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Poewms on Jeveral Occafions.

Heroick Stanzas on the Death of OLIVER
CRrRoMWE L 1, written after bis Funeral,

i,
N D now ’tis time ; for their officious hafte,
Who would before have born him to the Sky,
j Like eager Romans, ereall Rites were patt,
Did let too foon the facred Eagle fly.
II.
Tho' our beft Notes are Treafon to his Fame,
Join’d with the loud Applaufe of pablick Voice ;
Since Heaven, what Praife we ofer to his Name,
Hath render’d too authenticlk by its choice,
III.
Tho’ in his Praife no Arts can lib’ral be,
Since they, whofe Mufes have the higheft flown,
Add not to his immortal Memory,
Butdo an Aéof Friendfhip to their own :
IV.
Yet "tis our Duty, and our Intereft too,"
" Such Monuments, as we can build, to raife 3
Left all the World prevent what we fhould do,
And claima Title in him by their Praife.
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VerSES i Praife of Mr. DrRypEN,

Our Church will have that Preface read, you'll fay :
"Tis true : But {o the will th® Apocrypha ;
And fuchas can believe them, freely may.,
But did that God (folittle underftood)
Whofe darling Attribute is being good,
From the dark Womb of the rude Chaos bring
Such various Creatures, and make Man their King,
Yet leave his Fawourite Man, his chiefeft Care,
More wretched than the vileft Infecs are ?
O ! how much happier and more fafe are they ?
If helplefs Millions muft be doom’d a Prey
To Yelling Furies, and for ever burn
In that fad place from whence is no return,
For Unbelief in one they never knew,
Or for not doing what they could not do !
The very Fiends know for what Crime they fell,
And fo do all their Followers that rebel :
If then, a blind, well-meaning, Indian ftray,
Shall the great Gulph be fhew’d him for the way ¢
For better ends our kind Redeemer dy’d,
Or the faln Angels Rooms will be but ill {upply’d.
That Chrif, who, at the great deciding day,
(For He declares what He refolves to fay)
Will damn the Goats, for their [//-natur’d Faults,
And fave the Sheep, for 4Zioms, not for Thoughts,
ath too much mercy to fend men to Hell,
For humble Charity, and hoping well.
To what Stupidity are Zealots grown,
Whofe Inhumanity, profufely thown }
In damning Crouds of Souls, may damn their own !
Pl err at leaft on the fecurer fide, :
A Convert free from Malice and from Pride.

Bs




10 VERSES i owe of Mr. DRYD EN.

T Mr. DRYDEN, on bis RELicio Laicr

Hofe Gods the pious Ancients did adore,
They learnt in Verfe devoutly to implore,
Thinking it rude to ufe the common wa
Of Talk, when they did to fuch Beings pray.
Nay, they that taught Religion firft, thought £ fit i
In Verfeits facred Precepts to tran{mit : :
So Soln too did his firlt Statutes draw, ‘
And every th*l Stanza was a Law.
By thefe few P;"ccf;\,nrs w: nrun.y fee

The Primitive Del erry ; o

Which by reftoring to its b 1tnen{1, 4
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VeRrsEs a Praift of Mr.DRYDEN, 1

A nobler Subject wifely they refufe,

The mighty weight would crufh their feeble Mufe,
So Story tells, a Painter once would try

With his bold hand to limn a Deity;

And He, by frequent praifing that part,

Could draw a Minor-God with wondrous Art :
But when great ¥owe did to the Workman fit,

The Thunderer fuch horror did lm:rct,

"That put the frighted Artift toa ftand,

affi'd Hand.

And made his Pencil drop from’s b

Zo my Friend Mr. JouN DR Y DEN o1 bis
! ellent Tranflations of the ancient Poets.

SRANVILE, LordL ANSDOWN E.
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VersEs in Praife of Myr. DRYDEN

Crum und, the Dead are rais'd to light,
JETT : aike to heav’n their flight ;
eck’ I crfe, asclad with Rays they fhine,

All g ied. immortal, and divine.

As Bsitain, inrich Soil abounding wide,
Furnith'd sor ufe, for luxury, and pride,

Ye: {preads her wanton {ails on ev’ry fhore
For foreign wealth, infatiate flill of more ;
T'o her own Wool the Silks of 4/ joins,
And to her plenteous harvefts India's Mines
So 1V r¥D L N, not contented with the Fame
Of n1s own werks, tho' an immortal name,
T'o lands remote fends forth his learned Mufe,
"The nobleft Seeds of foreign wit to choofe :
Fealting our Senfe fo many various ways,
Say, is’t thy bounty, or thy thirft of Praife ?
That by comparing others, all might fee,
Who moft excel, are yet excell’d by thee.

Jo Mr.DRYDEN. By Mr. Jo.ADDIso N,

O W long, Great Poet, fhall thy Sacred Lays
Provoke our Wonder, and tranfcend our Praife!
Can ncither Injuries of Time, or Age,
Pamp thy Poeiick Heat, and quench thy Rage ?
Not fo thy Owvid in his Exile wrote 3
Grief chill’d his Breaft, and checlc’d his rifing Thought ;
Penfive and fad, his drooping Mule betrays
The Roman Genius in its laft Decays.
Prevailing Warmth has fiill thy Mind pofleft,
And fecond Youth is kindled in thy Breaft.
Thou malk’ft the Beanties of the Romans known,

&nd England boafts of Riches not her own : i
1y

b
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VERrsEsin Praifeof Mr. DRYDEN, 13
Thy Lines have heighten’d Firgil’s Majefty,
And Horace wonders at himfelf in Thee.
"Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our Ifle
Tn {moother Numbers, and a clearer Style ;
And Fuwenal, inftruéted in thy Page,
Edges his Satire, and improves his Rage.
Thy Copy cafts a fairer Light on all,
And ftill outfhines the bright Original.
Now Owid boafts th' Advantage of thy Song,
And cells his Story in the Briti/b Tongue ;
Thy charming Verfe; and fair Tranflations, fhow
How thy own Laurel firlt began to grow ;
How wild Lycaon, chang’d by angry Gods,
And frighted at himfelf, ran howling through the
Woods.
O may’ft thou ftill the Noble Tale prolong,
Nor Age, nor Sicknefs interrupt thy Song :
Then may we wond’ring read, how Human Limbs
Have water'd Kingdoms, and diffolv’d in Streams,

. Of thole rich Fruits that on the Fertile Mould

"Turn'd yellow by Degrees, and ripen’d into Gold :
How fome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide,
Have livid a fecond Life, and different Natures tty’d.
Then will thy Owid, thus transform'd, reveal
A nobler Change than he himfelf can tell.
Mag. Coll. Oxon.
Fune 2, 1693,

From Mpr. Ap D150 Ns decount of the
Englifh Poets,
U T fee where artful Dryden next appears,

Grown old in Rhime, but charming ¢’en in Years.
Great




14 V eRrsESs#n Praife of Mr.DrypEN.

Great Dryder next! whefe tuneful Mufe affords
The feetelt Numbers, and the fi \tm Words. 9

hether in Comick Sounds, or

1
¥

‘ v Tragick Airs
{1 ki She forms her Vioice, fhe maves our Smiles and Tears,
it If Satire or Heraick Strains (he writes,
‘ Her Hero pleafes, and her Sazire bites.
From her no harfh, unartful Numbers fall,
She wears all Dreffes, and thecharmsin all :
How might we fear our Ezgli/s Poetry,
That long has flourifh’d, fhould decay in thee s
Did not the Mufes other Hope appear,
| Haymonions Congrewe, and forbid cur Fear !
Congrewwe ! whole Faney's unexhauited Store
Fias given already much, and promis'd more.
Congrewe thall ftill preferve thy Fame alive,

And Dsyden’s Niufe fhall in his Friend furvive,

|

On ALEXANDERS FeEAsT, O, Th
Power of Mufick. An ODp E.

From My. PoPE's Essaver CrITI c rsin 1 396,
I ¥ E A R how Timotheus® vary *d. Lays forpriz
. A And bid alternate Paflions fall and rife !
While, ateach change, the Son of L,-;a;m; Fowe
s with Glory, and then melts with Love ;
rce Eyes with {parkling fury glow,
siteal out, and Tears begin to flow. I
R S s p
1d. Grecks like turns of Nature found,
X Arldte N/ 1
e World’: tood: fubdu'd by Sound,
our hezarts allow,
is D ydennow.

L IV §
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76,

To Mr. DRYD EN, upon bis Tranflation of the
the Third Boox of VIRGIL’S Georgicks.
PINDARIC ODE.

By My, Jouy Dexnirs.

'@. H IL E mounting with expanded Wings
The Mantugn Swan unbounded Heav’n exploges,
z Sounds he Tow'ring Sings,

While with Seraphick
*Till to Divinity he Soars :
Mankind ftands wond’ring at his
Charm’d with his Mufick, and his E
Which both tranfcend our Pra
Nay Gods incline their ravifh'd
And tune their own harmonious
To his Melodious Lays.
'Thou, Dryden, canft his No
Tn modern Numbers, which exj
Their Mufick, and their utmoft Might
Thou, wondrous Poet, with Succefs
Canft emulate his Fl
I
Sometimes of humble Rural Thir
Thy Mufe, which k
Inmiddle Air with v
And fometimes her {fonorous Fligh
To Heav’n fublimely Wings
But firft takes time with Majefty to rife
Then, without Pride, divinely grczt,
She mounts her Native Skies ;
And, Goddefs lilee, retains her State
When down again fhe flies.

l
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16 VERSES iz Praife of Mr.DRryDE N.

Commands, which Judgment gives, fhe ftill obeys,
Both to deprefs her Flight, and raife.

"Thus Mercury from Heav’n defcends, %
And to thisunder World his Journey bends, e
When 7ove his dread Commands has giv'n : :
But, ftill, Defcending, Dignity maintains,
As much a God upon our humble Plains, S

As when he, Tow’ring, re-afcends to Heav'n, ]
II1.

A

But when thy Goddefls takes her Flight, g 5
‘With fo much Majefty, to fuch a Height,

As can alone fuffice to prove, He

That the defcends from mighty Fowe : ¢

Gods! how thy Thonghts then rife, and foar, and fhine! Of
Ymmortal Spirit animates each Line ; i
Each with bright Flame that fires our Souls is crown'd,

Each has Magnificence of Sound, Hi
And Harmony Divine. ¢
Thus the firft Orbs, in their high Rounds, He

With Shining Pomp advance ;
And to their own Ceeleftial Sounds

Majeftically Dance. Pes
On, with erernal Symphony, they roll, 1
Each turn’d in its harmonious Courfe, B!

And each inform'd by the prodigious Force
Of an Empyreal Soul.
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lid the Eq/ fubdue,
m._‘- ,m {uch Heroick Hafie,
/iCory he flew,
,l:

And d rew It pu‘;u._, yetw ithout a H..m
x;\ l
ce was the price of all ‘its toil and care,
Which War had banifh’d, aud did now reftose 2
Bolognia’s Walls thus men
To feat themfelve

in the Air,

cely than before,

to him owes ;
to no int'rell true,
did his Arms difpofe
o civilize, as to fubdue.
XVIII.

Nor was he like thefe Stars, which only fhine,

When to pale Mariners they Storms portend :

He had his calmer Influence, and his Mien

15 Did Love and Majelty together blend. KIX




20 Poxrms on feveral Oceafions.
XIX.

*Tis true, his Count’nance did Imprint an awe ;
And naturally all Souls to his did bow,
As Wands of Divination downward draw,
And point to Beds where Sov’reign Gold doth groj
XX,
When paft all off’rings to Feretrian Fowe,
He Mars depos’d, and Arms to Gowns made yield

Succefsful Councils did him foon approve
As fit for clofe Intrigues, as open Field.
RV v
XXT.

T'o fuppliant Ho/land he vouchfaf’d a Peace,
Our once bold Rival of the Britifh Main,
Now tamely glad her unjuft claim to ceafe,
And buy our Friendfhip with her Idol, Gain.
XXII.
Fame of th*afferted Sea through Enrepe blown,
Made France and Spain ambitious of his Love ;
Each knew that Side muft conquer he would own ;
And for him fiercely, as for Empire, ftrove,
XXTII,
No fooner was the Frenchman's Caule embrac'd,
‘T'han the late Monffeur the grave Don outweigh'd :
His Fortune turn’d the Scale where it was caft ;
Tho’ Indian Mines were in the other laid,
XXIV.
When abfent, yet we conquer’d in his Right:
For tho’ chat fome mean Artift’s Skill were fhowa
In mingling Colours, or in placing Light ;
Yet ttill the fair Defignment was his own,
XXV.
For from all Tempers he could Service draw ;
The worth of each with its Allay he knew,
And, as the Confident of Nature, faw
How fhe Complexions did divide and brew.
XXVI

Si

rn
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Pok m s on feveral Oceafions.

XXVI.
Or he their fingle Virtues did furvey,
By intuition in his own large Breaft,
Where all the rich Ideas of them lay,
That were the Rule and Meafure to the reft,
XXVII.
‘When fuch Heroick Virtue Heav'n fets out,
The: Stars, like Commons, fullenly obey ;
Becaufe it drains them when it comes about,
And therefore isa Tax they {eldom pay.
XXVIIL.
From this high Spring our foreign Conquefts flow,
Which yet more glorious Triumphs do portend ;
Since their Commencement to his Arms they owe,
If Springs as high as Fountains may afcend.
(XIX,
He made us Free-men of the Continent,
Whom Nature did like Captives treat before ;
To nobler Preys the Engli/l Lion fent,
And taught him firlt in Befgian Walks to roar.
XXX.
That old unqueftion’d Pirate of the Land,
Proud Rome, with dread the Fate of Dunkir# heard -
And trembling wifh’d behind more 4/ps to ftand,
AlLho’ an Alexander were her Guard,
rasiied XXXI.
By his Command, we boldly crofs’d the Line,
And bravely fought where Southern Stars arife ;
We trac’d the far-fetch’d Gold unto the Mine,
And that, which brib’d our Fathers, made our Prize,
XXXIIL
Such was our Prince ; yet own’d a Soul above
The higheft Aés it could produce to fhow :
Thus poor Mechanick Artsin publick move,
Whilft the deep Secrets beyond praétice go.
XXXIII.




Poems on feveral Occafions.
XXXII.
Nor'dy’d he when.his ebbing Fame went lefs,
But when frefh Lautels cdurted him to live :
He feem’d but to prevent fome new Succefs;
As if above what Triuhiphs Earth ¢an give.

His lateft Viftories:ftill thmkcﬂ came,
As, near the Center, Motion doth increafe s
"Till he, prels’d down by his own weighty Name,
Did, like-the Veflal, under spoils deceafe.
XXXV,
But firft the Océan as a Tribate fent
That Giant Prince of all her watry Herd ;
And th’ Ile, when her protetting Genins went,
Upon his Oblequies loud Si ighs.conferr’d.
XXXV].
No civil Broils have fince his Death arofe,
But Faétion now by habit does obey ;
And Wars lidve ehat Relpe€t for his Repole,
As Winds for Halcyons, when they breed at Sea.
XX VII.
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24 Porwms on feveral Occafions.
Thus when the bold Typhaas {cal'd the Sky,

And forc’d great Fove from his own Heav'a to fly,
(What King, what Crown from Treafon’s Reach is |
If Fove and Heaw'n can violated be?)

The lefler Gods, that fhar’d his profp’rous State,
All fuffer’d in the Exil’d Thund’rer’s Fate,

The Rabble now fuch Freedom did enjoy,

As Winds at Sea, that ufe it to deftroy :

Blind as the Cyelaps, and as wild as he,

They ewn'd a lawlefs favage Liberty,

Like that our painted Anceftors {o priz'd,

Ere Empire’s Arts their Breafts had civiliz'd,

How great were then our Charles his Woes, who thu

Was forc'd to fuffer for Himfelf and us!

He, tofs'd by Fate, and hurry’d up and down,
Heir to his Father’s Sorrows, with his Crown,
Could tafte no Sweets of Youth’s defired Age,
But found his Life too true a Pilgrimage,
Unconquer’d yet in that forlorn Eftate,

His manly Courage overcame his Fate.

His Wounds he took, like Romans, on his Breaft,
Which by his Virtue were with Laurels dreft.
As Souls reach Heav'n while yet in Bodies pent,
So did he live above his Banifhment,

That Sun, which we beheld with coz'n’d Eyes
Within the Water, mov’d along the Skies.
How eafy 'tis, when Deftiny proves kind,

With full-fpread Sails to run before the Wind !
But thofe that *gainit #iff Gales laveering go,
Mutit be at once refolv’d and skilful too.

He would not, like {oft Otho, Hope prevent,
But ftay'd and fuffer'd Fortune to repent.
" Thefe Virtues Galba in a Stranger fought ;
And Pifo to adopted Empire brought.

SEPNHZ M 2 e bt il e b o




fly,
s f

thus

B

Po't ms on fiveral Qccafions.
How fhall I then my doubtful Thoughts exprefs,
That muft his S8uff’rings both regret and blefs |
For when his early Valour Heav’n had croft,
And all at Waw'fer but the Honour loft,

Forc'd into Exile from his rightful Throne,

He made all Countries, where he came, his own ;
And, viewing Monarchs fecret Arts of Sway,

A Royal Fa&or for their Kingdoms lay.

Thus banith’d Dawid {pent abroad his time,
When to be God’s Ancinted was his Crime,

And, when reftor’d, made his proud Neighbours rue
Thofe choice Remarks he from his Travels drew.
Nor is he only by Aflictions fhown

To conquer others Realms, but rule his own :
Recov‘rin" hardly what ke loft before,

His Ri ght endears it much, his Purchafe more.
Inurd to {ufier ere he came to reign,

No rath Procedure will his A&ions ftain :

To bus’nefs ripen’d by digeftive thought,

His fature Rule is inte Method brought :
As they, who firlt Pro oportion un dgrlhnd,
With eafy Praice reach a Mafler’s hand.
Well might the Ancient Poets then confer

On Night the honour’d Name of Coun/fellor,

Since, firuck with rays of profp'rous Fortune blind,

We Light alone in dark Afliétions find,

In fuch Adverfities to Scepters train'd,

The Name of Great his famous Grandfire gain'd:

Who yeta King alone in Name and R:_._v_ur,

With h unger, col 1d, and angry Fove did fight;

Shock’d | DJ a Covenanting League’s valt Pow'rs,

As holy and as Catholick as curs:

*Till rmfunc s fruitlefs {pite had made it known,

Her blows not fhook but riveted his Throne.

Voo, L C Some




26 PoEe M en fcveral Occofions

Seme lozy Ages, loft in Sleep and Eafe, 1
No A&ion leave to bufy Chronicles: A
i'::;h, whofe fupine fc!“_l'} but malees ¥
In Story Chafms, in Epschas- Miftakess 1

O'er whom Tinme gent I}/ fhalzes his Wings of Dowan, v
Lill with his filent Sickle they are mown. A
Such is not Charfes his too too active Age, &
Which, govern'd by the wild diftemper’d Rage H
Of fome black Star infe&ting all the Slkies, g
Made him at his own coft like ddam wife. N
"I'remble, ye Nations, who, fecure before, E

Laugh’d at thofe Arms, that’ gainft our felves we borej 2

Rouz’d by thelath of his own ﬂubborn Tail,
Our L.on now will foreign Foes affail. 'Ij‘
ith 4iza who the facred Altar ftrows ? T}‘
To al 1 the Sea-Gods Charles an OfF'ring owes : D
A Bull to thee, Portunus, fhall be ﬂ.un, 1
\ Lamb to you the Tempeits of the Main: v
sofe loud Storms, that did againft him roar, Tl
e cn:i‘ his Shipwreck’d Veflel on the Shore. S
a5 wife Anifts mix their Colours fo, 4
hat .‘-;' degrees they from each other go; dis
eals Lul.CLL.LLl from the neighb’ring w hite, Bu
Without offending the well —cm'”n’d ftrut. it |
So on us flole our blefled change ; whlle we H,g
Th effedt did feel, but {earce lhe manner fee. ‘}il
i'rof tc that conftrain the Ground, and Birth deny Ma
To Flow’rs that in its Womb expeéting lie, b
Do feldom their uf urpmo Pow'r mtbdmw ah
Bt g Floods purfue their haty Thaw. ',l;(
,ur Thaw was mild, the Cold not chas'd awa
But loft in kindly Heat of lengthned day ?ﬁ_
=

Heavin w sould no bargain for its Blcmngs drive, W
But, what we could not pay for, freely give. ¥ °
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Porwms on feveral Occafions. 27

The Prince of Peace would, like himfelf, confer

A Gift unhop’d without the price of war:

Yet, as he knew his Blefling’s worth, took care,

That we fhould know it by repeated Pray’r; [thence
Which florm’d the Skies, and ravifh'd Charles fro
As Heav'n itfelf is took by violence,

Booth’s forward Valour only ferv'd to thow,

e durft that duty pay we all did owe ;

TI* Attempt was fair ; but Heav’n’s prefixed hour
Not come : fo, like the watchful T'raveller,

That by the Moon’s miftaken light did rife,

Lay down again, and clos’d his weary Eyes.

*T'was MO N K, whom Providence defign’d to loofe
Thole real Bonds falfe Freedom did impofe,
The blefled Saints, that watch’d this turning S
Did from their Stars with joyful wonder lean

cdll,

]
m

To fee fmall Clues draw vafteft weights along,
Not in their bulk but in their order ftrong,
Thus Pencils can by one {light touch reftore
Smiles to that changed face that wept before.
With eafe fuch fond Chimera’s we purfue,
As Fancy frames for Fancy to fubdue =
But when our felves to aétion we betake,
15 the Mint like, Gold that Chymifts make,
How hard was then his task, at once to be
1at in the Body natural we fee?
Man’s Architett diftinétly did ordain
The of Mulcles, Nerves, and of the Brains:
1 viewlefs Conduits, Spirits do difpenfe
T'he Springs of Motion from the Seat of Senfe.
“T'was not the halty produdt of a day,
But the well-ripen’d Fruit of wife delay,
He, like 2 patient Angler, ere he firoolk,
Would let them play g-while upon the hook,
C 2 Qg




58  PorwMs on feveral Occafions.

Our healthful Food the Stomach labours thus,

At firft embracing what it ftraight doth crufh. i
Wife Leaches will not vain Receipts obtrude, B
While growing Pains pronounce the Humours crudey W
Deaf to complaints they wait upon the Iil, I
»Till fome fafe Crifis authorize their Skill. W
Nor could his Aéts too clofe a Vizard wear, W
To *fcape their Eyes whom Guilt had tavght to fear, v

il
|
il
ik
il
bk

i And guard with caution that polluted neft, ’T
i Whence Legion twice before was difpofleft : Su
Once Sacred houfe; which when they enter’d in, T

They thought the Place could fan&ify a fin s So

Like thofe that vainly hop'd kind Heav’n woild wink o1

While to excefs on Martyrs Tombs they drink. (c

And as devouter Taurks firft warn their Souls Af
il To part, before they tafte forbidden Bowls: T,
So thefe, when their black Crimes they went about, W

Firflt timely charm’d their ufelefs Confcience out. A

Religion’s Name againit it felf was made; T

The Shadow ferv’d the Subftance to invade : T}

Like Zealous Miflions, they did Care pretend Ar

Of Souls in fhew, but made the Gold their end. Ar

Th? incenfed Pow’rs bekeld with fcorn from high At

An Heaven fo far diftant from the Sky, Th

Which durft, with horfes hoofs that beat the Ground, Bu

And Martial Brafs, bely the Thunder’s Sound. (Li

i 'Twas hence at length jult Vengeance thought it fit Re
il To fpeed their Ruin by their impious wit. 'Th
Thus Sforza, curs’d with a too fertile Brain, Th

Loft by his Wiles the Pow'’r his Wit did gain.

Elenceforth their Fougue * muft fpend at leffer rate, Sec
Than in its Flames to wrap a Nation’s Fate. He
Sufierd to live, they are like Helots fet, He
A yirtuous Shame within us to beggt. I Th

# Theix Fury. A French Word,
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Poswms on feveral Occafions.

For by example moft we {inn’d before,

And glafs-lile clearnefs mix’d with frailty bore.

But fince reform’d by what we did amifs,

We by our fuff’rings learn to prize our blifs.

Like early Lovers; whole unpraéis’d Hearts

g the May-game of malicious arts,

When once they find their Jealoufies were vain,

With double heat renew their Fires again.

*T'was this produc’d the Joy, that hurry'd o'er

Such fwarms of Englifs to the Neighb’ring Shore,

To fetch that Prize, by which Batawia made

So rich amends far our impoverifh’d Trade.

Oh had you feen from Scheweline's barren Shore,

(Crowded with Troops, and barren now no more,) -

Afllicted Helland to his Farewel bring

True Sorrow, Holland to regret a King!

While waiting him’ his Royal Fleet did ride, :

And willing Winds to their low’r’d Sails deny’d.

The wav’ring Streamers, Flags, and Standards out,

The merry Seamens rude but chearful Shout ;

And laft the Cannons voice that thook the Skies,

And, as it fares'in fudden Ecftafies,

At once bereft us both of Ears and Eyes.

The Nafeby, now no longer England’s’ Shame,

But better to be loft in Charles his name,

{Like fome unequal Bride in nobler. Sheets)

Receives her Lord: The joyful London meets

‘T'he Princely ¥2r%, himfelf alone a freight ;

The Seviftfure groans beneath Great Glonc'fier's
weight,

Secure as when the Halcysn breeds, with thefe,

He that was born to drown might crofs the Seas,

Heav'n could not own a Providence, and take

The Wealth three Nations ventur'd at a ftake.

C3 The




30 Porwms on feveral Occafions,

The fame indulgence Charles his Voyage blefs'd,
Which in his right had miracles confefs'd.

The Winds that never Moderation knew,

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew ;

Or out of Breath with joy could not enlarge

Their ftraightned Lungs, or confcious of their Charg
"The Britith Amphytrite, {mooth and clear,

In richer Azure never did appear;

Proud her returning Prince to entertain

With the fubmitted Fafces of the Main.

i% N D welcome now, Great Monarch, to your own}
42 Behold th’ approaching Cliffs of 4/bion :

It is no longer Motion cheats your view,

As you meet it, the Land approacheth you.

The Land returns, and, in the white it wears,
The marks of Penitence and Sorrow bears.

But you, whofe Goednefs your Defcent doth fhew,
Your Heav'nly Parentage and Earthly too ;

By that fame Mildnefs, which your Father’s Crown
Before did ravifh, fhall fecure your own.

Wot try’d to rules of Policy, you find

Revenge lefs {weet than a forgiving Mind.

Thus, when th’ Almighty would to As/es give

A fight of all he could beheld and live ;

A Voice before his Entry did preclaim
Long-fuffering, Goodnefs, Mercy in his Name.

Your Pow’r to Juftice doth {ubmit your Caufe,
Your Goodnefs only is above the Laws ;

Whofe rigid Letter, while pronounc’d by you,

Is fofter made. So Winds that T'empefts brew,
When through Arabian Groves they take their flight
Made wanton with tich Odours; lofe their fpite.
And as thofe Lees, that trouble it, refine

The agitated Soul of Generous Wine :



hargt

W}

W,

wa

PoE ss on feveral Occafions.

So Tears of Joy, for your returning fpilt,
Work out, and expiate our former Guilt.
Methinks I fee thofe Croudson Dower's Strand,
Who, in their hafte to welcome you to Land,
Chok’d up the Beach with their ftill growing ftore,
And made a wilder Torrent on the Shore :
While, fpurr’d with eager thoughts of paft Delight,
Thole, who had feen you, court a fecond fight;
Preventing ftill your Steps, and making hafte
To meet you often wherefoe’er you paft.
How thall T fpeak of that triumphant Day,
When you renew’d th’ expiring Pomp of May ¢
(A Month that owns an Intereft in your Name :
You and the Flow'rs are its peculiar Claim.)
That Star, thatat your Birth fhone out fo bright,
It fain’d the duller Sun’s Meridian Light,
Did once again its potent Fires renew,
Guiding our Eyes to find and worthip you,

And now Time’s whiter Series is begun,
Which in foft Centuries fhall {moothly run :
"Thefe Clouds, that overcaft your Morn, fhall fly,
Difpell’d to: farthet Corners of the Sky.
Our Nation with united Int’reft bleft,
Not now content to poize, fhall fway the reft,
Abroad our Empire fhall no Limits know,
Bu, like the Sea, in boundlefs Circles flow.
Your much-lov'd Fleet fhall, with a wide Command,
Befiege the petty Monarchs of the Land :
And as old Time his Offspring fwallow’d down,
Our Ocean in its Depths all Seas fhall drown.
Their wealthy Trade from Pirate’s Rapine free,
Our Merchants fhall no more Advent’rers be :
Nor in the fartheft Eaft thofe Dangers fear,
Which humble Holland muft diffemble here.

Ca Spain




32 Po & mson feveral Occafions.

Spain to your Gift alone her Jrdies owes 3

For what the Pow’rful takesnot, he beftows :

And France, that did an Exile’s Prefence fear,

May jultly apprehend you #ill teo near.

At home the hateful Names of Parties ceafe,
And fattious Souls are weary’d into Peace.

‘The difcontented now. are only they,

‘Whofe Crimes before did your juft Caufe betray :
Of thofe your Ediéts fome reclaim from Sins,

But moft }nu. Life and bleft Example wins.

Oh happy Prince, whom Heav’n hath taught the way
By paying Vows to have more Viows to pay |

Oh hnppy "lgc ! Oh times like thofe alone,

By Fate referv’d for great ugufins’ Throne |
‘When the joint growth of Arms and Axts forefhew
‘The World a Monarch, and that Monarch %ox.

A PaneocyRrRick on the Coronation qf
King Cuar LEs I, 1660.

T N that wild Deluge where the World was drown',
When Life and Sin one common Tomb had found,

The firft {mall Profpeé of a rifing Hill

With various Notes of Joy the Ark did fll &

Yetwhen that Flood in'its own Depths was drown’d,

It left behind it falfe and {lipp’ry Ground ;

And the more folemn Pomp was ftill deferr’d,

*Till new-born Nature in freth Looks appear'd.

Thus, Royal Sir, to {fee you landed here,

‘Was caule enough of Triumph for a Year :

Nor would your Care thofe glorious Joys repeat,

*Till they at once might be fecure and great :

*Till your kind Beams, by their continu’d ftay,

Had warm'd the Ground, and call'd the Damps away.
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Such Vapours, while your pow’rful Influence dries,
Then fooneft vanith when they higheft rife.

Had greater hafle thefe facred Rites prepar'd,
Some guilty Months had in your Triumphs fhar'd ;
But this untainted Year is all your own ;

Your Glories may without our Crimes be fhown,
We had not yet exhaufted all our Store,

When you refrefh’d our Joys by adding more :

As Heav'n, of old, difpens’d Celeftial Dew,

You giveus Manna, and ftill give us new.

wil Now our fad Ruins are remov’d from fight,

* The Seafon too comes fraught with new Delight :

; €ems not now beneath his Years to ftoop,

Nor do his Wings with fickly Feathers droop :

Soft weftern Winds waft o’er the gaudy Spring,

£And open’d Scenes of Flow’rs and Blofloms bring,

To grace this happy Day, while you appear,

Not King of us alone, but of the Year.

' 5f All Eyes you draw, and with the Eyes the Heart;
Of your own Pomp your felf the greateft Part ;
Loud Shouts the Nation’s Happinefs proclaim,

m'4, And Heav’n this Day is feafled with your Name,

und, Your Cavalcade the fair Speétators view,

From their high Standings, yet look up to you.
From your brave Train each fingles out a Prey,

vd, And longs to datea Conqueft from your Day.
Now charg’d with Bleffings while you feek repofe,
Offcious Slumbers hafte your Eyes to clofe ;

And glorious Dreams frand ready to reflore

The ple: Shapes of all you faw before.

N re Sacred Temple you are led,

Whe sa Crown for your more facred Head «
How juilly from the Chureli that Crown is due,
in, and

Preferv'd from R

reftor’d by you !
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The grateful Choir their Harmony employ,
Not to malke greater, but more folemn Joy.
Wiapt foft and warm your Name is fent on high,
AsFlames do on the Wings of Incenfe fly :
Mufick her felf is loft, in vain the brings

Her choiceft Notes to praife the beft of Kings :
Her melting Strains inyoua Tomb have found,
And lie like Bees in their own fweetnefs drown'd.
He that brought Peace, and Difcord could atone,
His Name is Mufick of it felf alone.

Now while the facred Oil anoints your Head,
And fragrant Scents, begun from you, are {pread

Through the large Dome, the People’s joyful Sound,

Sent back, is ftill preferv'd in hallow’d Ground :
Which in one Blefling mix’d defcends on you,
As heightned Spirits fall in richer dew.

ot that our Withes do increafe your ftore,

Full of your felf you can admit no more :

We add not to your Glory, but employ

Our time, like Angels, in exprefling Joy.

Nor is it Duty, or our Fapes alone,
Create that Joy, but full Fruition :
We know thofe bleflings, which we muft poflefs,
And judge of future by paft Happinefs.
N®Promife can oblige a Prince fo much

Still to be goad, as long to have been fuch.

A noble Emulation heats your Breaft,

And your own Fame now robs you of your Reft.
Good Aions ftill muft be maintain’d with good,
As Bodies nourith’d with refembling Food.

Vou have already quench’d Sedition’s Brand ;
And Zeal, which burnt it, only warms the Land.
Ehe jealous Ses, that dare not truft their Caufe
So far from their own Will as to the Laws,
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You for their Umpire and their Synod take,
And their Appeal 2lone to Cez/zr make.
Kind Heav'n fo rare a Temper did provide,
"That Guilt repenting might in it confide.
Among our Crimes Oblivion may be fet :
But *tis our King’s Perfetion to forget.
Virtues unknown to thefe rough Northern Climes
From milder Heav’ns you bring, without their Crimes.
Your Calmnels does no after-Storms provide,

Nor feeming Patience mortal Anger hide.

When Empire firft from Families did fpring,

Then every Father govern'd as a King.

But you, that are a Sov'reign Prince, allay

Imperial Pow’r with your paternal Sway.

From thofe great Cares when eafe your Soul unbends, -
Your Pleafures are defign’d to noble Ends :

Born to command the Miftrefs of the ‘Seas,

Your Thoughts themfelves in thatblue Empire pleafe.
Hither in Summer Ev'nings you repair

‘T'o talze the Fraichenr of the purer Air

Undaunted here you ride when Winter raves,

With Ce/far's Heart that rofe above the Waves.

More I could fing, but Fear my Numbers ftays ;

No Loyal Subjett dares that Courage praife.
In flately Frigates moft delight you find,
Where well-drawn Battles fire your Martial Mind,
What to your Cares we owe, is learnt from hence,
When even your Pleafures fervedfor our Defence.
Beyond your Court flows in th’ admitted Tide,
Where in new Depths the wond’ring Fifhes glide :
Here in a Royal Bed the Waters fleep ;

When tr’d at Sea, within this Bay they creep.
Here the miftruftfiul Fowl no harm fufpedts,
So fafe are all things which our Kins protecs,
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From your lov’d Thame: a blefing yet is due,
Second alone to that it brenght in you ;

A Queen, from whofe chafte Womb, ordain’d by Fay
The Souls of Kings unborn for Bodies wait.

It was your Love before made Difcord ceale :
Your Love is deftin’d to your Conntry’s Peace.
Both. ndies, Rivals in your Bed, provide

With Gold or Jewels to adorn your Bride.

This to a mighty King prefents rich Ore,

While that with Incenfe doesa God implore.,
Two Kingdoms wait your Doom, and, as you choofe,
This muft receive a Crown, or that muft lofe.
Thus from your Royal Oak, like Fowe's of old,
Are anfwers fought, and definies fore-told ;
Propitious Oracles are begg'd with Vows,

And Crowns that grow upon the facred Boughs.
Your Subjeéts, while you weigh the Nation’s Fate,
Sufpend to both their doubtful Love or Hate :
Choofe only, Sir, that fo they.may pofiels

With their own Peace their Childrens Happinefs,

To the LrdCrHANCELLOR Hybpg
grefented on New-Years-Day, 1662,

My LORD,

W HILE flatt'ring Crouds officioufly appear
To give themfelves, not you, an happy Year)

And by the greatnefs of their prefents prove

How much they hope, but not how well they love;

The Mufes (who your early Courtfhip boaft,

Though now your Flames are with their Beauty loff)

Yet watch their time, that, if you have forgot

They were your Miftrefies, the World may not

Decay!
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Decay'd by Time and Wars, they only prove
Their Former Beauty by your former Love ;
And now prefent, as ancient Ladies do,

That courted long, at length are fore’d to. wooe.
For {till they look on you with fuch kind Eyes,
As thole that fee the Church’s Sovereign rife ;
From their own Order chofe, in whofe high State
They think themf{elves the fecond Choice of Fate,
When our great Monarch into Exile went,

Wit and Religion {uffer’d Banifhment.

Thus once. when sy was wrap'd in Fire and Smoke,

The helplefs Geds their burning Shrines forfook ;
They with the vanquifh’d Princeand Pa:ty go,
And leave their Temples empty to the Foe.
Atlength the Mufes ftand, reftor’d again
To that great Charge which Nature did ordain 3
And their lov’d Druids feem reviv’d by Fate,
While youdifpenfe the Laws, and guide the State,
The Nation’s Soul, our Monarch, does difpenfe,
Through you, to us his vital Influence ;
You are the Channel, where thofe Spirits flow,-
And work them: higher, as to us they go.

In.open Profpett nothing bounds our Eye,
Until the Earth fcems join’d unto the Sky =
Soin this Hemilphere our utmoft view
Is only bounded by our King and you -
Our fight is limited where you are join’d,
And beyond that no farther Heav’n can find,
So well your Virtaes do with his agree,
"T'hat, though your Orbs of diff’rent Greatnefs be,
Yet both are for each other’s ufe difpos'd,
His to inclofe; and yours to beinclos’d.
Nor could another in your Room have been,

Exceptan Emptinefs had come between,
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Well may he then to you his Caresimpart,

And fhare his Burden where he fhares his FHeart

In you his Sleep ftill wakes ; his Pleafures find

Their fhare of Bus'nefs in your Iab’ring Mind.

So when the weary Sun his Place refigns,

Heleaves his Light, and by Reflexien fhines.
Juftice, that fits and frowns where publick Laws

Exclude foft Mercy from a private Caufe,

In your Tribunal moft her felf does pleafe ;

There only {miles becaufe the lives at eafe ;

And, like young Dawid, finds her Strength the mo

When difincuniber’d from thofe Armsfhe wore.
Heav’'n would your Royal Mafter fhould exceed
Meotft in that Virtue, which we moft did need 3
And his mild Father (who too late did find

All Merey vain, but whatwith Pew’rwasjoin’d)
His fatal Goodnefs Ieft to fitter Tines,

Not to increafe, but to abfolve our Ciimes :

But when the Heir of this vaft Treafure knew
How large a Legacy was left to you,

{Too great for any Subjec to retain)

He wifely ty’d it to the' Crown again :

Yet, pafling through your Hands, it gathers more,
As Streams, thro® Mines, bear Tinfure of their O
While Emp’rick Politicians ufe deceit,

Hide what they give, and cure bat by a Cheat ;
Youboldly thew that Skill, which they pretend,
And work by Means as noble as your End:
Which fhould you veil, we might onwind the Clue,
As Men do Nature, *till we came to you.

And as the Jndies were not found, before

Thofe rich Perfumes, which, from the happy Shore,
The Winds upon their Balmy Wings convey’d,

{7

Whefe guilty Sweetnefs firlt their Werld betray’d;
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So by your Counfels we are brought to view
A rich and undifcover’d World in you.
By you our Monarch does that Fame aflure,
Which Kings muft have, or cannot live fecure :
For profp’rous Princes gain their Subjects Heart,
Who love that Praife in which themfelves have part.,
By you he fits thofe Subjeds to ebey,
As Heav’n's Eternal Monarch dees convey
Hlis Pow’r unfeen, and Man to his Defigns
By his bright Minifters the Stars inclines.

Our fetting Sun, from his declining, Seat,

1t were unt
de you the F
at is, a Suff’rer in his Su

j S.' L..mes !
Thus thofe firft Favour s, you rece iv’d, were fent,

1.ike Heav'ns rewards, in earthly Punifhment.
Yet Fortune, confcious of your deftiny,

Fen then took care to lay you foftly by ;

And wrap'd your Fate among her precious Things
Tept frefh to be unfolded with your King’s,
shewn all at once you dazzled fo onr ]:ycs
w-born Pallas did the CodJ .'nl‘nzc ;

f“n, {pring

>

th from 7ewe’s new-clofing wound,
ike Spear into the G:ou-m;
‘W hich fpr"'tm" Leaves dlu {uddenly u"clel\,,
nd peaceful Olives {haded as Lhc; rofe.
How firangely ative are the Arts c‘"l‘cmcc,
Whofe reftlefs Motions lefs than Wars do ceafe !
Peace is not freed from Labour, but from Noife ;
And War more Foree, but not more Pains, emplo
Such is the mighty Swiftnefs of your Mind,

That, like the Earth’s, it leaves our Senfe behind,
Whi

i0YS
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While vou fo fmcothly turn and rowl our Sphere,

That rapid Motion does but Reft appear. An
For, as in Nature’s Swiftnefs, with the throng Of
Of flying Orbs while ours is born along, * Vet
All feems at reft to the deluded Eye, Yo
Mov'd by the Soul of the fame harmony : Th
So, carry’d on by your unwearied Care, Anc
‘We reft in Peace, and yet in Motion fhare. An
Let Envy then thofe Crimes within you fee, Lik
From which the happy never muft be free ; For
Envy, that does with Mifery refide, Is |
The Joy and the Revenge of ruin’d Pride. It s
Think it not hard, if at fo cheap a Rate Bec

You can fecure the Conftancy of Fate,

‘Whofe Kindnefs {ent what does thetr Malice feem,
By lefler Ills the greater to redeem.

Nor can we this weak Show’ra Tempett call,
But drops of heat, that in the Sun-fhine fall.

Yeu have already weary’d Fortune fo,

She cannot farther be your Friend or Foe ;

But fits all breathlefs, and admires to feel

A Fate fo weighty, that it ftops her Wheel.

In all things elfe above our humble Fate,

Your equal Mind yet fivells not into State,

But, like fome Mountain in thofe happy Ifles,
¥Where in perpetual Spring young Nature {miles;
Your greatnefs {hews : no horror to affright,

But Trees for fhade, and Flow’rs to court the Sight:
Sometimes the Hill fubmits it felf a while

In fma]l Defcents, which do its height beguile ;
And fometimes mounts, but fo as billows play,
Whofe Rife not hinders but makes fhort our way.
Your Brow, which does no fear of Thunder know,
Sees rowling Tempefts vainly beat below ;
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And, like O4mpus’ top, th’ Impreflion wears
bl A 3

Of Love and Friendfhip writ in former Years.
Yet, unimpair’d with Labours, or with time,
Your Age but feems to a new Youth to climb.
Thus heav'n’ly bodies do our time beget,

Like this New-Year, whofe Motions never ceafe.
For fince the glorious Courfe you have begun
Isledby CHARLES, asthat is by the Sun,
It muft both weightlefs and immortal prave,
Becaufe the Centre of it is above,

At
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