafe to fear,
Tho’ fools fufped, and knaves defigning {neer.
Sneer, villains, fneer ! th’ avenging time is nigh,
When Balbo fcourg’d fhall weep the taunting lic 5
When Stopus foul with each imputed crime,
Shall dread falfe profe repaid with honeft thyme.

L 4 18




[ 168 ]

"Tis not enough you fcorn a private claim,
And to your country’s good dire& your aim.
Wrong fiill is wrong, however great the end,
Tho’ all the realm were brother, father, friend ;

Juftice regards not thefe where right prevails,

A nation is an atom in her fcales.

eaven means not all the good which man can gain,
But that which truth can earn, and right maintain.
However fair the tempting prize may be,

If guilt the price, it is not meant for thee.
Succeeding times may claim the juft defign,
Or other means, or other powers than thine.

Each part’s conneéted with the gen’ral plan,

The weal of Britain with the weal of man.
Juftice the fcale of intereft for the whole,
The fame in Indies as beneath the pole;
Sure rule by which heaven’s bleflings to difpente,
Unerring light of guiding providence.
Others may fail, If wrongly underftood,

How fatal is the thirft of publick good !

No heavier curfe almighty vengeance brings,
Nor plagues, nor famine, nor the luft of kings.
Fir’d by this rage the frantick fons of Rome,

The fuff’ring world to death and hondage doom ;
Nations muft fink to raife her cumb’rous franﬁe,
And millions bleed to eternize her name,

Butlo! her glories fade, her empire’s paft,

She madly conquer’d but to fall the laft,
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Nor would I here the patriot’s views reprove,
Or damp the facred flame of focial love.

still may that portion of th’ eternal ray

gublime our {enfe, and animate our clay ;
Above low felf exalt th’ immortal frame,

And emulate that heaven from whence it came.
Oh ! would it never be confin’d to place,

But beam extenfive as the human race :

e, as it was defign’d, the world’s great foul,

Connect its parts, and aétuate the whole.

So each fhould think himfelf a part alone,
And for a nation’s welfare ftake his own !
Yet farther ftill, tho’ deareft to the breaft,
That nation think but part of all the reft.

For this let equal jultice poife the ball,
Her fvaying force unites us all to all 5
Of manners, worfhip, form, no diffirence knows,
Condemns our friends,- and faves our better foes.
Confefs the heavenly power ! nor need you fear
Let Britain fuffer, while you follow her.

Tho’ profp’rous crimes fome Adaring villains raife,
Nor life’s fhort date my halting vengeance feize ;
A nation cannot *fcape the deftin’d rage
Purfues her ceafelefs to fome future age ;

Speeds the fure rain from the conqueror’s hand,

Or fpreads corruption o’er a pining land.
Afk hoary time, what nation is moft bleft ?
For {age experience fhall this truth atteft ;
¢ Where
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# Where freedom fleeps fecure from lawlefs wrath,
¢ Where commerce fhelter’d flows thro’ publick

faith,
¢ Where fell ambition lights no foreign wars,
* Nor difcord rages with intefline jars ;
¢¢ Where juftice reigns.’—Immortal were that ftate,
If anght immortal here were giv’n by Fate.
Such, loft Iberia! were thofe happy reigns,
When liberty fat brooding o%er thy plains.
‘The rich in plenteous peace their ftores enjoy’d,
By cares unvex’d, by luxury uncloy’d.
Hope footh’d the poor with promifes of gain,
And paid with future joys their prefent pain ;
Shew’d the full bowl amidft their fultry toil,
While thofe who pran’d the olive drank the oil ;
By night of all the fruits of day poflefsd,
Labour foft-clos’d the eye; and fweeten’d reft.
Such was thy ftate all gay in nature’s fmiles !
And fuch is now the ftate of Britain’s ifles.
Hence o’er the ocean’s wafte her {ail unfurl’d,
Wide wafts the tribute of a willing world.
Hence trufting nations treafure here their wealth,
Safe from tyrannick force or legal ftealth :
And hence the injur’d exile doom’d to roam,
Shall find his country here and dearer home.
Still be this truth, this faving trath confes’d,
Britain is great, becaufe with freedom bleft ;
Her prince is‘great, becaufe her people free,
And power here fprings from publick liberty.
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Hail mighty monarch of the free and great i
Firm on the bafis of 2 profp’rous ftate.
The wealth, the ftrength of happy millions thine,
United rife, united fhall decline.
For time will come, fad period of the brave,
When Britain’s humble prince fhall rule the flave
When traffick vile fhall ftain the guilty throne,
And kings thall buy our ruin and their own.

But long, O long th’inglorious doom {ufpend

What virtue r"un‘ ’d may virtue ftill defend !

Thrice facred {pirit, never may you cea fe,
But as you blaz'd in war, {hine forth in peace !
Dauntlefs with all the force of truth engage

The headlong tide of each corrupted age.

0 ever wake around one favour’d throne,

Nor let our guardian monarch walke alone !
Tho’ oft defeated and tho? oft betray’d,

Numbers fhall rife m facred freedom’s aid.

Far as her all-enlivening influence reigns,

Heroick ardour beats in gen ’rous veins

Now bids learn’d Greece barbarian might defy,

Now the foft arts of poiﬁih’d tyranny ;

Now to 1o ftock, or {eé or place confin’d,

She takes adopted fons from human kind ;

While denizen’d by her eter -nal laws,

They 2ll are Britons who fhall {erve her caufe.
Lo! to the banner crowds a youthful bamd,

Form’d for the glorious tafk by nature’s hand ;

Wifdom
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Wifdom unclogg’d by years, with toil unbought,
A zeal by vigour kindled, rul’d by thought.

Such gifts fhe to the happy few imparts,

T'o judging heads and to determin’d hearts ;

To heads unfi’d by youth’s tumultuous rage,

To hearts unnumb'd by the chill ice of age ;

And while they both preferve a fep’rate claim,
Cheir paflions reafon, and their reafons flame.
Proceed brave youths! Let others court renown

In hoftile fields, be yours the olive crown ;

And truft to fame, thofe heroes brighter fhone
Who fav’d a nation, than who nations won.

Nor let afluming age reftrain your flight,

Fearful to tempt the yet unpractis'd height ;
Deceitful counfel lurks in hoary hairs,

And the laft dregs of life are fordid cares.

Obje&s are clear proportion’d in degree,

To gen'ral ufe, or ftrong neceflity.

Nor are two things {o plainly underftood,

As the worft evil and the greateft good ;

If refco’d from the mifty breath of {chools,

Men will but feel without the help of rules.

go unbewilder’d in the crooked maze,

Where guilt low fculks, and reptile cunning ftrays,

A nation’s intereft, and a people’s rights,

Digtinétly fhine in nature’s fimple lights;

And claim in him who fairly a&s his part,

Before a Lon{dale’s head, a Lonfdale’s heart.
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Dut chief when fnatch’d by heaven’s preferving harid,
From the fell contefts of each hottile land,
A happy ifland to th’ incircling main
Trufts for a fure fupport and honeft gains
The juft are heaven’s, earth is for heaven ordain’dy
Form'd by its laws, and by its laws maintain’d.
Thefe one true int’refl, one great {yftem frame,
Political and moral are the fame.
Guilt toils for gain at honour’s valt expence;
Heaven throws the trifle in to innocence j
And fixes happinefs in hell’s defpite,
The neceffary confequence of right.
Proceed, ye deifts | blindfold rage employ,
And prove the facred truths ye would deftroy.
Prove chriftian faith the wifeft {cheme to bind,
Tn chains of cordial love, our jarring kind ;
And thence conclude it human if you can,
The perfet produce of imperfeft man .
While proftrate we adore that pow’r divine,
Whofe fimple rule connefts each great defign ;
Bids focial earth a type of heaven appear,
Where juftice taftes thofe joys which wait her there.
But tho’ {elf-int’reft follow virtue’s train !
Yet felfifh think not virtue’s end is gain!
Older than time, ere int’reft had a name,
Juttice exifted, and is ftill the fame
Alike the creature’s, and creator’s guide,

His rule to form, the law by which we’re try’d :
In
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In reafon’s light, eternal word, exprefs’d,

Stamp’d with his image in the creature’s breail.
Thus fpeaks the fage, who {lill’d in nature’s laws;

Deep from effeéts high=trac’d th? all-ruling caufe,

‘¢ Before creation was, th’ almighty mind

In time’s abyfs the future world defion’d ;

Did the gteat fyftem in its parts furvey,

And fit the {prings, and 1'eg'ﬁl;1tc their play ;

¢ In meet gradations plan’d th’ harmonious round,

Thefe links by which depending parts are bound.
¢ All thefe he knew,- ere yet the things he made,
¢ In typeswhich well the mimick world difplay’d;
** ‘The types are real, fince from them he drew

-

he real forms of whatfoe’er we view.
Made to their *femblance, heaven and earth exift
¢ But they unmade eternally fubfift,

3

¢ For if created, we muft fure fuppofe

Some other types, whenee their refemblance flows ;
While thefe on others equally depend,

Nor ever fhall the long progreflion end.

God ere it was, the future being faw,

Or blindfold made his world, and gave his law:

¢ But chance cow’d never frame the vaft defign,

¢ Where countlefs parts in julteft order join.

~
"

-
-

¢ The types eternal juft proportions teach,

ny

Greater or lefs, more or lefs perfect each.
Thefe ever prefent power omnifcient fees;
On them he forms his ever=made decrees:

"

"
-
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& Nor can he better love what merits leaft,
« Man than an angel, or than man a beaft.
« Hence Reafon, hence immortal Ordér {prings,
« Knowledge and Love adapted to the things.
« And thence th’ unerring rule of juftice flows,
« To a& what Order prompts, and Reafon fhows.
« When man in naturé’s purity remain’d,
« By pain untroubled and by fin unftain’d ;
« Fair image of the God, and clofe conjoin’d,
@ By innate union with the heavenly mind ;
¢ In the pure fplendor of fubftantial light,
« The beam divine of Reafon blefs’d his fight;
& Seraphick order in its fount he view’d,
“ Seeing he lov’d, and loving he purfu’d ;
« Nor dar’d the body, paflive flave, controul
« The fovercign mandates of the ruling foul.
« But foon by fin the facred union broke,

11

Man bows to earth beneath the heavy yoke.
“ The darkling foul {carce feels a glimm’ring ray,
% Shrouded in fenfe from her immortal day,

 Vengeance divine offended Order arms,

« And cloaths in terrors her céleftial charms;

L1

Now grofler objeéts heav’n-born fouls poflefs,

“ Paffions enflave, and fervile cares opprefs.

¢ Fraud, rapine, murder, guilt’s long horrid train,

Diftra&ted nature’s anarchy maintain.

 No more pure Reafon earthly minds can move,

% No more can Order’s charmis perfuafive prove.
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‘¢ But as the moon reflecting borrow’d day,

¢ Sheds on our fhadow’d world a feehle ray ;

¢ Some fcatter’d beams of Reafon law contains,
¢ While Order’s rule muft be inforc’d by pains.

¢« Hence death’s black {croll, dire tortures hence are giv'i

‘¢ Hence kings, the necéflary curfe of heaven.

¢ And juft the doom of an avenging God,

¢ Who fpurn’d his fcepter, feel the tyrant’s rod:
¢« Blind by our fears we meet the ills we fly,

¢ In rude oppreffion, want int property.”

So fpoke the fage, and if not learn’d in vain;
If fpotlefs truth in facred books remain ;
Dearly the child hath paid the parent’s pride,
And ill hath Law the heavenly rule fupply’d.
Thus boafts fome leech with unavailing art,
To mend the tainted lungs and wafting heart j
Bids the loofe {prings with wonted vigour play,
And {prightly juices warm in cold decay.

Or wow’d imperious reafon deign to own,
The world not made for fovereign man alone ;
Some things there are for human ufe defign’d;
And thefe in common dealt to human kind,
To mortal wants is giv’n a power to ufe,

What to th’immortal part juft heaven might well refufe.

This faithful inftinét in éach breaft implants,

All know their rights, for all muft fell their wants,
But foon began the rage of wild defire,

To thirlt for more than ufe could e’er require.
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Ere flung by lusury’s unfated call,
And ere ambition madly grafp’d the ball,
Vain reftlefs man in bufy fearch employ’d,
Saw fomewhat ftill beyond the blifs enjoy’d,
Prefs’d eager on; the lowly and the great,
Alike their wifh beyond their deftin’d ftate ;
Alike condemn’d, whatever Fortune grant,
To real poornefs in phantaftick want.

And now fome fages high by others deem’d,
For virtue honour’d, and for parts efteem’d ;
Call'd forth to judge where dubious claims are try’d,
Convince with reafon, and with counfel guide ;
Fix'd rules devife to fway th’ affenting throng,
And marks diftin& imprefs on right and wrong.

The fimple precept fubtle wiles evade,

And ftatutes as our crimes increas’d were made =
Thefe were at firft unwritten,. plain and few,
’Till {well’d by time the law’s vaft volume grew;
And grown with thefe, to fway th’ unweildy truft,
Thoufands we chofe to keep the millions juft,
Some plac’d o’er othiers, others plac’d o’er thefe,
Thus government grew up by flow degrees ;
Higher the pile arofe, and fill more high,
Whenlo! the fummit ends in monarchy.
There plac’d, a man in gorgeous pomp appears;
And far o’er earth his tow’ring afpeét rears ;
While proftrate crowds his {acred {miles implore,
And what their crimes had form’d, their fears adore.
Vor. II M
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Low from beneath they lift their fervile eyes,
And fee the proud coloffus touch the flcies.

So at fome mountain’s foot have children gaz’d,
While clofe to heaven they view the fummit rais’d,
Eager they mount, new regions to explore,

But heaven is now as diftant as before.

Thus views the crowd a throne, while thofe who rife
Claim not a nearer kindred to the fkies ;

Earth is their parent, thither kings thould bend,

From thence they rife, and not from heaven defcend.
Happy, had all the royal {ons of earth

Thus {prung, nor guilt had claim’d the monftrous birth,
Where from the fire defcending thro’ the line,

Rapine and fraud confer a right divine.

Ye mortal gods, how vainly are ye proud 3
If juft your title; fervants to the crowd ;

If wide your fway, if large your treafur’d ftore,
Thefe but increafe your fervitude the more ;

A part is only yours, the reft is theirs,

And nothing all your own, except your cares,
Shall man, by nature free, by nature made

To fhare the feaft her bounteous hand difplay’d,
Transfer thefe rights ? as well he may difpenfe
The beam of reaflon, or the nerve of fenfe;
With all his firength the monarch’s limbs inveft,
Or pour his valour in the royal breaft.

Take the flary’d peafant’s tafte, devouring lord !

Ere you deprive him of the genial board.
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And if you wou'd his liberty controul,
Affume the various aétings of his foul !
8o fhall one man a people’s powérs enjoy;
Thus Indians deem of wretches thiey deftroy.
Thus in old tales the fabled monfter ftands,
Proud of a thoufand eyes, a thoufand hands.
Thus dreams the fophift, who with fubtle art
Wouw'd prove the whole included in a part,
A people in their king ; and from the throng,
Transfer to him their rights in nature’s wrong 3
Thofe facred rights in nature’s charter plain,

By wants that claim them, and by powers that gain.

Tho’ fophifts err, yet ftand confefs’d thy claim,
And be the king and multitude the fame,

Whofe deeds benevolent his title prove,
And royal felfifhnefs, in publick love ;
Nor, draining wafted realnis for fordid pelf;
O feepter’d fuicide! deftvoy thy felf.

Where fails this proof, in vain would we unite
The ruler’s int’reft with the people’s right.
Frantick ambition has her fep’rate claim,

The dropfy’d thirft of empire, wealth, or fanie;
Pride’s boundlefs hope, valour’s enthufialt rant,
With the long namelefs train' of fancy’d want.
Urg’d on by thefe, all view the magick prize,
The profpe& widening as they higher rife’;
From him who feeks a limited command,
To him whofe wifhi dévours ai¥, fea, and land.
M 2z
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Alike all foes to freedom’s holy caufe,
For freedom ties unbounded will with laws,
Alike all foes to ev’ry publick gain,
For publick bleflings loofe the bond-man’s chain.
Tll-fated {laves of arbitrary {way !
Where trufted power feduces to betray ;
Makes private failings rage a gen’ral peft,
And taints even virtue in the focial breaft ;
Bids friendfhip plunder, charity undo
The blamelefs many, for the favour’d Few.
*Till guilt high rear’d on crimes protecting crime,
Fills the heap’d meafure of predeftin’d time.
Far other ye, O wealthy, wife, and brave!
Tho’ fubjeét, free; more freedom wou’d enflave.
Blefs’d with a rule by long experience try’d,
Unwarp’d by faction’s rage, or kingly pride;
Blefs’d with the means, whene’er this rule fhall bend,
Again to trace it to its glorions end ;
And blefs’d with proofs, the proofs are feal’d with blood,
Whate’er the form, the end is publick good.
But yet admit the fire his right fore-goes !
Can he his children’s fep’rate claim difpofe ¢
Whate’er the parent gave, whate’er he give,
They who have right to life, have right to live,
And fpite of man’s confent, or man’s decree,
A right to life, is right to liberty.
Tho’ for convenience fram’d the laws {hould fhine,

Pure emanation from the fource divine ;
Such
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8uch as can pierce the gloom of pagan night,
And untaught favages in woods enlight ;
Such as on fcaffolds can the guiltlefs fave,
And torture on his throne the fcepter’d flave ;
Such as th’ offending wretch reluétant owns,
And hails its beauty with his dying groans :
In fuch fair laws the will of heaven imprefs’d,
Shines to all eyes, and rules the confcious breat.
Tho' tortures ceafe, tho’ night’s thick-mantling vail,
From mortal ken the {ecret deed conceal ;
Reafon and confcience fhall awake within,
And light the fhade, and loud proclaim the fin.
« But fhould the univerfal voice combine,
« To cloath injuftice in a robe divine
Let the fame breath diveft the day of light,
To blazon forth the dufley face of night.
Then {hall the laws of fainted evil bind,
And human will fubvert th’ all-ruling mind 3
That facred fount whence lawful rule muft fpring,
And diffrent from the robber marks the king.
Yet vainly wou'd defpotick will conclude,
That force may fway the erring multitude,
Juftice, ’tis own’d, fhould ever guide the free,
But pow’r of wrong, inall, is liberty 5
And for whatever purpofes reftrain’d,
A nation is enflay’d that may be chain’d.
Heaven gives to all a liberty of choice,
A people’s good requires 2 people’s voice ;
; M ;

Man’s
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Man’s fureft guide, where diff’rent views agree,
From private hate, and private infreft free,

Fatal their change from fuch who rafhly fly,

To the hard grafp of guiding tyranny ;

Soon fhall they find, when will is arm’d with might,
Injuftice wield the fivord, tho’drawn for right.

Blind to thefe truths who fond of boundlefs fway,

Bids trembling flaves implicitly obey ;

Tho’ by a long defcent from Adam down

Thro’ fcepter’d heirs, he boafts his ancient crown,
Great nature’s rebel forfeits ev’ry claim,

And loads the tyrant with th’ ufurper’s name ;
While with each lawlefs aét of proud command,
He ftands profcrib’d by his ewn guilty hand.

Bow, Filmer, bow! to hell’s tremendous throne,
And bid thy fellow-damn’d fupprefs each groan !
There {its a king whom pow’r divine hath givin,
Nor earth boafts one fo furely fent from heavn.
And thou, bleft martyr in fair freedom’s caufe,
Thou great afferter of thy country’s laws;
Vainly oppreflion ftopp’d thy potent breath ;
"Fruth fhone mare pawerful thro’ the vail of deat}
Example mov’d whom precept could not fave,
And lifted axes wak’d each drowfy flave,

Yet magifirates muft rule, they’re ufeful thing:,
Our guilt the vengeance, and avenger brings.
‘Whate’er more perfect heaven might firft create,

A ftate well govern’d, now, is nature’s ftate 3
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For law from reafon fprings, fpontanecus fruit,
And reafon fure is man’s firlt attribute.

Let vifionary fchoolmen toil in vain,

Who feek in anarchy for nature’s reign
Wretched alike the flaves of lawlefs will,
Whether the favage, or the tyrant kall 5

Unjuft alike all rule, where publick choice
Speaks not thro’ laws a willing people’s voice.
Nor freedom {uffers when the guilty fall,

"Tis nature’s doom, ’tis felf-defence in all.

Such now is man deprav’d that fear muft fway,
To tread the paths where duty points the way 3
The wretch muft {uffer to forewarn the reft,

And fome muft £l to ftop the fpreading peft-
Alone the gen’ral welfare can demand
The bleeding vi€tim from th’ unwilling hand.

Hence publick pains—what to the crime is due,
0 judge fupreme ! muft be referv’d for you.

To you alone, whofe all-pervading eye
Deep in the breaft can latent thought efpy 3
Try ev’ry aftion by the known intent,
And to each crime adapt its punifhment :
While men, mifled by erring lights, difpenfe
The doom of guilt tb injur’d innocence ;
Or tho’ repentance cleanfe the moral ftain,
Infli& on crimes aton’d avenging pain.
Yet blamelefs they who aét fincere their part,
Faultle(s he errs who cannot read the heart.
M 4 Not
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Not fuch fierce flames the mad enthufia¥’s zeal,
On errors harmlefs to the gen’ral weal,
Whether falfe notions wander far from truth,
Or age retain the trace imprefs’d in youth.
While int’reft prompts the holy murd’rer’s hand,
In facred fires to light th’ unhallowed brand ;
To draw deftru@tion from heaven’s faving page,
And bid fiveet mercy breathe relentlefs rage.
Accurs’d all fuch ! and he with joy elate,
Whofe baleful breath embitters certain fate ;
Who on th’ imploring face malignant {miles,
And fentenc’d wretches wantonly reviles.
Better, far better in the favage den,
Let the robb’d lion judge o’er proftrate men -
Better let pow’r the lawlefs faulchion draw,
Than coward-cruelty difgrace the law.
This well yon know, O —! whofe righteous feat
Gives to the innocent a fure retreat ;
Severely juft, and pioufly humane,
The wretch you punifh, while you fhare his pain.
Tears with the dreadful words of fentence flow,
Nor does the rigid judge the man forego.
So feels the breaft humane, ye truly brave !
And {uch is thine, my friend, intent to {ave !
Whether thy bounty pining want relieve,
Or lenient pity footh the hearts that grieve ;
Whether thy pious hand due bounds preferibe
To little tyrants, o’er the lefler tribes
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