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36  Poewms o feveral Ocoafiois.
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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Roe Ms on feveral Occafions,
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,




38 Poxems on feveral Oceafons.

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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Poz s on feveral Occafions.
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
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40 PoEwms on feveral Occafions.

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 ;




PoEems on feveral Occafions,

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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