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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.
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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
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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 :
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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
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