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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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Poxms on feveral Occafions.

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 !




24  Pokrms on feveral Oceafions.
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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Poems on feveral Occafions. 35

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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