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F AR off (no matter whether Eaft or Weft,
A real Couritry, or one made in Jeft)
Nor yet by modern Manpevizizs difgrac’d,
Nor by Map-jobbers wretchedly mifplac’d,
There lies an Jfland, neither great nor {mall,

Which, for diftinction fake, I Gornam call,

The Man, who finds an unknown Country out;

By giving it a name acquires, no doubt,

Vou. II, H A Gofpel
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A Gofpel L.tk, tho’ the people there

X

1‘1'1\) not wortiy 111s C

Bar this pretence, and into air is hurl’d

The claim of Evropk to the Weftern W orld.

Q0ome roving DUCCANCC

crofs the ficure made,

P oo ) gy b L Gt
T thnat INCUCCIICE, vil

ol 3 { gy ol p Fous
Fromi firft to laft, had been one icenc ol ftrife 3

His roval mafter’s name thereon engrav’d,
Without more procefs; the whole race enflav’dy

Cut off that Charter they from Nature drew,

1 e -
nd made them Slaves to men they never Knew:
Search antient hiftories, coniult records,

- ] "1 4 8 Ll F v
Tinder this title the moft Chriftian Lords

nore than half the Balls
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3 1 e
Lerthrow thil

IFor never yet n

breath’d a Chriftian air;

Who livid to ’
Pretend that Chuift, (who came, we all agree;

wis peoples and to fet them free)
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To make a Convert ever one law gave,
By which Converters made him firlt a flave,
Spite of the gloffes of a canting Prieft,

Who talks of Chai ity, but means a feaft,

Who recommends it (whilft he féems to feel

The holy glowings of a real zeal)

To all his hearers, as'a deed of worth;

To give them heaven, whom they have robb’d of earth,
Never fhall One, One truly honeft man,
Who, bleft with LiserTy, reveres her plan,
Allow one moment, that a Savage Sire
Could from his wretched race, for childifh hire,
By a wild grant, their All, their Freedom pafs,
And fell his Country for a bit of glafs,

Or grant this barb’rous fight, T.et Spain and Frawce,

In Slav’ry bred, as purchafers advance,

Let them, whillt Confcience is at diftance hurl’d,
2 .

With fome gay bawble buy a golden world;
An ENGLISHMAN, in charter’d FRrREEDOM born,

Shall fpurn the flavifh merchandize, thall fcorn

To take from others, thro’ bafe private views,

What he himfelf would rather die,

I:I 2

than lofe,




Happy the Savage of thofe early times

o
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Fte Evrorr’s fons were known, and KuroprE’s crinjes!

Gold, curfed Gold ! flept in the womb of earth,
Unfelt its mifchiefs; jas unknowa itsworth ;
In full Content he found the trueft wealth:;
In Toil he found Diverfion, Food, and Health

Stranger to eale and luxury; of Couits,

His Sports were Labours; and his Labours Sports:;

His Youth was hardy, and his Old Age green

Life’s Morn was vig’rous, and her Eve ferene;

No rules he held, but what were made for ufe;

No Arts he learn’ds ‘por.ills which Arts produce
Falfe Lights he follow’d, but believ’d them true ;

He knew nat much, but livid to what he knew;

Happy, thrice happy 7iotw the Savage race,
Since Evrore took theirGold, and gave them Grace !
Paftors fhe fends tochelp'them in their need,
P A e e T e an’t read;
Some who can’t write, with others'who can’t read;
1

And on:fure grounds the Gofpel-Pileto rear,

o

nary Felons ev'ry Year
Our Vices, withimore Zeal than holy pray’rs,

She teaches theth;y and in return takes theirs ;
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Her rank Oppreflions give them caufe to rife,

Her Want of Prudence ‘mears, and Arms fupplies,
Whilft her ‘brave rage; ‘not fatisfied with life,

Rifing in blood, 'adopts the Scalping-Kuife ;) *
Knowledge fhe gives,” enough to make them know
How abjec is thelr State, how deep their Woe;

The worth of Freedom ftrongly She explains,

10K

Whilit She bows down, and loads their neck with Chains;

Faith too fhe plants; ‘for her own‘ends impreft,
To make them bear'the worft, and hope the beft
And whilft She ‘teaches on' vile'int’rélt’s plan,

As Laws of God, the wild 'decrees of Man,

Like Prarisees, of whom! the Scriptures teli,

She makes them tén times more the Sons of Hell:

But whither do thefe grave refleGions tend ?
Are they defign’d for any, or no end?
Briefly but this---to prove, that by no a&t

Which nature made, that by no equal pact

"Twixt Man and Man, which might, if Juftice heard;

Stand good, that by no benefits conferr’d,
Or purchafe made,: Evrore in chains can hold
The Sons of Innra, and her mines of gold.

H 3

Chance
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Chance led her there in an'accurfed hour,

She faw, and made the Country her’s by pow’r;

Nor. drawn by Virtuels Love from L.ove of Fame,

Shall my rath folly centrovert the claim,

r with in thought that title overthrown,

‘Which coincides with, and involves my own,

Evrorre difcoverd Inpra firft; I found

r el a0 CaAmTT A ~ i rhe e
v right to GOTHAM On the 1l

[ firlt difcover’d it;' norfhall that plea

To Her be granted,” and denied to Me.

I plead Pofleffion, and till one more bold
Shall drive me out, -will that Rofleffion hold.

With Hur

Hers be the Wes

indred rights I twine;

Worrp, be Gorram Mine.

Rejoice ye | y. GOTHAMITES, rejoice;
1Lift up your voice onthichj @ michty voice
Lift up your voice onhighy @ mighty voice,

ne voice of Gladnefs and on ev’ry tongue,
b} ) o 2
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CHureHILL reign, ‘and fhall not' Gormam fing?
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As on a Day, a highiand holy Day,
Let ev’ry inftrument of Mufic play,
Antient and Modern 5 THole which drew their birth
(Pun&ilio’s laid afide) from Pagan earth,
As well as thofe by Chriffian made and Fews
Thofe known to:many, and thofe known to few
‘hofe which in whim and frolic lightly float,
And thofe which {well;the flow.and folemn note;
Thofe which (whilft Reafon ftands in wonder by)
Make fome complexions laugh and others cry';
Thofe which by fome ftrange fagulty of found,
Can build walls up, and raze them to the ground
hofe which cantear up forefts by the roots,
And make brutes dance like Men, and Men like brutes;
Thofe which whilt Riprevrr leads up the dance,
Make Clowns of MonmouTH ape the Fops of France s
Thofe which, where Lady Dvt tyess with Lord MavoRrs
Prefides, difda mln_g; light and trifling airs,
Hallow the feaft with Pfaimody and T hofe
Which, planted in our Churches to difpofe
And lift the mind to Heaven, are difgrac’d
With what a foppifh,Or ganift calls Tafte. 3
All from the Fiddle (en which ev’ry Fool,
The pert Son of dull Sire; difchar g’d from School,

H 4 Serves
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Serves an apprenticefhip in College eafe,
And rifes thro’ the Gamuf 'to decrees)
To Thofe which (tho’ lefs common, not lefs {weet)
From fam’d Saint Giles’s, and more fam’d Vine-Sirees,
(Where Heav’n; thé utmoft with of man to grant,
Gave me an old Houfe, and an older Aunt)
TrornTON, whillt Humour pointed out the road
To her arch cub,-hathvhitch’d into:an ode;
All Inftruments ¢attend ye lift'ning Spheres,
Attend ye Sons of Men; and hearwith ears)
Al Inftruments (nor ‘fhall they feek 'one Hand
Impreft from modern Music's coxcomb band)

All Inftruments; f2lf-affed, ‘at my name

hall pour forth harmony, and loud proclaimy
Loud but'yet fweet, to the dccording’ globe,

My praii‘ts, whilft ggy NAToRE, in a robe,

A Coxcomb Dofter’s vobe,' to the full found

Keeps time, like Bovce, and ‘the World dances round.

Rejoice; “ye happy GoTHAMITES, Tejoice’;
Lift up your voice 'on high, a mighty’voice,
T

he voice of gladnefs, and’on evety tongue,

In ftrains of gratitude, ‘be/praifeschung,
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The Praifes of fo great and good a/King ;

3

Shall CaurcniLL reign; and fhall not. Gorram fing?

Inrancy, ftraining backward from the breaft,
Tetchy and wayward; what he loveth beft
Refufing in his fits, whilft all the while
The Mother eyesthe wrangler with a fmile,
And the fond Father fits on fother fide,
Laughs at his moods; and views his fpleen with pride,
Shall murmur forth my-name, whilft at his hand

Nurfe {tands interpreser, thro’ Gorram’s land.

CurLprQon who, like an April morn, appears,
Sunﬂ_ﬁnc and Rain, Hopes.clouded o’er with fears,
Pleas’d and difpleas’d by ftarts, in paffion warm,
In Reafon weak, who, wrought into a;ftorm,
Like to the fretful bullies of the deep,

Soon {pends his rage, and cries himfelf afleep,

. Who, with a fev’rith appetite opprefs’d,

For trifles fighs, -but hates them when pofiefs’d,
His trembling lath fufpended in the air,
Half-bent, and firoking back his long, lank hair,
Shall to his mates jcok up with eager glee,

And et his Top go down to prate of Me.

Youry
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Yourn, whe fierce, fickle, infolent, and vain,
Impatient urges on to ManHOOD’s reign,
Impatient urges on, yet with a caft
Of dear regard, looks back on CriLpuooD paft,
In the mid-chafe, when:the hot blood runs high,
And the quick fpirits mount into his eye,
When Pleafure, which he deems his greateft wealth,
Beats in his heart, and paints his cheeks with health,
When the chaf’d Steed tugs proudly at the rein,
And, ere he ftarts, hath ran o’er half the plain,
When, wing’d with fear, the Stag flies full in view,
And in full cry the eager hounds purfue,
Shall fhout my praife to hills which fhout again,

And e'en the Huntfman ftop to cry Amei.

M anuoob, of form ereft;, who would not bow
Tho' Worlds thould crack around him'; on his brow
Wispom ferene, to Paffion giving law,

Jefpeaking Love, and yet commanding Awes
Dicnity into Grace by Mildnefstwrought ;

Cour AcE attemper’d and refin’d by Thought;
VirTuE {upreme enthron'd s, within his sreaft

The Image of his:Maker deep imprefs'd;
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1.ord of this Earth, which trembles at his Nod,
With Reafon blefs’d, and only lefs than G(_Jd;,
Manmoop, tho” weeping Beauty kneels for aid,
Tho’ Honour calls in Danger’s form array’d,
Tho’ cloath’d with fackcloth, Juftice in the gates,
By wicked Elders chain’d, Redemption waits,
M axnoop fhall fteal an hour, a lictle hour,

(Is’t not a little One?) to hail my pow’r.

Orp-AcGt, a fecond Child by Nature eurs'd
With more and greater eyils than the firit;
Weak, fickly, full of painsy in ev’ry breath
Railing at life, and yet aftaid of death
Putting things off, with fage and folemn air;
From day to day, without one day to fpare;
Without enjoyment, covetous of pelf,
Tirefome to friends, and tirefome to himfelf,
His faculties impair’d, his temper four’d,
His memory of recent things devour’d
E’en with the atting, on his thatter’d brain
Tho’ the falfe Regifters of Youth remain ;

From morn to evening babbling forth vain praife

Of thofe rare men, who 1iv’d in thofe rare days
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When He, the Hero of his tale, was Young,
Dull Repetitions falt’ring on his tongue,

Praifing gray hairs, {ure mark of Wi{dom’s fway,
F’en whilft he curfes time which made him gray,
Scoffing at Youth, €’en whilft-he would afford
All, but his gold, to have his Youth reftor’d,
Shall for a moment, from himfelf fet free;

Lean on his Crutch, and pipe forth praife to Me.

Rejoice, ye happy GOTHAMITES, Iejolce
Lift up your voice on high, amighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ey’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,
The praifes of {o great and good a King ;

LS .

Shall CuurcHisL reign, and fhall not GoTHAM fing &

Things withou life fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in mine,

The Snow-drop, who, in habit white and plain,
Comes on, the Herald of fair FLoRrA’s trainj
The Coxcomb Crocus, flow’s of fimple note,

‘Who by her fide ftruts in a Herald’s coat;
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The Tulip, 1dly glaring to the view,

O L=

Who, tho’ no Clown; his biich from Holland drew,

. Who, once full drefs’d, fears from his' plice to fir,

o = 1 T g £ TV 2eyi=
The fop of flow’rs; the:NMeorE'of a Parterre ;

=

The Wood-bine; who her Elm ' in' marriage meets,
And brings her dow’ry in furrounding {weets 5
The Lilly, filver Miftrefs of the vale,

The Rofe of SuaroN which perfumes the gale;
The Jeffamine, with which the Queen of fAow’rs
To charm her God adorns' his' fav’rite bow’rs,
Which Brides, by the plain hand'6f neatnefs dreft,
Unenvied rival, wear upon their breaft,

Sweet as the incenfe ‘of the Morn, and chafte

As the pure Zone, which circles DiaAn’s waift 5

All flow’rs, of various names, and various forms,
Which the Sun into ftrength and beauty warms,
From the dwarf Daifp, which, like infants, clings,
And fears to Ieave the earth from whence it {prings,
To the proud Giant of the garden race,

Who, madly ruthing to the Sun’s embrace,
O’ertops her fellows with afpiring aim,

Demands his wedded Love, and bears his name';
All, One and Al thall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in mine.

Rejoice,
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Rejoice, ye happy GoTHAMITES, rejoice;

Lifc up your voice oh high, 4 mighty voice,

= a3
The voice of gladnefs, and on every tongue,

In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,’
The praifes of fo great and good'a King';

1 . : = a
Shall Cuurcriin reigh, and fhall not GorHam lingt

Forming; 2 gloom, thro® which to fpleen-firuck minds

e fiids;

Religion, horror-ftamp’d; a pd
The vy crawling o’er the hallow’d cell,

Where {fome old Hermit’s wont his béads to tell
By day, by nights the Mjrile ever-gréen;

Beneath whofe fhade Love holds his rights unfeen ;
The Willow weeping o’er the fatal wave,

Where many a Loverfinds a watry grave

The Cyprefs facred held; when Liovers mourn
Their true Love fhatel’d away'; the Liaurel worn

il | By Poets in old time, but deftin’d now

In grief to wither on & WHITEHEAD'S brow ;

The Fig, which, large as what in India grows,
Ttfelf a Grove, gave our firf¥ Parents eloaths ;

The Vine, which, like a bluthing new-made Bride,

Cluft’ring, empurples all the Mountain’s fide ;
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The 2ew, which, in the place of {culptur’d ftone,
Marks out the refting-place of men unknown ;
The hedge-row. Z/m; the Pine of mountain race 3
The Fir, the Scotch Fir, never out of place;
"The Cedar, whofe top mates the higheft cloud,
Whilit his old Father Lzzanon grows proud

Of fuch a child, and his vaft Body laid

Out many a mile, enjoys the filial fhade

The Oak, when living, monarch of the wood s
The EncrLisn Odk, which, dead, commands the flood 3
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife be loud in mine.

Rejoice, ye happy Gormamirss rejoice 5
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude; be praifes hung,
The praifes of fo great and good a King 4

C - £ -
Shall CHuRcHILL reign, and fhall not Goraam fing ?

The Show’rs which make the young hills, like young
Lambs, |

Bound and rebound, the old Hills, like old Rams,

Unwieldy,




—_—

112 a7 Ok TR FRe AR N
Unwieldy, jump for joy; the Sreams, which glidé;
Whilft PLenty marches {miling by their fide;
And from their bofom rifing CommeRrcE fprings ;
The Winds which rife with healing on their wings,
Before thofe cleanfing breath Contagion flies ;
The Sun, who; travelling in Eaftern {kies,
Frefh, full of ftrength, juft rifen from his bed,
Tho’ in Jovz’s paftures they were born and bred,
With voice and whip, can fcarce make his fteeds
Step by Step, up the perpendicular 3
Who, at the hour of Eve, panting for reft;
Roils on amain, and gallops down the Weil;
As faft as Jenu, oil’'d for Anas’s fin,
Drove for a crown, or Pgfi-Boys for an Inn;
The Moon, who holds o’er night her filver reign,
Regent of tides, and Miftrefs of the Brain,
Who to her Sons, thofe Sons who own her pow’r,
And do her homage at the midnight hour;
Gives madnefs as a blefling, but difpenfes
Wifdom to fools, and damns them with their Senfes;

7}
A i

he Stars, who, by I know not what ftrange right,
Prefide o’er mortals in their own defpite,
Who without Reafon govern thofe, who moft

How truly judge from hence!) of Reafon boaft,

s fhiry
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And, by fome mighty Magic yet unknown,
Our actions guide, yet cannot guide their own 3
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife be loud in Mine,

Rejoice, ye happy GoTramiTEs, rejoice s
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev'ry tongue
In ftrains of grititude, be praifes hung,

The praifes of fo great and good a King ;

Shall CrurchiLL reign, and fhall not Gotam fing ?

The Moment, Minute, Hour, Day, Week, Month, Year,
Morning and Ewve, as they in tutn appear ;
Moments and Minutes which, without a crime,
Can’t be omitted in accounts of time,
Or, if omitted, (proof we mult afford)
Worthy by Parliaments to be reftor'd ;
The Hours, which dreft by turns in black and white,
Ordain’d as Handmaids, wait on Day and Night;
The Day, thofe hours I mean, when Light prefides,
And Busingss in a cart with PRupENcE rides ;
The Night, thofe hours T mean with darknefs hung,
When Senfe fpeaks free, and Folly holds her tongue ;
Vor. II, 1 The
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"T'he Morn, when Nature, roufing from her {trife
With death-like fleep, awakes to fecond life;
The Ewve, when, as unequal to the tafk,
She mercy from her fog defcends to afk ;
The #eek, i which fix days are kindly given
To think of Earth, and One to think of Heaven:
‘The Months, twelve Sifters all of diff’rent hue,
Tho’ there appears in all & likenefs tooy
Not fuch a likenefs, as, thro’ Havyman’s works,
Dull Manneritt, in Chriftians, Jews, and Turks,
Cloys with a famenefs in each female face,
But a ftrange Something, born of Art and Grace,
Which fpeaks them All, to vary and adorn,
At diff’rent times of the fame Parents born;
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to other’s praife, be loud in Mine,

Rejoice; ye happy GorsAMITES, rejoice 3
Lift up your veice on high, a mighty voice,
T'he voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,

The praifes of fo great and good a King ;

Shall CuurenirL reign, and fhall not Gorram fing?
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Flore jANUAR?, Leader of the year,
.Mmc’d—p{ﬂ n van, aind Calves-beads in'the rear
Dull F;’{'/,.'r‘f:'(:}'_}’, in whoie leaden rcign,
My Mother bore a bard’ withotit a brain ;
MarcH various, fierce; and wild, with 'wind-crack’d Cht‘ka:
By wilder Welch-men led, and crown’d with leeks !
ApriL with Fools, and May with baftards bleft
June with White Rofes on her rebel breaft
Jury, to whom, the Dog-Star in her train,
Saint JaMES gives offters, and Seint SwitHEN rain g
AvcusT, who, banifh’d from her Smithjreld {tand,
To Chelfea flies, with Doce T in her hand ;
SepTEMBER, when by Cuftem (right divine)
Geefe are otdain’d to bleed at MicraeL’s thrine,
Whilft the Prieft, not o full of grace as wit,
Falls to, unblefs’d, ‘nor gives the Saint a bit;
Ocroser, who the caufe of Frrrbom join’d,
And gave a'fecond Georar to blefs mankind ;
Novemeer, who at once'to grace our earth,
Saint ANDREW boafts, and our AvcusTa’s birth 5
Decemser, laft of Months, but beft, who gave
A ChrisT to Man, a Saviour to the Slave,
Whilft, falfély orateful, Man, at the full feaft,
To do God honour, makes himfelf a beaft ;

I All
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All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,
And dumb ta others’ praife, be loud in Mine.
Rejoice, ye happy GOTHAMITES, rejoice
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,
The praifes of fo great and good a King;

Shall CaurcHiLL reign, and fhall not Gorrawm fing 2

The Seafons as they roll ; SprinG by her fide

Letch’ry and Lent, Lay-Folly, and Chureh-Pride,

By a rank Monk to Copulation led,

A tub of fainted Salt-Fifb on her head;

SumMER, in light, tranfparent Gawze array’d,

Like Maids of Honour, at a Mafquerade,

In bawdry Gawze, for which our daughters leave

The Fig, more modeft, firft brought up by Eve,

Panting for breath, enflam’d with Iuftful fires,

Yet wanting {trength to perfect her defires,

I.eaning on Sloth, who, fainting with the heat,

Stops at each ftep, and lumbers on his feet ;

Avutumn, when Narture, who with forrow feels

Her dread foe Winter treading on her heels,
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Makes up in value what fhe wants in length,
Exerts her pow’rs, and puts forth all her ftrength,
Bids Corn and Fruits in full perfe&ion rife,

Corn fairly Tax’d, and Eruits without Excife ;
Winter; benumb’d with cold, no longer knewn
By robes of Fur, fince Furs became our owa.

A Hag, who, loathing all, by all is loath’d,

With weekly, daily, hourly libels cloath’d,

Vile Facrion at her heels, who, mighty grown,
Would rule the Ruler, and forec/sfe the throne,
Would turn all Sgate-dffairs into a trade,

Make Laws one day, the next to be Unmade,
Beggar at home a People fear’d abroad,

And, force defeated, make them Slaves by Fraud;
All, One and All, fhall in this Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in Mine.
y P 2 :

Rejoice, ye happy GorramiTes, rejoice;
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice,
The voice of gladnefs, and on ev’ry tongue,
In flrains of gratitude, be praifes hung,
The praifes of fo great and good a King ;
Shall CuurcHILL reign, and (hall not GorHam fing ?
I3 The
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The Year, Grand Circle,  in whofe ample round

‘The Seafons regular and fix'd are bound,
it 1% (Who, in his courfe repeated o’er and o’er !
Secs the fame things which he had feen before.
The fame Stars keep theit Wateh, and the fame Sun
Runs in‘the track whereé' he from frft ‘hath run;
The fame Moon rules the night, Tides ebb and flow,
Mean 1s a Puppet, and this World a'Show,
Their old dull follies old dull fools purfue,
And Vice in nothing, but in Mode, is'new,
He——_a L;)rd (now fair befall that Pride,
He liv’d a Villain, but a Lord be died)
Dasawoob is pious, BERKLEY fix'd as fate,
fit 1 : SanpwicH (THANK HeAvVN) firft Minifter of Stateg
TR And, tho’ by Feols defpis’d, by Saints unblefs’d,
i By Friends negleéted, and by Foes opprefs'd,
| - . Scorning the fervile arts of each Court-Elf,
Founded on Honour, WiLkEzs is ftill bimfelf)
The Year, encircled with the various train
f L Which waits, and fills the glories of his reign,
Shall, taking up this theme, in Chorus join,

And, dumb to others’ praife, be loud in Mine.
2 £
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Rejoice; y€ happy GOTHAMITES, rejoice
{.ift up your voice on high, a mighty: voice,
The voice of oladnels, and on ev’ry tongue,
In ftrains of grntitudé, be praifes hung,

The praifes of fo great and good a King ;
Shall CruRcniLy teign, and fhall not GoTaau fing ?

Thus far in Sport---nor let our Critics hence,
Who fell out monthly trath, and call it Senfe,
Too lightly of our prefent labours deem,

Or judee at random of fo high a Theme
judg g -
Hich is our Theme, and worthy are the men

=1 ? 4

To feel the fharpeft ftroke of Satire’s Pen ;
But when kind Time a proper feafon brings,
In ferious mood to treat of ferious things,

Then fhall they find, difdaining idle play,

That I can be as grave and dull as They.

Thus far in Sport---nor ict half Patriots, (thofe
Who fhrink from ev’ry blait of Pow’r which blows,
Who, with tame Cowardice familiar grown,

Would hear my thoughts, but fear to fpeak their own,
Who, left bold Truths, to do fage Prudence fpite,
Should burft the Portals of their lips by night,

I 4 Tremble
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Tremble to truft themfelves one hour in fleep,)
Condemn our coyrfe, and hold our Caution cheap,
When brave Occafion bids, for fome great end
When Honour calls the Poet as a Friend,

Then fhall They find, that, e’en on danger’s brink,

He dares to Speak, what they fcarce dare to Think.

END OF THE FIRST BOOK.
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R OW much miftaken are the men, who think
That all who will, without reftraint, may drink,

May largely drink, e’en their bowels burft,

Pleading no right but merely that of thirft,

At the pure waters of the living well,

Befide whofe ftreams the Muses lqvc to dwell |

Verfe is with them a knack, an idle toy,

A rattle gilded o’er, on which a boy

I
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without art or force,

Hav ' nlavr nntranch il tl
May piay untaugnty will

comes of courie.

Make it but jinele, Mufi

Little do fuch men know the toil, the pains,
The daily, nightly racking of  the brains,
To range the thoughts, the matter to digeft,
To cull fit phrafes, and reject the refl,
To know the times when Humour, on the cheek
Of Mirta mayhold her fports, when Wi thould fpeals,
And when be filent; when to ufe the pow’rs
Of Ornament, and how to place the flow’rs,
So that they never give.a tawdry glare,
Nor wafte thein fiveetnefsan the!defart air s
To form (which few can do, and {carcely one,

One Critick in an age can find, when:done)

1 1

‘o form a plan, to firike a grand Outline,

-

o fill it up, and make.she picture fhine

T
A full, and perfe& pieces to make coy rime

Renounce her follies; and with-{fenfe keep time,

To make proud fenfe againft:her nature bend,

£

And wear the chains of rime, yet €all her friend,

Some Fops there are; among the Scribbling tribe,

it all their bufine{s to defcribe,
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No matter whether in, or out of place ;

Srudious of finery, and fond of lace,

Alike they trim, as Coxcomb Fancy brings,

The rags of beggars, and the robes of kings.

Let dull Propriety in State prelide

O’er her dull children, Nature is their guide,
Wild Nature, who at random breaks the fence

Of thofe tame drudges Fudgment, Tafte, and Senfe,
Nor would forgive herfelf the mighty crime

Of keeping terms with Perfon, Place, and Time.

Let liguid Gold emblaze the Sun at noon,
With dorrew’d beams let filver pale the Moon,
Let furges hoarfe lath the refounding thore,

Let {treams Meandery and let torrents roar,
Let them breed up the melancholy breeze

To figh with fighing, [ob with [obbing trees,

Let Vales embroid’ry wear, let Flow’rs be ting’d
With various #nts, let Clouds be'lac’d or fring’d,
They have their with; like idle monarch Boys,
Negletting things of weight, they figh for toys;
Give them the crown, the fceptre, and the robe,

Who will may take the pow’r, and rule the globe.

Others
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Others there are, who, in one'folemn pace,

! ‘With as much zeal, as Quakers rail at lace,

Railing at needful Ornament, depend

On Senfe to bring them to-their journey’s.end.
They would not (Heav’s forbid) their courfe delay;
Nor for 2 moment ftep out of'the way,

To make the barren road thofe graces wear,

Which Nature would, if pleas’d; have planted there.

Vain Men ! who blindly thwarting Nature’s plan
Ne’er find a paffage to the heatt of man;
‘Who, bred ’mongf’c fogs in ‘Academic land,
Scorn ev’ry thifig they do not wnderftand ;

‘Who, deftitute of Humour, 'Wit, and ‘Tafte;

Let all their little' knowledge rurnto'wafte,

‘And fruftrate each good purpofe, whilft they wear
il i | The robe’s of Learning with-a floven’s air.

il Tho’ folid Reas’ning arms each fterling liney

Tho® Truth declares aloud, “¢ This work: is r-n'ine‘,"'
' ,:; (e Vice, whilft from page to page dull Morals creep;

' :i* Al Throws by the'book, and Vireue falls afleep.
i A 1 :

Senfe, mere; dull, formal Senfes in this gay town
Muft have fome' vehicle to' pafs her'down,

Nor
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Nor can fhe for-an hour enfure her reign;
Unlefs the brings:fair Pleafure in her train.
Let her, from day to day; from year;to year,
In all her grave folemnities appear,
And, with the voice of trumpets, thro’ the ftreets
Deal lectures out to ev’ry one fhe meets,
Half who pafs by are deaf, :and t’other half

Can hear indeed, but only hear to laugh.

Quit then, ye graver Sons of: letter’d Pride,
Taking for once Experience as.a guide,
Quit this grand Errouty, this' dull CGollege mode 3
Be your purfuits the fame, but change the road 5
Write, or at leaft appear to write, with eafe,

And, if you mean: to profity learn to, pleafe.

In vain for.{fuch miftakes they pardon claim;
Becaufe they wield the pen in-Virtue’s name.
Thrice facred is that Name, thrice blefs’d the Man
Who thinks, fpeaks, writes, -and lives-on fuch:a plan!
This, in himfelfy-himfelf of courfe-muft blefs;
But cannot with the world promote fuiccefs.
He may be ftrong, but, with-effect to fpeak,
Should recollet his readers: may be weak ;

Plaim,
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Plain, rigid T'ruths, which Saints with comfort bea#;
Will make the Sinner tremble, and defpair.

True Virtue alts from Love, and the great end,

At which fhe nobly aims, is to amend

How then do thofe miftake, who arm her laws
With rigour not their own, and hurt the caufe
They mean to help, whillt with a zealot rage

They make that Goddefs, whom they’d have engage
Qur deareit Love, in hideous terrour rife !

Such may be honeft, but they can’t be wife.

In her own full; and perfect blaze of light,
Virtue breaks forth too ftrong for human fight :
‘he dazzled eye, that nice but weaker fenfe,

Shuts herfelf up in darknefs for defence.

But, to make ftrong conviction deeper fink,

To make the callous feel, the thoughtlefs think,
Like God made Man, fhe lays her glory by,
And beams mild comfort on the ravifh’d eye.

In earneft moft; when moft fhe feems in jeft,
She worms into, and winds around the breaft,
T'o conquer vice, “of vice appears the friend,

And feems unlike herfelf to gain her end.
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T he Sons of Sin, to while away the time
Which lingers on their hands, of each black crime
To hufh the painful memory, and keep
The tyrant Confcience in delufive fleep,
Read on at fandom, nor fufpect the dart
Until they find it rooted in their heart.
*Gainft Vice they give their vote, nor know at firft
That, curfing that, ‘themfelves too they have curs’d,
They fee not, till they fall into the fnares;
Deluded into Virtue unawares:
Thus the fhrewd doctor, in the fpleen-firuck mind
When pregnant horrour fits,” and broods ‘o’er wind,
Difcarding drugs, and ftriving how to pleafe,
Lures on infenfibly, by flow degrees,
The patierit to thofe manly fports, which bind
The flacken’d finews, and relieve the mind 5
The patient feels a change as wrought by ftealth,

And wonders on demand to find it health:

some Few, whom Fate ordain’d to 'deal in rimes
In other lands, and Zere in other times,

- s B S
Whom, waiting at their birth, the Aidwife Muss
Sprinkled all over with-Catalian dews,

e




E= w— e ___.._ S

e
S

Al S s
E

A dr ik e et

130 Gy ‘Op I Hy As Ve

To whom true Genius gave his magi

) pen,
Whom ARt by juft degrees led up to,men,
~ " 1 LR ¢ fal b} 1

Some few, extremes well-fhunn’d, haye fteer’d between

Thefe dang’rous rocks, and held the golden mean.
Sewnsk in their works maintnins her proper itate,
But never 1 ceps, © r labours with her. we "-.1[',

1

1 1
Grace makes the whole look elegant, and ga

"(

Bur never dares from Sensk to run aftray.

So nice the Mafter’s touch, fo great his care,
The Colours boldly glow, not idly glare.
Mutually giving, and receiving aid,

They fet each other off, like light and f(hade,
And, as by ftealth, with fo much foftnefs blend,
*Tis hard to fay, where they begin, or end.
Both give us charms, and neither gives offence;

Sense perfeds. GRACE, and Grack enlivens SENsE.

Peace to the Men, who thefe high honours claimy
Health to their fouls, and to their mem’ries fame,
Be it my tafk, and no mean tafk, to teach
A revirence for that worth I cannot reach ;

Let me at diftance, with a {ftcady eye
3 J j 3

Obferve, and mark: their paffage to the fky,
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From envy free, applaud fuch rifing worth;

And praife their heav’n, ‘tho” pinion’d down ‘to earth

Had I the pow’r, T could net have the tinte,

Whilft {pirits flow, and life is in her prime,

Without a {in gainit Pleafure, to defign
A plan, to methodize each thought, each line
Highly to finifh, and make ev’ry grace,

In itlelf charming, take new charms from place.
f=t] P

Nothing of Books, and little known of men,

When the mad fit comeés on, I feize the pen,

Rough as they run, the rapid thoughts fet down,
Rough as they run, difcharge them on the Town.
Hence rude; unfinifh’d brats, before their time,
Are born into this idle world of rime,

And the poor flattern MusE is brought to bed
With all her imperfections on her head:

Sorme, as no life appears, no pulfes play

Through the dull, dubious mafs, no breath makes way,

Doubt, greatly doubst, till for a glafs they call,

Whether the Child can be baptiz'd at all,
Others, on other grounds, objections frame,
And, granting that the child may have a name,

) : Doubf
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Doubt, as the Sex might well a midwife pofe,

Whether they fhould baptize it, Verfe or Profe.

E’en what my mafter’s pleafe Bards, mild, meek men, |

In love to Critics ftumble now and then.

o |

Something I do my{elf, and fomething too,

If they can do it, leave for them to do.

In the fmall compafs of my carelefs page

Critics may find employment for an age;

Without my blunders they were all undone ;

I twenty feed, where Mason can feed one.
When Satire ftoops, unmindful of her ftate,

To praife the man I love, curfe him I hate;

When Sexsg, in tides of paffion borne along,

Sinking to profe, degrades the name of {ong;

The Cenfor {miles, and, whilit my credit bleeds,

With as high relifh on the carrion feeds

As the prowd E ary fed at a Turtle feaft,

Who, turn’d- by gluttony to worfe than beaft,

Eat, ’tll his bowels-gufh’d upon the floor,

Yet ftill eat on, and dying call’d for more.

When loofe DiGression, like a colt unbroke,

~ -1

apurning Con

eniy and her formal yoke,
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Bounds thro’ the foreft, _‘.v;mdt-:'s far aftray
From the known. path, and loves to loofe her way,
"Tis a full feaft to all the il‘.U]]g!‘“‘ pack
To run the rambler down, and bring her back.

When gay Dzscrrprion, Fancy’s fairy child,
Wild without-art, and yet with pleafure wild,
Waking with Nature at the morning hour
To the lark’s call, walks o’er the op’ning flow’r
Which largely drank all night of heaven’s frefh dew,
And, like a Mountain Nymph of Dian’s crew,
So lightly walks, fhe not one mark imprints,
Nor brufhes off the dews, nor foils the tints;
When thus Descriprion fports, e’en at the time
That Drums-fhould beat, and Cannons roar in rime,
Critics can live on fuch a fault as that

From one month to another and grow fat.

Ye mighty Monthly Judges, in a dearth
Of letter’d blockheads, confcious of the worth
Of my materials, which againft your will
Oft You've confefs’d, and fhall confefs it 1l
Materials rich, tho’ rude, enflam’d with Thought,
The? more by Fancy than by Judgment wrought,

K

2
J
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Take, ufe them as yout own, a.work begin,

Which {uits your Genius well, ‘and weave them in,

Fram’d for the Critic loom, with Critic art,
Till thread on thread depending, part on part,

Colour with Colour mingling; Light with Shade,
To your dull tafte a formal work is'made,
And, having wrought them into one grand picce,

Swear it furpafies Rome, and rivals GREECE,
I ;)

Nor think this much, for at one fingle word,
Soon as the mighty Critic Fiat's heard,
Sciexci attends their Gall; their pow’r is own’d 5
Orper takes place; and Gentos-is dechron’d s
Letters dance into books, defiance hurld

At means, as Atoms'danc’d 1nto a ‘world.

Me higher bufinefs calls; a greater plan,
Worthy Man’s whole employ, the good of Man,

The good of Man com mitted to my charge;

ol

If idle Fancy rambles forth'atlarge,

Carelefs of fuch a truft, thefe harmlefs lays
Tay Friendihip envy, and may Folly praife,

The crown of Gornam may fome Scot aflume,

And vegrant STUARTS reign in CHURCHILL’S room.

O mj
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O my poot Peoples:O thou wretched Earth,
To whofe deat love,- tho’ notiengag’d-by birth,
My heart is fix’dy my{ervice deeply fworn,
How (by thy Father:can that thought be borne,
For Monarchss would they all, but think like me,
Are only Fathers in,the beft degree)
How mufk thy slories fade, in evlry land

Thy name be laugh’d to fcorn, thy mighty hand

Be thorten’d, and thy zeal, by foes confefs’d;
Blef'd in thyfelf, to mike thy neighbours blefs’d,
Be robb’d of vigoury how muit Freedom’s pile,
The boaft of ages; which adorns the Ifle

And makes it great.and glorious, fear'd abroad,
Happy at home; fecure from force and frdud,
How muft that pile, by antient Wildom rais’d
On a firm rock, by friends admir’d and prais‘d,
Envy’d by foes, and wondér’d at by all,

In one fhort moment into ruins fall,

Should any flip of STuART’S tyrant race

Or baftard, or legitimate, difgrace

Thy royal feat of Empire! but what care

What forrow miufb be mine, what deep defpair
And felf-reproaches,. fhould: that hated-line

mine !

Admittance gain thro’ any fault of

K 4 Cur’sd

e &
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Curs'd be the caufe whence Goraam’s evils fpring;

Tho’ that cur§’d caufe be found in GoTram’s King,
Let War, with all his needy; ruffian band,
In pomp of horrour; flalk;thro’ Gormam’s land

Knee-deed in blood; let all her ftately tow’rs
Sink in the duft; that Court, which now. is our’s,

3

Become a den, where Beafts may if they can,

A 1o lre from M-
110 DuKe rrom ivians

Where yellow harvefts rife, be brambles found;

‘Where vines now creep, let thiftles curfec the ground ;
Dry in her thoufand-Vallies, be the Riils ;
Barren the Cattle; on her thoufand Hills;

T

Where Pow’r is plac'd let ‘T'ygers prowl for prey;

lice lodges, let wild Afies bray;

Let Cormorants in Churches make their neft,

And, on the {ails of Commerce, Bitternsrefts

all, tho’ princes in the earth before,

Her Merchants Bank crupts, and her Matts no more;

Viuch rather would I, mightthe will.of Fate
Give me to chufe, fee Gorram’s ruin’dfate
By ills on ills, thus to the earth weigh’d, down,

"Than live to fee a STuarRT wear 2 crown.
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Tet $leav’n in vengeance arm all’ Natures hoft,
Thofe Servant’s, who'their Maker Know, who boalt

Ohedience as their E .r["‘i J'-L""'Ql
{Jbedlence as tacu glory, danad 111il,

™ N9 i | e
at Maflter’s facred will,

: s
Unqueftion’d; the

Let raging ‘Winds root up'the boiling deep,

And, with deftruction big, o’er Goriam fweep;
Let Rains ruth down, till Faith with doubtful eye
Looks for the fign of i“\r'i(:i'C}-‘ i the {ky;

Let Peftilence in all her hoerrours fife;

Where’er I turn, let Famine blaft my eyes;

Let the Earth yawn, and, ¢’er They’ve time to think,
In the deep gulph let all my fubjeéts fink

Before my eyes, whilft on the verge I reel;
Feeling but s 2 Monarch ought to feel,

Not for myfelf, but them, 1’1l kifs the rod,

And, having own’d the Juitice of my God,
Myfelf with firmpefs to'the ruin give,

And die with thofe for whom I wifth'd to live.

This (but may Heaven’s more merciful decrees
Neer tempt his fervant ‘with fuchills as thefe)
This, or my foul‘deceives me, I could bear;

Hur that the S1uAaRrT race my crown fhould v ‘ear,

That




£38 G O P HEOA¥ M

That Crown, wete, highly cherifh’d, Freepom fhone
Bright as the glories of the mid-day Sun;

Born and bred Slaves, that they, with proud mifrule,
Should make brave, free-born men, like boys at {chool,
To the Whip crouchand trémble--- 0, that thought!
The labing brain is e’en'to madnefs brought

-ead vifion, at the mere furmife

"The thronging fpirits; as‘in tumule; rife;
My heart, as for a paffage, loudly beats,

And, turn me where I) will; diftraction meets.

©. my brave fellows, great in Arts and Arms,
The wonder of the Earch;” whom Gloty warths
To high Atchievements, can your fpirits bend

e

hro’ bafe contreul (Yeinever can defeend

So low by choice) torwear a tyrant’s chiainy

Or let, in FrReEepoM’S fat)a/STuarT reigna

If Fame, who hath for ages rar and wide

Spread in all realms, the Cowardice, the Pride,
The Tyradny and Falfehood of thofe Lordsy

Contents you fiof; fearch Enorawpisifair récords,

I.NGL AND, wheré firlt the breath of Life T'drew,

1t to Gornanm; my bL Love 1s due.
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There once they rul'd, tho’ crufh’d by WirLram’s hand,

They rul’'d no more, to cutfe that happy land,

The Fizft, who, from his native foil remov’d,
Held ExcLanD’s {ceptre, a tame ‘Tyrant prov’d,
Virtue he laclk’d, curs’d wich thofe thouglits which {pring
In fouls of vulgar ftamp, to bea King;

Spirit he had not, though he laugh’d at Laws,
To play the bold-fac’d Tyrant with applaufe;
On practices molt mean he raif’d his pride,

And Craft oft gave, what Wifdom oft denied,

Ne'er cou’d he feel how truly Man is bleft
In blefling thofe around himy in his breaft,
Crowded with follies, Honour found no room?
Mark’d for a Coward in his Mother’s Womb,
He was too proud without affronts to hve,

Too timerous to punith or forgive,

To gaint a crown, which had in courfe of time,
By fair defcent, been his withouta crime,

e bore a Mother’s exile; to fecure

A greater crown, he bafely could endure
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The {pilling of ‘her blood, by foreign knife,
Nor dar’d revenge her death who gave him life ;

Nay, by fond fear, and fond ambition led,

Struck hands'with thofe by whom' her blood was fhed.

Call'd up to Pow'r, fcarce warm 'on ENGLAND’s throne,

=8

He fiil'd her Court with beggars from his own,

Turn where you would, the eye with Scors was caught,

1-

i

1aves who would be Scorsmen thought.

Or Eng

To vain expence unbounded loofe he gave,

The dupe of Minions, and of flaves the flave;

On falfe pretences mighty {ums he raif’d,

And damn’d thofe fenates rich, whom, poor, he prais'd;

From Empire thrown, and door

to beg herbread
e read,
On foreign bounty whilft a Daughter fed,

He lavifh’'d fums, for her receiv'd, on Men

=

fe names would: fix difhonour on my pen,

V B
LR RLes

Lies were his Play-things, Parliaments his {port,
E -

Book-worms and Catamites engrofs’d the Court;
Ny - - s 73 e
Vain of the Scholar, like all Scorsmen fince
The 2t Scholar, -he forgot the. Prince,

~t

And, having with fome trifies ftor’d his brain,

iy 11
SR (s L S i E s e
i, O wilh d to iearn the arfs to reigun.

Enough
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Enough he knew to make him ‘vain and ‘proud;
b i
Mock’d by the wife, ‘the wonder of the croud -

L -4

Falfe Friend, falfe Son, falfe Father, and falfe King,

1

Falfe Wit, falfe Statefman, and falfe ev’ry thing,
When He fhould a&, he idly chofe to prate,

And pamphlets wrote, when he fhould fave the State.

Religious, if Religion holds in whim,
To talk with all, he let all talk with him,
Not on God’s honour, but his own intent,
Not for Religion fake, but argument;
More vain, if fome fly, artful, High-Dusch {lave,
Or, from the ¥efuit {chool, fome precious kniave
Conviétion feign’d, than if; to' Peace reftor’d

By his full foldierfhip, Worlds hail’d him T ord.

Pow’r was his with, unbounded as his will,
The Pow’r, without controul, of doing ill;
But what he wifh’d, what he made Bifbops preach,
And Statefmen warrant, hung within his reach
He dar’d not feize ; Fear gave, to gall his pride,

That Freedom to the Realm his will denied.

of
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Of Treaties fond, o’etweening of his parts;
In ev’ry Treaty, of his own mean arts
He fell the dupe ; Peace was his Coward carey
E’en at a time when Juftice call’d for war';
His pen he’d draw, to prove his:lack of ‘wit,
But, rather than unfheathe the Sweord, fubmit§
TruTH fairly muft record, and, pleas’d to live
In league with Miercy, Justice may forgive
Kingdoms betray’d, and Worlds refign’d to Spa

But never can forgive a RaceicH flain.

At length (with white let Freedom mark that year)
Not fear’d by thofe, whom moft he wifh'd to fear,
Not lov’d by thofe, whom moft he wifh’d to love,

He went to anfwer for his faults above,

To anfwer to that God, from whom alone
He claim’d to hold, and to abufe the throne;
Leaving behind, a curfe to all his line,

The bloody Legacy of 'RicuT Divinz.

With many Virtues which a radiance fing,
Round private men; with few that grace a King;
And {peak the Monarch, at that time of life

When Paffion holds with Reafon doubtful ftrife,
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Succeeded CuaRLES, by a mean Sire undone,
Who envied virtue, even in a Son.

His Youth was froward, turbulent, and wild;
He took the Man up, e’re he left the child;
His Soul was. eager, for. imperial fivay
E’er he had learn’d the leflon to obey.
Surrounded by a fawning, flatt’ring throng;,
Judgment each day grew. weak, and humour ftrong 3
‘Wifdom was treated as a noifome weed,

And all his follies let to rumn to feed.

What ills from fuch beginning needs muft fpring !
What ills to fuch a land, from fuch a King !
What could fhe hope ! what had fhe not to fear !
Bafe Buckinguam poflefs’d his youthful ear;
STRAFrorRD and ILaup, when mounted on the throne
Engrofs’d his love, and made him all their.own,
StRaFFORD and Lavup, who boldlyjdard avow
The trait’rous doftrines taught by Tories now
Each ftrove t'undo him, in his turn and hour,

The firft with pleafure, and the laft with Pow T:

‘Thinking
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Thinking (vain thought, difgraceful to the throne!)

That all Mankind were made for Kings alone,
That Subjeéts were but flaves, and what was Whim
Or worfe in commen men, was Law in him;
Drunk with Preregative, which Fate decreeds
To guard good Kings, and Tyrants to miflead,
‘Which," in a fair proportion, to deny
Allegiance dares not,. which to held too high
No Good can with, no Coward King can dare;
And held too high, no Englifh fubject bear 3
Befieg’d by Men of deep and fubtle arts,
Men void of Principle, and danin’d with parts, .
‘Who faw his weaknefs,. made their King their tool,
Then moft a flave, when moft he feem’d to rule
Taking all public fteps for private ends,
Deceiv’d by Favourites, whom he c all'd friends,

He had not ftrength enough of {oul to find

That Monarchs, .meant as bld“mr to Mankind,
Sink their great ftate, and ftamp their famie undoriéy
When, what was meant for all, they give to One;
Lift'ning uxorious, whilft.a woman’s prate,
Modell’d the Church, and parcell’d out the ftate,
Whilft (in the ftate not more than Women 1'c-a.d}
High-Churchmen preach’d, and turn’d his pious head;

Tutort
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Tutor'd to fee with minifterial eyes;

Forbid to hear a loyal Nation’s cries s

Made to believe (what can’t a Fav'rite do)

He heard a Nation hearing one or twos

Taught by State-Quacks himfelf fecure to think,
And out of danger, €’en on danger’s brink
Whilft Pow’r was daily crumbling from ‘his hand,
Whilft murmurs ran thro’ an infulted land,

As if to fanction Tyrants Heav’n was bound,

He proudly fought the ruin which he found,

T\\'clvc“ycm's, twelve tedious and inglorious years,
Did Encranp, crufh’d by pow’r and aw’d by fears,
Whilft proud Oppreffion ftruck at Freedom’s 1root,
Lament her Senates loft, her HamppeN mute,
lllegal taxes, and opprefiive loans,

In fpite of all her pride, call’d forth her groans,
Patience was heard her griefs aloud to tell,

And Lovarty was tempted to rebel,

Each day new aé¥s of outrage fhock the i‘fat;‘_,'_-
New Courts were rais’d to give new Doltrines _v}cjghts
Srarc-Inquiﬁ:i::ns kept the realm in awe,

And curs’d Star-Chambers made, or rul’d the Iaw;

Vo, II, I Turi

bt
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Juries were pack’d, and Judges were unfound;

Thro’ the whole kingdom not one PraTT was found,

From the firft moments of his giddy youth
He hated Senates; for They told him Truth.
At length againft his will compell’d to treat,
Thofe whom he could not fright, he firove to cheat,
With bafe diffembling ev’ry grievance heard,
‘And, often giving, often broke his word.
O where fhall helplefs Truth for refuge fiy,

If Kings, who fhould protect her, dare to lie ?

Thofe who, the gen’ral goed their real aim,
Sought in their Country’s good their Monarch’s fame,
Thofe who were anxious for his fafety, Thofe
‘Who were induc’d by duty to oppofe,

Their truth fufpe&ed, and their worth unknown,
Te held as foes, and traitors to his throne,

Nor found his fatal errour till the hour

Of faving him was gone and paft, till Pow’r

T 1

Had fhifted hands, to blaft his haplefs reign,

Making their Faith, and his Repentance vain.
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Hence (be that curfe confin’d to GoTram’s foes)
War, dread to mention, Civil War arofe
All aéts of Outrage, and all acts of thame
Stalk’d forth at large, difguis’d with Honour’s name;
Rebellion, raifing high her bloody hand,
Spread univerfal havock thro’ the land ;
With zeal for Party, and with Paffion drunk,
In Public rage all private Love was funk,
Friend againft Friend, Brothér ’gainft Brother ftood,
And the Son’s weapon drank the Father’s blood;

Nature, aghaft, and fearfulleft her reign

Should laft no longer, bled in ev’ry vein.

Unhappy Stuart! harfhly tho’ that name,
Grates on my ear, I {hould have died with fhame,
To fee my King before his fubjeéts ftand, .

And at their bar hold up his royal hand,

At their commands to hear the monarch plead,
By their decrees to {ee that Monarch bleed.

What tho’ thy faults were many, and were great,
What tho® they fhook the bafis of the ftate,

In Royalty fecure thy Perfon ftood,

And facred was the fountain of thy blood.

L2 Vile
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*Vile Minifters, who¥dar’d abufe their truft,
Who dar’d feduce a King to be unjuft,

Vengeance, with Juftice leagu’d, with pow’r made ftrong,

Had nobly crufh’d; the King could do no wrong. 5

L]

e

Yet grieve not, CuarLEs, nor thy hard fortunes blame;

They took thy life, but they fecur’d thy fame.

-

w..._*__,,
¢ J

¥

Their greater crimes made thine like fpecks appear,

From which the Sun in glory is not clear.

Y

Had’ft Thou in peace and years refign’d thy breath

———————

At Nature’s call, had’ft Thou laid down in death
As in a fleep, thy name, by Jultice borne v
On the four winds, had been in pieces torne.

Pity, the Virtue of a gen’rous foul, :
Sometimes the Vice, hath made thy m@&m’ry whole,
Misformunes gave, what Virtue could not give,

And bade, the Tyrant flain, the Martyr live.

Ye princes of the Earth, ye mighty few,
Who, worlds fubduing, can’t yourfelves fubdue,
oodnefs {corn’d, with only to be great,
Whofe breath 1s blafting, and whoie voice is fate,

Who own no law, no reafon but your will,

And fcorn reflraint, tho®tis from doing 1ll,

Who
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Who of all paﬁona groan beucaf 1 the worft,
Then only blefs’d when they y make others curft;
Think not, for wrongs like thefe unicourg’d to Jive; .
Long may Ye fin, and long may Heav’n forgive;

But, when Ye leaft expect, in forrow’s day,

Vengeance fhall fallemore heavy for delay ; % ;
Nor think that Vengeance heap’d on you alone

Shall (poor amends)” for injur'd worlds atones

No; like fome bafe diftemper, which remains,
Tranfmitted from the tainted Father’s veins,

In the Son’s Blood, fuch broad and gen’ral crimes

Shall call down Vengeance e’en to lateft times,

Call Vengeance down on all who bcal your name,

And make their pmtion bitternefs and thame. &

From dand to land for years compell’d to roam,

Whilt Ufurpation lorded it at home,

Of Majefty unmindful, forc’d to'fly,

Not daring; like a King, to reign, or die,

Recall’d to repoffefs his lawful throne

More at his people’s feeking, than his own, Pt
-Another Crarrrs {ucceeded 5 in the fchool

Of travel he had learn'd to play the-fool, :

L 3 2 And
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And, like pert pupils with dull Tutors fent

To fhame their CO‘LEI.]L'I')-' on the Continent,

From love of Encranp by long abfence wean’d,
From ev’ry Court he. ev’ry folly glean’d,

And was, fo clofe do evil habits cling,

Till crown'd, a Beggar; and when crown’d, no King.

Thofe grand and gen’ral pow’ss, which Heav’n defign{
‘An inftance of his mercy to Mankind,
Were loft, in ftorms of diffipation hurl’d,
Nor would he give one hour to blefs a world;
Lighter than levity which ftrides the blaft,
'And, of the prefent fond, forgets the paft,
He chang’d and chang’d, but, ev’ry hope to curfe,
Chang’d only from one folly to a worfe;;
State he refign’d to thofe whom ftate could pleafe,
Carelefs of Majefty, his with was eafes
Pleafure, and Pleafure only was his aim 3
Kings of lefs Wit might hunt the bubble fames
Dignity, thro* his reign, was made a {port,
Nor dar’d Decorum fhew her face at Court,
Morality was held a ftanding jeft,
And Faith a neceffary fraud at beft:
Coutties
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Courtiers, their monarch ever in their view,
Poffefs’d great talents, and abus’d them toos
Whate’er was light, impertinent, and w.{n,
Whate'er was loofe, indecent, and profane,
(So ripe was Folly, Folly to acquit)

Stood all abfolv’d in that poor bauble, Wit.

In gratitude, alas! but little read,
He let his father’s fervants beg their bread,
His Father’s faithful fervants, and his own,

To place the foes of both around his throne.

Bad counfels he embrac’d thro’ indolence,
Thro’ love of eafe, and not thro> want of fenfes
He {aw them wrong, but rather let them go

As right, than take the pains to make: them fo.

Women rul’d all, and Minifters of State
Were for commands at Toillettes forc’d to wait 3
Women, who have, as Monarchs, grac’d the land,

Butnever govern'd well at Second-hand,

To make all other errors flight appear,
In mem’ry fix’d, ftand Dunkirx and TANGIER;
L 4 If
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In mem’ry fix’d fo deep, that Time in vain

Shall ftrive to wipe thofe records from the brain,
Ampoyna ftands----Gods, -that a King {hould hold

In fuch high Eilimate il paultry E(‘;’-

11 iuch Righ Hitimate, viie, paultry gold,

And of his duty be fo carelefs found,

That, when the blood of Subjelts from the grouad

For Vengeance call’d, he fhould rejeét their cry,

And, brib’d from Honour, lay his thunders by,

i ¢ S

ive HorLanp peace, whillt Excrisa victims groan'd,

G

And butcher’d fubjedts wander’d unaton’d !

O, dear, deep injury to,ExcLanp’s fame,

To them, to us, toail ! to him, deep Shame!
Of all the pafiions which from frailty fpring,

Av’rice is that which Jeaft becomes a King,

o ¢rownthe whole, fcorning the publick sood,
To ¢ hole, fi g tf blick good
Which thro’ his reign he little underftood,

Or little Fe=ded, with too narrow aim

He reaffum’d a Bigot Brother’s claim,

And, having made time-ferving Senates bow;

5\.*\\|l""l'l.‘I Vv (Ju-.\_i._. l;'l..l" B‘f‘*i‘el bL ] nEw PJ T

No matter bew---he flept amongft the dead,

And James his Brother reigned in lus ftead,

B
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But fuch a reign-- fo glaring an offence

In ev’ry ftep ’gainft Freedom, Law, and Senfe,
*Gainft all the rights of Nature’s ge’nral plan,
*Gainft all which conftitutes an Englifhiman,
That the Relation would mere fiCtion feem,
The mock eéreation of a Poet’s dream,

And the poor Bard’s would, in this {ceptic age,

Appear as'falfe as zheir Hiltorian’s page.

Ambiticus Folly feiz’d the feat of ‘Wi,
Chriftians were forc’d by Bigots-to' fubmit,
Pride without fenfe, without Religion Zeal,
Made daring inroads on the common-weal,
Stern Perfecution rais’d her iron rod,
And call’d the pride of Kings, the pow’r of God,
Confcience and Fame were facrific’d to Romz,

And ExcrLanp wept at Freepom’s facred tomb.,

Her Laws defpis’d, her Conflitution wrench’d
Fron its due, nat’ral frame, her Rights retrench’d
Beyond a Coward’s fufPrance, Confcience forc’d,
And healing Juftice from the Crown divorc’d,
Each moment preghant with vile a&ts of pow’r,

Her patriot Bisnops fentenc’d to the Tow's

153
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Her Oxrorp (who yet loves the STuarT name)
Branded with arbitrary marks of fhame,

She wept---but wept not long; to arms fhe flew,
At Honour’s call th’ avenging {word She drew,
Turn’d all her terrors on the Tyrant’s head,

And fent him in defpair to beg his bread,
Whilft the (may ev’ry State in fuch diftrefs

Dare with fuch zeal, and meet with fuch fuccefs)
Whilft She (may Gorrawm, fhould my abjeét mind
Chufe to enflave, rather than free mankind,
Purfue her fteps, tear the proud Tyrant down,
Nor let me wear if I.abufe the crown)

Whilft She (thro® ev’ry age, inev’ry land,
Written in gold let REvorurion ftand)

Whilft She, fecur’d in Liberty and Law,

Found what She fought, a Saviour in Nassaw.

END OF THE SECOND BOOK
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AN the fond Mother from herfelf depart,
Can fhe forget the darling of her heart,
The little darling whom fhe bore and bred,
Nurs’d on her knees, and at her bofom fed?
To whom fhe feem’d her ev’ry thought to give,
And in whofe life rzﬂone, fhe feem’d to live ?
Yes, from herfélf, the mother may depart,
IShe may forget the darling of her heart,
The little darling, whom fhe bore and bred,

Nurs’d on her knees, and at her bofom fed,
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To whom fhe feem’d her ev’ry thought to give,
And in whofe life alone, fhe feem’d to live;

But I cannot forget, whilft life remains,

And pours her current thro® thefe {fwelling veirs,
Whilft Mem’ry offers up at Reafon’s fhrine,

)

But I cannot forget, that Gornan’s mine.

Can the ftern Mother, than the brutes more wildy
From her difnatur’d breaft, tear her young child,
Flefh of her flefh, and of her bone the bone,

And dafh the fmiling babe againt a ftone?

Yes, the ftern Mother,: than the brutes more wild,
From her difnatur’d brcﬁf’[, may tear her child;
Fleth of her flefh, and of her bone the bone,

And dath the fmiling babe againt a ftone;

But 1, (forbid it Heav’n) but I can n€’er

The love of GoTraM, from this bofom tear,

Can ne’er fo far true Royalty pervert

From its fair courfe, to do my people hurt,

With how much eafe, with how much confidence,
As if, fuperior to each groffer fenfe,
Reafon had only, in full pow’r array’d,
To manifeft her Will, and be obey’d,
Me
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Men make refolves, and pafs into decrees
The motions of the Mind! with how much eafe
In fuch refolves, doth paffion make a flaw,

And bring to nothing, what was rais’d to law?

In empire young, fcarce warm on GoTHAM'S throne,
The dangers, and the fweets of pow’r, unknown,
Pleas’d, tho’ I {carce know why, like fome young child,
Whofe little fenfes each new toy turns wild,

How do I hold fweet dalliance with my crown
And wanton with dominion, how lay down,
Without the fanction of a precedent,

Rules of moft large and abfolute extent;

Rules, which from fenfe of public virtue fpring,

And, all at once, commence a Patrior King.

But, for the day of tryal is at hand,
And the whole fortunes of a mighty land
Are ftak’d on me, and all their Weal or Woe
Muft from my Good, or Evil Conduét flow,
WillT, orcan1, on a fair review,
As I affume that name, deferve it too?
Have I well weigh’d the great; the noble pact

I'm now to play ? Have I explord my Heart,
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That labyrinth of fraud, that deep, dark cell,
Where,  unfufpeéted e’en by me, may dwell
Ten thoufand follies? Have I found out there
What I am fit to do, and what to bear?

Have I trac’d ev’ry paffion to its rife,

Nor fpar’d one lurking feed of treach’rous vice {
Have I familiar with my nature grown,

And am I fairly to myfelf made known?

A Patrior Kinc---Why ’tis a name which bears
The more immediate ftamp of Heav’n, which wears
The neareft, beft refemblance we can fhew

Of God above, thro’ all his works below.

To fill the voice of difcord in the land
To make weak Ifaé‘tion‘s difcontented band,
Detected, weak, and crumbling to decay,
With hunger pinch’d, on their own vitals prey 3
Like brethren, in the felf-fame int’refts warm’d,
Like difPrent bodies, with one foul inform’d,
To make a nation, nobly rais’d above
All meaner thoughts, grown up in common loves
To give the laws due vigour, and to hold

That facred ballance, temperate, yet bold,
Vi
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With fuch an equal hand, that thofe who fear
May yet apprave, and own my juftice clear;
To be 2 Common Father, to fecure

The weak front violence, from pride the poor;
Vice, and her fons, to banifh in difgrace,

To make Corruption dread to fhew her face,

To bid afilicted Virtue take new ftate,

And be, at laft, acquainted with the great;

Of all Religions to eleét the beft;

Nor let her priefts be made a ftanding jeft;
Rewards for Worth, with lib’ral hand to carve,
To love the Arts, nor let the Artifts flarve;

To make fair Plenty through the realm increafe,
Give Fame in War, and happinefs in Peace,

To fee my people virtuous, great and free,

And know that all thofe bleffings flow from me,
O’tis a joy too exquilite, a thought

Which flatters Nature more than flatt’ry oughe,
"Tis a great, -glorious tafk, for Man too hard,
But not lefs great, lefs glorious the reward,

The beft reward which here to Man is giv'n,

"Tis more than Earth, and little thort of Heav’n;
A tafk (if fuch comiparifon may be)

The fame in nature, diff’ring in degree,

Vor. II. M Like
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Like that which God, on whom for aid I call,

Performs with eafe, and yet performs to all.

How much do they miftake, how little know
Of kings, of kingdoms, and the pains which flow
From royalty, who fancy that a crown
Becaufe it gliftens, muft be lin’d with down.

With outfide thow, and vain appearance caught
They look no farther, and, by Folly taught,

Prize high the toys of thrones, but never find,

One of the many cares which lurk behind.

The gem they worfhip, which.a crown adorns,

Nor once fufpet that crown is lin’d with thorns.

O might Reflection Folly’s place fupply,

Would we one moment ufe her piercing eye,

Then fhould we learn what woe from grandeur fprings,

And learn to pity, not torenyy kings.

L The villager, born-humbly and bred hard,
RN : ; : 2

i bl Content his wealth, and Poverty his guard,

, .

In aftion fimply juil, in confcience clear,

g0 By guilt untainted, undifturb’d by fear,

His means but fcanty, and his wants but few,

Labour his bufinefs and his pleafure too,
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Enjoys more comforts in a fingle hour,

Than ages give the Wretch condemn’d to Pow’r,

Calld up by health, he rifes with the day,
And goes to work, as if he went to play,
Whiftling off toils, one half of which might make
The ftouteft Arras of a palace quake ;
‘Gainft heat and cold, which make us cowards faint,
Harden’d by conftant ufe, without complaint
He bears, what we fhould think it death to bear
Short are his meals, and homely is his fare;
His thirft he flakes at fome pure neighb’ring brook,
Nor afks for fauce were appetite {tands cook.
When the dews fall and when the Sun retires
Behind the Mountains, ‘when the village fires,
Which, waken’d all at once, fpeak fupper nigh,
At diftance catch, and fix his longing eye,;
Homeward he hies, and with his manly brood
Of raw-bon’d cubs, enjoys that clean, coarfe food,
Which, feafon’d with Good Humour," his fond Bride
‘Gainft his return is happy to provide. '
Then, free from cate; and fice from thought, he creeps
Into his ftraw, and till the morning {leeps,

M 2 Not
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Not fo the King——mwith anxious cares opprefs'd,
His bofom labours, and admits not reit.
A glorious Wretch, he fweats beneath the Weight
Of Majefty, and gives up eafe for {tate.
F’en when his {miles, which, by the fools of pride,
Are treafur'd and preferv’d from fide to fide
Fly round the court, €’en when compell’d by farm,
He feems moft calm, his foul is in a ftorm!
Carek, likea fpectre, feen by him alone,
‘With all her neft of vipers, round his throne
By day crawls full in view ; when Night bids (leep,
Sweet nurie of Nature, o'er the {enfes creep,
When Mifery herfelf, no more complains,
And flaves, if peffible, forget their chains,
Tho’ his fenfe weakens, tho’ his eye grows dim,

That reft which comes to all, comes not to him.

~

E’en at that hout, Care, tyrant Carr, forbids,
The dew of fleep to fall upon his lids;
From nicht to nicht fhe watches at his bed;
=) (=)
Now, as one mop’d, fits brooding o’er his head
2 = 3
Anon fhe ftarts, and, borne on raven’s wings,

Croaks forth aloud=——Sléep was not made for kings.

The
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Ihrice hath the IMoon her wanted courfe purfu’d,

Thrice hath the loft her form, and thrice renew’d

Since (blefled be that feafon, for before,

I was a mere, mere mortal, and no more,

One of the herd, a lump of common clay,
Inform’d with life, to die and pafs away)

Since [ became a King, and Gorrnam’s throne,
With full and ample pow’r, became my own;
Thrice hath the Moon her wonted courfe puriu’d,
Thrice hath (he loft her form, and thrice renew’d,
Since Sleep, kind Sleep, who like a friend fupplies
New vigour for new toil, hath clos’d thefe e-yt:s.
Nor, if my toils are anfwer’d with fuccefs,

And I am made an inftrument to blefs

The people whom I love, fhall I repine;

-

Theirs be the benefit, the labour mine,

Mindful of that high rank in which I ftand,
Of millions Lord, fole ruler in the land,

nT
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Let me, and Reafon fhall her aid afford,
Rule my own fpirit; of mylelf be lord.
With an ill grace that monarch wears his crown,
Who, ftern and hard of nature, 'wears a frown
*Gainft faults in other men, yet all the while,
Meets his own vices with a partial imile,
How can a king ' (yet on record we find
Such kings have been, fuch curfes of mankind)
Enforce that law, ’gainit fome poor fubject elf,
‘Which Conicience tells him he hath broke himfelf ?
Can he fome petty rogue to Juftice call
For robbing one, when he himfelf robs all?

r
Muft not, unlefs extinguifh’d, Confience fly
Into his cheek, and blaft his fading eye,
'To {courge th’ oppreffor, when the State, diftrefs’'d
And funk to ruin, is by him opprefs’d?
Againft himfelf doth he not fentence give ?

If one muft die, ’tother’s not fit to live.

Weak 15 that throne, and in itfelf unfound
Which takes not folid virtue for its ground.
All envy pow’r in-others; and complain

Of that which they would perifh to obtain.

N



G O: T H A M. 167

Nor can thofe {pirits, turbulent and bold,

Not to be aw’d by threats, nor bought with gold,
Be hufh’d to peace, but when fair;- legal {way,
Makes it their real int’reft to obey,

When kings, and none but foels can then rebel,
Not lefs in Virtue, than in pow’r.excell.

~

Be that my object, that my conftant care,

And may my Soul’s beft wifhes centre there.

Be it my tafk' to {feek, nor feck in vain,

Not only how to live, but how to reign,

And, to thofe Virtues which from Reafon {pring,

And grace the Man, join thofe which grace the King.

Firft (for firiét duty bids my care extend,
And reach to all, who on that eare depend,
Bids me with fervarnts keep a fteady hand,
And watch o’er all my proxies in the land)

Firft (and that method Reafon fhall fupport)

Before I look into, gnd pui'ge my Court,

Before T cleanfe the ftable of the ftate,

Let me fix things which to myfelf relate.

That done, and’all a¢counts well fettded here,
In Refolution firm, in Honour clear,

M 4 Tremble
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Trembie ye Slaves, who dare abufe your truft,
Who dave be Villains, when your King is Juft.
5
Are there, .amongft thofe officers of State,
T A homeT e I AT S
o whom our facred pow’r'wedelegate,
NLio hold our Place and effice in the Realm,
Who, in ocur name commifiion’d, guide the Felm,

~

Are there, who, trufting toour love of eafe;
Opprefs our fubjects, wreft our juit decrees,

And make the laws \\'arp’d from their fair intent;
To fpeak a language which they never meant,
Are there fuch: Men;: ahd ean thefoals-depend
On holding outan fafety to theirend?

Can they fo much, from thoughts of danger-free

Deceive themfelves, fo much mifdeem of me

To think that I'wiil prove a Statefman’s tool,
And live a ftranger where Tought to rule?
What, to myfelf and to my State unjuft,
Shall 1 from minifters take things on truft,
And, finking low the credit of my;throne,
Depend upon dependants of my own?

Shall I, moft certain:fource of future cares,

Not ufe 1y Judgment, but depend on their’s?

"Bt
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Shall I, true puppet-like, be mock'd witii State,
Have nothing but the Name of being great,

Attend at councils, which T muft not weigh,

Do,  what they bid; and what they dictate, fay 3
Enrob'd, and hoifted up into my chair,

Only to be aroyal Cypherthere ?

Perifh the thought---’tis Tredfon to my throne---
And who but thinks it, counld his'thoughts be known;
Infults me more, “than'He, whoj leagu'd with hell;

Shall rife in arms, andgainft my crown rebel.

The wicked Statelman; whofe falfe heart purfues
A train of Guilt, who aéts with double views,
And wears'a double face;: whofe bafe defigns
Strike at his Monarch’s:throne; :‘who undermines
E’en whillt he feems his wifhesro fupport;
Who feizes all departments; packs a court,
Maintains-an agent on the Judgment Seat
‘T'ofcreen his crimes, and make his frauds complete,
New models armics, and around the throne
Wil fuffer none but ereatures of his own,
Confcious of fuch his bafenefs; well may try,

Againit the light to fhut his mafter’s eye,
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To keep him coop’d, and far remov’d from thofe,
Who, brave and honeft, dare his crimes difclofe,
il Nor ever let him in one place appear,

Where Truth, unwelcome Truth, may wound his Ear,

Attempts like thefe, well weigh’d, themfelves proclaim,
And, whilt they publith, baulk their Author’s aim.
i Kings muft be blind, into {fuch {nares to run,
Or worfe, with open eyes muft be undone,

The minifter of Honefty and Worth,

Demands the day to bring his aétions forth,
Calls on the Sun to fhine with' fiereer rays

And braves that trial which muft end in praife.
None fly the Day, and feek the fhades of Night,
But thofe whofe aétions cannot bear the Light

None with their King in Ignorance to hold,

i kil But thofe who feel that knowledge muft unfold

| i , | Their hidden Guilt, and, that dark mift difpe-ll’d
i By which their places and their lives are held,
Confufion wait them, and, by Juftice led,

In veneeance fall on ev’ry traitor’s head.
(=

Aware of this, and caution’d ’gainft the pit

Where Kings have oft been loft, {hall I fubmit
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And ruft in chains like thefe ? Shall I give way,
And whilft my helplefs fubjects fall a prey I
To pow’r abus’d, in Ignorance fit down,

Nor dare affert the honour of my crown ?

‘When ftern ReBeLrion, (if that odious name
Juftly belongs to thofe, whofe only aim

Is to preferve their Country, who oppofe

In honour leagw’d, none but their Country’s foes,
Who only feek their own, ‘and found their Caufe
In due regard for violated laws,)

When ftern RepeLLion, who no longer feels,
Nor fears Rebuke, a nation at her heels,

A nation up in arms, tho’ ftrong not proud,
Knocks at the Palace gate, and, calling loud
For due redrefs, prefents, from Truth’s fair pen,
A lift of wrongs, not to be borne by men,

How muft that King be humbled, how difgrace
All that is royal, in his name and place,

Who, thus call’d forth to anfwer, can advance
No other plea but that of IeNoRANCE !

A vile defence, which was his All at ftake,

The meaneft fubject well might blufh to make ;
A filthy fource, from whence Shame ever {prings ;

A Stain to all, but moft a Stain to Kings.

171

The
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The Soul, with great and manly feelings warm’d,
Panting for Knowledge, refts not till inform’d,
And fhall not I, fir'd with the glorious zeal,

Feel thofe brave paffions, which my fubje&s feel,
Or can a juft excufe from Ign’rance flow

To Me, whofe firft, great duty is---To kNOW.

Hence Tenoravce—thy fettled, dull, biank eye
Wou’d hurt me, tho’ I knew no reafon why—
Hence IexorancE---thy flavith fhackles bind
The free-born Soul, and lethargy the mind---

Of thee, begot by Pript, wholook’d with fcorn

n ev’ry meaner match, of thee was born
On ev’ry h, of tl b
That grave Inflexibility of Soul,

‘Which Reafon can’t convince, nor Fear controul,

/hich neither arguments, n ’rs can reach
‘Which neither arguments, nor pra 5
And nothing lefs than utter Ruin teach----—-

C1ENCE IGNORANCE---11€N 1dt D i!" 1

H 1 ---hence to that depth of Night,
Where thou waft born, where not one gleam of light
VIay wound thine eye---henee to fome dreary cell
‘Where Monks with Superftition love to dwell,
Or in fomie college foothe thy lazy pride,

And with the Heads of colleges refide,
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Fit mate for Royalty thou can’{t not be,
And if te for kings, no mate for me
And if no mate for kings, mate :

{well’d with rains,

Come Stupy, like a torrent
Which, rufhing down the mountains, o’er the plains
Spreads horror wide, and yet, in horror kind,
Leaves feeds of future fruitfulnefs behind,

Come Stupy-————painful tho’ thy courfe and {low,

Thy real worth by thy effects we know

Parent of Knowledge, come ——not Thee I call,
Who, grave and dull, in college or in hall,

Doft fit, all folemn fad, and moping weigh
Things, which when found, thy labours can’t repay—-
Nor, in one hand, fit emblem of thy trade,

A Rody in t'other, gaudily array’d

A Hornbaok, gilt and letter’d, call I Thee,

‘Who doft in form prefide o’er A, B, C——

Nor, (Siren tho’ thou art, and thy {trange charms;
As ’twere by magic, lure men to thy arms,)

Do I call Thee, who thro’ a winding maze,

A labyrinth of puzzling, pleafing ways,

Doft lead us at the laft to thofe rich plains,

Where, in full glory, real Sciznce reigns,

578

Fair
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Fair tho’ thou art, and lovely to mine eye,
Tho’ full rewards in thy pofleflion lie
To crown Man’s with, and do thy fav’rites grace,
Tho> (was I ftation’d in an humbler place)
I could be ever happy in thy fight,
Toil with thee all the day, and thro” the night
Toil on from watch to watch, bidding my eye,
Faft rivetted on Science, fleep defy,
Yet, (fuch the hardthips which from empire flow)
Mutft I thy fweet fociety forego,
And to fome happy rival’s arms refign

Thofe charms, which can, alas! no more be mine.

No more, from hour to hour, from day to day,
Shall I purfue thy fteps, and urge my way
‘Where eager love of Science calls, no more
Attempt thofe paths which Man ne’er trod before.
No more the mountain fcal’d, the defart croft,
Lofing myfelf, nor knowing I was loft,
Travel thro® woods, thro’ wilds, from Morn to Night,
From Night to Morn, yet travel with delight,
And having found thee, lay me down content,

Own all my toil well paid, my time well fpent. -
Farewdd
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Farewell ye MusEes too

for fuch-mean things

Muft not prefume to dwell with mighty Kings=—

Farewell ye MusEs tho’ it cuts my heart

E’en to the quick, we muft for ever part.

When the frefh Morn bade lufty Nature wake;
‘When the Birds, fweetly twitt'ring thro’ the brake,
Tun’d their foft pipes; when from the neighb’ring bloom,
Sipping the dew; -each Zephyr ftole perfume ;
When all things with new vigour were infpir’d,
And feem’d to fay they never could be tir'd;

How often have we ftray’d, whilft fportive Rhime
Deceiv’'d the way, and clipp’d the wings of Time,
O’er hill,: o’er dale!l: how often laugh’d to fee,
Yourfelves made vifible to none but me,

The clown, his Work fufpended, gape and ftare,

And feem to think that I convers’d with Air!

‘When the Sun, beating on the parched foil,
Seem’d to proclaim an interval of toil,
When a faint langour crept thro? ev’ty breaft;
And things moft us’d to labour; with’d' for reft,
How often, underneath a rév’rend loalk,
Where fafe, and fearlefs of the impious ftroke

Some
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Some facred Dryap liv’d, or in fome grove,

Where with capricious fingers Fancy wove

Her fairy bow’r, whilft Wature ail the while

Look’d on, and view'd her mock’ries with a fmile |
Have we held converfe fweet! how often laid,

Faft by the Thames, in IHan’s infpiring fhade,
Amongft thofe Poets, which make up your train;
And, after death; pour fourth the facred Strain,
Have I, at your command, in verfe grown grey,
But not impair'd, heard Drypen tune that lay,
Which might have drawn an Angel ffom his {phere,

And kept him from his office lit'ning here.

When dreary N16aT, with Morpiigus in her tfaind,
Led on by SiLexnce to refume her reign,
With Darknefs covering, as with a robe, g
This fcene of Levity, blark’d half the globe;
How oft’, enchanted with your heav’nly ftrains,
Which ftole me from myfelf; which in {oft chains
Of Mufic bound my foul, how oft’ have I,
Sounds more than human floating thro® the Sky,
Attentive fat, whilft NiguT, agaisft her willy

Tranfported with the barmony, ftood feill!
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How oft’ in raptures, which Man fcarce could bear,
Have I, when gone, ftill thought the Mufes the re,
Still heard their Mufic, ‘.nd, as mute as Cl(.m.tl,

Sat all attention, drew in ev’ry Breath,

Left, breathing all too rudely, I thould woq:ar.l;
And marr that magic excellence of foun

Then, Senfe returning with return of Day,

Have chid the Night, which fied {o fat away.

Such my Purfuits, and fuch my Joys of yore,
Such were my Mates, but now my Mates no more,
Plac’d out of Envy’s walk, (for envy fure
Would never haunt the cottage of the Poor,
Would never froop to wound my homefpun Ia)s)
With fome few Friends, and fome fmall fhare of Praife,
Beneath Oppreffion, undifturbd by Strife,
In Peace I trod the humble vale of Life,
Farewell thefe fcenes of eafe e, this tranquil ftate
Welcome the troubles which on Empire wait.
Light toys from this day forth I difavo,
They pleas’d me once, but cannot fuit me NOW g
To common Men ail common' things are free,

What honours rhf‘m might fix ulrrmce on meg,

Vou. 11, e, Call’d
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Call’d to a throne, and o’er a mighty land
Ordain’d to rule, my head, my heart, my hand
Are all engros’d, each private view withftood,
And tafk’d to labour for the Public Good ;

Be this my ftudy, to this one great end !

May ev’ry thought, may ev’ry action tend.
) it Y b

Let me the page of Hiftory turn o'er,
Th’ inftruétive page, and heedfully explore
What faithful pens of former times have wrote
Of former kings ; what they did worthy note,
What worthy blame, and from the facred tomb
Where rightecous Monarchs fleep, wiere laurels bloom
Unhurt by Time, let me a garland twine,

Which, robbing not their Fame, may add to mine.

Nor let me with a vain and idle eye
Glance o’er thofe fcenes, and in a hurry fly
Quick as a Poft which travels day and night,
Nor let me dwell there, lurd by falfe delight,
And, into barren theory betray’d,

Forget that Monarchs are for action made.
When am’rous SeriNG, repairing all his charms;

Calls Nature forth from hoary Winter’s arms,
Wi
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Where, like a Virgin to fome letcher fold,
Three wretched months, fhe lay benumb’d, and cold;
When the weak Flow’r, which, fhrinking from the breith
Of the rude North, and, timorous of Death,

To its kind Mother Earth for fhelter fled,

And on her bofom hid its tender head,

Peeps forth afreth, and, chear’d by milder ﬂ«:ies','l .
Bids in full {plendour all her beauties rifes

The Hive his up in arms—expert to teach,

Nor, proudly, to be taught unwilling, each

Seems from her fellow a new zeal to catch 3

Strength in her limbs, and on her wings difpatch,

The Ber goes forth; from herb to herb fhe flies,

From Flow’r to Flow’r, and loads her lab’ring thighs

With treafur’d fweets, robbing thofe Flow’rs, which left,
Find not themfelves made poorer by the theft,

Their fcents ag lively, and their looks as fair,

Asif the pillager had not been there.

Ne'er doth fhe fiit on Pleafure’s filken Wing,

Ne'er doth fhe, loit’ring, let the bloom of Spring

Unrifled pafs, and on the downy breaft

Of fome fair Flow’r indulge untimely reft.

Ne‘er doth fhe, drinking deep of thofe rich dews

Which Chymift Night prepar’d, that faith abufe

N2 Due
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Due to the hive, and, felfith in her toils,
To her own private ufe convert the {poils-
Love of the Stock firft call’d her forth to roam,

And to the Stock fhe brings her booty home.

Be this my Pattern—As becomes a King,
Let me fly all abroad on Reafon’s wing,
Let mine eye, like the Light’ning, thro® the Earth
Run to and fro, nor let one deed of Worth,
In any Place and Time, nor let one Man
Whofe aftions may enrich Dominion’s plan,
Efcape my Note; be all, from the firft day
Of Nature to this hour, be all my prey.
From thofe, whom Time at the defire of Fame
Hath fpar’d, let Virtue catch an equal flame;
From thofe, who not in mercy, but in rage;
Time hath repriev’d to damn from age to age,
Let me take warning, leffon’d to diftill,
And, imitating Heav’n; draw good from Il
Nor let thefe great refearches in my- breaft
A monument of ufelefs labour reft,
No—Ilet them fpread —th’ effeéts let GoTrAM fhare,

And reap the harveft of their Monarch’s care,
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Be other Times, and other Countries known,

Only to give frefh Bleflings to my own.

Let me (and may that God to whom I fiy,
On whom for needful fuccour I rely
In this great Four, that glorious God of Truth,
Thro” whom I reign, in mercy to my youth,
Aflit my weaknefs, and dire& me right,
From ev’ry {peck which hangs upon th

Purge my mind’s eye, nor let one cloud remain

To fpread the fhades of error o’er my Brain)

Let Me, Impartial, with unweary’d thought,

Try Men and Things; let me, as Monarchs ought,
Examine well on what my Pow’r dépends,

What are the gen’ral Principles, and Ends

Of Government, how Empire firft began,

And wherefore Man was rais’d to reign o’er Man.

Let me confider, 2s from one great Source

We fee a thoufand rivers take their courfe,
Difpers’d, and into diffPrent channels led,

Yet by their Parent ftill fupply’d and fed,

i

That Government, (tho® branch’d out far and wide,
In various Modes to various lands applied)

N3 Howe'er
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Howe'er it differs in its outward frame,
In the main Ground-work’s ev’ry where the fame;.
The fame her view, tho’ different her plan,

Her grand and gen’ral view, the Good of Man,

et me find out, by Reafon’s facred beams,
What Syftem in itfelf moft perfeét feems,
Mc-:ﬂ: worthy Man, moft likely to conduce
To all the purpofes of gen’ral ufe;
Let me find too, where, by fair Reafon try’d,
It fails, when to Particulars apply’d,
Why in that mode all Nations do not join,

And, chiefly, why it cannot fuit with mine,

Let me the gradual Rife of empires trace

*Till they feem’d founded on Perfeétion’s bafe,
Then (for when human things have made their way
To Excellence, they haften to decay)

et me, whilft Obfervation lends her clue,

Step by Step, to their quick Decline purfue,
Enabled by a chain of Facts to tell

Not only how they rofe, but how they fell,
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Let me not cniy the diftempers know
Which in all States from common caufes grow,
But likewife thole, which by the will of Fate,
On each pr:culiar mode of Emipire wait,
Which in its very Conftitution lurk,
Too fure at laft, to do its deftin’d work ;
Let me, forewarn’d, each Sign, each Syftem learn,
That I my people’s danger may difcern,
Frer ’tis too late wifh’d Health to re-aflure,

And, if it can be found, find out a cure.

Let me (tho’ great, grave Brethren of the gown,

Preach all Faith up, and preach all Reafon down,

Making thofé jar, whom Reafon meant to join,

And vefting in themfelves a right divine)
Let me, thro’ Reafon’s glafs, with fearching eye,

Into the depth of that Religion pry,

Which Law hath fanéion’d; let me find out ther
What’s Form, what's Effence; what, like vagrant Air,

We well may change ; and what, without a crime,

Cannot be chang’d to the laft Hour of Time,
Nor let me fuffer that outrageous zeal,
Which, without knowledge, furious Bigots feel,

N 4 Fair
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Fuair in pretence, tho’ at the heart unfound,

Thefe fep’rate points at random to confound.

The Times have been, when priefts have dar’d to tread|
Proud and infulting, on their Monarch’s head, . i
When, whilft they made Religion a pretence; :
Out of the World they banifh’d common {enfe,

When fome foft King, too open to deceit,
Eafy and unfufpe&ting, join’d the cheat,
Dup’d by mock Piety, and;gave his name
To ferve the vileft purpofes of fhame,

Fear net, my People, where no caufe of fear
Can juftly rife—Your King {fecures you here,

Your King, who fcorns the haughty prelate’s nod,

Let me (tho’ Lawyets may perhaps forbid

Their Monarch to behold what they with hid,
And for the purpofes of knavifh gain,
Would have their trade a myftery remain)
Let me, difdaining all fuch flavith awe,

Dive to the very bottom of the Law;

Let me (the weak, dead letter left behind)

Bearch out the Principles, the Spirit-find,

/il
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Till, from the parts, ‘made mafter of the whole,

I fee the Conftitution’s very Soul.

Let me (tho’ Statefmen will no déubt refift,
And to my eyes prefént a fearful Lift
Of men, whofe wills are oppofite to mine,
Of men, great men, determin’d to refign)
Let me, (with firmnefs; which becomes a King,
Confcious from what a fource my actions fpring,
Determin’d not by worlds to be withftood,
When my grand objeét is my Country’s Good)
Unravel all low Minifterial fcenes,
Deftroy their jobbs, lay bare their ways and means,
And trap them ftep by ftep; let me well know
How Places, Penfions, and Preferments go,
Why Guilt’s provided for, when Worth is not,
And why one man of merit is forgot ;
Let me in Peace, in War, Supreme prefide,

And dare to know my way without a Guide,

Let me (tho® Dignity, by nature proud,
Retires from view, and Jwells behind a cloud,
Asif the Sun fhone with lefs pow’rful ray,
Lefs Grace, lefs Glory, fhining ev'ry day;
Tho’
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Tho’ when the comes forth into public fight,
Unbending as a Ghoft, fhe ftalks vpright,
With {uch an air as we have often feen,

And often laugh’d at in a tragic queen,

Nor, at her prefence, tho’ bafe Myriads crook
The fupple knee, vouchfafes a fingle look.

Let me (all vain parade, all empty pride,

All terrors of Dominion laid afide,

All ornament, and needlefs helps of art,

All thofe big looks, which fpeak a little Heart)
Know (which few Kings, alas! have ever known)
Jow Affability becomes a Throne,

Deftroys all fear, bids Love with Rev’rence live,
And gives thofe Graces Pride can never give.
Let the ftern Tyrant keep a diftant ftate,

And, hating all Men, fear returnof Hate,
Confcious of Guilt, retreat behind his throne,
Secure from all upbraidings but his own;

Let all my Subjects have accels to Me,

Be my ears open as my heart is free;

In full, fair tide, let Information flow,

That evil is half-cur’d, whofe caufe we know.

And
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And thou, where €’er thou art, thou wretched Thing,
Who art afraid to look up to a King,
Lay by thy fears——make but thy grievance plain,
And, if I not redrefs thee, may my Reign
Clofe up that very Moment——to prevent
The courfe of Justice, from her fair intent,
In vain my neareft, deareft friend fhall plead,
In vain my mother kneel——my foul may bleed,
But muft not change——When Justice draws the dart,
Tho’ it is doom’d to pierce a Fav'rite’s Heart,
*Tis mine to give it force, to give it aim=——

I'know it Duty, and I feel it Fame.

END OF THE THIRD BOOK.
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