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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
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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
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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
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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




132 G O T Hf A M

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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