




























































































































GO THE TASK.

And him who writcs it, thoxigh thc stylc be neat,
The mcthod clcar, and argument cxact f
Tliat makos a minister in holy tnings
The joy of many, and tlie dread of more.
Eis ñame a lliemc for praise and for reproach ?—
That, while it gives us worth in Güd's account,
Deprecíales and undoes us in our own ?
What pearl is it, that rich men cannot buy, 285
That learning is too proud to gathcr up ;
But which the poor, and the despis'd of all,
Seek and oblaín, and often find unsought j
Tell me—and I will tell thee what is truih.

O friendly to thc best pursuits of man, 290
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to' peace !
Domcstick life in rural leisuro pass'd 1
Few know tby valué, and^ew taste thy sweets;
Though many boast thy íaVours, and aficct
To understand and choose thee for their own. 295

But foolish man foregoes his propcr bÜss,
E'cn as his first progenitor, and quits,
Though plac'd in Paradise, (for earth has still,
Some traces of her youtlifal beauty Icft)
Substantial happíness for transicnt joy : 300
Scencs form'd for contcmplation, and to nurse
The growing seeds of wisdom ; that suggest
By ev'ry pleasing image they prescnt,
Reflections such as mcliorate the heart,
Compose the passions, and exalt the mind; 305
Scenes such as these 'tis his supreme delight
To fill with riot, and deíile with blood.
Should some contagión, kind to the poor brutea
We persecute, annihilate the tribes
That draw the sportsman over hill and dale, 310
Fearless and wrapt away from all his cares ;
Should never gamo-fowl liatcli hcr eggs again,
Ñor baited hook dcceive the fish's eye ;
Could pageantry and dance, and feast and eong,
Be quell'd in all our summer-months' retrcats; 315
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^ow raany sclf-deludcd nymphs and swains,
»^ho dream they havc a taste for fields and groves,
VVouId find thein hídcous nurs'ries of the spleen,
And crovvd the roads, impatient for the tovm!
They leve the country, and none else, who seek, 320
For their own sake, its silencc and its shade.
Delíghts which who would Icave that haa a heart
Susceptible of pity, or a mind
Cultur'd and capable of sobar thought
For all the savage din of the swift pack 325
And clamours of the field ?—Detestad sport,
That owes its pleasures to another's pain;
That feeds upon the sobs and dying shricks
Of harmless nature, dumb, but yet endued
With eloquence, that agonías inspire, 330
Of sllent tears and heart-distcnding sighs ?
Vain tears, alas, and sighs that never find
A corresponding tone in jovial souls !
Well—one at least is safe. Ono shelter'd har©

Has never heard the sanguinary yell 335
Of cruel man, exulting in her woes.
Innocent partner of niy peaceful home,
^Vhom ten long years' experience of my caro
Has made at last familiar ; she has lost

IVIuch of her vigllant instinctive dread, 340
Not necdful hcre, beneath a roof like mine.
Yes—thou mayst eat thy bread, and hck the hand
That feeds thee; thou mayst frolick on the floor
At ev'ning, and at night retire secure
To thy straw coueh, and slumbcr unalarm'd y 345
For I have gaincd tliy confidence, have pledg'd
All that is human in me, to protect
Thine unsuspecting gratitudo and lovc.
If I Burvive thee, I wlll dig thy grave;
And, when I place thee in it, sighing say, 350
I knew at loast one haré that had a friend."

* See ihc note ai the end.
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How varioua hís employments, whom tho world /

Calis idle 5 and who justly in retum (
Esteems that busy world an idler too!
EriendSj books, a garden, and perhaps hls pen, 356
Pelightful industry enjoy'd at home,
And nature in her cultivated trim

Dress'd to bis tasté, inviting hira abroad—
Can he want occupation who has these ? '
"Will he be idle who has mnch t' enjoy ? 360
Me therefore studious of laborious ease,
Not slothful, happy to deceive tho time,
Not waste it, and aware that human lifo
Is but a loan to be repaid with use,
When He shall cali his debtora to account, 365
From whom are all our blessings, business finds
E'en herc : whllo eedulou«-I seek t' improve,
At least neglect not, or leave uncmploy'd,
The mind he gave me \ driving it, thoiigh slack
Too ofl, and much impeded in its work 370
By causes not to be divulg'd in vain,
To its just point—the service of mankind.
He tliat attends to his interiour self,
That has a heart, and keeps it \ has a niind
That hungers and supplies it; and who seeks 375
A social, not a dissipated life.
Has business; feels hiniself engag'd t' achiovo
Pío unimportant, though a silent task.
A lifo all turbulenco and noise may seem
To him that leads it wiso, and to be prais'd; 3S0
But wisdom is a pearl with most euccess
Sought in still water, and beneatli olear skies.
He that is ever occupicd in storms,
Or dives not for it, or brings up instead,
Vainly indnstrious, a disgraceful prize. 385
The morning finds the self'ScquestPr'd man

Fresh for his task, intend what task he may.
"Whcthor inclemcnt scasons recommend

His wann but simple home, whcre he enjoya
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^ilh her who shares his pleasures and his heart, 390
í'weet converse, sipping calm tlie fragrant lymph,
Which neatly she prepares; then to his book
Wcll chosen, and not sullenly perus'd
In selfish silence, but imparted, oft
As aught cecurs that she may smile to hear, 396
Or tum to nourishment, digeslcd well.
Or if the garden with its many cares,
AIl well repaid, demand him, he attends
The welcome cali, conscious how mucli the hand
Of lubbard Labour needs his watchfnl eyC) 400
Oft loit'ring lazily, if not o'erseen,
Or misapplying his unskilful strength.
Ñor does he govern only, or direct,
But much performs hixnself. No works índeed,
That ask robust, tough sinews bred to toil, 405
Servile cniploy ; but such as may amuse,
Not tire, demanding ratlier skill than forcé.
Eroud of his well-spread walls, he víews his trees,
That meet, no barren intcrval between,
With pleasure more than e'en their fruits aíFord; 410
Which, save himself who trains them, none can feel.
These therefore are his own peculiar charge;
No mcaner hand may discipline the shoots,
None but his steel approach them. What is weak,
Distemper'd, or ha.g lost prolifick pow'rs, 415
Impair'd by age, his unrelenting hand
Dooms to the knife : ñor does he apare the soft
And succulent, tliat feeds its giant growth,
But barren, at th' expenso of ueighb'ring twigs
Less ostentatious, nnd yet studded thick 42G
With hopcful gems. The rest, no portíon left
That may disgrace iiis art, or disappoint
Largo cxpcctation, he disposes neat
At measur'd distances, that air and sun,
Admitted freely may afford their aid, 425
And ventílate and warm the swelling buds.
Henee summer has her riches, Autumn henee»



64 THE TASK.

And honco e'en Winter filis lils wílher'd hand
With blushing fruits, and plenty nol his o\vn.*
Fair recompense of labour well bestow'd, 430
And wiso precaution ; wiiich a clime so rude
Alakes needful stiU, wliose Spring is but the child
Of churlish Winter, in her froward moóds
Diacov'ring much the temper of lier sire.
Fot oft, as if in her the stream of mild 435
Maternal nature liad revers'd its coursc,
She brings her infante forth with many emiles;
But once dcliver'd, kills them with a frown.
He therefore, timely warn'd, liimself supplieg
Her want of care, screening and keeping warm 440
The plenteous bloom, that no rough blast may sWcep
His garlands from the boüghs. Again, as oft
As the sun peeps, and verjial airs breathe mild,
The fence withdrawn, he gives them ov'ry beain,
And spreads his hopes beforo the blaze of day. 445
To raisG the prickly and grecn-coated gourd,

So grateful to the palate, and whcn lare
So covoted, clse base and disestcem'd—
Food for the-vulgar mcrely—is an art
That toiling ages have but just matur'd, 450
And at this moment unessay'd in song.
Yet gnats have had, and frogs and mico, long BÍiice,
Their eulogy ; those sang the Mantuan bard,
And tlicse the Grccian, in ennobling strainsj
And in thy numbcrs, Philips, shines for ayo 455
The solitary siiilling. Pardon, then,
Ye sage dispensers oí' poetick fame,
Th' ambition of ene meancr far, whose powVs,
Presuming an attenipt not less sublime,
Pant for the praise of drcssing to the taste 46Ó
Of critick appetite, no sordld fare,
A cucumber, whilo costly yct and scarcc.
The stablo yields a stercoraccous hcap,

Miraturque nevos fruclus el non sua poma. Virg,
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Impregnated with quick fermenting salts,
.And potent to resist tlie freezing blast: 465
For ere tlie beech and elm Iiave cast their leaf
Deciduous, when now November dark
Checks vcgetation in the torpid plant
Expos'd to his cold breatli, the task begins.
Waril}'^, thcrefore, and with prudent heed, 470
He seoks a favour'd spot; tliat where he builds
Th' agglomeratcd pile his framo may front
The sun'g meridian dísk, and at the back
Enjoy cióse shelter, wall, cr reeds, or hedgo
Impcrvious to the wind. First he bids spréad 475
Ery fern or litter'd hay. that may imbibe
Th' ascending damps; tlien leisurely impose,
And lightly shaking it with agile hand
From the full fork, the saturated straw.
Wliat longest binds the closest forms secure 480
The shapely side, that as it rises takes,
Ey just degrees, an overhanging breath,
Sholt'ring the base with its projected eaves }
Th' upliñcd frame, compact at ev'ry joint,
And overlaid with olear translucent glass, 485
He settlcs next upon the sloping mount,
Whosc sharp declivity slioots ofF secure
From the dash'd pane the deluge as it falls.
He fihuta it cióse, and the first labmir ehds.
Thrice must the voluble and rcstless Eartli 490
Spin round updn hcr axle, ere the warmth,
Slow galh'ring in the midst, through the square mass
Hiffus'd, attain the surface ; when, behold !
A pestilent and most corrosive stream,
Likc a gross fog Bceotian, rising fast, 495
And fast condens'd upon the dewy sash,
Asks cgress ? which obtain'd, the overcharg'd
And drcnch'd conservatory brealhos abroad,
In volumes wheeling slow tiie vapour dank;
And, purified, rejoices to have lost 500
Its foul inhabitant. But to assuage

6*
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Th' impatient fervour, wbicli it first conceivcs
Within its reelüng bosom, threat'uing dcath í
To his young hopos, requires discreet dclay-
Experience, slow preccptress, teaching oft 505
The way to glory by niiscarriage foul,
Must proropt hirn, and admonisli how to catcli
Th' auspicious moraent, when thc temper'd hcat,
Friendly to vital motion, may afford ^
Sofl fomentation, and invite thc seed. 510
The seed, selected wiscly, plump, and snioolh,
And glossy, he comraits to pots of size
Diminutive, wcll fill'd wilh woll-prepar'd
And fruitful soil, that has been ticasur'd long,
And drank no moisturc from the dripping clouds. 515
These on the wariu and genial earth that bidés
Tho smoking manure, antho'erspreads it all,
He places lightly, and, as'time subduea
The ragc of femientation, plunges deep
In the soft médium, till they stand iramers'd. 520
Then rise thc tender germs, upstarting quick
And spreading wide tlieir spongy lobes at first
Pole, wan, and livid ; but assuming soon,
If fann'd by balmy and nutritious oir,
Strain'd through the friendly mats, a vivid grcen. 525
Two leavcs produc'd, two rough mdcuted loaves,
Cautious ho pinches from the second stallc
A pimple that portends a future sprout,
And interdicts its grcAvth. Thencc straight snccoed
The branches, sturdy to hia utmost \vish j 530
Prolifick all, and harbingers of more.
The ciowded roots demand enlargeinent now,
And transplantation in an ampler space.
Indulg'd in what they wish, they soon supply
Large foliage, oversliadowing golden flow'rs, 535
Blown on the summit of tho apparent fruit.
Theao have their sexos; and when summer shines,
The bee transports tho fertilizing nieal
From flow'r to flow'r, and e'en the breathing air
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^^Vafts thc rich prize to it3 appointed use. 540
\.^ot so when winter scowls. Assistaut Art
Then acts in Naturc's office, brings to pass
The glad espousals, and ensures tbc crop.
Grudge not, ye rich, (since Luxury must have

His dainlies, and the World's more num''rous hdf 545
Lives by contriving delicates for you,)
Grudgo pot the cost. Ye little know the carea
The vigUance, the iabour, and the skill,
That day and niglit are exercis'd, and hang
Upon tho Ucklisli balance* of suspense, 500
That ye may garnish your profuso regales
Witli suminer friiits brought forlh by wintry suns.
Ten tliousand dangers lio iji wait to thwart
The procesa. Heat, and cold, and wind, and steam,
Moisturo and drought, mico, worms, and swarming

flics, 555
Minute as dust, and nuraberlcss, oft wark
Diré disappointment, that admita no cure,
And which no care can obvíate. It were long,
Too long, to tell tli' expedients and the shiíla,

• ^Vhich he that fights a season so severo 560
Devises while lie guards hís tender trust;
And oft at last in vain. The learn'd and wise
Sarcastick would exclaim, and judge the song
Cold as its thcme, and like its thenie the fruit
Of too much labour, worthless when produc'd. 565
TVho leves a garden loves a green-house too

TJnconsoious of a less propitious clime, 3
There blooms e.votick beauty, warm and snug,
Whilo the winds whistie and the snows descend,
The spiry rayrtle with unwith'ring leaf 570
Siiines there, and flourishes. The golden boast
Of Portugal and western India there,
The xuddier orange, and tlie paler lime
Peop through their polish'd foliage at the storm,
And seeni to smile at what they need not fear. 675
The amomum there with interraingling ñow'n
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And cherries hangs her twigs. Geraniiim boast/i
Her crimson honours ; and the spangled boau,
Ficoides glitters bright the winter long.
AU plants of ev'ry leaf, that can endure 580
The winter's frown, if screen'd from bis shrewd bite,
XjÍvc there, and prosper. Those Ausonia claims,
Levantine regions these ; th' Azores send
Their jessamine, her jcssaminc remóte
Caffraria: foreigncrs frora many lands, 585
They form ene social slmde, as if conven'd
By magick summons of th' Orphean lyre.
Yet just arrangement. rarely broiight to pass
But by a master's hand, disposing well
The gay diversities of leaf and flow'r, 590
Must lend its a^d t' ilJustrate all their charms,
And dress the regular yet various sceno.
Plant behind plant aspiring, in the van
The dwarfish, in the rear retir'd, but still
Sublime above the rest, the statelier stand. 595
So once were rang'd the sons of ancient Reme)
A noble show ! while Roscius trod the stage j
And 80, whilo Garrick, as renown'd as he,
The sons of Alblon; fearing each to lose
Some note of Nature's musick from his Ups, 600
And covetous of Shakspeare's beauty, seen
In ev'ry flash of his far-beaming eye,
Ñor taste alone and well-contriv'd display

• Suflioe to give the marshall'd ranks the grace
Of their complete efíect. Much yet remains 605
Unsung, and many cares are yet behind,
And more laborious ; cares on which depend
Their vigour, injur'd soon, not soon restor'd.
The soil must be renow'd, which often wash'd
Loses its treasure of salubrious salts, 610
And disappoints the roots; the slondor roots
Cióse interwoyen, where they meet the vase,
Must smooth be shorn away j the saploss branch^
Must fly bcforc the knife; the wither'd leaf #



THE CARDEN. C9
be (letach d, and wbere it strews tbe floor C15

^•.rept with a woman's neatness, breeding else
Contagión and disseminating death.
Dischargc but these kind offices, (and who
Would spare, that loves them, offices like these ?)

_  "Well they ropay the toiL Tho sight is pleased, 620
Tbe scent regal'd, each odorirrous leaf,
Eacli op'ning blossom, freely brcathes abroad
Ita gratitude, and thanks him witli ifs sweéts.
So manifold, all plca.sing in their kind,

Ali healtiiful, are th' employs of rural Ufe. 625
Rciterated as the whcel of time
Huns round j süll ending, and beginníng still.
Ñor are these all. To dcck tbe shapely knoll
■fhat softly swell'd and gayly dress'd appeara
A flowb-y island, from tlic dark groen lawn 630
Emcrging, must be decm'd a labour due
To no mean hand, and asks the touch of teste.
Here aiso gratcful mixture of wcll-mátch'd
And Eorted hucs, (cach giving erfbh relícf,
And by coutrasted beauly shíning more,) 035
ía needful. Strengtli may wield the pond'rons spadé,
May turn the clod, and wheel the compost heme;
But elegance, chief grace tlm garden shows,
And most attractivc, is tho fair result
Of thought, the creature of a pclish'd mind. 640"
Without it all is Gotliick afi the scene
To which-th' insipid citizen rcsorts
Near yondcr heath ; whero indnstry mispent,
But proud of his uncouth, ill-chosen task,
Has raade a HcaT-'n on Earth ; with suns and moons
Of close-ramm'd stoncs has charg'd th' encumber'd

?oiI, C4C
Andffiiirly laid tho zodiack in tlie dusf.
He, thercfore, wlio would seo his flow'rs dispos'd
Sigiitly and mjunt order, ere be givos
Tile beds tho trustcd troasuro of tlieir seeds, C50
Forecasts the futuro whole; Üilt, when the scend
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Shall break inlo iís pteconceiv'd display,
Each for itself, and all a3 with one voico
Conspking, may attest his bright design,
Ñor even then dismissing as perform'd, 655
His pleasant work, may he suppose it done.
Few solf-supported floví''rs endure the wind
Uninjur'd, but e.xpect tlie upholding aid
Of the sraooth shaven prop, and, neatly tied,
•Are wedded thus, like beauty to oíd atrc, 660
For int'rest sake, the living to the dead.
^me clothe the soil that feeds them, far diffus'd
And lowly creeping, modest and yet fair,
Like virtíie, thriving most where little seen :
Some more aspiring catch the neighbour slirub 6C5
With claaping tendrils, and invest his branch,
Else uuadorn'd, with many a gay festoon
And fragrant cliaplet, recompensing well
The strongth they borrow with the grace they lend.
All hato the rank eociety of weeds, 670
Noisome, and ever greedy to exhaust
Th' impov'rish'd earth j an overboaring race,
That, like the multitude made faction mad,
Disturb good order, and degrade trae worth.
O blest seclusion from a jarring world, 675

Which he, thus occupied, enjoys! Retreat
Cannot indeed to guilty man restore
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past;
But it has peace, and much secares the mínd
Frora all assaults of evil; proving still 680
A faithful barrier, not o'erleap'd with ease
By vicious Castom, raging uncontroird
Abroad, and desolating publick life,
Whcn ficrce Temptation, seconded wilhin
By traitor Appetito, and arm'd with darts 085
Temper'd in Hell, invades the throbbing breast,
To combat may be glorious, and success
Perhaps may crown us ; but to fly is safe.
Had I the choleo of sublunary good,
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íVhat coUid 1 wish, tliat I posaess not liere ? 690
jL-.3alth, leisurc, mcans t' improve it, friendship, peace,
No loose or waiitcn, tbougli a wandVing muse,
And constont occupation without care.
Thus blest, I draw a picture of that bliss;
Hopcless, indeed, that dissipated inínds, 695
And proflígate abuaers of a world
Created fair so much in vain for them,
Sliould seek the guiltless joys that I describ©,
Allur'd by my report: but sure no leas
That self-conderan'd they must neglcct the prize, TüO
And what they will not taste must yet approve.
What we admire we praise ; and when we pralso
Advaiice it into notice, that, its worth
Acknowledg'd, others may admire it too.
I thercfore recommend, though at the risk 705
Qf popular disgust, yct boldly still,
The cause of piety and sacrcd truth,
And virtue, and those scenes which God ordain'd
Should best securc them, and promete them most^
Scenes that I love, and witli regrct percoive 710
f'orsaken, or through folly not enjoy'd.
Ture is the nymph, though lib'ral of hor srailes,
And chaste, though unconfin'd, whom I estol.
Not as the princc in Shushan, when he call'd,
Vain-glorious of her cliarins, his Vashti forth, 71?
To grace the full pavilion. líis design
Was but to boast Iiis own peculiar good,
Which all might view with envy, none partake.
My charmer is not mine alono ; my swcets,
And she that sweetcns all my bitters too, 720
Nature, enchanting Naturc, in whose fonn
And lineainents divine I trace a liand

That errs not, and find raptures süll rencw'd,
Ja free to all nien—universal prize.
Strange that so fair a crcaturo should yet want 725
Admirers, and be dcstin'd lo divide
Witli meanor objccts e'ea tha few ehe finds!
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Stripp'd of her ornaments, her leaves and flow'fff, i
She loses al! her influence. Cities then '
Attract US, and neglectoj Naturc pinos 7¿0
Abandon'd as unwortiiy of our love.
But are not wholesome airs, thougli unperfnm'd
•By roses ; and clear suns, though scarcely felt j
And groves, if unharmonious, yet secute
From clamour, and whose very silcnce cbarms j 735
To be preferr'd to smoke, to the eclipse,
Tliat metTopoIitan volcanoes mako, '
Whose Stygion throats breatho darkness all day longj
And to the stir of Corameree, driving slow,
And thund'ring loud, -with bis ten thousand wheels ?
TJiey u'ould be, were not madness in the head, 741
And folly in tlie heart were England now,
What England was, platn, hospiíable, kind,
And undebauch'd. But"wc have bid farewell

To all the virtuos of those better days, 745
And all thcir honest plcasurcs. JMansions once
Kncw their own masters ; and laborious hinds,
Who had surviv'd the fathcr, serv'd tlie son.
Now, the legitímate and rlghtful lord
Is but a transient guest, ncwly arriv'd, 75C
And soon to be supplanteü. líe that saw
His patrimonial timbar cast its Icaf,
Sella the last scantling, and transfers the prlce
To Bome shrewd sharper, ere it buds again.
Estates are landscapcs, gaz'd upon a while, 755
Then advertís'd, and auctionecr'd away.
The country starves, and thcy that feed th' o'ercharg'd
And surfeited Icwd town with her fair dues,
By a just judgment strip and starve themselves.
The wings that waft our richcs out of sight, 760
Grow on tho gamester's elbows, and the alert
And nimble motion of those restlcss joints,
That never tire, soon fans thern all away.
Improvement, too, tlie idol of tho age,
U fcd with many a víctim. Lo, lie comes ! 765
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Til omnipotcnt inagiclan, Brown, appeafs í
Cown falla tlie venerable pile, th' abodo
Of our forefathers—a grave whisker'd race,
But tasteless. Springs a palacc in its stead,
Eut in a distant spot; ■wiierc 'moro expos'd 770
It may enjoy th' advantage of thc north,
And aguish cast, lili time shall havc transform'd .
Those nalted acres to a shelt'ring grove.
He spcaks. Tlio lake in front becomcs a lawn;
Woods vanieli, hills subside, and vallcya rise : 775
And strcams, as if created for his use,
Eursue the track of his directing wand,
Sínuous or straight, now rapid and now slow,
Now murm'ring soft, now roaring in cascades—
E'en as he bids ! Th' cnraptur'd owner smiles. 780
Tis íinish'd, and yct, finish'd as it aceras,
Still wants a grace, the lovoliest It coüld show,
A mine to satisfy th' enormoUs cost.
Hrain'd to the last poor item of^ his wealth,
He sighs, departs, and leaves th' accomplish'd plan 783
Ehat he has touch'd, retouch'd, raany a long day
Habour'd, and many a night pursu'd in dreams,
dust when it inects his hopos, and provcs thc Heav'n
He wantcd, for a wealthier to enjoy 1
And now perhaps thc glorious hour is come, 7D0
Avilen, having no stake left, no pledgo t' ondear,
Her iiit'rests, or that givcs her sacred cause
A momcnt's operatlon on liia love,
He burns with most intenso and flagrant zeal
To servo his conntry. IMinisterial grace 795
Heals hira out moncy' from the publick chost;
Or, if tliat mino be shut, somc prívate purse
Sapplies his necd with a usiiricus loan,
To bo rcfundcd duly, whon his vote
Well-manag'd shall have earn'd its worthy pricd. 800
O ínnocent, corapar'd with arís liko theso,
Crape, and cock'd pistol, and the whistling ball
Sent through the trav'JIer "b temples ! He tliat findf

VoL. Ih 7
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Ono dr<fp of Ileav'n's swect mercy in his cup,
Can áig, be^, rot, and perish, well content, 80C
So ho may wrap hímscJf in honest rags
At his last gasp ; but could not for a world
Fish up his dirty and dcpendont bread
From pools and ditclies of tho ccmraonwcaltb,
Sordid and sick'ning at his own success. 810

Ambitinn, avarice, pemiry, incurr'd
By endlcss riel, vamty, the lust
Of pleasuro and voTicty, dcspatch
As duly as Ihe swaüows disappear,
Thc world of wand'ring knights and squires to town.
Loiidon ingulfs thcra all! Tho sliark is thore, 816
And the shark's prey; thc spendthriñ, and the lecch
That sucks him • thcrcj^e sycophant, and ho
Who, with barclicadcd^id obscquious bows,
Begs a warm office, doom'd lo a coid jaU 820
And groat per diem, if his patrón frown.
The Icvec swarms, as if in golden pomp
"VVero cbaracter'd oii cv'ry etateainan's door,

Baticr'd (md hanhrvpt fortvncs mcndcd herc."
Thcsc are the charms that sully and eclipso 823
Tho charms of naturc. 'Tis tho cruel gripe,
That lean, hard-handrd Povcrty ¡nílicls,
Tho hopo of better things, thc chance to win,
Tho wish to shino, thc tliirst to be amu8''d,
That at the sound of Winter's hoary wing 830
Unpeoplo all our countries of such herds
Of flutt'ring, loit'ring, cringing, bcggíng, loose,
And wanton vagrants, as mako London, vast
And boundlcss as it is, a crowded coop.
O thou resort and mart of all tho carth, 835

Chccker'd with all complexions of mankind,
And spottcd with all crimes; in wbom I see
Much tliat I leve, and more that T admire,
And all that I abhor j thou frecklcd fair,
That pleascst and yet shock'st mo ! I can laugh, S40
And I can weep, can hooe and can dospond
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Focl wrath and pity, whcn I think on the©!
Ton righteous would ha^o sav'd a \3ity once,
And thou hast many righteous.—Wcíl for tlice—
That salt preserves thee ; more corrupted else,
And thcrefore more obnoxious, at this hour,
Tlian Sodom in hcr day had pow'r to be,
For whora God hoard his Abr'ham plead in vaín.
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THE WINTER. EVENING

ARGUMENT OFTHE FOUETH BOOK.
Tho post comes ia—Tho ncws^ajwr ia rcad—TÍio World conton>«

plated at adistancc—Addrcss lo Wintcr—Tho rural amuscmcnta
of a winter eveniog coraparcd v/ith tlio fashionablo oncs Ad-
drCBS to cvening—A brown Ktudy—Fal! of snow in tiic evening—
Tho wa^ner—A ponr family pieco—Tho rural tliiof—Publick
housca—^ho muUitudo of thom censnred—Tho farracr's daugh-
tcr: what sho was,—what she is—Tho simplicity of counfry
mannors almost lost—Causes of tho changc—Dcaorlion of tbe
country by tho rich—Jíeglocl of tho magistratea—Tho militia priii-
cipally in fauU—Tha ncw recriiit ana hia transformation—Re-
flection on bodios corporate—The lovc of rural objccts natural lo
&11, and nevor to bo tutally oxtinguished.

HARK ! 'íis the twanging horn o'or yonder bridge,
That with its weariaomo bat needful length
Bestrides the wintry flood; in wliich tho moon
Sees her unwrinlded face reflectcd bright:—
He comes, ilie herald of á noisy world, 5
With spatter'd boots, strapp'd waisl, and frozen locks,
Ncws from all nations lumb'ring at his back.
Truo to his charge, the closc-pack'd load behind,
Yet eareless what he bringa, hia one concern
Js to conduct it to the destinad inn ; 10
And haviiig dropp'd th' expccted bn.g, paas on.
ÍJc whiíílips a-s ho gocn, lighí-hearfed wretch.
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Cold anj yct chccrful: messengcr^f grief
Perhaps to thousands, and of joj'íb some;
To liim mdiñ''rent wbether grief or joy. 15
Houses in ashes, and Ihc faU of stocks,
Births. deaths, and marriages, episües wct
With tcars, that trícklcd down Ihe writer's cheeks
Fast as tho pcriods from liis fluent quill,
Or charg'd with am'rous sighs of absent swains, SÍO
Or nyniplis responsive, cqually afFect
His horse and faim, iinconsclons of tliem aJl.
But O, til' important budgot! usher'd in
^Vith auch heart-shaking rnusick, who can say
What 2Lre its tidings ? have our troops awak'd ? 25
Or do they still, as if with opium druggkl,
Snore to thc raurmurs of th' Atlantick wavo
Is India freo ? and does she wear her plum'd ^
And jewel'd turban with a smile of peace,
Or do we grind her still ? Tbe grand debate, 20
The popular harangue, tlio tart rcply,
Thc logick, and tlie wisdom, and the wit,
And the loud laugh—I long to know them all;
I burn to sct th' imprison'd wranglers frcc,
And give them voíce and utt'rance once again. 35
Now sUr the fire, and closo the shuttors fast,

Let fall the curlains, whecl the sofá round,
And, while the bubbling and loud-hlssing urn
Throwa up a stcaiuy column, and the cups,
That cheer but not inebríate, walt en each, > 40
So let US welcome peaceful ev'ning in.
Not such his ev'ning, who with shining face
Sweats in the crowded thcatre, and, squeez'd
And bor'd with clbow points through both lüs sídes,
Outscolds tlie ranting actor on the stage : 45
Ñor his, who patient stands till his fect throb,
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath
Of patriots, bursting with heroick rage,
Or placemen, all tranquillity and smiles.
This folio of füur pages happy work! ' 50

7*
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► Wiiicli not e'en criticks criticise ; that holds
Inquisitivo attcntion, wliUe I rcad,
Fastbound in chains of silence, wliich ihc fair,
Though eloquent themselves, yct fear to brcak ;
What is it, but a raap of busy life, 5
Its fluctuations, aiid its vast concerns ?
Here runs tlie mountainous and craggy ridge,
That tcmpts Anibition. On Ihe summit seo
The seáis of office glitter in his eyce;
He clírabs, he pants, he grasps thom ! At his heeis CO
Cióse at his heels, a demagoguc ascends,
And with a dext'rous jerk scon twists hira down,
And wins them, but íd lose them in his lurn»
Here rills of oily eloquence, in soft
Meanders lubrícate the eoursc they take; Cf»
The modest speaker is ash-am'd ajid griev'd,
T' engross a nioment's nolicc ; and yet begs,
Begs a propitious eai* for his poor thoughts,
However trivial, all that he conccives.
Sweet bashfulness ; it claims at least this praise : 75
The dearth of information and good senso
That it foretells us always comes to pass.
Cataracts of dcclamation thnnder here;
There forests of no meaning spread the page,
In whicli all comprehensión wanders, lost j 75
While íields of pleasantry omuse us tliere
"With merry descants on a nation s woes.
The rest appcars a wilderness of strange
JBut gay confusión ; roses for the cheeks,
And lilies for the brows of fadcd age, 80
Teeth for the toothless, ringlots for the bald,
Heav'n, earth, and ocean, pliindered of their sweets,
Nectareous essences, Olympian dews,
Sermons, and city feasts, and fav'rite airs,
iEtlicreal journeys, submarino exploits, • 85
And Kalterfelto, witli his hair on end
At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread.

'Tis pleasant, througli the loopholcs of retrcat,
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To peep at. such a worid ; to soe the stir
Of th«í grcat Babel, and not feel thc crowd J 90
To liear the roar shc sends tlirough all her gatos
At a safe distance, where tiic dying sound
Falls a soft murmur on th' uninjor'd ear.
Thus sitting, and survoying thus at case
The globe and its conccrns, I secm advanc'd 95
To somc secure and more tlian mortal height,
That liberales and exempts me from them all.
It turns submitted to my view, tums round
With all its generatioiis ; I bchold
The tumult, and am still. The sound of war 100
Has lost its terrours ere it rcaches me ;
Gi'ieves, but alarms me ̂ot. I mourn the prid© '
And av'ricc that make man a wolf to man j ',
Hear tho faint echo of thosc brazen throats,
By which he speaks tlie laiiguage of his heart, 105
And sigh, but never tremble at the sound.
He travcls and expatiatos, as the bee
í'rom flow'r to flow'r, so he from land to land j
The inaimers, customs, policy, of all
Pay contribution to the store he gleans; 110
He sucks intelligence in ev'ry clime,
And spreads thc honey of his deep research
At his return—a rich repast for me.
He traveis, and I too. 1 tread his dcck,
Ascend his topmast through his peering eyes 315
Discovcr countrics, wilh a kindrcd heart
SuHer his woce, and share in his escapes ;
IVhile feucy, liko the finger of a dock,
Runs the great circuit, and is still at home.
O Winter, ruler of th' invcrted year, 120

Tiiy scatter'd hair with sleet likc ashes fill'd,
Thy broath congcard upon thy lips, tiiy choeks
Ering'd witli a beard mado whito wilh olher snows
Thaii thoso of age, thy forohead wrapp'd in clouds,
A loafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throno 125
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels,
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But urg'd by storms along its slipp'ry way,
I lovo thee, all unlovoly as tliou seom'et,
And dreaded as tüou att! TIiou iiold'st the fiun
A pris'ner in the yet undawning cast, 130
Short'ning liis journcy betwcen raorii and noon,
And liurrying him, impatient of his stay,
Down to the rosy wcst: but kindly still
Compcnsating liis loss with added liours
Of social converse and instructivo case, 135
And gath'ring, at short notice, in ene group
The faniily dispcrs'd, and fbiing thought,
Not less dispers'd by daylight and ils cares.
I crown thee king of intímate delights,
Fireside cnjoyments, homeborn happiness, 140
And al] the comforts thatJhe lowly roof
Of undisturb'd Retircmciit, and the houra
Of long, uninterrupLcd ev'uing know.
No rattling wheels stop sliort beíbre thesc gatcs;
No powder'd pert proíicient in the art 145
Of sounding an alarin, assaults these doora
Till the street rings j no stationary sjeods
Cough their own kncll, while, heodless of the sound,
The silcnt ciicle fan tliemsclvos, and quake ;
But hcre tho needle plies ils busy task, 150
The pattern grov/s, the well-depicfcod ílow'r,
Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn,
Unfolds its bosom ; buds, and loaves, and sprigs,
And curling tondrils, gracofully dispos d,
l-'ollow the nimble fmgcr of ti)o íair j 155
A wreath, that cannot fa<lc, or flow'rs Ihat blow
With most success when ali besidos decay.
The poet's or bistorian's pago by ono
Madc vocal for tli' amuscment of the rcst: 159
The sprightiy lyre, whose treasnro nf sweet sounds
llio loiigh from ipany a trembling chord shakes out;
And the clear voice syniphonious, yet distinct,
And in tho charming strifc triumphant etill,
Beguilo the night; and set a kccncr edge
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On fcmale industry.: the thrcndcd stcel 165
Flies swifUy, and unfeit the iask proceeds.
Tlio volume clos'd. tho customary rites
Of the last meal commcnco. A Román meaJ:

Such os tho mistrcss of tho world once found

Dclicious, when her patriota of high note, 170
Perhaps bj moonlight, at their liuinble doors,
And under an oíd oak's domcstick shade,
Enjoy'dj apare feast! a radish and an egg.
Discourse ensucs, not trivial, yet not diül,
Kor such as with a frown forbids the play 175
Of fanoy, or proscribes the soiind of mirth :
Ñor do we madly, lilce an impious World,
V71io decm roligion frenzy, and the God
That made them an intruder on their joys,
Stait at his awful namc, or deem his praise 180
A jarring note. Tliemes of a graver tone
P-xciting oft our gratitudc and lovc,
While we rctrace witli Mcm'ry's pointing wond,
That calis the past to our oxact rcviow,
The dangers wo have 'scaped, tho broken snare, 185
The disappointed foe, deliv'rance found
Gnlook'd for, life preserv'd, and peace restor'd—
Pruits of omnipotent oternal loye.
O ev'nings worthy of tho gods! exclaim'd
The Sabino bard. O ev'nings, I reply, 190
More to be priz'd and coveted than yours,
Ac more illuraín'd, and with uobler truths,
That I, and mine, and tlioso we lovo, cnjoy.
Is Wintcr hideous in a garb lilce this ?

Needs he tlic tragick fur, tho smoko of lamps, 195
Tho pent-up brcath of an unsav'ry throng,
To thaw him into fccling, or tho smart
And snappish dialogue, that ílippant wits
Cali comcdy, to prompt him with a smile ?
Tho sclf-complaccnt actor, when ho views 20O
{Stcaling a sidelong glanco at a full houso)
Tlie slopo of faces, from tho floor to th' roof
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(As if one mastcr spring controll'á thcm all,)
Relas'd into a universal griu,
Seca not a count'nance tlierc, that speaks of joy 205
Half so refinM or so sincere as ours.

Cards wore superfluous here, with olí the Iricks
That idieness ha,s ever yet contriv'd
To fill the void of an unfurnish'd brain,
To palliatc dulness, aiid give time a shove. 210
Time, as he paascs us, has a dove's wing,
Unsoil'd, and sv.*ift, and of a silken sound ;
But the world's Time is Timo in maaquerade !
Theirs, sliould I paint him, has hís pinions flcdg'd,
With motley plumos ; and •wherc the peacock shotrs
Hia azuie eyes, is tinctur'd black and red 216
With spots quadrangular of diamond forin,
Ensanguin'd hearts, clubs typical of strifc,
And spades, the emblem of untimely graves.
What should be, and what •was an hourglass once, 220
Becomes á dicebox, and a billiard maco
Well docs the work of his destructivo eilhe.

Thus deck'd, he charms a World whom Fashion blinds
To his true worth, most ploas'd wlien idlo most:
Whose only happy, aro their idle hours. 225
E'en misses, at whose agu thsir mothers wore
The backstring and tlie hib, assume tlie dress
Of womanhood, sit pupils in the gchool
Of card devoted Timo, and, night by night,
Plac'd at some vacant comer of the board, 230
Leam ev'ry trick, and soon play all the game.
But truce with censure. Roving as I rove,
Where shall I find an end, or how proceed ?
As he that travels far oft turns aside,
To view some rugged rock or mould'ring tow'r, 235
Which seen, deliglits him not; then coming homo,
Describes and prints itj that the world may know •
How far he went for what was nothing worth:
So I, with brush in hand and pallet spread,
With colours mix'd for a far diíTrent use, 24(1
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Paint cards, and dolls, and cv'ry idle ihing,
That Fancy finds iii her excursive flights.
Come, Ev'ning, once again, season of peace,

Return, sweet Ev'ning, and coutinue long !
Mcthinks I seo thce in tlie sircaky west, 245
With matron stop slow-moving, wliilo tho Night
Treads en Ihy swceping train j onc hand omploy'd
In Ictting íall thc curtain of repose
On bird and beast, the otuer charg'd for man
With sweet oblivion of tho cares of day : 250
Not snmptuously adorn'd, ñor n€«jding aid,
Like homely-fcatur'd Night, of clusfring gems >
A star or two, just twinliling on thy brow,
SuíHccs tliee j savo that thc moon is thine
No Icss than hers, not viorn indeed on high 255
With ostentatious pagcantry, but sct
With modest grandcur in thy purple zone,
Resplendent less, but of an anipler round.
Como then, aud thou shalt find thy votary calm,
Or make me so. Composure is thy gifl j 2G0
And, whethcr I devote thy gentío hours
To bcoks, to musick, or the poet s toil;
To weaving ncts for bird-alluring fruit
Or twining silken threads round ivory rccls,
When they command whom man was bom to please j
I slight thee not, but make thee welccme stili. 266

Just whcn our drawing-rooms begln to blazo
With lights, by olear reílection multiplied
From many a mirror, in which he of Gath,
Goliath, miglit have seen his giant bulk
Whole without stooping, tow'ring crest and al!,
My plcasures, too, bogin. But me perbaps
The glowing hearth may satisfy awhilo
With faint illumination, that upliñs
The sliadows to the ceiling, there by fits 275
Dancing uncouthly to the quiv'ring fíame,
Not undelightful is an hour to me \
So spent in parlour twilight: Buch a gloom

270
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Suits well thc thoüghtful or untliinking mind,
Tlie mind contemplativo, with some new^theine 280
Prcgnant, or indisipos'd alike to all.
Laugli ye, who boast your moro mercurial pow'rs,
That never feel a stupor, know no pause,
Ñor need ono ; I am conscious, and confcsá
Fcarless, a soul that does not ahvays think. 285
Me oft has Fancy, ludicrous and wild,
Sooth'd with a waking drcam of houscs, totv'rs,
Trees, churchcs, and strange visages, express'd
In the red cinders, while with poring eye
I gaz'd, myself crcating what I saw. 290
Ñor less amus'd have I quiescent watch'd
The sooty films that play upen the bars
Pendulous, and forcbodiog in the viow
Of superstition, prophesying still,
Though still decciv'd, somo stranger's near approach.
'Tis thus the understanding tokes repose 290
In indolent vacuity of thought,
And sleeps, and is refresh'd. Meanwhile the face
Conceals the mood lethargick with a mask
Of dccp deliberalion, aa the man SOO
Were task'd to his full strength, absorb'd and lost
Thus ofl, rcclin'd at case, I loso an hour
At cv'ning, till at length tho freczing blast
That swceps the bolted shuttcr, summons home
The rccollcctcd pow"rs ; and snapping shoit 305
Thc glassy threads, with which tho Fancy weavcs
Her brittlo loils, restores me to myself.
How calm is niy recess} and how the frost,

abroad, and the rough wind, endear
Thc silencG and tho warmth enjoy'd within ! 310
I saw tile woodg and fields at closo of day,
A variegated show ; the meadows green,
Tiiough faded and tho lands, where lately wav'd
The golden harvest, of a mellow brown,
Upturn'd so lately by the forceful eharc. 315
1 saw far off thc weedy fallows smile
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With verdure not unprofitablo, graz'd
B7 flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each
His fav'rite herb; whila all the Icafless grovea
TJiat skirt th' horizon woro a sabio hue, 320
Scarce notic'd in thc kindred dusk of eve.

To-morrow brings a chango, a total chango !
Which oven now, thoogli silently perform'd,
And slowly, and by most unfelt, the face
Of universal nature undergoes. 325
Fast falls a fleecy show'r: the downy flakeS
Descending, and with ncvcr-ccasing lapso,
Soflly alighting upen all below,
Assimilato all objccts. Earth receives
Gladly the thick'ning mantio ; and tho groen 330
And tender blade, that fear'd the chilling blast.
Escapes unliurt bcncath so warm a veil.
In such a world, so thorny, and where nono

Finds happiness unblighted, or, if found,
Without some thistly sorrow at its sido; 335
It seeras the part of wisdom, and no sin
Against tUe law of love, to measure lots
^itb less distinguish'd than ourselves j that thufl
We may with patienco bear our modérate ills,
And sympathize %vith others suft''ring more. 340
El faros the trav'ller now, and he that stalks
In pond'roue boots bcside his reeking team
The wain gees heavily, impeded sore
By eongregated loads adheruig cióse
To the clogg'd vvheels; and in its sluggish paco 345
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow.
Tho toiUng steeds expand tlio nostril wide,
While cv'ry brealh, by rcspiration strong
Forc'd downward, is consoiidated soon
Opon their jutting chests. 'He, form'd to bear 350
Tho pelting brunt of the tempcstuous night,
With half shut eyes, and pucker'd cbeeks, and teeth
Bresented bare against the storm, plods on.
One hand secaros lüs hat, savc when with beth
VoL. II. 8 '
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He brandishes Iiis pliant length of whip, 355
Resoundíng oft, and never hcard in vain.
O happy ; and in my account denied
That sensibility of pain with which
Refincment is endu'd, thrice happy thou!
Thy frame, robust and hardy, feels indeed 360
The piercing cold, but feels it unimpair'd.
The learn'd finger never need explore
Thy vig'rous pulse ) and the unheathful east,
That breathes the spleeo, and searchcs ev'ry bone
Of the infirm, is whoiesomc air to thoe. 365
Thy days roll on excmpt from household care ;
Thy wagón is thy wife and the peor beasts,
That drag the dull corapanion to and fro,
Thino helplcsp charge,"d5pcndent on thy care.
Ahj treat tliem kindly j 'Tiide as thou appear'at, 370
Yot show that tliou hast mcrcy ! which the great,
With necdless hurry whirl'd from place to place,
Humane as Ihey would seem, not always show.
Poor, yet industrious, modest, quiet, neat,

Such claim compassion in a night like this, 375
And have a friend in cv'ry feeling heart.
Warra'd, while it lasts, by labour, all day long
They brave the season, and yet ílnd at eve,
111 ciad, and fed but sparely, time to cool.
The frugal housewife tiembles when she lights 380
Her Bcanty stock of orushvvood blazing clear,
But dying soon, lilce all terrestrial joys.
The fcw small cmbers Icft she nurses well;
And, while her infant race, with ontspread handa
And crowded knees, sit cow'ring o'er the sparks, 383
Retires, content to quako, so tliey bo warm'd.
The man feels least, as more inur'd Ihan sha
To winter, and the current in his veins
More briskly mov'd by his severer toil*,
Tet he too finds his own distress in theirs. 390
The taper soon extinguísh'd, which I saw
Dangled along lit the cold finger's end
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Just when the day dcclin'd : and the brown loaf
Lodg'd on the shelf half eaten without saúco
Of sav'ry cheese, or butter, costlier still; 395
Sleep seems their pnly refuge : for, alas!
Where penury is felt the thouglit is chain'd,
And swect colloquial pleasures are but few I
With all lilis tlirift tiiey thrive not. All the caro,
Ingenlous Parshnony takes, but just ^ 400
Saves the smalí inventory, bed, and stool,
Skillct, and oíd carv'd chest, from publick sale.
Tliey Uve, and livo without extorted alms
From grudging hands : but other boast have nene,
To sooth their honest pride, that scorns to bcg, 405
Ñor comfort clse, but in their mutual levo.
I praise you rauch, yo meok and patient pair,
For yo are worthy ; clioosing rather far
A dry but indopcndent crust, hard earn'd,
And eateii with a sigh, than to endure 410
The ruggcd frowns and insolcnt rebuíTs
Of knaves in oíñcc, partial in the work
Of distribution ; lib'ral of their aid
To clam'roua Importunity in rags,
■But ofttimes dcaf to suppliants, wlio would blush 415
To wcar a tatter'd garb, liowever coarse,
^hom famine cannot rcconcile to filth :
These ask with painful shyness, and, refus'd
Becausc deserving, silently retiro !
Bul be ye of good courage ! Time itself 420
Shall much befriond you. Time shall give incroaso ;
And all your numerous progcny, well train'd,
But hclpless, in few ycars sliall find their hands,
And labour too. Mcanwhile yo shall not want
"VVhat, conscious üf your virtues, wo can spare, 425
Ñor what a wealtliier than ourselves may send.
I mean the man, who, when the distant poor
Need hclp, denles thom nothing but his ñamo.

But poverty with most, who whimper forth
Their long complaints, is self-inflicted wo; 430
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The cffect of laziness or sottish waste,

Now goes thc nightly thíef prowling abroad
For plunder ; mucb solicitous how best
He may compénsate for a day of sloth
By works of darkness and nocturnal wrong. 435
Wo to the gard ner'8 palé, the farmer's hedge,
Plash'd neatly, and sccur'd with driven stakes
Decp in tho loamy bank. Uptorn by strength,
Rcsistless in so bad a cause, but lame
To better deeds, he buüdles up Ihe spoil, 440
An ass's burden, and, when laden most
And heaviest, ligbt of foot, stcals fast nway
Ñor does the bordered hovel better guard
The well-stack'd pile of riven logs and roota
From his pernicious foroo»- Ñor will he Icave 445
Unwrench'd the door, however well secur'd,
Where Chanticleer amidst his haram sleeps
In unsuspccting pomp. Twitch'd from tlie perch,
He gives the princcly bird, with all liis wives,
To his voracious bag, struggling in vain, 450
And loudly wond'ring at the sudden chango.
Ñor this to feed his own. 'Twere somo excuse
Did pity of their suff'rings warp aside
His principie, and tempt hira into sin
For their support, so destitute. But tliey 455
Neglectcd, pino at homo ; themselves, as more
Expos'd than otlicrs, with less scruplc made
His victims, robb'd of their dcfenceless all.
Cruel is all he does. 'Tis quenchless thirst
Of ruinous ebriety, that prompts 460
His ev'ry action, and imbrutes the man.
O for a law to noose the vlllain's neclc

Who starves his own ; who persecutes thc blood
He gave Ihom In his childron's veins, and hales
And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love í 465
Pass where we may, through city or ihrough town,

Village or hamlet, of this merry land,
Though lean and beggar'd, evory twentieth pace
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Conducts til' unguarded nose to siich a whiff
Of stalo debauch, forth-issuing frora tlie stics 470
That law has licens'd, as maltes Temp'rance reel.
There sit, involv'd and lost in curling clouds
Of Indian fume, and guzzüng deep, the boor,
The lackcy, and the groom ; the craftsman there
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil ; 475
Sinith, cobbler, jolner, he that píies the shears,
And he that kneads the dough; all loud alike,
All learned and all drunk ! the fiddle screams
Plaintive and pitcous, as it ivcpt and wail'd
Its wasted toTies and harmony unheard, 480
Fierce the dispute, whate'er the theme ] while she,
Fell Discord, arbitress of sucli debate,
Ferch'd on the signpost, holds with even hand
Hcr undecisive scales. In this she lays
A weight of ignorance ; in that, of pride ; 485
And smiles deíighted with tlie eternal poise.
Oiré is the frequent curse, and its twin sound,
The cheek distending oath, not to be prais'd
As ornamental, musical, polite,
Like those which modern senotors employ, 490
Whose oath is rliet'rick, and wbo swcar fot fame!
Oehold the schools, in wliich plebeian minds, ■
Once simple, are initiatcd in arts
Which some may practise with politcr grace,
But none with readier skill!—'Tit» here thcy learn
The rcad that leads from compctcnce and peace 496
To indigcnce and rapiñe ; till at last
Society, grown wcary of the load,
Sliakes her encumbcr'd lap, and casts thcm out.
But censure profits little ; vain tli' attempt 500
To advertisc in verse a publick pest,
That, likc tile filth witli which the poasant fecda
His hnngry acres, stinks, and is of uso.
Th' excise is fattcn'd with the rich result
Of all this riot; and ten thousand casks, 505
For cver dríbbling out tlieir base contcnts,

■ •í
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Touch'd by the Midas fingcr of the state,
Bleed gold for minislers to sport away.
Drink, and be mad then ; tis your country bids !
Gloriously drunk, cbey th' important cali.' 510
Her cause dcmands th' assistance of your throats;
Te all can swallow, and sha asks no more.
Would I liad falln upon thoso happier days

That poets celébrate: those golden times,
And those Arcadian sccnes that Maro sings, 515 \
And Sidney, warbler of poetick prese.
Nymphs were Dianas then, and swains liad hearta
That felt tlieir virtues : Innocence, it seems,
From courts dismiss'd, found shelter in the groves;
The footsteps of simplieity, impress'd 520 I
Upon the yielding hcrbage, (so they sing,) j
Then were not all efíac'd.;, then spcech profane, ¡
And manners proflígate, were rarely found, [
Observ'd'as prodigios, and soon reclaim'd.
Vain wish ! those days were never; airy drearas 525
Sat for tlie picturc : and the poet's hand, í
Imparting substance to an cmpty shade,
Impos'd a gay delirlum for a truth.
Grant it: I still must envy them an age
That favour'd such a dream : in days liko these 630
Impossible when Virtuc is so scarce,
That to suppose a scene wliere she presides
Is tramontana, and stunibles al! belicf
No: we are polish'd now. 'The rurallass, \
Whom once hcr virgin inodesty and grace, 535.
Her artless inannora, and her neat attiro,
So dignified, that she was hardly less
Than the fair shepherdess of oíd romance,
Is seen no more. The charaotor is lost !
Her head, adorn'd with lappets pinn'd alofl, 54.0
And ribands streaming gay, supcrbly rais'd, '
And magnificd bcyond all Iiuman size,
Indebted to some smart wig-weavcr's hand
For more than half the tresses it sustains: 1
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Her elbows rufíled, and her tolt'ring form 545
111 propp'd upon French heels j she might be deemM
(But that the basket dangling on her arm
Interprcts her more truly) of a rank
Too proud for dairy work, or salo of eggs—
Expect her soon with footboy at her heels, 550
No longer blushing for her awkward load,
Her train and her nmbrella all her care !
The town lias ting'd the country ; and the stain

Appears a spot upon a vestal's robe,
The worse for wliat it soils. The fashion mns 555
Eown into scenos stili rural; but, alas,
Sccnes rarely grac'd with rural mannerg now!
Time was when in the pastoral retreat
Th' unguardod door was safe ; men did not watcli
T' invade another's right, or gnard their own. 560
Then slcep was undlsturb'd by fear, unscar'd
Hy drunkcn howlings; and the ohilling tale
Of midnigiit murder was a wonder hcard
With düubt.ful credit, told to fiighlen babes.
But farewcll now to unsuspicious nights, 565
And slumbers unalarm'd 1 Now, ero you slecp,
See that your pollsh'd arms be prim'd with care,
And drop the nigiit-bolt;—rufhans are abroad;
And tlie first larum of the cock's shrill throat

Í^Iay prove a trumpet, summoning your ear 570
To horrid sounds of hostile feet within.

E'en daylight has its dangcrs ; and the wálk
Through pathless wastes and woods, unconscious once
Of other tcnants than melodious birds,

Or harmlcss ílocks, is hazardoiis and bold. 575
Eamcuted chango ! to which full many a cause
Invet'rate, hopelesa of a cure, conspires.
The course of human things from good to ill,
From ill to worse, iá fatal, never fails.
F/\crease of pow'r begcts increase of wealth; 580
1 /ealth lusury, and luxury excess ;
Kxcess, the scrofulous and itchy plagu*».
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That scizea first the opulent, descends
To tho next rank contagiüus, and in time
Taints downward all the graduated scalo 585
Of order, from tlie chariot to the plough.
The rich, and they that have an arm to check
The licensG of the lowest in degree,
Desert their office ; and theraselves, intent
On pleasure, haunt the capital, and Ihus 590
To all the violcnce of lawless hands

Resign the sccnes iheir presence miglit protect.
Authority herself not seldom slceps,
Though rcsident, and witness of tiic wrong.
The plnnip convivial parson often bears 595
The magisterial sword in vain, and' lays
His rev'rence and his wership both to reet
On the same cushion ofdiabitual sloth.

Perhaps timidiiy restrains his arm ;
When he should strike ho trcmbles, and s.ets free, 600
Himself enslav'd by tcrrour of tlio band—
Th* audacious convict whom he dares not bind.

Perhaps though by profcssion ghostly puré,
He, too, may have his vice, and sometimes provo
Less dainty than becomes his grave outside 605
In lucrativa concerns. Examine well

His milk-white hand ; the palm is harldly olean—
But here and thcrc an ugly smutch appears.
Foh! 'twas a bribe that left it: he has toach'd

Corruption. Whoso sceks an audit hero 615
Propitlous, pays his tribute, game or fish,
Wild fowl or venison : and his errand speeds.
But faster far, and more than all tlie rest,

A noble cause, wlüch nene, who bears a spark
Of publick virtue, ever wish'd remov'd, 615
"Works the deplor'd and mischievous efTect.
'Tis universal soldiership has stabb'd
The heart of merit in the meanor class.

Arms, through the vanity and brainless raga
Of those tliat bear them, in wliatever cause, 62^

N
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Scem most at varianco with all moral good,
And incompatible with serions thought.
Tho clown, tlio child of nature, williout guile,
Blest with an infant's ignorance of all
But bis own simple pleasurcs ; now aiid then 025
A wrostling match, a foot-race, or a fair;
Is balloted, and trembles at the news:
Sheepish he doffs lüs hat, and mumbling sweart
A biblc oath to be whaíe'er they picase,
To do he knows not what. The task perform'd C30
That instant he beeomes the sergeant's care,
His pupil, and his torment, and his jcst.
His awkwatd gait, his introvcrted toes,
Bent knees, round slioulders, and dejected loolis,
Brocure hím many a curse. By slow degrees, 635
tJnapt to Icarn, and form'd of stubborn stuff,
He yet by slow degrees puts off himself,
Grows conscious of a cliango, and likes it well:
He stands erect : hís slouch beeomes a walk; ■
He steps right onward, niartial in his air, C40
His form and movenient; is as smart above
As meal and larded locks can make him ; wears
Hia hat, or hia plum'd hclmet, with a grace j
And, his thrce ycai's of lieroship expír'd,
Rctums indignant to the slighted plough. 645
He hales the field, in which no fife or drura
Attcnds him; drivos his cattle to a march ;
And siglis for the smart comradcs he has left.
'Twere well if his exteriour change wcre all—
But with his clumsy port tho wretch lias lost 650
His ignorance and üarmless manners too.
To swear, to gamo, to drink ; to show at Jiome
By lewdness, idloness, and sabbath breach,
The great proficiency he mado abroadj
T' astonish, and to grieve liis gazing friends j 655
To break sumo maiden's and his mother's beart:
To be a pest whero he was useful once;
Are bis solé alm, and all his glory, now.
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Man in sociely íb like a flow'r

Blown in its native bed; 'tis tlicro alono 660
riis faculties, expanded in full blcom,
Shine out; there only rcach their proper use.
But man, associated and leagued with man
By regal warraiit or self-join'd by bond
For int'rcst salte, or swarming Into clans CC3
Beneatii one head for purposes of war,
Like flow'rs selected from thc rest, and bound
And bundled cióse to fill somo crowded vaso,
Fades rapidly, and, by compression marr'd,
Contracts defilement not to be endur'd. C70

Henee charter'd boroughs are such publick plagues
And burghers, men immaculate perhaps
In all their prívale functions, once combin'd,
Becorae a loatlisome body, only fit
For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 675
Henee merchants, unimpeachable of sin
Against tlie cliarities of domestick ilfe,
incorporatcd, scem at once to lose
Their nature ; and, disclauning all regard
For mercy and the coramon rights of man, 680
Build factorics with blood, conducting Irado
At the sword's poínt, and dying the white robe
Of innocent commercial Juslice red. —

Henee, too, the field of glory, as the world
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array, 685
With all its majesty of thund'ring pomp,
Enchanting musick, and immortal wreaths,
Is but a school, whero thoughtlessness is taught
On principie, where foppery alones
For fülly, gallantry for ev'ry vice. 690
But slighted as it is, and by the great

Abandon'd, and, which still I more regret,
ínfected with the manners and tlie modes

It knew not once, the coiiritry wins me still.
I never fram'd a wish, or forni'd a plan, 095
That ílatter'd me with hopes of carthly bliss,
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But there I laid the scene. Therc early stray'd
My fancy, ere yct liberty of choleo
Had found me, or the hopo of boing froe.
My very dreams were rural) rural too 700
Tho first-born efforts of my youthful muse,
Sportivo and jingling hei poetick bells,
Ero yet her car was mistrcss of their pow'rs.
No bard could picase me but whose lyre was tun'd
To Nature's praises. Héroes and their feats 705
Eatigu'd me, never wcary of the pipe

, Of Tityrus, assembling, as ho sang,
The rustick throng bcneatli his fav'rite beech.
Then Milton had indeed a poet's charms :
New to my tasto, his Paradise surpass'd 710
The struggling efforts of my boyish tonguo
To speak its cxcellenco. I danc'd for joy.
I marveird much tliat, at so vipe an age
As twice sevon years, his beauties^Iiad then first
Engag'd my wonder ; and admiring etill, 715
And still admiring, with regrct suppos'd
The joy half lost, because not sooner found.
Therc, too, cnamour'd of the Ufe I lov'd,
í^athetick in its praise, In íts pursuit
Oetermin'd and possessing it at last, 720
With transporls such as favour'd lovers feel,
I studicd, priz'd, and wish'd that I had known,
íngenious Cowley ! and, though now reclaim'd
By modern lights from an crroncous tastc,
1 cannot but lament tliy splendid wit 725
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools.
1 still rcvere thee, courtly though retir'd;
Though stretch'd at ease in Chcrtsey's sUent bow'rs,
Not uneraploy'd ; and finding rich araends
For a lost world in solitudo and verso. 730
'Tis born with all: the love of Nature's worke
Js on ingredient in the compound man,
Infus'd at the creation of the lúnd.
And, though th' Almighty Maker has throughout
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Discriminated each from each, by strokeg 735
And lonches of hig liand, with so mucli art
Diversifiedj that two were never found
Twins at all points— this obtains in all
That all discern a beauty m his works,
And all can táste them : niinds that have been form'd
And tutor'd with a relish more exact, 741
Bul nono wltliout somo relish, nono unmov'd.
It is a flame that dies not oven there,
Whero nolhing fceds it: neithcr business, crowds,
Ñor habits of luxurious city Hfo, 745
Whalevor else they sinother of truo worth
In human bosoms, quench it or abate.
Tilo villas, with which London stands begirt,
Like a swarth Indiaa-with his belt of beads
Prove it. A breath of imadult'rate air 750
The gllmpse of a groen pasture, how they cheer
The citizen, and brace his languid frame !
E'en in the stifling bosom of the town
A garden, in wliich nothíng thrives, has charras
That sooth tlio rich possessor ; mucli consolM, 755
That hero and thero somo sprigs of mournful mint
Of niglitshade, or valerian, grace the wcll
He cultivates. Thcse serve hlm with a hint
That Nature lives j that slght-refreshing green
Is stili the liv'ry she dclights to wear, 760
Though sickly samples of th' exub'rant whole,
What are the caseraents lin'd with creeping herbs,
The prouder sashes fronted with a rango
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed,
The Frenchman's darling are they not all proofs,
That man, immur'd in cites, still retains 766
ílis ínborn ineztinguishable thirst
Of rural sccncs, compensating his loss
By supplemental shiíls, the best he inay ?
The most unfurnish'd with tho means of lifo, 770
And they, that never pasa their brick-wall bounda,

* ílignioueile.



THE WINTER EVENING. 97
To range thc fields, and treat their lungs witü aifi
Yet feel the burning instínct ; over head

• Suspend thoir crazy boxcs planted thick,
And wator'd duly. Tliere tfae pitcher standa 775
A fragment, and the spoulless teapot there j
Sad witiiesEcs how close-pent man regrets
The counlry, with what ardour he contrives
A peep al Ñature, when he can no more.

Hail, tlierefore, patroness of health and ease, 760
And contemplation, heart-consoling joys,
And hannless pleasures in the throng'd abode
Of multitudes unknown ! hail, rural lifo '
Addrcss hunself who will to the pursuit
Of honoursj or emolument, or fame ; 785
I shall not add mysclf to such a chase,
Thwart his atterapts, or eiivy his success.
Some must be great. Great'offices will havé
Oreat talents. And God gives to ev'ry man
The virtue, tompor, understanding, taste, 7D0
That lifts him inte Ufo, and lets him fall
Juat in tlic nicho he was ordain'd to fiil.
To the deliv'rer of an injur'd land
He gives a tongue t' cnlarge upon, a heorl
To feel, and courago to redress, her wrongs) 795
To monarchs dignity; to judges sense;
To artists ingeniiity and slúll;
To me, an unambitious inínd, contení
In the lew vale of life, tiiat early felt
A wish for eoso and leisure, and ere long 800
^ound here that leisure and that ease I wish'd.

Vot. II. D
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A frosty morning—Tho fnddoring of cattlc—Tho woodman aní
hÍB dog—ThopouUry—Whimsical cfTccts of afrost at a watcrfal)
—Tho empresa of IIussííl's palacc of ¡ce—AmuseincnfB of mo-
narchs—War, ono of llicm—Wars, wlicnco—And wlience mo-
narchy—TJie evils of it—Englisli and rmich loyalty contrastcd
—The BaaLile, and a prisoner {¡¡'"re—LiH -ríy tho chief recom-
mondation of this coiiniry—Modero pauiotism finestronablo,
and wljy—Tlio porishablo iiniuroof tho bost human institutions
—Spiritual liherty nol ])cria(iai)Ic—Tlie slavish stato of man by
nature—Deliver liim, Dcial, if yon can—Graco must do it—The
respective merits of palriots antl marlyre statod—Tlieir düForeot
treatmcnt—Ilappy froedom of tho man whoin grace inakcs frce—
His lelisli of tlío works of God—Addrcss to the Crcator.

'TIS morning; and the sun, with ruddy orb
Aecending, fires th' horizon ; -whíle the clouds
That crowd away before the driving wind,
More ardent as the disk emerges more,
Resemble most some city in a blaze, 5
Seen through the leafless wood. His elanting ray
Slides ineffectual down the snotvy vale,
And, tinging all with his own rosy 4iue,
From ev'ry horb and ev'ry epiry blade
Stretches a Icngth of sliadow o'er the field. 10
Mine spindling inte longitude immcnse,
In gpite of gravity, and sage remark
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That I myself am but a flceting sliade,
Provokes me to a smile. Wilh eye askance,
I view the muscular proportion d liinb 15
Transform'd to a lean shank. Thc shapeless pair,
As they desigii'd to mock rae, at my side,
Tako stop for stcp ; and, as I near approach
The cottage, walk along the plaster'd waJl,
Propost'rous sight! the legs without the man. 20
The verdiire of the plain lies buried dccp
Beneath the dazzling delugo ; and the bents,
And coarser grass, upspearing o'er the rest,
Of late unsightly and unseen, now shine
Conspicuous, and in bright apparel ciad, 25
And, fledg'd with ley fcathers, nod superb.
The cattle mourn in corners, whcre thc fenco
Screcns thera, and scem half petrified to sleep
In unrccuinbcnt sadness. Thcre they wait
Their wonted fodder ; not like hung'ring man, 30
Frotful if unsupplied ; but silent, moek,
And patient of the slow-pac'd swain's delay.
Ho from the stack carves out the accustom'd load,
I^'-ep-plun^ng, and again deep-plunging oft,
His broad kcen knifo hito the soUd raass j 35
Smooth as a wall the upright remnant stands,
With Buch undeviating and evcn forcé
He severs it uway ; no needloss care,
I^est storm should overset the lojining pile
Heciduous, or its own iinbalanc'd weight. 40
Forth goes the woodman, Icaving unconcern'd
The choerful haunts of man ; to wield the axe,
And drive the wedgc, In yonder forcst drcar,
Trom morn to evo hia solitary task.
Shaggy, and lean, and shrewd, with pointed eara 45
And tail cropp'd short, half lurcher and half cur—
His dog attends him. Glose bohind his heel
•Now creeps he slow; and now, with many a frisk
M^ide-scamp'ring, snatclies up the drifted snow
With iv'ry teelh, or plonghs if^vith his snout ; 50
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Then sliakes bis powder'd coat, and barks for joy.
Heedless of all his pranks, tlie sturdy churl
Moves right toward the mark j ñor stops for aught,
But now and then with prcssure of his Ihnmb „
T' adjust the fragrant charge of a short tubo, 55
That fumes beneath liis nose : the trailing cloud
Streams far behind him, scenting ai! the air.
Now from the roost, or frora the neighb'ring palo
Where diligcnt to catch the first faint gleam
Of smiling doy, tbey gossip'd sida by side, CO
Come trooping at the housewife's wcll known cali
The feather'd tribes domestick. Half on wing,
And half on foot, they brush t)ie fleecy flood,
Conscious and fearful of too deep a plunge.
The sparrows peep, and quit the shelt'ring eaves, 65
To seizc the fair occamon ; well they eye
The scatter'd grain, and ihievishly resolv'd
T' escape th' impending famine, often scar'd
As oft return—a psrt voracious kind.
Chan riddance quickly niadc,one oniy caro 70
Remains to each, the search of suriny nook,
Or shed irapervious to the blast. Resign'd
To sad necessity, the cock foregoes
His wonted strut; and, wading at their head
With well-consider'd steps, seems to resent 75
His alter'd gait, at.d stateliness retrench'd.
How find the myriads, that iii summer chcer
The hills and valleys with their ccascless songa,
Due sustenancc, or where subslst they now ?
Earth yields them naught; th' imprison'd worm is

safo 80

Beneath the frozen clod ; all seeda of herba
Lie cover'd cióse j and berry-bearing thorns,
That fced the thrush, (whatcvcr some suppose,)
A8brd the smaller minstrels no suppiy.
The long-protractcd rigour of the year 85
Thins all their num'rous flocks. In chinks and holeí

Ten thousand seek an unmolested end,
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As instinct prompts j self-baried ere thcy die.
Thc very rooks and davvs forsake tlie fields,
Where neither grub, ñor root, ñor eartli nut, now 00
Repays theír labour more ; and perch'd alofl
By tlie way-side, or stalking iu the path,
Lean pensioners iipon thc trav'ller's track,
Pick up thcir nauseous dolé, though sweet to them,
Of voidcd pulse or half-dígested grain. 95
The streanis are lost amid the splendid blank,
O'crwhelming all distinction. On the flood,
Indurated and'fix'd, the snowy -wcight
Lies undissolv'd ; while sílcntly bencath,
And unperceiv'd, the currcnt steals away. 100
Not so where, scornful of a chcck, it leaps
The mill-dam, dashcs on the restiess whccl,
And wantons in the pebbly gulf below:
No frost can bind it tiicre ; its utmost forco
Can but arrcst thc light and smoky mist, 105
That in its fall the liauíd sheet throws wide.
And sce where it has hung the embroider'd banks
^Vith forms so various, that no pow'rs of art,
The pcncil, or thc pon, niay trace the scenc !
Here glitt'ring turrets riso, upbearing high, 110
(Fantastick misarrangemcnt!) on the roof
Large growth of what may seem the sparkling trees
And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops
That tricklcd down the branchos, fast congeard,
Shoot into pillara of pellucid lengtli, 115
And prop thc pile they but adorn'd before.
Here grotto within grotto safe defies
The sunbcam } tliere, emboss'd and fretted wild,
The growing wonder takes a thousand sliapes
Capricious, in wliich fancy Eceks in vain 120
The likenessof some object seen before.
Thus Nature works as if to mock at Art,
And in defiance of her rival pow'rs;
By thcse fortuilous and random strokes
Performing such inimitable feats; 125

O*
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As slie vrith all her rules can ncvex reach.

Less worthy of applause, tliough more admir'd,
Becausc a novelty, the work of man,
Imperial mistrcss of tlie fur-clad Russ,
Thy most magnficent and mighty froak, 130
Tlie wonder of thc North. No fbrest fell

When thou wouldst build ; no quarry sent its stores,
T' enrich thy walls : bul tliou didst hew the floods,
And make lliy marble of tlie glassy wave.
In such a palace Aristceus found 135
Cyrene, when he bore the plaintíve tale
Of his lost bees to her maturnal car:

In such a palace poetry might place
Thc armoury cf Winter ; whcrc his troops,
The gloomy clouda, flnd-weapons, arrowy sleet 140
Skin-piorcing volloy, blossom-bruising Imil,
And snow, that often blinds the trav'ller's course,
And wraps him in an unexpccted tomb.
Silcntly as a dream the fabrick rose ;
No sound of hammcr or of eaw was thcre: 145

Ice upon ice, the well-adjustcd parts
Were soou conjoin'd, ñor cther cemcnt ask'd »
Than water interfus'd, to maho them one.
Barops gracefully dispos'd, and of all hucs,
Illumin'd ev'ry side : a wat'ry light 150
Gleam'd through tlie olear transparency, that seem'd
Another mocn new ris'n, or meteor fall'n
From Heav'n to Eartli, of lambent flame serene
So stocd thc brittle prodigy ; though smooth
And slipp'ry the materials, yet frost-bound 155
Firm as a rock. Ñor wanted auglit withín
That rcyal rcsidcnce might well befit,
For grandour or for use. Long wavy wrcaths
Of flüw'rs that fear'd no enemy but warnith,
Blush'd on the pannels. Mírror nceded none 160
Whcre all was vitrcous ; but in crdcr due
Convivial table and coramodious seat

(Whal seem'd at least commodlous seat) were there >
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Sofá, and couch. and high-built throne augiist.
The same lubricity was found in all, 165
And all was moist to the v;arm to\ich ; a sceno
Of evancsccnt glor}', once a stream,
And soon lo slidc into a stream again.
Alas! 'twas b.at a mortifying stroko
Of undesign'd scvcrity, tliat glanc'd, 170
(Mado by a monarch,) on her own estáte,
On human grandeur and the courts of kings.
'Twas transient in its natflre, as in show
'Twas durable ; as worthlcss, as it seem'd
Intrinsically prccious; to the foot 175
Treach'rous and false j it smird, and it was cold.

Great prínces have grcat play-things. Some havo
play'd

At hewing mountains into men, and some
Al building human wonders monntain-high.
Some have amus'd tlm dull, sad years of lifo, 180
(Life spent in indolence, and thcrefore sad,)
^Vitli schcmes of monumental faniej and sought

pyramids and mausolean porap,
Short llv'd thcmselves, t' immortalize thelr bones.
Some seck diversión in the tentcd ficid, 185
And makc the sorrows of mankind their sport.
®ut war's a gamo, whiclt, were their subjects wise,
Rings would not play at. Nations would do welJ,
1*' extort their truncheons from the puny hands
Of héroes, whosc infirm and baby minds 100
Aro gratified with mischief; and who spoil,
I^ecause men suíTer it, their toy,^he world.
Whsn Babel was conroundcd, and tlic grcat

Confod'racy of projcctors wild and vain
^Vas split into diversity of tongues, 193
Then, as a shepherd sepárales his ílocl^
These to the npland, to the vailey those,
God drovc asundor, and assign'd their lot
To all the nations. Ampie was the boon
lie gave them, in its distribution fair
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And equal; and he bade tliem dwell in peace.
Peace was awhile Iheir care ; they plough'd, and sow'di
And reap'd llieir plenty without grudgc or strífe.
But violence can never longer slecp
Than human passions picase. In every heart 205
Are sown the sparks that Uindle ficry war ;
Occasion needs but fan them, and they blaze.
Caín liad already shed a brother's blood:
The deluge wash'd it out j ̂ but left unquench'd
Tho seeds of murdcr in the bren.st of man. 210
Soon by a rightcoiis judgmcnt in the lino
Of his descending progcny wás found
Tho first artificer of dcath j the shrewd
Contriver, who first Bweated at tho forge,
And forc'd the bluntand yct unbloodied steol 235
To a keen cdge, ancT^iade it bright for war.
Him, Tabal nam'd, tho Vulcan of oíd times,
The Bword and falchlon their inventor claim
And the first smith was the first murd'ror's son.
His art surviv'd the waters ; and ore lonfr, 220
When man was multiplicd and spread abroad
In tribes and clans, and had begun to cali
Theso mcadows and that range cf hills his own,
The tasted swcets of property begat
Desirc of more ; and inaustry in soma, 225
T' improve and cnltivate.lhcir just deraesne,
Mado others covot wliat they saw so fair.
Thus war began on Earth : thesc fought for spoil,
And those in self-defoncc. Savage at first
The onset, and irregular. At lengtli 230
One eminent above tho re.st for strength,
For stratagem, for courago, or for all,
Was choBon leader ; him they serv'd in war,
And him in peace. for sakc of warlike deeds,
Rev'rcnc'd no lesa. Who couM with him compare ?
Or who so worthy to control themselves, 23^
As he, whoso prowess hnd subdu'd theír foes ̂
Thus war, affording field for tho display
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Of yirtue, toado ene chief, whom times of peace
Which have their exigencies too, and cali
Fot skill in governnient, at longth made king.
^ng wag a ñame too proud fot rnau to woar
With mcdesty and meokness ; and the crown
So dazzling in tiieir ejes, who sct it on,
Was Eure t' intoxicatc tho brows it bound

ís the abject propertj of most,
That, being parce! of the conimon mass,
And destitute of meaos to raise themselves,
Ibej siok, and settlo lotver tlian tiiey need.
Iney kiiow not what it is to feel witliiu
A comprehensive facoltj, tbat grasps
Great purposes with easo, tijat turna and wields,
most witliout an cfiort, plaiis too vast
or thcir conccption, wliich they cannot move.

^nscious of irnpotence tlioy soon grow drunk
gazing, when they sce an able man
forth to notico ; and, üesotted tJias,"

Build him a pedestal, and eay, " Stand there,
And be onr admiration and our praise."

roll tliemselves bcforc him in the dust, 2C0
most dcserving in their own account

hen jjiQgt extravagant in Iiis applause,
8 ifj exalting him, they rais'd tiiemselves.

^hns hy degroes, self-chcated of their Bound
And sober judgment, that he is but man, 205
Bhey demi-deify and fume him so,
^nat in duc season he forgets it too.
Jnflaled and astrut with selfconceit,

gulps ti: a windy diet; and ere long,
Adopting their niistakc, profoundly tiiinks 270
The world was madc in vain, if not for liim.
^hfenceíbrth tlioy are Iiís cattie ; drudges, hora
*0 bear his burdens, drawing in lila geais,
And sweating in his eervice, his caprico
Becomes the soul tliat animatcs them aJI. 275
íg deems a tl.ousand, or ten thousand livee,
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Spent in tho purcliaso of renown for hiin, ^
An easy reck'ning; and they thlnk tJic samo.
Thus kingr- v/ero invcnted, and thus kings
Were burnish'd irto ucroes, and becamo Í2S0
The arbiters of this terraqueoua swamp ;
Storks among frogs, that havo but croak'd and died.
Strange, that such folly, as lifts bloated man
To eminence, fit oiily for a god,
Should ever drivel out of human lips, 26o
E'en in the cradled wealinoss of the world !
Still stranger much, tliat, whon at length mankind
Had reach'd the sinewy firmness of theír youth,
And could discrimínate and argüe well
On subjects more mysterious, they were yet 290
Babes in tho cause ofüecdom, and should fear
And quake before the.gods themsclves had made :
But above measuro strange, that neither proof
Of ead experience, noi exampics set
By some whose patriot virtue has prevaird, 295
Can even now, when they are grown maturo
In wisdom, and with philosophick dceds
Familiar, serve t' emancípate tho rest!
Such dupes aro men to custom, and so prona
To rev'rence what is anciont, and can plead 300
A course of long observance for its uso,
That even servitude, the worst of ills,
Because deliver'd down from sire to son,
Ib kept and guarded as a sacred thlng.
But ie it fit, or can it bear the shock 305
Of rational discusslon, that a man,
Compounded and made up like other men
Ofelements turaultuous, in whom lust
And folly in as ampie measuro meet
As in the bosoms of the slaves ho rules, 310
Should be a despot absoluto, and boast
Himsolf tho only freeman of hia land ?
Should, when he pleases, and on whom he wiU>
VVage war, witli any or with no pretence
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Of provocation giv'n, or wrong siistain'd, 315
And forcD the boggarly last doit liy means
That his own huinour dictates, from thc clutch
Of Povcrtj', that thus ho may procure
HÍb tliousaads. weary of pcnurioua life,
A splondid opportunity to die ? 320'

ye, who (with less prudence thin of oW
otilara ascrib'd to liis assembled trees
poütick convenlion) put your trust
til shadow of a bramble, and, reclin'd
^ fancied peace beneath his dang'rous branch, 325

ejoice in Iiim, and celébrate his sway,
^ere find 3^0 passive fortitude ? Whence springs

-our sclf-denying zeal, that holds it good
o stroke the prickly grievance, and to hang
»s thorns with strcamcrs of continual praise ? 330

too aro fricnda to loyalty. We love
king who loves the law, rcspects liis bounds,
reigns content wilhin them ; him wc serve

- reoly and with delight, who loaves ua free ;
recollecting still that lie is man, 335

o trust him not too far. King though he be,
^d king in England too, he may be weak
nd vaiu enough to be ambitious stiJI j
^y eserciso amíss his proper pow'rs,

r covet more than frecmen choose to grant í 340
®yond that raark is treason. He is ours,
adniiiiister, to guard, t' adom the state,

ut uot to warp or cliange it. We are his,
o Serve him nobly in the common cause,

^ue to the death ; but not to be his slaves. 345
tark now the difF'rence, 3'e that boast your love

betwecn your loyalty and ours.
e love the man ; the paltry pageant, you;
e the obicf patrón of the commonwealth ;
ou, the regardloas author of its woes: seo

for the sako of libert}-, a king ;
chaiiis and bondage for a tjTaní's sake:
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Our lovo is principie, and has its root
In reason ; is judícious, manly, freo ;
Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod, 355
And licks the foot that treads it in the dust.
Wero kinjrship as true trcasure as it seeras,
Sterling, and \vorthy of a wiso man's wish,
I would not be a king to be belov'd
Causeless, and daub'd vvlth undisccrning praiee, 360
Where leve is mero attachment to the throne,
Not to the man wlio filis it as he ought.
Whose frecdom is by sufíTrance, and at will

Of a superiour, he is never free.
Who Uves, and is not weary of a life 365
Expos'd to manacles, descrves them well.
The state that striveaJbr libcrty, though foird,
And forc'd to abandon-wliat she bravely sought,
Deserves at least applanse for her attñmpt,
And pity for her loss. But that's a causo 370
Not oflcn unsnccessfal: pow'r usurp'd
Is weakness when oppos'd ; conscious of wron<yj
*TÍ3 pusillanimous and prone to íliglit.
But slaves, that once conccive the glowing thought
Of frcedom, in that hope itself posscss 355
All that the contest calis for ; spirit, strength,
The scorn of dangcr, and unitcd hearts j
yhe surest presago of tlic good they seek.*
Then shame to manhood, and opprobrious moro

To Franco tlian all her losscs and dcfeats, 380
Oíd or of later date, by sea or land,
Her house of bondage, worse than that of cid
Which God avong'd on Pharaoh—the Bastile
Ye horrid low'rs, tli' abodo of broken hearts :
Yo dungeons, and ye cagos of despair, 385
That monarchs have supplled from age to age
* The author bopes llrnt he slinll nol be ccnsnrod for un*

ntcessary wnrmth iifoii so imt-Písliníf a subject. He
awai^e, that it is berome almost tasblonal>le,'to stígrnatiz*
pch Mntimeuts as no bflter ihau einply (ieclamatiou; bul U
i£ an U1 sym])iom, und peculiar to modera times.
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With musick, such as suits thcir sov'rcign cars—
l'lio sighs and groans of niiserablo mcn !
There'a not an English heart that would not leap
To hear that ye wore fall'n at last; to kiiow SÍK)
That e'en our enemies, so oft employ'd
In forging chains for us, thcmsolves wcre freo.
For ho who valúes Libcrty, confines
His zeal for her predominancc wltliia
No narrow bounds ; her causo engages hhn 395
Wherever pleaded. 'Tis tlie cause of man.
There dweil tho most forlorn of huraaii kind,
Iniraur'd though unaccus'd, condomn'd untried,
Cruelly spar'd, and hopeless of escapo.
There, likc thc visionary emblcm sccn 400
By him of Babylon, life stands a stump,
And, fillcted about with lioops of brasa,
Still Uves, though all lils pleasant boughs are gone.
To count thc hour-bell and cxpcct no chantre;
And evcr as the sullen sound is Iieard, 405
Still to reflect, that, though a joyicss note
To him whose moments all have ono dull pace,
Ten thousand rovors in tho world at largo
Account it musick ; that it summons some
To theatro, or jocund feast, or ball; 410
The wearied liireling finds it a releaso
From labonr ; and the lover, v/ho has chid
Its long dclay, fccls ev'ry wolcomo stroko
Upon his heart-strings, trombling with delight—
To fly for rcfuge from distracting thought 4i5
To such amusements as iugenious wo
Contrives, ha'"d shiftiug, and without her tools—
To read engravr.i; nu tho mouldy walls,
In stagg'ring Lv j»i-;s, liis predocessor's talo,
A sad rat .norí.-il, and subjoin his own— 420
To tum purvcyor to an overgorg'd
And bloated spidcr, till the pamper'd pest ,w
Is made fanúliar, watchcs his approach, ,
^omoaat hia cali, and serves him for a friend—
VuL. lí. 10
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To wcar out time iii numb'ring' lo aud fro 425
The Btuds that thick cmboss his iron door;
Then downward and theu upward, then asiant,
And then altérnate; with a sickly hopo
By dint of change to give bis tasteless task
Some rolish; lili the sum, exactly found 430
111 all directíons, ho beguis agaiii—
O comiortless existcnco 1 hcmm'd ai'oimd

Witli wons, wiiich who that suffers would not kneel
And bcg for exile, or the pailas of death ?
That man should thus cncroach on follow man, 438
Abridge him of his just and native rights,
Eradicato him, tcar him from his hold
Upon th' endearments of doinestick lifo
And social, nip his fruitfulness and nse,
And doom him for pe*rhaps a heodless word 440
To barrcnness, and sóTíludc, and tears,
Moves indignation, makcs tlic ñame of king,
(Of king whom such prerogatlvc can picase)
As droadful as tho Manichcan god,
Ador'd tlirough fear, strong only to dcstroy.
'Tis liberty alone, that givcs the flow'r

Of flceting lifc its lustre and perfumo;
And we are weeds without it. All constraint,
Except what wisdom lays on ovil mcn,
Is evil; hurts the facultics, impedes 450
Their progress in the road of seicncc ; blinda
Tlie eycsight of Discovery ; and bcgets,
ín thoso tliat snfTcr it, a sordid mind,
Bestial, a raeager intellect, unfit
To be the tcnant of man's noble form. 455
'l'liee tliercforc still, blanieworthy as thou art,
AViih all tiiy loss of empirc, and tliough squeoz'd
By pnblick exigcnee, til! anniial food
i'ails for tlio craving hungor of tho stato,
Thco 1 account stíIl happy, and the chicf 460
Arnong tho nattons, sccing thou art free 5
Wy nativo nook of earth ! Tliy elimo is rude,
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Repleto wiíh vapourSj and disposes mucli
All licarts to siulncss, and nono inore tlian mine :
TJiinc unadultcrate maiiners are less soft 405
And plausible tlian soetal life rcquircs,
And tliou hast nccd of discipline and art,
To give tlioo what politer France reccives
i" rom Nature s bounty—that humane address
And sweetness, without wliich no plcasure is 470
In conversej eitlier starv'd by cold reserve;
Or flush'd by íierce disputo, a senselcss brawl.
Yet, being freo, I love lliee : for the sake
Of tlial onc feature can be wcll content,
Bisgrac'd as Ihou hast been, peor r.s thou art, 475
To sock no subluniry rest besids.
Rut once enslav'd, faixwell! I could enduro
^hains no wberc patiently ; and cliaiiis at heme,
Whcro 1 am fiee by birthriglit, not at all.
Then vhat werc loft of rougliness in tlie grain 4S0

British naturcs, waiiting its excuso
That it bclongs to frceuicn, would disgast
And shnek me. I sliould thcn v.úth double paín
^ col all tho rigour of thy fickle cliinc ;
And, if I raust bcwail tlic blesalng lost, 485

whicli our ílampdens and our Sidneys bled,
I Would at least bewaii it uudcr skics
^lilder, among a pooplc Icss austero ,
In sccnes, which bavíng never known me free,
Y'^ould not reproach nio witli the loss I felt. 490
1^0 1 forchode impossíblc evcnts,
And tremblc at vain dreams ? Hcav'n grant I may!
Rnt th' age of virtuous polilícks is past,
And wo aro deep iritliat of cold prctencc.
Bntriolg are grown too slircwd to bo sincere, 495
And we too wlse to trust thcm. He that takcs
I^ncp in hÍ3 soíl crcdulity tlie stamp
Dosign'd by loud dcclaimcrs on" tlie part
Of liberty, (llioniselvos the slavcs of Inst,)
Ineurs dcrision for bis cnsy faith ^ 500
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And lack of knowlcdge, and with causo cnougb:
For whcn was publick virtuc to bo found,
Whorc prívate was not ? Can he leve the whole,
Who leves no part ? He bo a nation's friend,
Who Í3 in truth the friend of no man thero ? 505
Can he bo strcnuous in his country's cause,
Who slights tJie ciiaritics, for wlioso dcar sake
That country, if ai all, must be belov'd ?
'Tis therefore sober and good mcn are'sad

For England's glory, seeing it wax palé 510
And sickly, while her chainpions wear tlieir hcnrts
So Joosc to prívate duty, that no brain
Hcalthfol and undisturb'd by factious fumes,
Can droam tlicm triisty to the gen'ral weal.
Such wero they not of oíd, whose tempcr'd blados 515
Dispers'd the shacldca of usurp'd control,
And hew'd them link from link ; thon Albion's sons
Werc sons indecd ; tliey fclt a filial heart
Beát high witliin them at a mother'a wrongs;
And, sliining each in his domestick sphere, 520
Shonc brigh'er still, once caU'd to publick view.
'Tis therefore many, whose sequcster'd lot
Forbids tlieir inlcrferenco, looking on
Anticípate perforcc somo diré ovent;
And seeing the cid castio of the stato, 5^
That promis'd once moro firmness, so assail'd,
That all its tcmpcst-bcatcn turrcts shake,
Stand motionless expectants of its fall.
All has its dato below ; the fatal hoiir
Was rogistcr'd in Ilcav'n ero time began. 530
We turn to dust, and all cur mightiest works
Die too : the dcep foundations that we lay,
Time ploughs them up, and not a traco romains.
We build with what we deein eternal rock;
A distant age osks whcrc the fabrick stood ; 535
And in the dust, siftod and searcli'd in vain,
The undiscovcrable sccret sloops.
But thcre Is yet a libert.y, unsnng
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By poels, and by senalors unprais'd,
AVhicli monarchs cannot grant, uor alí the powVs 540
Of Eartli and ííell confed'ratc takc avray :
A liberly, whicli pcrscculion, fraud,
Oppression, prisonp, have no pov/'r to bind
Wlilch wlioso tastes can be enslav'd no moro.

'Tis liberly of hcart dcriv'd from ílcav'n, 545
Bonght witii his blood, who gave it to mankind,
And Beal'd with thc same token. It is licld
By cliarter, and that cliarter sancUon'd sure
By th' unimpeaohablo and awful oatli
And promisc of a God. His othcr gifis 550
All bcar the royal slamp that spcaks them his,.
And are august! but thís transccnds them all.
His othcr works, thc visible display
Of all-creating onergy and might,
Are grand, no doiibl, and worthy of thc word 555
That, finding aii interminable spaco
Hnoccupicd, has fiU'd thc void so well,
And made so sparkling what was daik before.
But these are not his glory. Man, 'lis true,
Smit \vith tlic beauty of so fair a scenc, 560
Might well suppose th' artiíicer divino
Meant it eternal, liad he not hímseU'
Bronounc'd it transicnt, glorious as it is,
Aiul, stlll dcsigning a moro glorious far,
Doom'd it as insiinicicnt for his praise. 505
Tlicsc thcrcfoie are occasional, and pass;
Fonn'd for the confutation of the loo!,
Whose lying hcart disputes against a God ;
That office serv'd, they rausL be swcpt away.
Not so thc lahüin-s.or his lovc : thcy shínc 570
In othcr hoav'ns thaii tliesu that \ve behold,
And fado not. Tlicrc ia Tafadisc that feara
No forrciture, aud of ils fruits ho senda
Largo prclibatitm oft to síjints belovv.
Of these the íirst in order, aml tlie pkdge, 575
And cuundeut assuranco of tlic reaf,

IC»
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Is libcrty ; a fliglit into his arms,
Ere yet mortality's fine thrcads givo way,
A clear escape from tyrannising lust,
And full immunity from penal wo. 580
Chains are the porüon of revoltcd man,

Stripes, and a dungcon; and his body serves
The triple purposc. In that BÍckly, foul,
Opprobrious residencc, he finds thcm all.
Propense his lieart to idols, lio is held 585
In silly dotage on crcatcd things,
Careless of their Creator. And that low

And Bordid gravitation of his pow'rs
'To a vile clod, so draws hira, with sucii forcé
Resistless from the centre he should scek, 590
That he ai last forgets it. AÍl his hopes
Tend downward ; his arabition is to sink,
To reacli a deptb profounder still, and stíll
Profounder, in the falhomless abyss
Of folly, plunging in pursuit of death. 595
But ere he gain tire comfortlcss reposo
He seeks, and acquiescence of his bouI
In Hcav'n-renouncing exilc, he endures—
What dees he not, from lusts oppos'd in vain,
And self-reproacliing coiiscience ? He forcsces 600
The fatal issue to liis hcalth, fama, peaco,
Fortnno, and dignity ; the loss of all
That can ennoblc man and makc frail lifo,
Short as it is, supportable. Still worse,
Far worse than all the plagues with which his sins
Infect his happiest momcnts, he forbodes 606
Ages of hopeless mis'ry. Futuro cleath,
And death still futuro. Not a hasty stroke,
Liko that which sends him to the dusty grave:
But unrepealablc, cnduring, death. 610
Scripturo is still a trumpet to his fcars ;
What none can prove a forgery, may be trae ,
What none but bad men wish exploded, must. 7
That Bcruple checks him. Riot is not loud " »
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Ñor drunk enougli to drown it. In the midst , 615
Of laughtor hís compnnctions are sincero;
And ho abhors thc jcst by which ho shines.
Remorso begets reform. Hls master-lust
Falls first bcfore bis resolute rcbulio,
And sccms dcthron'd and vanquisb'd. Peace ensues,
But spurious and short Uv'd : tho puny child 621
Of sclf-congratulating PridC; bcgot
On fancied Innoccncc. Again ho falls,
And fights again ; but finds, hís bcst cssay
A presago ominous, portcndlng ctill 625
Its owii dishonour by a worsc relapso.
Till Nature, unavailing Nature, foird
So ofl, and wcaried in tho vain atterapt,
ScoíTs at ber own performance. Reoson now
Takcs part with appetitc, and pleads the causo 630
Bcrvorsely, which of late slio so conderun'd;
With sliallow shifls and oldAdevices, worn
And bitter'd in thc scrvice of^debauch,
Cov'ring his shamo from his offcnded sight.
" Hath God indced giv'n appetites to man, 635

And ator'd the earth so plenteously with means
To gratify the hungcr of his wish j
And doth he repróbate, and will he dama
Tho uso of liis own bounty ? making first
So frail a kind, and then enacting laws 640
So strict, that less than perfect must dcspair ?
Falsehood ! which whoso but suspects of truth,
Dishonours God, and makes a slave of man.

they thomselvos, who undertako for hiro
Tho teacher's. oíBco, and dispense at largo 645
Thoir weekly dolo of odifying strains,
Attcnd to thoir own musick ? havo thoy faith
Jn what, witli such solcmuity of tone
And gesture, they propound to our belicf ?
Nay—Conduct liath the loudcst tongue. Tho vcicé
la but an instrument, on which the priest 651
May play what tune he nleasos. In tho deed,
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Tho uncquivocal, authenück dcod,
We find sound argumcnt; wc rcad thc licart."

Sucli rcas'nings (if Uiat nainc inust noods belong
T' excuses in wliicli rcason lias no parí) C5ü
Serve to composc a sjúrit well iiiclin'd
To livo on terms of amíty wiili vice,
And sin without disturbanoc. Oftcn urg'd,
(As often as, libidinous d'.scourse CCO
Exhausted, lie rcsorts to solcmn tliemes
Of theological and grave import,)
They gain at last Iiis unreserv'd asscnt;
Till, harden'd his heart's Icmpcr in ihe forgo
Of lust, and on tho anvil of despair, 6G5
He slights the strokes of conscionco. Notlúiifr moves,
Or nothing mucli, his consfahc}' in ill;
Vain tamp'ring has but foster'd liis diseasc ;
'Tis dcsp'rate, and lie slecps tlio slecp ofdcath.
Haste, now, pliilosoplior, and sel liini freo. C70
Charra thc dcafsorpont wisely. Makc him Iicar
Ofrectiíude and fitness, moral truth
líow lovely, and Llie moral soiise how surc,
Consultcd and obey'd, to guide his stops
Diroctly to the^rsi «nd 075
Spare not in such a cause. Spend all the pow'rs
Of rant and rhapsody in virtue's praisc ;
Be most subliraely good, verboscly grand,
And with poetick trajipings grace tliy prose,
Till it out-mantle all the pridc of verse.— GSO
Ah, tinkling cyrabal, and high sounding bra.ss,
Smittcn in vain ! such musick cannot charra
Tho eclipso, that intcrcepts truth's heav nly beam
And chill - and darlcens a widc v.-ind '-infT pouI.
Thc still small voicR is wanldd. He inust spcak,
Whose word Icajis firth at once to Its eiTcot;
Who calis íbr things tliat aro not, ..v.á Ihoy come.
Grace makes tho slavc a frcciiiaii. 'Tis a chango

That tunis to ridiculo thc turgid sjieech
And Btately tone of inoialists, wlio boast C9()
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As if, like Iiim of fabulous rcnown,
Thcy liad indeed ability to smooth
The shag of savage nature, and wero each
An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song j
But transformation of apostato man 695
From fool to wise, from cartlily to divino,
Is work for Ilim that mado him. He alone,
And ho by means in philosophick eycs
Trivial and wortliy of disdain, achieves
The wonder j hiunanizing what is bruto 700
In the lost kind, extracting from tlio lips
Of asps their venom, overpow'ring strength
By weakness, and hostility by leve.

Patriots havo toil'd, and, in thcir country's cause
Bled nobly j and thcir dceds, as they desorvo, 70o
Receivo proud recompense. We give in charge
Their ñames to the sweot lyre. Th' historick muse,
Proud of the treasuro, marches with it down
To latest times; and Sculpturc, in hcr turn,
Gives bond in stono and evcr-during brass 710
To giiard thcm, and t' immortalizo licr trust:
But fairer wrcaths are due, though never paid,
To those who, posted at tho shrine of Truth,
Have fall'n in hcr defence. A patriot's blood,
Well spcnt in sucli a strifc, may earn indeed, 715
And, for a timo, eiisure to bis lov'd land
Tho swcets of liberty and eqnal laws ;
But martyrs struggle for a brightor prlzc,
And win it with more pain. Thoir blood is shed
líi confirmation of the noblcst claim— 720
Our claim to foed upon immortal trutb,
To walk with God, to be divincly free,
To soar, and to anticipate tlio skics.
Yet fcw rcmombcr thcm. They liv'd unknown,
Till persccution dragg'd them into fama, 725
And cbas'd them up to Hcavcn. Thcir ashes flew
—No marblc tells us whitlier. "VVith their ñames
No bard ombalms and sanctifies his song;
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And history, so warm en moaner themes,
Is cold on thÍ9. Sho exocrates indoed 730"^

Tho tyrannj tiiat doom'd thcm to the firo,
But gives th'; (jlorious suíTrcrs littlo praiso.*
Ho is the frecman whora tlio trutii niakcs froc,

And all are slaves bcsido. Ti sre's not a chain

That lit»llish foes, confod'ralo for liis hann, 735
Can wind around lüm, but bo casis it off
With as much caso as Samsoii hís greon withes.
He looks abroad inte the varied íieid
Of nature, and thoiigh poor, pcrhaps, compar'd
With thosc wiiose mansions glittcr in his sight, 740
Calis tiie delightful sccnery all his own.
His are the mountains, and the valle)'-s hís,
And tho rcsplTudent rivers. "^íls t' enjoy
With a proprioty that nonc caTi foel,
Butwho, with filial confidence inspir'd, 745
Can lift to heav'n an nnpresuraptuous eye,
And smiling say—" My Father made thcra all!"
Are thcy not liis by a pccnllar right,
And by an cmphasis of int'rost liis,
Whose eyc they fill with tears of lioly joy, 750
Whose hcart with praiso, and whosc e\alted mind
With wortliy thoughts of that iinwearied love,
Tliat plann'd, and built, and síill upholds a world
So cloth'd with heauty fbr rebellious maní'
Tes—^yc may fill your garners, yo that reap 755
The loaded soil, and ye may wasle much good
In scnseless riot but ye will not find
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance,
A liberty like his, who, uniinpeach'd
Of usurpation, and to no man's wrong, 7C0
Appropriaíes naturo as iiis Father's work,
And lias a richcr uso of yours tlian you.
Ho is indeed a frooman. Freo by birt!»
Of no mean city; plaim'd or ero tlic hills

" Sce Hume.
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Wcre builf, the fountains opcn'd, or tho sea, 765
VVith all his roaring mullitude of waves.
Hia freedom is the same in cv'ry state j
And no condition of tliis changeful life,
So mamfold in cares, whosc cv'ry day
Brings its own evil with it, makes it Ics¿3: 770
í'or he hnn wmgs, that ncitlicr sickness, pain,
Ñor penury, can cripplc or confine.
No ñook so narrow, hut lie sprcaris tuciii thcro
^Vith case, and Is at largo. Tli' oppi-cssor holds
His body bound ; but knows not what a rango 775
His spirit takes, uuconscious cf a, chain;
And that to bind him is a vain attcmpt,
^'^ hom God dclights in, and in whom He dwolls.
Acquaint Uiysclf witli God, if thou would st taste

His works. Admittcd once to his embrace, 780
Thou slialt porccive that tliou wast blind bcfore :
Thine eyo sliall be instructcd ; and thinc heart,
Made puro, shall relish with divine dclight,
Till then unfelt, what hands diviuc have wrouglic.
Brutos grazo tlio inountain cop, Avith faces prono, 785
And oyes intent upuii tiic scanty herb
It yields them; or, rccurabent on its brow,
Buniinate heedless ofthe sceno outsprcad
Benoath, beyond, and stretchiiij far away
^^'im inland rcgions to the distant main. 790
Man views it, and admires j but rcsts contcut
With what ho views. TJie landscape has his praiso,
But not its aiiLlior. Unconcern'd who form'd
The Paradise ha seos, he Cnds it such,
And such woll pleas'd to find it, asks no more. 795
Not su the mind that has beon touch'd frora Ilcav'n,
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught
To read His w.:.ndors, in wiioso thought tho world,
Fair as it is, eilstcd ero it was.
Ñor for its own sake merely, but for his 809
Much more who fashion'd it, ho gives it praise ¡
Pralse that from oarth rcsulting, as it ought^
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To carlh's acknowledg'd sov'rcign, findía at once
Its only just proprietor in Him.
Thc soul that eecs him, or rcceivcs sublim'd 805
New faculties, or learns at least t' employ
More worthily the powers she own'd before,
Discerns in all things what, with ntupid gaze
Of ignorance, till tlicn she ovcrlook'd,
A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forma 81 f
Terrestrial in tho vast and the minute ;
The unambiguous footstcps of the God,
Who givos its lustre to an insect's wing,
And wheels his throne upon thc rolling worlds.
Much convcrsant with Heavon, she often holds 815
With those fair ministers of light to man,
That fill tho skiea nightly with silent pomp,
Sweet confercncG. Inquirea what strains wero they ■
With which Heaven rang, whcn every star, in hasto
To gratúlate the new-created cartli, 620
Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God
Shouted for joy.—" Tell me, yo shining hosls,
That navigate a sea tliat knows no storms,
Bencath a vault unsulUcd with a cloud,
If from your elevation, wlienco yo view 825
Distinctly scenes invisible to man,
And systems, of wliose birth no tidings yet
Have reach'd this nether world, ye spy a race
Favour'd as ours; transgrcssors from the womb
And hastíng to a grave, yet doom'd lo risc, 830
And to possess a brighter Heaven than yoiirs ?
As one, who, long dctain'd on foreign shores,
Pants to roturo, and whcn he eccs afar
His country's weather-bleaclx'd and batter'd rocks,
From the green wave cmcrging, darts an eyo 835
Radiant with joy toward thc happy land;
So I with oniinated hopee behold,
And many an aching wiah, your hcamy fires,
That show like beacons in the blue abyss,
Ordain'd to gulde th' cmbodied spirit home 840
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From toilsomo lifo to never-cnding rest.
Love kindles as I gaze. I feel ,desircs
That gire assurancc of thcir own success,
And that, infus'd from Hoavcn, must thither tcnd."
So reads he Nature, whom tho lamp of truth 845

Illuminates. Thy lamp, mystcrious Word I
^Vhi^h wlioso socs, no longer wandcrs lost,
With intollects beraaz'd in endlcss doubt,
B'it runs the road of wisdom. Thou liast bnilt

^ith means that were iiot, lili by Ihee employ'd, 850
Worlds that liad never bcen, hadst thou in strcngth
J^een lesg, or Icss benevolcnt than strong.
They are thy witncsses, who spoak lliy powT
And goodness infinite, but speak in eárs
That hear not, or recoive nol their rcport. 855
In vain thy crealures Icslify of thee,
Till thou proclaim thyself. Thcirs is indecd
A teaching voico ; but 'tis the praiso of thinc,
That whom it teachcs it makes prompt to learn,
And witli tho boon givcs talents for its use. 860
Till thou art heard, imaginations vain
Possess tho heart, and fables falsa as hall:
Yet deera'd oracular, luro down to deatli
The uninform'd and heedless souls of men.
^Ve give to chance, blind clianco, oursolves as blínd,
The glory of thy woik which yct appcars 866
Tcrfect and unimpcachable of blanie,
Challenging human scrutiny, and prov'd
Thén akilful most whcn most severely judg'd.
But chance is not; or is not wlicre thou reign'st: 870
Thy providence forbids that fickle pow r
(If pow'r she be, that works but to confound)
To inix hcr wild vagarics with thy laws.
Yct tbus wo dote, refusing while \ve can
Instruction, and invcnting to ourselves 875
Gods Buch as guilt makes welcomo; goda that slaop,
Or disregard our follies, or that sit
Amus'd spectators of this bustlmg stage.
VoL. II. n
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Thee wo rcjcct, unabic to abide
Thy purity, till purc as thou art puro, 880
Made such by thec, we love thee for that cause,
For which wo shuun'd and hated thee beforc.

Then we are free. Then libcrty, like day,
Breaks on tlio soul, and by a flash from heav'n
Fires all the facultios with glorious joy. 885
A voicc is hcard tliat mortal ears hear not,
Till thou hast touch'd them j 'tis the volco of song,
A loud Hosanna scnt from all thy works j
Which be that hears it, with a shout repeats,
And adds lüs raptare to the general praise ! 600
In that blest momcnt, Nature, throwing wido"
Her veil opaque, discloses with a smile
The author of her beautics, who, retir'd
Bohind liis own creation, works unseen
By the impure, and hears his powT denied : 605
Thou art the sourr.e and centre of all minds, '
Their only point of rost, eternal Word !
From thee departing, tlicy aro lost, and roye
At random, without honour, hopc, or pcace.
From thee is all that sooths the life of man, 000
His high endeavour, and his glad success,
His strength to sulTer, and his will lo servo.
But O thou bounteous Giver of all good,
Thou art of all thy gifls thysolf the crown!
Give what thou canst, without thee wo aro poor; 009
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away.

'r 'X ' t
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THE TASK.

TíIE WINTER WALK AT NOON.

ARGUMENT OF THE SIXTII BOOK

Bella íit a distanco—Their cfFcct—Afine noon in winter—A shel-
tercd walk—Aíoílitation betier thuin bookií—Oiir familiaritT witli
Ibe coursc ol'Naturo mnkes it apponr losa wonderful tlmn 'it ía—
Tlio iranslorinaiiijii lliut Sjiriu^ cíTl-cIs in a shrubbory, dcscribetl
*—A mistake concurnin^» tbc courso of ííaturc cor.'f cled—God
niaintains it by an unromítted act—Tlie amuaemcnts fashionablo
at tilia liuur uf t!ie day rej)rovcd—Animóla bappy, a delight-
ful siglit—Origiii of cruelly to nniinals—Tliat it ig a great
crime provcd Jrom Scripturc—Thal proof illuairatcd by a talo-^
Alinetlrawn bolwccn Ihc lawful and tinluwful dcstnictíon of
thom—Tlicir gooil and propcrtieg inaiítcd on—Apology
for tho oncomiunis bostowed by tJ»e author on uiiimals—Inatancoa
of inan's exlravagant praisc of man—TI:e groana of tlie crea-
tion shnll havo an cnd—A vicw takcn of tho TCstoTution of ail
tilinga—An iiivocation and an invitation of Hir.i who sliall bring
it tu pnss—Tlia retirad man vindicatod l'rom the chargo of twe-
Icssnusa—Conclusión.

THERE is in souls a sympathy tvith sounds,
And as Ihe mind is pitch'd, thc ear is pleas'd
With molting airs or martial, hrisk, or grave;
Soino cliord in unisón with wliat wo hear
Is touch'd wilhin us, and thc heart replies, , 5
Ilow soft Iho musick of thoso villago bells,
Falling at intcrvals upon the ear
In cadenee sweet, now tlying all away,
Now pealing loud again, and louder stlU,
Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on I 10
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With easy forcé it opens all tho colls
Where Mem'ry slept. Wherever I have hcard
A kindrod inclody, tho scene rocurs,
And with it all its ploasures and its pains.
Such comprehensivo viows tho spirit takes, 15
That in a fcw sliort moments I retrace

(As ín a raap tho vojagor hís course)
Tho windings of my way through many years.
Short as in retrospect tho journcy seems,
It seem'd not always short; tlio ruggefl path, 20
And prospcct oft so dreary and forlorn,
Mov'd many a sigli at its disheart'ning lengíh.
Yet fceliiig prosent evils, while the past
Faintly impress the mind or not at all,
How roadily we wisli timo spont revok'd, 25
That wo might try tño ground again, where once
(Tlirough incxpericnco as we now perccive)
We miss'd that happmoss we might Iiavo found !
Some friend is gene, perhaps liis son's best friend!
A father, whose autliority, in show 30
When most severo, and must'rlng all its forcé,
Was but the gravcr countenancc of love ;
Whosc favour, like tho clouds of spring, might low'r,
And uttor now and then an awful voice,
But had a blessing in its darkest frown, 35
Threat ning at once and nourishing the plant.
Wc lov'd, but not enongh, tiic gentle hand
That rcar'd us. At a thoughtless age, allur'd
By Gv'ry gilded folly, wo renounc'cl
Ilis shelt'ring sido, and wilfuily forewcnt 40"
That converse which wc now in vain regret.
How gladly would the man rccall to life
Tho boy's noglectcd siró ! a mother too,
That softcr friend, perhaps more gladly still,
Might ho demand them at tho gatos of dcath. 45>
Sorrow has, siiice thoy went, subdu'd and tam'd
The playful húmour : lie could now endure,
^Himself grown sober in the vale of tears,)
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And fecl a paront'a prescncc no rcstraint.
But not to understand a trcasare's worth, 50
Till timo has storri away thc slightod good,
Is cause of half tlie povery \\c fcol,
And makos the World tlio wilderncss it is.
Thc fcw that pray at all, pray offc amíss,
And, sceking graco t' improvo the pñze they hold, 55
Would urge a wiser suit than asking more.
Thc night was winter In its roughcst mood j

The morning sharp and clear. But now at noon
Upen the southern side of tlie slant hills,
And where the woods fence off the northern blast, 00
The season smiles, reslgníng all its rage,
And has the warmth of May. The vault is bluo
^Vithout a cloud, and wliite without a speck
The dazzling splendour of the scenc beíow.
Again the harmony comes o'or thc vale ; 65
And tlirough thc trecs I vicw th* cmbattlcd tow'r,
^hcncc all the musick. I again perccivo
The soothing inflaence of thc waftcd strains,
And sottio in soft inusings as I tread
Thc walk, still vcrdant, under oalis and clins, 70
Whosc outspread branclies overarch Üie glade.
The roof, though moveable through all ils length
As the wind sways it, has yet well sufíic'd,
And, intererpting in Iheir silent fall
Thc frequetit flakes, has kept a path for me. 75
No noiso is hero, or none that hinders thought
Tile red-breast warbles stiU, but is content
Witb slcnder notes, and more tlian half suppress'd;
Pleas'J with bis solitude, and ílitting Hght
Erom spray to spray, where'cr he roats ho shakes 80
Froin many a twig Lhe pcndcnt drops of ice,
That tinkle in the withcr'd leaves below.

Stillncss, accompanied with sounda s? soft,
Charms moro than silcnce. Medilation hcro

May Ihink down hoars to inoincnts. Hcro the hcart 85
May givo a useful lesson t" the head,

31"
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And Learning wiser grow without his books.
Knowledgo and Wisdom, far from boing one,
Havc ofttimes no connexion. Knowlcdgo dwclls
In hcads repleto with thouglits of otlícr men; 90
Wisdom in ininds attentive to thcir own.
Knowledge, a rudo unprofitoble mass,
The more matcriab -vTith wliich Wisdom builds,
Till smooth'd, and squar'd, and fitled to its placo,
Dees but encumber v.*Iioin it scems t' enricli. 95
Knowledge is proud tliat ho lias leam'd so much ;
Wisdom is liumblo that lie knows no more,
Books are not seldom taiisraans and spells,
By whicli the magick art of shrowder wits
Hold an unthinking multitudo enthralVd. 100
Somc to the fascination of a ñamo,
Surrender judgment hood-wink'd. Some tho stylo
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds
Of erroiir leads thcin, by a tune entranc'd.
While sloth seduces more, too wcak to bcar 105
Tho insiipportable fatigue of thought,
And swallowing, tlicrefore, without pauso or choico
Tho total grist unsifted, husks and all.
But treo and rivulets, whoso rapld courso
Defics tho chcck of wintcr, haunts of dcer, TIO.
And shecp-walks populous with blcating lambs,
And lañes, in which the primrose ere her time
Peeps througli tlie moss, that clothcs the hawtliom

rcot,

Deceive no student. Wisdom therc, and trulh,
Kot sliy, as in the worid, and to bo wou 315
By slow solicitation, seizo at once
Tho roving thought, and fix it on thetnsclvos.
What prodigies can pow'r divine perform

More grand than it produces ycar by yoar,
And all in sight of inattentive man ? 120
Familiar with th' effcct, we slight the causo,
And in the constancy of Naturo's course,
Tho regular rcturn of genial inontlis,
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And rcnovation of a fadcd world,
Seo nought to wonder at. Shoiüd God agtun, 125
As once in Gibeon, internipt the raco
Of th' undeviating and punctual sun,
How would tho world admiro ! But speaks it lesa
An agcncy divine, to mako him know
His raomcnt when to sink and vrhcii to rise> 130
Ago aftcr age, tlian lo arrcst his courso ?
AU we behold is luiraclG j but seen
So duly, all is iniracle in vain.
VVhere now the vital energy, tliat mov'd
"VVhile summer was, tho puro and subtic lymph 135
Through th' imperceptible mcaud'ring veins
Of leaf and flow'r ? It sloeps ; and th' icy touch
Of unprolifick winlcr has impross'd
A cold stagnation on th' intcstinc tido.
But Ict the months go round, a few short raontlis, 140
And all shall be restor'd. These nakcd sboots,
Barren as lances, among which the wind
Maltes wintry musick, sighing as it goes,
Shall put thtíir gracoful foiiago on again,
And, more aspiring, and witii amplcr spread, 145
Shall boast new charms, nnd more than they havo lost.
Then each in its peculiar honours ciad,
Shall publish cvon to the distont eye
Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich
In strcaming gold ; syringa, iv'ry puro: 150
The scentlcss and the sccnted rose ; tliis red
And of a humbler growth, the othor* lall,
And throwing up into the darkcst gloom
•Of ncighb'ring cyprcss, or moro sabio yow,
Hcr silvcr globes, light as the fcainy sarf, 155
That tho wijid scvcrs from tlic broken wavc j
The lilack, various in array, now white,
Now sanguinc, and hcr bcautcous hcad novr set .
With purplc spikes pyramidal, as if
Studicus of ornament, yet unresolv'd 160

Tho Gueldcr Rose. > '

-  ÍÍV
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Which buo she most approv'd, slio chose thcm all;
Copious of flowcrs, the woodbine, palé and wan,
But well compcnsaüng her sicldy looks
With never cloying odours, early *and lato;
Hypericum all blooxn, so tliick a swarm 105
Of flowers, like liies clothing her slender rods,
That scarce a Icaf appears ; inezcreon, too,
Though leaficss, well-attir'd and thick beset
With blushing wrcaths, investing evcry spray;
Altlicea with the purple eye ; the broom 170
YoUow and bright, as bullion unalloy'd,
Her blossoms ; and luxuriant abovo all
The jasmine, throwing wide her olegant swects,
The dcep dark green of whose unvarnkh'd leaf
Maltes more conspicuous, and illuLmines more 175
The bright profusion"bF her scatter'd stars.—
Thcse have bccn, andTliese shall be in thcir day >
And ail this uniform uncolour'd sceno

Shall be disinantled of its fíeccy load,
And flush inte variety again. 180
From dearth to plcnty, and from dcath to liíb,
Is Nature's progresa, when sho lectures man
In heav'nly truth ; evincing, as shc makcs
The grand transilion, Ihat their Uves and works
A soñl in all things, and that soul is God. 185
The bcautics of the wilderncss are his,
That makes so gay the solitary place,
Where no eyo sees thcm. And the fairer forms,
That cultivation glories in, are his.
He seis the briglit procession on its way, 190
And mardials all the order of the ycar ;
He marks the bounds, wliicli wlntcr may not pass,
And blunls his pointed fury ; in Its case,
Russet and riide, folds up the tender gerra,
Uninjur'd, with inimitable art; 195
And, ere onc flow'ry season fados and dice,
Designa the blooming wonders of Iho ncxt.
Somo say íhat in the origin of things,
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When all creation etarted into birth,
The infant clcmcnts receiv'd a law 200

From wliich ihoy swerv'd not sinco. That undor forcé
Of that controlling ordinanco they move,
And necd not His imraediatQ Iiand who first

Frescrib'd thcir course, to regúlate it now.
Thus drcam thcy, and contrive to save a God 205
rii' encumbrarles of his own concerns, and sparo
The great artincer of ail that moves
The stress of a continual act, tho pain
Of unremitted vigilance and care,
As too laborious and severo-a task. 210
So man, tiie motli, is not afraíd, it sceras,
To span omnipotence, and measure míght
That knows no measure, by Iho scanty rulo
And standard of his own, that is to-day,
And is not ere to-morrow's sun go down. 215
But how should raatter occupy a charge,
Bull as it is, and satisfy a law
So vast in its dnmands, unless Impeird
To ceaseless scrvice by a ceaseless forcé,
And undcr pressuro of somo conscious causo ? ^0
Tho Lord of all, hiinself through all diffus'd,
Sustains, and is tho lifo of all that lives.
Naturo is but a ñame for an eífect,
Whoso Cause is God. He feeds tho secret firo,
By which the niighty process is maintain'd, 225
"Who sleeps not, is not weary ; in whose sight
Slow circling ages are as translent days j
Whose work is without labour ; whose designs
No flaw defonns, no diíBculty thwarts ;
And whose boneficence no chargc exhausta. 230
Him blind antiquity profan'd, not sorv d,
With sclf-taiight rites, and under various ñames,
Female and mala, Pomona, Pales, Pan,
And Flora, and Vertumnus; peopling eorlli
With tutclary goddesses and god.s, 235
That wcre not; and connnending as they would
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To each somo provmco, garden, field, or grovfl.
But all are undcr ono. Ono spirit—His
Who worc tlie platted thorns with bleeding brows—
Rules universal naturo. Not a flower 240
But shows some touch, in frcckle, streak, or stain,
Of his unrivaH'd pencil. Ho inspires
Their balmy odours, and imparts their hues,
And bathes their cyes with néctar, aud includes,
In grains as countless as the seaside sanda, 345
The forma with which he sprinkles all the earth.
Happy who walks with him! whom what he finda
Of fiavour or of scent in fruit or flower,
Of what he views of beautiíul or grand
In nature, from tho broad majcstick oalt 230
To the green bladü that twinkles in tho sun,
Pronipts with rciiTcmbrancc of a present God
His prcsencG, who made all so fair, porceiv'd,
Makes all still faircr As with liim no sceno

Is dreary, so with him all soasous pleaso. 255
Though winter had bccn r.onc, had man been triio
A.nd earth be punish'd for its tenant's sake,
Yet not in vengeance ; as this smiling sky,
So soon succeeding sueh aa angry night,
And these diSsolving snows, and this clear stream 260
Recov'ring fast its liqoid musick, prove.

Wlio, then, that has a mind well strung and tan d
To contemplation, and witlün his reach
A scene so fricndly to his fav'rite task,
Would wasto attention at tho checker'J board. 265
His liost of wooden warriours to and fro

Marching and counterraarchlng, with an eyo
As fix'd as inarblo, with a forchead ridg'd
And furrowM into storms, and with a hand
Trcmbling, as if eternity were liung 270
In balance on liis condaet of a pin ?
Ñor envicB ho auglit more llieir idio sport,
■\Viio pant with application luisapplicd
To trivial toys, and, pushing iv'ry baila
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Across a velvet level, feel a joy 275
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds
Ita destin'd goal, of difficult accesa.
Ñor deems he -wiser him, who gives hia noon
To misa, the mercer's plague from shop to sUop
Wand'ring, and litt'ring with unfolded sUks 280
Tho polish'd counter, and approving nono,
Or promising with smiles to cali again.
Ñor him, who by bis vanity seduc'd,
And sooth'd into a dream, ihat he discerns
The diffrence of a Guido from a daub, 285
Trequonts the crowdcd auction : station'd thero
As duly as the Langford of the show,
With glass at eye, and catalogue in hand,
And tonguo accomplish'd in the fulsomc cant
And pedantry that coxcombs learn with ease: 200
Oft as the pricc-deciding hamnicr falls,
He notes it in his book, then raps his box,
Swears 'tis a bargain, rails at his hard fatc,
That he has let it pass—but nevcr bids l

ílere unmolestcd, through whatover sign 295
The sun proceeds, I wandor. Neither mist^
Ñor freozing sky ñor sultry, checking me.
Ñor stranger intcrmcddling with my joy.
E'en in tho spring and playtime of the yeai^
That calis the uiiwonted villager abroad 30O
With all her little oncs, a sportivo train,
To gathcr kingciips in tho ycUow mead,
And prink their hair with daisies, or to pick
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook—
Thcse sbades aro all my own. The tlmkous haxe,
Grown so familiar with hcr freqiiont guest, 306
Scarco shuns me; and the stnck-dova, unalarm'd,
Sita cooing in the pinetrce, ñor suspends
Hislong love ditty for my near npprooch.
Drawn from his refuge in somo lonely clra, 310
That age or injury has liollow'd dcep,
Whcrc, ou his bed oí" wool and matted Icavcs,
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Ho has outslept the winter, venturas forlli,
To frisk awhile, and bask in the warm sun,
The squirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play ; 315-
Ho sees me, and at once, awift as a bird,
Ascends the neighb'ring beech; fhere adiisks bis bruab,.
And perks his ears, and stainps, and cries aloud,
With all the prcttiness of feign'd alarm,
And anger insignificantly fierce. 320
The heart is hard in naturo, and unfit

For human fellowsliip, as being void
Of sympathy, and therefore dead aliko
To love and fricndship botb, that is not pleas'd
With sight of animals enjoying Ufo, 325
Ñor fecis thoir liappinoss angment his own.
The bounding fawn, that darts across the glado
When nono pursUís, through mero dolight of heart
And spirits buoyant with excess of glee ;
The horse as wanton, and ahnost as flcct, 330
That skims the epacious meadow at fui! speed,
Then stops, and snorts, and, throwing high his heeis,
Starts to the voluntary race again j
Tho very kine that gambol at high noon,
Tho total hord reooiving first from one, 335
That leads the dance, a summons to bo gay,
Though wild their strango vagarics, and°uncouth
Thoir efforts, yet resolv'd, with one conscnt,
To give such act and utt'rance as they may
To ecstasy toobig to be suppress'd— 340
These, and a thousand ¡magos of bliss,
With wliich kind Naturo graccs ev'ry scone,
Whore cruel man dcfeats not her dcsign,
Impart to the bonevolont, who w-ish
AU that aro capablo of pleasuro pleas'd, 345
A far supcriour happincss to thcirs,
Tho comfort of a reasonable jny.
Man scarce liad ris'n, obedicnt to his cali

Who form'd him from tho dust, his futiire grave,
VVhen ho was crown'd as ncvor king was sinco. 350



THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 133
God set the diadem upon his head,
And ángel choirs attendcd. Wond'ring stood
The ncw-made monarch, whilo before him pasa'd,
All happy, and all pcrfcct in thoir kind,
The creatures, sumraon'd írom their various hauntfl,
To seo their sov'reign, and confess his sway. 356
» ast was his empirc, absoluta his pow'r,
Or bounded only by a law, whose forco
Twas liis sublimest priviiege to feel
And own—the law of universal levo. 36Ü
He rul'd with raeekncss, they obey'd wíth joy;
No cruel purposo lurk'd witbin his heart,
And no distrust of his intent in theirs.
So Edén was a sceno of harinless sport,
^^here kindness on his part vvho rul'd the wholc, 365
Begat a tranquil confidenco in all,
And fear as yet was not, ñor cause for fcar.
^ut sin raarr'd all; and tlie revolt of man,

'Tliat source of evils not oxhausted j'ct,
punish'd with rcvolt of his from him. 370

Garden of God, how terrible the chango
Tliy groves and lawns thcn witness'd ! Ev'ry heart,
Each animal, of ev'ry ñame, concciv'd
A jcalousy and an instinctivc fcar,
And, conscious of some danger, either fled 373
Erocipitate the loath'd abode of man,
Gr growl'd dcfiance in such angry sort,
As taught him too to trcrablc in his turm
Thus Jiarmony and family accord
Were driv'n from Paradiso ; and in that hour 380
The soeds of cruolty, that since have swcH'd
To such gigantick and enormous growth,
^ere sown in human nature's fruitful aoil.
Henee date the persecution and the pain,
That man inflicts on all inferiour kinda, 335
Regardless of their plaints. To make him sport,
To gratify the frenzy of his wrath,
Or his base gluttony, are causes good
VoL. II. 18
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And juflt in,hi8 account, wliy l>¡rd and boast
Bhould HUÍTor torturo, und tlio strcams bo diod 300

With blood of thoir inlmbitants impal'd.
Earth groans bcncalh tho burdcn of a war

Wag'd with defonceles3 mnoccnco, while ho,
Not satisfied to prey on all around,
Adds tenfold bitterness to dcath by panga 3D5
Needless, and first tormenta ere he devours,
Now happiest they that occupy tho acenos
Tho most remote from his abhorr'd rcsort,
Whom once, as delegato of God on earth,
They fear'd, and as Iiis perfect Imagc, lov'd. ^0®
The wilderness is theirs, with all its caves,
Its hoHow glens, its thichets, and its plains,
Unvisited by mam- Thero they aro freo,
And howl and roar-as likos thera. uncontroU'd j
Ñor ask his leave to slumber or to play. 405
Wo to tho tyrant, if he daré intrude
Within the confines of their wild domain t
Tho lion telFs liim—I am monarch here—

And if he spare liim, spares him on tho terins
Of royal mcrcy, and Ihrough gon'rous scorn 410
To rend a victim trembling at his foot.
In measurc, as by forcé of instiuct drawn,
Or by necessity constrain'd, thoy live
Dcpendent upon man ; tliosc in his fiolds,
Thcso at liis crib, and some bcncalh his roof. 415
Thoy prove too ofton at how dear a rate
He sclls prbtection—Witness at his foot
The spaniel dying for some venial fault
Under dissection of the knotted scourgo ;
Witness the patient ox, with stripes and yells 420
Driv'n to the slaughtcr, gnaded, as lio runs,
.To madness; while tho savago at his lieels
Laughs at the frantick suff'rer's fury, spcnt
Upon tho guiltless passenger o crthrown.
He too is witness, noblcst of tlie Irain 425
That wait on man. tho ílight-oerforniing horsc ;
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With Ulisuspecting rcadlncíís ho takos
llis nmrd'rcr on liis back, and, push'd all day
Witli blocding sides and flanks that licavo for life,
To tlic far distant goal arrivcs and dies. 430
So littlo rnorcy ehows wlio nccds bo much !
I^oes law, so jealous in thc cause of man,
Denounce no dooni on tho dclinquent ? None.
He livcs and.o'cr bis brimming beakcr boasts
(As if barbarity werc high deserl,) 435
Tb' mglorious feat, and clamorous in praise
Of llie peor bruto, sccms wisely to suppose
The bonours of bis matcblcss berso bis own.
But many a crimo, decm'd innocent on earth,
Is register'd in Heav'n ; and tbese no doubt, 440
Have cacli thcir record, with a curse annex'd.
^an }nay disiniss compassion from bis heart,
Bul God wili ncvor. Wlicn lie charg'd the Jew
1^' assist bis foc's down-fallon beast to riso ;
And wbcn tlie busb-exploring boy, that aeiz'd 443
Tlio young, to let thc parent bírd go free ;
Brov'd be not plainly, that bis mesner works
Are yet bis care, and liave an int'rcst all,
All, in tbe universal Fathor's lovc?
On Noab, and in hiin on all maiikind, 450
Tho cbarter was confcrr'd by whicb we hold
The flesh of aninials in fcc, and claim
O'cr all we fced on pow'r of life and dcalh.
But read tho instrumcnt, and raark it well:
Th' oppression of a tyrannous control 455
Can find no warrant thero. Feed then, and yieid,
Thaniis for tby food. Carnivorous, through sin,
Fced on Ibe slain, but spare tho living brute ?
Tho Govcrnor of all, bitnsclf to all

So bountiful, in wbose attentive ear 460
Thc unflcdg'd ravcn and tho lion's wholp
Blead not in vain for pity on tlie panga
Of hungcr unassuag'd, has intcrpos'd,
Not soldoin, bis avenging orm, to sinite
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Th' injurious trampler upon Naturc's law, 465
That claims forbearance even for a bruto.

He hales the hardness of a Balaam's heart j
And, prophet as he was, he might not striko
The blameless animal, without robuke,
On wbich lié rodé. Her opportunc ofTenco 470
Sav'd him, or the unrelcnling seer liad died.
He sees that human cquity is slack
To interforc, thougli in so just a cause :
And makcs the task his own. ínspiring dumb
And hclpless victiras with a sense so keen 475
Of injury, with such knowledgo of thoir strength
And su.ch sagacity to take rcvenge,
That oft the beast has seem'd to judge the man.
An ancicnt, not a legendary talo,
By one of sound Intelligence rohears'd, 480
(If such who picad for Providence may seem
In modern eyes,) shall makc the doctrine clear.
Whore England, stretch'd towards the setting sun,

Narrow and long, o'orlooks the western wave,
Dwclt young Misagatlius; a scorner he 483
Of God and goodness, atheist in ostent,
Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce. »
He joumey'd : and his chance was, os he went,
To join a trav'llcr, of far difforent noto,
Evander, fam'd for piety, for years 490
Deserving honour, but for wiadom moro.
Fame had not Icíl the veiíerablo man

A stranger to the mannors of the youth,
Wliose face, too, was familiar to his vlew.
Their way was on the margin of the land, 495
O'cr the grcen summit of the rocks, whose base
Beats hack the roaring surge, scarco heard so bigh.
The charity that warm'd his heart, was raov'd
At sigiit of the man-monster. With a smüe
Gentle and affable, and full of grace, 500
As fearful of offending wliom he wisli'd
Mucli to persuade, he plied his ear willi truths
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Not harldly thunder'd forlh, or rudely press'd,
But, like his purpose, gracious, kind, and swect
" And dost thou dream," th' impenetrable man 503
Exclaim'd, " that me the lullabies of age,
And fantasies of dotards, such as thou,
Can cheat, or move a moment's fear in me ?
Mark now tho proof I givc thec, that tho bravo
^íced no such aids as superstition lends 510
" To steel tlieir hcarts against the dread of death."
He epoke, and to the precípico at hand
Bush'd with a madman's fury. Fancy shrinks,
And tho blood thrills and curdles at the thought
Of such a gulf as he deslgn'd his grave. 515
But though the felón on his back could daré
The drcadful Icap, more rational, his steed
Heclin'd the death, and wheeling swiflly round,
Or ere his hoof had press'd the crurabling verge,
Baffled hia ridor, sav'd against his will. 520
The frenzy of the brain may be redress'd
By mcd'cinc well applied, but without grace
The heart's insanity admits no cure.
Enrag'd the more, by what might have roform'd
His horrible intent, again he sought 526
Hestruction, witli a zeal to be dcstroy'd,
With sounding whip, and rowels died in blood,
But still in vain. The Providence that meant
A longer date to tho far nobler beast,
Spar'd yet again th' ignoblcr for his sake. 630
And now, his prowess prov'd, and his sincere
Incurable obduracy evinc'd,
His rage grew cool, and, pleas'd perhaps t' have eam'd
So cheaply, the renown of that attempt,
With looks of Bome complacence he resum'd 535
His road, deriding much tho blank amaze
Of good Evander, still whore he was lefl
Fix'd motionless, and petrified with dread.
So on they far'd. Discourse on other themcs
Ensuing seem'd t' oblitérate the past; 540

12
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And tamcr fai^for so mucb fury shown,
(As is Ihe course of rash and fiery men,)
Thc rudo compardon smird, as if transíbrm'd—
But 'twas a transient calm. A storm waa ncor

An unsuspectcd storm. His hour was come. 545
The impious challenger of Pow'r divino
Was now to learn, thal Heav'n, though slow to wrath,
Is never with iinpunity defiecl.
His borse, as he had caught his mastcr's mood,
Snorting, and slarting into sudden rage, 550
Unbidden, and not now to be controll d,
Rush'd to tlie cliff, and, havijíg reacli'd it, stood.
At once the shock unseated him: he fiew

Sheer o'cr the craggy barricr j and immers'd
Deep in the flood, fannd, when he sought it not^ 555
The death he had doscrv'd, and died alono.
So God wrought double justice ; made the fool
The victim of bis own tremendous choice,
And taught a brute the way to safo rcvenge.
I would not enter on my list of friends, 500

^Though grac'd with polish'd inanners and fine sense»
Yet wanting sensibility,) the man
Who nccdlessly sots íbot upon a worm.
An inadvcrtent stop may crush the snail
That crawls at ov'niug in tho publick patli; 505
But he tiiat has humanity, forcwarn'd,
Will tread asido, and let ihe reptilo Uve.
The croeping vermin, loathsome to the sight,
And charg'd perliaps witli venom, tliat intrudes,
A visitor unwelcomc, into scenes 570
Sacrcd to neatncss and reposo, th' alcovc,
Tlie chamber, or refectory, may dio;
A necessary act incurs no blaino.
Not so when, held within thoir propcr bounds,
And guiltless of ofíbnce, tlicy rango thc aír, 575
Or tako tlieir pasünio in the spacious fiold :
Tiicre they are privileg'd ; and he tliat hunts
Or harms them there la guilty of a wrong,
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Disturbs the economy of Naturo's roalm,
Who, wlien she form'd, design'd them an abode. 580
The sum is Ihis : If man's convenience, healLh,
Or safety, interfere, his rigiits and claims
Are paramount, and must extinguish tbeirs.
Else they aro all—the mcanest tlihigs that are —
As freo to livcj and lo eiijoy tliat lífo, 5«5
As God was free to form them at the first,
Who in liis sov'reign wisdom made them ail.

therefore, who love mercy, teach your sons
To love it too. The spring time of oiir ycara ,
Is soon dlshonour'd and defil'd in most 590

budding ills, that ask a pnident hand
To check them. 13ut, alas ! none sooner shoots,
If unrcstrain'd, into luxuriant growth,
Than cruclty, most dev'Iish of them all.
Mercy to hira that shows it, is the rule 595
And righteous limitation of its act,
% which Pleav'n moves in pard'aing guilty man;
And he that shows noric, being ripo in years,
And conscious of the outrage he commits,
Sliall seek it, and not find it, in his turn. 600

Bistinguish'd much by reason, and still more
I^y our capacity of grace divine,
I^rom crcatures, that exist but for our sake,
Which having serv'd us, perish, we are held
Accountablo j and God some futuro day C05
W¡n rcckon with us roundly for th' abuse
Of wliat he deeins no mean ñor trivial trust.

Siiperiour as wo are, they yet dopend
Not moro on human help than \ve on theirs.
Their strength, or speed, or vigilance, were giv'n 610
In aid of our defects. In somo are found
Sucli teacliablc and apprciiensivc parta,
That man's attainments in his own concerns,
Match'd with th' oxpcrtncss of the brutea in theirs,
Aro ofttimes vanquish'd and tlirown far behind. 6i5
Somo show tliat nicc sagaclty of ainoll,
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And read witli such discernment, in the port
■ And figure of thc man, his secret aim,
That oft we owe our safety to a skill
We could not teach, and must despair to loarn. 6{¿0
But Icarn \vo might, if not too proud to stoop
To quadrupcd instructers many a good
And useful quality, and virtue too,
Rarely cxcmplified among ouraclves.
Attachment ncvcr lo be wean'd, or chang'd ^*25
By any cliange of fortune : proof alike
Against unkindncss, abscnco, and neglect ;
Fidelity, that ncither hríbe ñor threat
Can movo or warp; and gratitüde for small
And trivial íavoiirs, lasting as thc Ufe, 630
And glist'ning ev&nin tlie dying cyo.
Man praises man. -J)escrt in arts or arms
Wins publick honour ; and ten thousand eit
Batiently proscnt at a sacred song, '
Comincmoration mad ; contcnt to hcar 63^
(O wonderful efiect of rausick's powcr !)
Messiah's eulogy for Ilandcrs soleo !
But Icss, mcthinks, than sacrilege might aorve—
(For, was it less, what hoathen would havo dar'd
To Birip Jove's statuo of iiis oaken w-rcath, 640
And hang it up in honour of a man ?)
Much less might serve, vfhcn all that we design
Is but to gratify an itching ear,
And give Iho day to a musician'a praise.
Remembor Handcl ? Wlio, that was not bom 645
Deaf as tho dead to harmony, forgcls,
Or can, tlio moro than Homor of his age ?
Yes—we remembor him; and while we praise
A tolent so divine, rcmember too
That His most holy book from whom it carne, 655
Was nover moant, waa nevcr us'd before,
To buckram cut tlie mem'ry of a man.
But hush !—tho Muse pcrhaps is too sovere
And with a gravity bcvond the size

■
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And ineasurc of th' oíTence, rebukes a deed G55
Less impious than absurd, and owing more
To want of judgmcnt than lo wrong désio-n
So in tbe chnpel of cid Ely House,
VVhon waml'ring Chatios, wlio meaut to be the third,
Had fled from Williara, and tlie newa wao frcsh; CCO
The simple clerk, but loyal, did announce,
And cke did toar right merrily, two stavcs,
Sung to the praisc and glory of King George!
^Man praises man: and Garríck's mem'ry next,
Vhen time hath somcwlmt raellow'd it, and mado 665
i he idol of our worship while he liv'd
The God of our idolatry once more,
Shall have itg altar; and tbe worid shall go
In pilgrimage to bow before his shrine.
Tile tiieatre too amall, shall snflbcate 670
Its squeez'd contenta, and more fhan ít admits
Shall sigh at their exclusión, and roturn
^ngratified ; for thcre some noble lord
Shall stuíT his shoulders with King Ricliard's bunch,

wrap himsolf in Hamiet's inky cloak, 675
strut, and storm, and straddie, slanip, and stare,

*0 show the v/orld how Garrick did not act.

Garrick was a worsliipper iiímsclf;
"e drew the liturgy, and íram'd the rites
And solemn ceremonial of the day, 680
And call'd the worid to worship on tlie banks

Avon, fam'd in song. Ali, plcasant proof
■fhat piety has still in human hearts
Sonio place, a spark or two not yet exlinct.
"^he mulb'rry tree was hung with blooming wreaths )
"^he mulb'rry tree stood centro of tlie dance; 686

mulb'rry tree was lij'mn'd wllh dulcet airsj
^nd from his toucliwood trunk the mulb'rry tree
Supplled such relicks as dcvotion hold»
Still sacred, and preserves witli pious carc. 600
So 'twas a haliow'd time : decorum reign'd,
And mirili withcut offcnco. No fcw reí.om'd,
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J3oubtless, much cdified, and all refresh'd,
—Man praises man. The rabblo all alivo
From tippling benches, cellars, stalls, and stycs, 695
Swann in tlio aírccts. The atatesman of the day,
A pompous and slow-moving pagcant, comes.
Somo shout him, and somc hang upen his car,
To gazc in 's eyes, and bless hhn. Maidens wavo
Tlieir kercliiofs, and oíd womcn wccp for joy: 700
Whilo others, not so satisfied, unliorso
The gilded equipage, and turning looso
His stceds, usurp a place they weli deserve.
Why ? what has charm'd thoin ? Hath he saved tho

state ?

No. Doth he purpose its salvatlon ? No. 705
Knchanting noveltjE^lhat moon at full,
Thát finds out ev'ry-crcvicc of the head
That is not sound, and ijcrfect, hath in theits
Wrought this distarhmce. But Iho wano is near,
And his own cattlo raust sufiico liim soon. 7íO
Thus idly do wc waste the brcath of praise,
And dedicate a tribute, in its uso
And just direction sacrcd, to a thing
Doora'd to the du.'5t, or lodg'd already there.
Encomium in oíd time was poet's work; 715
But pocts, having lavishly long sinco
Exhaustcd all matcrials of the art,
The task now falls into the publíck hiad;
And I contented with an humbler theme,
Havc pour'd iny stream of panogyrick down 720
The vale of Nature, whcre it croeps and winds
Among hcr lovcly works with a secura
And unambitious ocurso, reflecting olear,
If not the virtuos, yet the worth of brutes.
And I am recompensad, and deem the toils 7136
Of pootry not lost, if verse of mino
May stand bctwcen an animal and wo,
And teach ono tyrant pity for his drudge.
The groans of Naturo in this nether world,
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Wbich heav'n has hcard for ages, have an end. 730
Forctold by prophcts, and by poets sung,
Whosc fire was kindled at tho prophcts' lamp;
The time of rest, tho promis'd sabbath, comes
Six thousand years of sorrow have well nig
Falfili'd tlieir tardy and disastrous cour.=o 735
Over a sinful world ; and what remains
Of this tempcstuous state of human things
Is merely as the v/orking of a sea
Bcforo a calm that rocks itself ta rest;
For He, whose car tlie winds are, and tho olouds 740
The dust that waits upon his sultry march,
^hcn sin hath mov'd him, and his wrath is hot,
Shall visit earth in mercy; shall descend
- ropitious in Iiis chariot pav'd with leve;
And what Iiis stonns have blasted and dcfac'd 745
For raan's rcvolt, shall with a smilo repair.
Swoct is tho harp of prophecy ; too swcct

Not to be wrong'd by a mere mortal touch;
Ñor can the wonders it records be sung
To mcaner inusick, and not suífor loss. 750
But whcri a poct, or when ono lilie me,
Happy to rovo amoiig poctick ílow'rs,
though poor in skill to rcar thcm, ligiits at last
On somo fair thcme, somo tliemo divincly fair,
Suc.h is tho impulse and the spur hq fcels, 75í>
To givo it praiso proportion'd lo its wonh,
FIjot not t' attcmpt it, arduous as he deems
•fue jabour, were a task more arduous stíil.
O scones surpassing fable, and yet tnie,

Scenes of accomplish'd bliss ! whích wJio can seo, 7G0
Though but in distant prospcct, and not feel
His soul rcfresh'd with foretaste of tho joy ?
Rivers nf gladnoss water all tho earth,
And clothe all climca with bcauty; the rcproac'
Of barrcnness is past. The fruilful ileld 765-
Laughs with abundance : and ̂ he land, once Icatí,
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Or fertile only in íts own disgrace,
Kxults to see its liústly curso rí^cal'd.
Tho various scasons wovon into one,
And that ono seasou nn cternal spring, 7/0
1 hü gartlcn fears no bliglit, and needs no fcnce,
íor there is nono to covet, all are full.
Thc lion, and the libbard, and tho bear,
Cirazo with the Icarless ílocks j all bask at noon
To^ethor, or all gambol in the sliado * ?75
Of tho samo grove, and drink ono common str^mj
Antipathies are nene. No foo to man
^urks in tho serpent now ; the mother seos,
And amiles to see, licr infant's playful hand
titretch'd forth to dally with the crested worm, 78®
To etrokc his azurajicck, or to reccive
The lambent Jiornaoc of his arrowy toncrue.
Al! crcaturcs worship man, and all mankind
One Lord, ene Father. Errour has no place ;
That croeping pestüencc is driv'n away) 735
Tho broath of Heav'n has chas'd it. In tho heart
.ío passion touches a discordant string,
Hut all is harmony and lovc. Diseaso
Is not: the puré and uncontaminate blood
Holds its due course, ñor fears tho frost of age. 790
Ojio song employs all nations ; and all cry,

VVortIiy tiie Larab, for he was slain for us!"
Tlie dwcllcrs in the vales and on the rocks
Sliout to each other, and the niountain tops
From distant mouutains catch the flylng joy^ 795
Till, nation aftcr nation taught the strain,
Karth rolla fhe rapturous hosanna ronnd.
Ilcliold Ihc ineaaure of the promise fiird ;
^ee Salem buÜt, the labour of a God !
llright as a sun tho sacrcd city shincB; 80®
All kiiigdoms and all prinecs of the carth
V loclí to that light; tho glory of all landfl
y lowa into hcr ; unboundcd is hcr joy,.
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And endless hor incrcase. Thy raras are there
Nebaioth, and tlie ílocks of Kedar there )*' 805
The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind,
And Saba's spicy groves pay tribute there^
Eraise is in all her gates; upon her walls,
And in her streets, and in her spacious courts,
Is heard salvation. Eastern Java there 810
Kneeis with the native of tho farthest west;
And iEthiopia spreads abroad tlio hand,
And worships. Her roport has travell'd forth
Inte all lands. From ev'ry clima they como
To see thy beauty, and to sharo thy joy, 810
O Sion ! an a&sembly such as Earth
Saw never, such as Heav'n stonps down to see.
Thus heav'nward all things tend. For all wcre once

I^erfect, and all must be at Icngth rcstor'd.
So God has grcatly purpos'd ; who would else 829
In his dishonour'd works Iiimself enduro
t^ishonour, and be wrong'd without rcdress.
Haste, then, and wheel away a shatícr'd world,
Yo slow-revolving seasons ! we would see
(A sight to which our oyes are atrangcrs yot) 825
A worldj that dees not dread and hato his laws,
And suffer for its crirno ; would learu how fair
The creature is, tliat God pronoimccs good ;
How pleasant in itself what picases liim.
Here ev'ry drop of honey hides a sling : 839
^orins wind thcmselves into our swcetost flow'rs
And e'en the joy, that haply sorae poor hcart
Derives from Heav'n, puré as the fountain Is,
Is sullied in the stream, toking a taint
I^'rom touch of human lips, at best irapure. 835
D for a world in principie as chaste
As tliis is groes and eelíish ! over wliich

* Nebaioth and Kedar, the sons of Ishmae'., and progcniton
of the Arabs in Ihe prophetick Scriplure here ellucfcj to, may
be reasonably considcrod as represenlalives of the Gentiles al
large.

VoL. II. 13
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Custom and prejudice shall bear no sway,
That govern all things here, should'ring asido
The meek and modest Truth, and forcing hor 840
To scek a refuge from thc tonguo of Strife
In nooks obscuro, far from the ways of men;
Whore Violence shall nevar lifl tlie sword,
Ñor Cunning justify the proud man's wxong,
Leaving Iho poor no remedy biit tears: 84*)
Where he Ihat filis an oíficc. ehall esteem

Th' occasion It presents of doing good
More tlian the perquisito : whcre Law shall speak
Seldom, and never but as Wisdom prompts
And Equity; not jealous more to guard 850
A worthless form than to decide aright:
Whcre Fashion shall not sanctify ai)uso,
Ñor smooíli Good-bxeeding (supplemental grace)
With lean performance ape the work pf Levo !
Come, thea, and, added to thy niany crowns, 85«)

Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth,
Thou who alone art worthy ! It was thine
By ancient covenant, ere Nature's birtli;
And thou hast made it thine by purchase since;
And o'orpaid its valuó with thy blood. 660
Thy saints proclairn tliee king; and in their hearts
Thy title is engraven with a pen
Dipp'd in the fountain of eternal leve.
Thy saints proclairn thco king ; and thy delay
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 865
Thc dawn of thy last aclvcnt, long desir'd,
Would creep into tlie bowels of the hills,
And flee fcr safcty to thc falling rocks.
The very spirit of the woild is tir'd
Of its own taunting question, ask'd so long, 870
" Where is the promise of ycur Lord's approach ?"
The infidel has shot bis bolts away,
Till his exhausted quiver yielding nona,
He gleans the blnnted shafts, that have recoil'd,
And oims them at the shield of Truth again. 875
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The veil is rent, rent too by prieslly hands,
That hides divinity from mortal eyea;
And all the mysterics to faitli propos'd,
Insulted and traduc'd aro cast aside,
As useless, to tlio moles and to the bata. 860
They now are dcem'd the faithful, and are prais'd,
^ho, constant oniy in rejecting Thee,
Deiiy thy Godhcad with a martyr's zeal,
And quit their office for their errour's sake.
Bhnd and in love with darkness ! yet e'en these 835
Worthy, compar'd with s\ cophants, who knee
Thy ñame adoring, and then picach thee man j
So fares thy church. But how thy church may fare
The worid takes little thought. Who willmay preach,
And what thcy will. All pastors are alike 890
To wand'ring sheep, resolv'd to follow none.
Two gods divide them all—Pleasurc and Gain ;
Tor these they live, they sacrifico to these,
And in their service wage perpetual war 894
^ith Consclence and with Thee. Lust in their Iiearts,
And mischief in their hands, they roam the earth
To prey upon each other ; stubbom, fiercc,
High-minded, foaming out tlieir own disgrace.
Thy prophets spcak of such; and noting down
The features of the last degen'rate times, 900
^xhibit every Uneamcnt of these.
Coiao, then, and, added to thy many crowns,
Receivo yet onc, as radiant as the rest,
^ne to thy last ajidmiost cffectual work,
Thy word fulfill'd, the conquest of a world ! 905
He is the happy man, whose life e'en now

Shows somcwhat of that happier life to come ;
^'ho, doom'd to an obscure but tranquil state,
^8 pleas'd with it, and, wcre he free to choose,
^ould make his fate his clioicc ; whom peace, the fruit
^f virtuo, and whom virtue, fruit of faith, 911
Trepare for happincss j bespeak him one
Content indeed to gojourn while he must
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Below the skies, but having there his homo.
5'he world o'crlooks hira in her busy search 915
Of objects more illustrious in her view;
And occupied as earnestly as she,
Though more sublimelj, he o'erlooks the World.
Sho scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not;
He seeks not hcrs, for he has prov'd them vain. 920
He cannot skim the grouiid like sumraer birds
Pursuing gilded flieg ; and such he deems
Her honours, her emolumenta, her joys.
Therefore in contemplation is his blisa,
Whoso pow'r is such, that whom she lifls from earth
She makes familiar with a Heav'n unseen, 926
And shows him glories yet to be reveal'd.
Not slothful he, though seeming uneinployed,
And censur'd oft as useless. Stillest strearas

Oft water fairest meadows, and the blrd 930
That fluttera least is longest on the wing.
Ask him, indeed, what trophies he has rais'd,
Or what achievements of imraortal fame

He purposes, and he shall answer—None.
His warfare is wiihin. There, unfatiguM, 935
His fervent spirit labours. Thcro he fights
And there obtains fresh triumphs o'er himself,
And nover-with'ring wreaths, compar'd with wlúcbi
The laurels that a Csesar reaps are wecds.
Perhaps tho self-approving, haughty world, 940
That as she sweeps him with her whistllng silks
Scarce deigns to notice him, or if she seo,
Deeras him a cipher in the works of God,
Receives advantage from his noiseless hours,
Of which she little dreams. Perhaps sho owes 945
Her sunshine and her rain, lier blooming spring
And plonteous harvest, to the pray'r he makes,
When, Isaac like, the solitary saint
Walks forth to medítate at eventide,
And think on her who thinks not for herself. 950
Forgive him, then, thou bustler in concerns
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l)f little wortli, an idler in the best,
If, author of no mischief and some gocd,
He seeks his proper happincss by means
That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 955
Ñor, though he tread tlie sccret path of life,

lio notice, and cnjoy miich ease,
Account him an encunibrance on the state,
Receiving bcnefits, and rond'ring none.
His sphere, thougli humble, if Ibat humble sphere
Shine with his falr example ; and though sijiall 961
His influence, if that infiuencc all be spcnt
In sDothing sorrow, and in qucnching strife,
In aiding helpless indigence in works
Erom which at Icast a grateful fcw derive 905
Borne tasto of comfort in a world of wo;
Then let the eupercilious great confesa
He serves liis country, recompenses well
The state bcneath the sliadow of whoso vine
He sits secure, and in the srale of Ufo 970
Holds no ignoblc, though a slightcd, placo.
The man, whose virlues are more felt tlian scen,
Must drop indeed the hope of publick praise ;
But he may boast, what few that win it can,
That if his country stand not by his skill, 975
At least his follies have not wrought hcr fall.
Tolite Rcfinement ofiers him in vain
Her golden tube, through which a sensua] World
Hraws gross impurity, and likes it well,
The neat conveyance hiding olí tlie oflence. 980
Not that he pccvisbly rcjects a modo,
Becauso that World adopts it. If it boar
Tho slamp and clear impression of good serjje,
And be not costly moro than of truc worth
He puts it on, and for decorum sake 985
Can wear it o'en as gracefulJy as she.
She judges of refineraent by the eye;
He, by the test of conscience, and a heart

Boon deceiv'd; aware, that what is baso
13*
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No polish can make aterling; and that vice, 990
Though well pcrfum'd and eleganlly dress'd,
Like an unburicd carcass trick'd %vith flow'rs,
Is but a garnish'd nuisance, fittor far
For cleanly riddancc than for taír attire.
So life glides snioothly and by stealth away, 995
Alore golden thau tliai age of fabled gold
Renown'd in ancient song ; not vcx'd with care
Or stain'd with guilt, bencficent, approv'd
Of God and man, and peaceful In its end.
So glide my lifc away ! and so at last, iooo
My share of duties decently fulfill'd,
May some dtsease, not tardy to perform
Its destin'd ofHce, yet with gentle stroke,
Dismiss me weary to-a safe retreat,
Beneath the turf that-I-have oflon trod. 1003
It shall not grieve me then, that once, when calVd
To drcss a Sofá with the fiow'rs of verse,
I play'd awhile, obedient to the fair,
With that light Task ; but soon, to please her more,
Whom flowers alone I knew would little pleaso, lOlO
Let fall th' iinfinish'd wreath, and rov'd for fruií;
Rov'd far, and galher'd much; some harsh, 'tis truo,
Pick'd from the thorns and briars of reproof,
But wholesome, well digested ; grateful some
To palates tliat can tastc immortal truth ; 10i5
Jnsipid else, and sure to be despis'd.
But all is in His hand whosc praise I seck.
In vain the poet sings. and the World hcors,
If he regard not, though divine the theme.
'Tis not in artful mensures, in tlie cliime 1020
And idle tínkling of a minstrels lyre,
To charm His car whose eye is on the heort,
Whoso frown can disappoint the prcudest strain,
Wliose apprcbation—prosper even mine.
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EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ.

DEAR JOSEPH—five and twenty years ago—
Alas, how time escapes ! 'lis cven so—
With frequent intercourse, and always sweet,
And always friendly, we wcre wont to choat
A tedious hour—and now we never meet 1
As some grave gentleman in Terence sayr,
('Twas therefore mucli the same in ancient days,)
Good lack, we know not what to-raorrow brings—
Strange fluctuation cf all human things !
True. Changas will befall, and friends may part
But distance only caiinot changa tlie heart;
And, where I call'd to prove th' assertion true,
One proof should serve—a roference to you.
Whence comes it, then, that in the vane of life,

Though nothing have occurr'd to kindle strifo,
We find the friends we fancled we had won,
Though num'rous once, reduc'd to few or nono ?
Can gold grow worthless, that has stood the touch '
No ; gold they scem'd, but they weré never such.

Horatio's servant once, wlth bow and eringe,
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge,
•Dreading a negativo, and ovcraw'd
Lest he should trespass, begg'd to go abroad.
Go, fellow,—wliitlier ?—turning short about—
Nay—Stay at borne—^youre always going out.
'Tis but a Btep, sir, just at tlie street's end.—
Por what ?—An please you, sir, to seo a friend.—
A friend ! Horatio crlcd, and seem'd to start—
Yea, marry shalt thou, and with nll my hea/t—
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And fctch my cloak; for, though the night be raw,
I'U see liim too—the first I ever saw.

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild,
And was his plaything often when a child j
But somewhat at tlmt moment pinch'd him closo,
Else he was seldom bitter or morose.

Perhaps his confidencc just theii betray'd,
His grief might prompt hira with the speech he niado *
Perhaps 'twas mero good humour gave it birth,
The harmless play of pleasantry and mirth.
Howe'er it was, his language, in my mind,
Bcspoke at Icast a man that knew mankind.
But not to moralize too much, and strain,

To prove an evil, of v/hich all complain,
(I hate long argumenís verbosely spun,)
One story more, dear.fíill, and I have done.
Onco on a time, an empTor, a wise man,
No matter where, in Cliina or Japan,
Decreed, that whosoever should offbnd
Against the well-known dutics of a friend,
Convicted once, sliould ever after wear
But Iialf a coat, and show his bosoin haré.
The punishment iraporling this, no doubt,
That all was naught within, and all found out
O happy Britain ! we have not to fear

Such hard and arbitrary mcasure liere ;
Else. could a law like that whicii I relate.
Once have the sanction of our triple stato,
Some fow, that I havo known in days of oíd,
Would run most dreadful risk of catching cold ;
While you, ray friend, whatever wind should blow
Might traverso England safely to and fro,
An honest man, cióse button'd to tlie cliin,
Broadclotli without, and a warm hcart within.
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TIROCINIÜM.

IT is not from his form, in wliicli wo trace
Strongth join'd with beauty, dignity witb graco,
That man, the master of this globo, derives
His right of cmpire ovcr all that Uves.
That form, indeed, th' associatc of a mind 6
Vast in its pow'rs, ethereal in its kind
That form, the labonr of almighty skilj,
Fram'd for the service of a freeborn will,
Asserts precedence, and bcspealis control,
But borrows all its grandcur from tlie soul. 10
Here is the state, the splendour, and the throne,
An intollectnal kingdom, all hcr own.
For her tlie Mem'ry filis her ampie page
With truths pour'd down from ev'ry distant age;
For her amasses an unbounded store, 15
The wisdom of great nations, now no more j
Though laden, not encumber'd with her spoil;
Laborioas, yet unconscious of hcr toil j
When copiüusly supplied, then most enlarg'd,
Still to be fed, and not to be snrcharg'd. 20
For her the Fancy, roving unconfin'd,
The present muse of ev'ry pcnsive mind,
Works magick wonders, adds a bríghter hue
To Natnrc's scenes than Nature cver knew.

At her command winds rlse, and waters roar, ^
Again she lays them slumbcring on the shore;
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Witli flow'r and fruit the wilderness supplies,
Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp arise.
For her the Judgment, umpire in the strife,
That Grace and Nature have to wage through life, 30
Quick-sighted arbiter of good andill,
Appointed sage preceptor to the will,
Condcmns, approYcs, and with a faithful voice
Guides tlic dccisKji of a doubtful choice.

Why did the fiat of a God give birth S5
To yon fair Sun, and his attendant Earth ?
And when, descending, he resigne the skies,
Why talíos the gcntler Moon her turn to rise,
Whom Ocean fecls through all his countless waves,
And owns her pow'r on ev'ry shore he laves ? . 40
Why do the seasons stül^nrich tlie year,
Fruitful and young as ía-their first career ?
Spring hangs her infant blossoms on the trees,
Rock'd in tlie eradle of the westcrn breeze;
Summer in haste the thriving charge receives 4o
Beneath the ehade of her expanded leaves,
Til! Autumn's fiercer heats and plenteous dews
Die them at last in all thcir glowing hues—
'Twere wUd profusión all, and bootless waste,
Pow'r miseinployed, munificence misplac'd, 00
Had not its autlior dignified the plan,
And crown'd it with tlie majesty of man.
Thus form'd, thus plac'd, intelligent, and taught,
Look where he will, the wonders God has wrought,
The wildeet scorner of his Maker's laws 5o

Finds in a sober moment time to pause.
To press th' important qucstion on his heart,
" Why form'd at all, and wherefore as thou art
If man be what he seems, this hour a slave,
The next more dust and ashes in the grave j 60
Endu'd with reason only to descry
His crimes and follies with an aching eye)
With passions, just that he may prore, with paíu,
The forcé he spends agains* their fury vain;
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And if, 3oon afler having burn'd, by turns, 65
With ev'ry lust with which frail Nature bnrns,
His being end where death desolvea the bond,
The tomb take all, and all be blank beyond;
Then he of all that Naturo has brought forth,
Stands self-impench'd the creature of least worth, 70
And uscless while he üves and when ho díeS;
Brings inte doubt the wisdom of the skies.
Truths, that the learn'd pursue with eager thoughty

Are not important ahvays as dear bought,
Broving at last, Ihongh told ín pompous strains, 75
A childisli waste of philosophick pains ;
But truths, on which depends our main concern,
That 'tis our shamc and mis'ry not to learn,
Shine by tlio side of ev'ry path vre trcad
With sucli a lustre, he that runs may read. 80
'Tis true, that if to trifle life away
Down to the sunset of thcir latest day,
Thcn perish on futurity's wide shore,
Like fleeting exhalations, found no more,
Were áll that Hcav'n requir'd of human kind, 85
And all the plan their destiny design'd,
What nono could rev'rence all might justly blame,
And man would breathe but for his Maker'a shame»
But reason heard, and nature wcll perus'd,
At once the dreaming mind is disahus'd. 90
•If all we find possessing earth, sea, air,
Refloct his attributes who plac'd them there,
•Bulfil the purpose, and appear design'd
Broofs of the wisdom of the all-sceing Mind,

plain the creature, whom he chose t' invest 95
"With kingshíp and dominión o'er the rest,
íieceiv'd his nobler nature, and was Made
Bit for tho pDw'r in which he stands array'd;
That fírst, or last, heroafter, if not liero,
lie too might mato his author's wisdom clear, JOO
írmsB him on earth, or, obstinately dumb,
TSufibr his justice in a worid to como.

VoL. n. w
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Tliie once belicv'd, 'twerc logick misapplied,
To prove a consequencc by none dcnied,
That we are bound to cast tlic minds of youth 105
Bctimes inte the mould of heav'nly truth,
Thut taught of God they may indeed be udae,
Ñor, ignorantly wand'ring-, raiss tho skics.
In early days the conscienco has in most

A quicknoss, which in laíer life is lost: 110
Preserv'd froin guill by salutary feara,
Or, guilty, soon relcnling inte tcars.
Too carelcss often, as cur years procced,
AVhat friends we sort wíth, or what booka we read;

' Our parents yet exert a prudent care, 115
To feed our infaut minds with proper fare ;
And wisely store the nurs'ry by dogrees
With wholeso^ learning, yet acquir'd with ease.
Neatly secur'd from boing soil'd or torn
Beneath a pane of tliin transluconl hom, 120
A book, (to picase us at a tender ago
Tis cali d a book, though but a singlo page.^
Presents the pray'r tilo Saviour deign'd to teacll,
Wiiicli chiidren use, and parsons—wheñ they preach.
Lisping our syliabies, \vo scrambio noxt 123
Tlirough morai narrativo, or sacrcd tcxt;
And iearn with wondor how this world bogan,
Who made, who marr'd, and who has ransom'd man.
Points which, unless !hc Scripture made themplain,
Tho wisest heads might agitate in vain. 130
0 thou, whom, borne on fimcy's eager wing
Back to the season of life's happy spring,
1 pleas'd remembor, and, while mem'ry yet
llolds fast her office liere, can ne'er forget;
Jngenious dreamer, in whose well-told talo 13S
Swcet fiction and swoot truth aiiko prevalí;
Whoso hum'rous vein, strong sonso, and simple style,
May teach the gaycst, make the gravest smile;
Witty, and woll employ'd, and like thy Lord, ■
Speaking in parablcs his siighted woid j 140
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I ñame Ihee not, lest so despis'd a ñame
Should move a sneer at thy deserved fame;
Yet e'en in Iransitory life's late day,
That mingles all my brown witli sober gray,
Revere the man, whose Pilgrim marks the road, 145
And guides the progresa of the soul to God.
Twere well with most, if books, that couW enga|
Their cliildhood, pJeas'd them at a ripcr age ;
^he man approving what had charm'd tbo boy,
Would die at last in comfort, peace, and joy j íóO
And not with curses on his heart, who stole
riie gem of truth from his unguarded soul.
The stamp of artiess piety impress'd
Ry kind tuition en his yielding brcast,
The youtli now bearded, and yet pert and rnw 155
Rogards with scorn, though once receiv'd witl
And, wjyp'd into the labyrinth of lies,
That babblers, call'd philosophcrs, devise,
Blasphemea his creed, as founded on a plan
Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man- 160
Touch but his nature in its oiling part,
Aesert the nativo'evil of his heart,
ílis pride rescnts the chargc, althongh tlie p*oof
Rise in his forcliead,* and seem rank enoug'u ;
Roint to the curo, describe a Saviour'a cross .*05
As God's expedient to retrieve his loss,
Tho young apostate sickens at the view,
And hatos it with the malice of a Jew.
How weak the barrier of mere Nature provo»,

Oppos'd against the pleasures Nature lovea I 170
Whilo self-betray'd and wildfully undone,
Sho longs to yicld, no sooner woo'd tlian won.
Try now the mcrits of this bloss'd exchango,
Of modest truth for wit's eccentrick range.
Time was, he clos'd as he bogan the day 175
With decent duty, not asham'd to pray :

* See 2 Cliron. oh. xxvi. ver. 19.































































100 FRIENDSniP. .

As similai'ity of mind,
Or Bomething iiot to be defin'd,

First fixes our attention:

So manners decent and polite,
The same we practis'd at íirst sight,
Must savo it from declension.

Soma act upon tbis pradcnt plan,
" Say litlle, and hcar all yon can."

Safe policy, but liatefnl—
So barren sands imbibe the sliow'r,
But render neithcr fruit ñor fíow'r

Unpleasant and ungrateful.

The man I trust, if shy to me,
Shall find me as reserv'd as he,
No subteífuge or pleading

Shall win my. confidence again—
I will by no moaus entertain
A Bpy on my proceeding.

These samplcs—for alas ! at last
These aro but sarhples, and a taste
Of evils yot unmcntion'd—

May prove the task a task indeed,
In which 'tis inuch if wo succoed,
However well intention'd.

Poraue the aearch, and you will íind
Good sonso and knowledge of mankind
To be at Icast expedient,

And, aíter summing all the rest,
Religión ruling in the breast
A principal ingredient,

, The noblest Fríendship ever shown
The Saviour's history makes known,
Though somo have tuni'd and turn'd it;

And whether being craz'd or blind,
Or seeing with a biass'd mind,

llave not, it seems, discern'd it.
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O Friendship ! if my soul forego
Thy dear delights while here below
To mortify and grievo me,

May I myself at last appear
Unworthy, base, and insincore,
Or may my fricnd deccive me í

THE AÍORALiZER CORRECTED.

A HERMIT, (or if'chance you hold
That titlo now too tritc and oíd,)
Aman, once young, Vvho liv'd jretir'd
As hennit oould have wcll dcsir'd,
His hours of study clos'd at last,
And finah'd bis concise repost,
Stoppled liis cruisc, rcplac'd his book
Within bis cuBtomary nook,
And, staíF in hand, set fortli to sharo
The sober cordial of Kv. cut air,
Like í?aac, with a miiio a¡^plied
To sorious thüiight at cv niiig tide.
Autumnal rain-j Iki.I made :t clilll,
And from the trcos that fríng'd liis liill,
Shadcs slanting at the cióse of day
Chlll'd more liis else deliglitful way ,
Distant a little niile ho spíed
A westem bank's still sunny slde, _ , -
And right toward the fav.oiir'd placo , j
Proceeding with liis nimbleet pace,
In hope to bask a little yet,
Juat rcach'd it when llie sun was set
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Your hermit, young and jovial sira!
Learna somothing from whate'er occurs—
And henee, he eaid, my mind coraputeB
Thd real worth of man's pursuits.
His object chosen, wealth, or fame,
Or other sublunary game,
Imagination to his view
Presenta it deck'd with ev'ry hu©
That can seduce bim not to apare
His pow'rs of best excrtion there,
But youth, health, vigour, to expend
On so desirable an ond.

Ere long approach lifc's ov'ning shades,
The glow that faney gavc it fados;
And, earn'd too late, it wants the grace
That first^ngag'd him in the chase.

Truc, aííBwer'd an angelick guidc,
Attendant at the senior's side—

But whethcr all the time it cost,
To urge the fruitless chase be lost,
Must be decided by the worth
Of that which call'd his ardour forth.
Trifles pursu'd, whate'er th' event,
Must cause him shame or discontent:
A vicious object still is worse,
Successful there he wins a curso.

But he, whom e'en in life's last stago
Endeavours laudable engage,
Ts paid, at least in peace of mind,
And sense of having woU design'd;
And if, ere he attain his end,
His sun precipítate descend,
A brightcr prize than that he meant
Shall recompense his mere intent.
No virtuous wish can bear a date
Either too early or too late.



CATHARINA.

ADDRESSED TO MISS STAPLETOVi

(now. MRS. COURTNEY.)

SHE carne—slie is gone—^we have met- -
And meet perhaps never again j

The Bun of that moment Js set,
And Beems to havo lisen in vain.

Catharina has fled like a dream—

(So vanishes pleasure, alas !)
But has teft a regret and esteem,
That wi)l not so suddenly pass.

The last ev'ning rambla we made,
Catharina, María, and 1,

Our progresa was oflen delay'd
By the nightingale warbling nígh.

We paus'd under many a tree, '
And much sha was charm'd with a tone

Less sweet to María and me,
Who so lately had witness'd hcr own.

My numbers that day she had sung,
And gave thera a grace so divine,

As only hcr musical tongue
Could infuse inte numbers of mine.

The longer I heard, t esteem'd
The work of my fancy the more,

And o'cp to myself never seem'd
So tuneful a poot befóte.

VoL. II. 17
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Thougli the pleasurcs of London cxceed
In number the days of the year,

Catharina, diJ nothing impede,
Would feel hersclf happier herc j

For the close-woven archcs of limes

On the banlcs of our rivcr, I know,
Are sweeter to hcr many times
Than aught that the city can show.

So It is, when the mind is endu'd
With a wcll-judging tasto from above,

Then whcther cmbellish'd or rude

'Tis nature alone that we love ;
The achievements of art inay amuse,
May evrn our wonder excite,

But grove£,^.hilIs, and vallies, diffuse
A lasting, a sacred delight.

Since, then, in the rural recesa ♦
Catharina alono -can rejoico,

May it still be her lot to possess
The Bcene of her sensible choice!

To iniiabit a mansión remoto

From the clatter of street-pacing steeds,
And by Fhllomers annual noto
To mcasure the Ufe that shc leads.

With her book, and hcr voice, and her lyro
To wing all her moments at heme ;

And with scenes that new rapture -inspire,.
As oft as it saits her to roam ;

She will have just the life shc prefors,
With little to hope or to fear,

And ours would be pleasant as hers,
Might we view her enjoying it hero.



THE EAITHFUL BIRD.

THE grcon house ¡3 my suramor seat;
My shrubs displac'd from that rctrcat
Enjoy'd the open air;

Two Goldfinches, whoso spriglitly i
Had been thüir mutual solace lon^,

Liv'd happy pris'ners there.

They sang as blithe as finches sing,
That fluttor looso on golden v/Ing,
And frolick wliere they list;

Strangers to liborty, 'lis true,
But that dclight they never knew
And thereforo never miss'd.

But nature works in every breast,
With forcé nol easily suppress'd;
And Diclí felt some dcsiros,

That aílor many an eífort vain,
Instructed hira at Icngth to gain
A pass between his wircs.

The open windows secm'd t' invite
The freeman to a farevvell fliglit:
But Tom was still eonfin'd :

And Dick, altliongh his way was clear,
Was much too genVous and sincere, \ "
To leavo his fricnd behind.

So settling on his cage,"by play,
And chirp, and kiss he seem'd to say,
You inust not live alone—

Ñor would he quit that choscn stand,
Ti.'l I, with slow and cautious hand,
Returnkl him to his own. ̂

.>2
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O ye who never taste tho joya
Of Friendsliip, satisfied with noise, •
Fandango, ball, and rout 1

Blush, when I tell you liow a bird,
A prison with a friend preferr'd
To, liberty without.

TKE NEEDLESS ALAPvM.

THERE is á^eld, through which I often pass
Thick overspread with moss and silky grass,
Adjcining cióse to Kilwick's echolng wood,
Where oft the bitch fox liides her hapless brood,
ResuTv'd to solace many a neighb'ring squlre,
That he may follow thera through brake and brier,
Contusión, hazarding of neck, or spine, "
Which rural gentlemen cali sport divine.
A narrow brook, by rushy banks conccard
Runs in a bottom, and divides the field;
Oalcs intcrsperse it, that had once a head,
But now wear crests of oven-wood instead;

And where tlic land slopes to its wat'ry bourn,
Wide yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn;
Bricks line the sidcs, but shiver'd long ago,
And horrid bramblcs intertwine below ;
A hollow scoop'd, I judgo, in ancicnt time,
For baking eaxtb, or burniag rock to lime.

Not yet the hawihorn bore hcr borrica red,
With which tlie fieldfarc, wintry guest, is fed ;
Ñor autumn yet had brush'd from ev'ry spray,
With her chill hand the mellow leaves away ;

V.,
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But corn was lious'd, and beans were in the stack;
Now tliereforc issu'd fortli the spotted pack,
"With. tails high Hiounted, cars hung low, and throats,
With a whole garaut fill'd of heav'nly notes,
For which, alas! my destiny scvcre,
Though eurs she gave me two, gave me ncear.

The snn, accomplíshing bis Ciirly march,
His lamp now planted on Heav'n's topmost arch,
When, excrcise and^air ray only aim,
And heedless whither, to Ihat field I carne,
Ere yet with ruthless joy the liappy hound
Told hill and dale that Reynard's track was found,
Or with the high-rais'd horn's melodioua clang
AU Kilvvick* and all Dinglederry* rang.

Sheep graz'd the field ; soma with soft bosom press'd
The herb as soft, whilo nibbling stra^^'d the rest;
Ñor noise was heard but of the hasty brook,
Struggling, detain'd in many a petty nock.
All seem'd so peaceful, that, from tlieni convoyad,
To me their peace by kind contagión spread.

But when the huntsman with distended chcok,
'Gan make his instrament of musick speak,
And from witliín the wood that crash was heard,
Thougli not a hound from whom it burst appoar'd,
Tho shocp rccuinbont, and the shcep 'tliat graz'd,
All huddling Into phalanx, stood and gaz'd,
Admiring, terrified, the novel strain,
Then cours'd the field around, and cours'd it round

again ; •

But, recollccting with a sudden thouglit,
That flight in circles urg'd advanc'd thcm nought,
Tliey gather'd cióse around the cid pit's brink,
And thought again—but knew not what to tliink.

• Two woods belonging to .Tobn Throckinorton, Esq.
17*'
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The man to solitudo accustom'd long
Perceives in every thing tliat livcs a tongue,
Not animals alone, but ehrubs and trecs,
Have speoch for him, and understood witli ease;
After long drought when rains abundant fall,
He hears the herbs and flow'rs rejoicing all;
Knows what the frcshness of their hue impUes,
fíow glad they catch tho largess of the skles;
But, with precisión nlcci still, the mind . *
He scans of cv'ry locomotive kínd ;
Btrds of oU featlier, beaata of ev'ry ñame,
That serve mankind, or shun them, wild or tame;
The looks and gestores of their gricfs and feara
Have all articulation in his ears ;

He spells them true by intuition's líght,
And needs no^lossary to set him right.

This truth premis'd was needful as a text,
To win dúo crcdonce to what foUows noxt.

Awhile they mus'd ; survcying cv'ry face,
Thou hadst suppos'd tbem of supcriour race j
Their periwigs of wool, and fcars combin'd
Stamp'd on each countcnance sucli niarks of mind,
That sagc they seem'd as lawyers o'er a doubt,
Wbich, piizzling long, at last tlicy puzzle out j
Or acadomick tutors, tcaching youths,
Sure ne'er to want Ihein, mathcmatick truths;
When thus a mutton, slatelier than the rest,
A ram, the ewes and wcthers sad, address'd.

Friends ! we have liv'd too long. I never heaid
Sounds such as these, so worthy to be fear'd.
Could I believe, that winds for ages pcnt
In Earth's dark womb have found at last a vent,
And from their prison-house below ariso,
With all these hideous howlings to the skies,
I could be much compos'd, ñor should appear,
For such a causo, to ieel the slightest fear.
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Yourselves Iiave seen, what time tho tliundcrs roird
All night, me resting quiet m the fold,
Or heard we that trcmendous bray alono,
I could. expound the melanclioly tono :
Should deem it by our cid companion made,
The ass ; for he, we know, has lately stray'd,
And being lost, perhaps, and wand ring wide,
Might be suppos'd to clamour for a guide.
But ah ! those dreadful yells wliat soul can hear
That owns a carcass and not qualte for fear ?
Demons produce them doubtless, brazen-claw'd,
And fang'd with brass, the dii^mons are abroad ;
1 hold it therefore wisest and most fit, ^
That, lifo to save, we leap iuto the pit.

Him answcr'd then bis loving mate and true,
But more discréet than he, a Cambrlan ewe.

How ! leap into the pit our life to save ?
To save our lifo l(?ap all into tho grave ?
For can we fiad it Icss ? Contoraplate first
The dcpth how awful ! falling thcre we burst;
Or should the brambles, intcrpos'd, our fall
In part abate, that happiness wsre small;
For with a race liko thelrs no chanco I see

Of peace or ease to creaturcs dad as wo.
Meantime, noise kills not. Be it Dapple's bra^
Or bo it not, or be it whose it may,
And rush thosc other sound^, that scem by ton. ,00
Of deraons utter'd from whatcver lungs,
Sounds are but sounds, and till the causo appcar,
We have at ioast commodious standing here.
Como fiend, come fury, giant, raonster, blast
From Earth or Hcll, we can but plungu at last-

While thus she spake, I faíntor heard the peala,
For Reynard, closo attended at his hoels
By panting dog, tir'd mr.n, and spatter'd horsc,
Through mere good fortuno, took a diíF'rent coursu
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The flock grew cíilm again, and I tno road
FoU'wíng, that led me to my owu abode,
Much wonder'd that the silly shecp had found
Such cause ofterrour in an empty sound,
So swcet to Imntsman, gentleman, and hound.

MORAL.

Beware of desp'ratc steps. The darkest day,
Live till to-morrow, wili have pass'd away.

^ BOADICEA

1.

WIIEN tlio British warriour queen,
Bleeding froin the Román rods,

Sougb!; with an indignant míen,
Counsei of her country's gods.

II.

Sage beneath the spreading oak
Sat the Üruid, hoary chicf;

Ev'ry burning word he spoko
Full of ragC; and full of grief

IIT.

Princcss ! if our aged eyes
Weop upen thy matchless wrongs,

'Tis becauso rescntinent lies

AU the terrouvB of our tonguos.
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Rorae shall pcrish—write that word
In the blood that she hast spiU'd ;

Perish, hopcless and abliorr'd,
Deep in ruin as in guilt

V.

Rome, for empirc far renown'd,
Tramples on a thousand states;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground—
Hark! the Gaul is at her gales!

VI.

Other Romans shall arise,
Heedless of á soldier's ñame ;

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize
Harmony the path to íame.

VII.

Then the progeny that springs
From tlio forests of our land,

Arm'd with tliunder, ciad wita wings ^ '
Shall a wider world command.

VIIL

Regions Ctesar ncver knew s •
Thy posterity shall sway;

Whero his eagles never flew,
Nono invinciblo as they.

IX.

Such the bard's prophetick words,
Pregnant with celestial fire,

Bending as he swept the chords
Of his swect but awful lyre.

X.

She, with all a monarch's pride,
Felt them in her hosom glow •,

Rush'd to battle, fought, and died;
Dyiiig hurl'd tliem at tlie foe.
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Xi.

Ruffians, pitiless as proud,
Heav'n awards tho vongcance due •

Empire is on us bestow'd,
Shame and ruin wait for you.

HEROISM.

THERE was a time wlicn iElna's silent fire
Slopt unperceiv'd, tlio mountain yet entire ;
When, conscwus of no danger frora below,
Shc tower'd a cloudcapt pyraraid of snow.
No thundcrs shouk with deep intestine sound
The "blooming groves íhat girdlcd her around.
Hor unctuous olives, and her purple vincs,
(Unfclt tho fury of those bursting mines,)
The pcasant's liopos, and not in vain, assur'd,
In peace upon her sloping sides matur'd.
When on a day, likc Ihat of the last dooni,
A conflagration lab'ring in her womb,
¿5he tecm'd and licav'd with an infernal birth,.
That shook the circling seas and solid caith.
Dark and voluminous t)ie vapours rise,
And hang thclr horrours in the neiglib'ring skics,
Wliile through tho stygian veil that blots the day,
T1 daz2ling streaks tlxe vivid lightnings play.
But O ! what muse, and in v.'hat pow'rs of song,
Can trace the lorrent as it burns along ?
Havock and dovastation in tho van,
It marches o'or the prostrato works of man,
Vinos, olives, herbagc, íbrcsls, dlsappcar,
And üll the charms of a Sicillan vear.
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Revolving seasons fruitless as thcy pass,
See it an uninform'd and idle mass;
Without a soil t' invite tho tiller's carc,
Or blade that might redeem it from despair.
Yet timo, at length, (what will not timo achieve ?)
Clothcs it with 4íarth, and bids the produce Uve.
Once more tlio spiry myrtle crowns the glade,
And niminaíing flocks enjoy tho shade.
O bliss precarious and unsafe rctreats,
O charming Paradise of short-liv'd swceta!
The self-same gale tliat wafts the fragrance round,
Brings to the distant car a sullen sound:
Again the mountain feels the impríson'd foc,
Again pours ruin on tlic vale below.
Ten thousand swains the wasted sccne deplore,
That only future ages can restore.

Ye monarchs, whom the lure cf honour draws,
Who wTÍte in blood the merits of your cause,
Who strikc the blow, Ihcn picad your own defenco,
Glory your aim, but justice your protcnce ;
Behold in iEtna's emblcmaíick fires

Tho mischiefs your arabitious pridc inspires.

Fast by the stream that boi;nds your just domain,
And tells you whcre yo haye a nght to reign,
A nation dwcUs, not envíous of your throno,
Studious of peace, tlicir neighbours' and their owa.
Ill-fated race ! how deeply roust thiy íuo
Their only crimo, vicinity to you í
The trumpel counds, your legions s'^rarm abroad.
Througb the ripe harvest lies their destin'd road„
At ev'ry step bcncath their fcot thcy trcad
The life of multitudes, a nation's bread ! '
Earth scems a gardon in its lovoliost dress
Before thcm, and behind a v.úldcrnoss.
Faraine, and Peslilcncc, hcr first-born son,
Attend to finish what the sword bcgun •



204 flEROISM.

And Gchoing praiscs, such as fiends might caxni
And Fólly pays, resound at your return,
A calm succecds—but Plonty, with her traín
Of heart-felt joys, succeeds not soon again,
And years of pining indigence must show
What scourges are the gods that rulo below.
Tet man, laborious man, by slow degrees,

(Such is his thirst of opulonce and case,)
Piles all the sinews of industrious toil,
Gleans up the refuse of the gen'ral spoil,
Rcbuilds the tow'rs, that smok'd upon the plain,
And the sun gilds the shining spires again.

Increasing commerce and reviving art
Renew the quarrcl on the -conqu'ror's part;
And the sad lesson must bo learn'd once more^
That wcalth within is ruin at the door.
What are ye, monarchs, laurcU'd horoes, say,
But .Etnas of the suíF'ring world yo sway ?
Sweet Nature, stripp'd of her embroider'd robe,
Deplores the wasted regions of her globe;
And stands a witnoss at Truth's a^vful bar,
To provo you thero destroycrs as ye are.

O place me in somo Heav'n-protocted islo,
Where Peace, and Equity, and Frcedom smilo:
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood,
No crested warriour dips his plume ia blood ;
Where Pow'r securcs what Industry has won ;
Where to euccced is not to be undone;
A land, that distant tyrants hate in vain,
In Brítain's isle, bencath a George's reign ?
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Ok a MISCUIEVOUS BULL, WHICH THE OWHSZ HIH

SOLO AT THE ADTHOU's XNSTA5CP

GO—thou art all unfit to share

Thc plcasurcs of tliis placo
With such as its oíd tenants are,
Creaturcs of gentler race.

Tho squirrel hero his hoard provides
Aware of wíntry storms,

And wood-peckcrs exploro Ihe sides
Of rugged oaks for worms.

The sheop here smooths tho knottod Ihom
With frictions of iier Acece ;

And hero I wander eve and morn,
Like her, a friend to peacc.

Ah!—I could pity thco exil'd
From this secare retreat—

1 would not lose it to bo styl'd
The happiest of the grcat.

But thou canst tasto no calm delight;
Thy pleasuro is to show

Thy magnanimity in ñght,
Thyprowess—thcrefore go-

I care not whcther east or north,
So I no moro may And thoe ;

The angry muse thus sings tlice forth,
And claps the gate behind tlice.

VCL. II. 18
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ANNUS MEMORABILIS, 1789. ,

Wbitteit ín commemoration of his majesty'8

HAPPy RECOVERV.

I RANSACK'D for a thomc of song,
Much ancient chronicle, and long j
I read of bright erabattled ficlds,
Of trophicd helmets, spears, and shields,
Of cbiefsj whose single arm could boast
Prowess to dissipate a liost;
Through temer of fable and of dream
I sought an eligible themc,
But none I found, or found them shar'd
Already by some happier bard.

To modcrn tiraos, witli Truth to guido
My busy scarch, I ncxt applied ;
Hero cities won, and fleets dispers'd,
Urg'd loud a clahn to be rehears'd,
Deeds of unperishing renown,
Our fathers' triumplis and our own.

Thus, as thc bce, from bank to bow'r,
Assiduous sips at ev'ry flow'r,
But rests on none, till that bo found,
Where most nectarcous swcots abound—

So I, from theme to therne display'd
In inany a page historick stray'd,
Siega aflor siege, fight after fight
Contemplating with small delight,
(For feats of songuinary liue
Not olways glittcr in ray view,)
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Till, setlling on the current year,
I found the far-sought treasure near ; ~
A theme for poetry divine,
A theme t' ennoblo even mine,
In memorable eighty-nine.

The spring of eighty-nine shall be
An era cheiish'd long by me,
"Which joyful I will oft record,
And thankful at my frugal board j
For then the clouds of eighty-eigbt
That threaten'd England's trembling state
"With loss of what she least could spare,
Her sovereign's tutelary care,
Ono breath of Heaven, that cried—Restore \
Chas'd, ncver to asseniblo more j
And far the richest crown on earth,
If valued by its wearer's worth,
The symbol of a righteous reign
Sat fast on Gcorge's brows again'

Then peace and joy again posscss'd '
Our Queen's long agitated brcast}
Such joy and peace as can be known
By sufi'rers like herself alone,
Who, losing, or supposing lost,
The good on cartli they valu'd most, \ , »
For that dear sorrows' sake forego
All hope of happiness below,
Then suddenly regain the prize,
And flash thanksgivings to the skies!

O Quecn of Albion, qucen of isles'
Since all thy tears were chang'd to smile%
The oyes that never saw thee shino
With joy not unallied to thine,
Transporte not chargeable with art
Illume the land's reraotest part,
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And sirangcrs to Ihe air of courts,
Both in tlieir toils and at tlieir sports,
Thc happiness of answer'd pray'rs,
That gilds thy features, show in theirs.

If they who on thy state attend,
Awe-struck, before thy presence bend,
'Tis but the natural effcct

Of grandeur that ensures rcspect;
But she is something more tlian quecn,
"VVho is belov'd where ncver seen.

HYMN,

Fot ihe use of thc Sunday School at Olney,

HEAR, Lord, fhe song of praise and pray r
In lieav'n thy dwelling place,

From infants made the publick care,
And taught to seek thy face.

Thanks for thy word and for thy day,
And grant us, we implore,

Never to wostc, in sinful play
Thy holy sabbaths more.

Thanks tliat we hear—but O impart
To each desires sincere,

That we may listen with our Jicart,
And learn as well as hear.

For if vain thoüghts thc minds engage
Of oidor far iban wo,

What hope that at our heedless age,
Our miiíds aliould e'er be free
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Much hope, if thou our spirits take
Under tliy gracious stvay,

Who canst the wisest wiser make,
And babes as wise as they.

Wisdom and bliss thy word bcstows,
A sun that ne'er declines,

And bo thy mercles shovver'd on those,
Who plac'd UB where it shines.

STANZAS

Súbjoined to the Yearhj Bill of MoTtalitJj of t 4 Parish
of AÜ'SaivtSf J\'orthampton,* Auno Domini 1787.

Fallida Mors^ cequo pulsat pede paupcrum tahernaSf
Begumquc turres. Horace.

Palé Death with equal foot strikes wide tho door
Of roya! halls, and ho\'cl3 of tho poor.

WHILE thírteen inoons saw smoothly ron
The Nen's bargc-laden wave,

All these, Ufc's rambling journey done,
Have fovmd thezr heme, tho grave.

Wa3 man, (frail always) mado more frail
Than in foregoing years ?

Did famine or did plague prevalí,
That so rauch deaíli appeats ?

• Composed for John Cox, parisb clerk of Northampton.
18»
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No ; these wcre vig'rous as thcir sires,
Ñor plague ñor famine carne;

This annual tribute Death requlresj
And never waves his claim.

Liké crowded forest-trees we stand,
And some are raark'd to fall j ,

The axe will smite at God's command*

Ajid soon shall smite us.all.

Green as the bay-tree, ever green,
With its new foliagc on,

The gay, the thoughtless, have I sean,
I pass'd—and tliey werc gonc.

Rcad, ye..tliat run, the awful trutli,
With which I chargo my page ;

A worm is in the bud of youth,
And at the root ofage.

No prcsont hcalth can health ensure
For yet an hour to come ;

No med'ciiio, though it oíl can cure,
Can always balli the tomb.

And O ! that humble as my lot,
And scorn'd as ia my strain, «

These truths, though known, too mucli forgot,
1 niay not teach in vain.

So prays your clcrk with all his heart,
And ere he quits the pen,

Begs you for once to take his part,
And answer all—Amen !
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

•  FOR THE TEAR 1788.

Q^uod a-dest, memento
Com-ponere mquus, Ccetc.ra jluminis
Ritu fcTunter, Horaco.
Improve the present hour, for all beside
Is a mere feather on a torrent's tíde.

COULD I, from Heav'n inspir'd, as sure presaga
To whom the rising year shall prove bis líst,

As I can number in my punctual page,
And Ítem down the victims of the past j

How each would trcmblíng wait the mournful ehoet
On wliich the press might stamp him next to die,

And reading here his senlence, how replete
■\Vith anxioua ineaning, heav'nward turn his eye I

Time tUcn would eeem more precious than the joya
Jii whicli he sports away the trcasure now;

And pray'r more seasonable than the noise
Of drunkards, or the musick-drawing bow.

Then doubtless many a trifler, on the brink
Of this world's hazardous and headlong shore,

Forc'd to a pause, would feel it good to thínk,
Toid that his setting sun must rise no more.
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Ah 6clf-deceiv'd ! Could I prophetick say
Who next is fated, and who next to fall,

The rest might then secm privileg'd to piay;
But nammg none, tho voice now speaks to ALL.

Obsorvé the dappled forestcrs, how liglit
They bound and airy o'er the Bunny glad^—

One falls—the rest, wide scatter'd with aíFright,
Vanish at once into the darkest shade.

Had we their wiedcm, should we, often warn'd,
Still need rcpeated warnings, and at last,

A thousand awful admonitions scorn'd,
Díe self-accus'd of life run all lo waste ?

Sad waste ! for-whiclj no aíler-thrin; utones,
The gravo admits no curo for guilt or sin;

Dew-drops may dock the turf'that hidesthebonee,
But tears ofgodly grief ne'er flow within.

Learn then ye living ! by"'the mouths be taught
Of all these sepulchres, instructers true,

That, Boon or lato, death also is your lot,
And the next op'ning gravo may yawn for you.
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■li
ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, ,o

FOR THE YEAR 1789.

....Placidaque ibi demum morU quícvit. ViEfl,
There calm at length he brcath'd lüs soul away.

O MOST delightful hour by man
Expcrienc'd hcro belove,

The hour that terminales bis span,
His folly, aiid his \vo l

WÓrlds should not bribe me back to tread
Again life's dreary waste,

To see again iny day o'erspread
With all the gloomy past.

My home hcnceforth is in the skies,
Earth, seas, and snn, adieu !

All Heav'n unfolded to my eycs,
I havo no sight for yon."

So spake Aspasio, jñrm possesa'd
Or faith's supporüng rod,

Thcn breath'd his soul into ils reet,
The bosom of his God.

He was a man among tho few
Sincere on virlue'o sido;

And all his slrength from Scriptare drew,
To hourly use apphed.
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That rule he priz'd, hy that he fear'd,
He hated, hop'd, and lov'd;

Ñor evor frown'd, or sad appear'd
But when bis heart had rov'd.

For he was frail as thou or I,
And evil felt within ;

But when he felt it hcav'd a sigh,
And loath'd the thought of sin.

Such liv'd Aspasio; and at last
Call'd up from Earth lo Heav'n,

The gulf of death triumphant pass'd,
By gales of blessing driv'n.

Hts joys be mine, each Reader cries,
When my last hour arrives :

They shall be yoiirs, my verse rcplies,
Such only be your lives.

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOR THE YEAR 1790.

JVñ commoncntem recta spernc. Buchanan. J
Despise not my good counsel. , i

HE who sits from day to day^
Where the prison'd lark is hting,

Heedless of his loudost lay,
Hardly knows that he has sung.
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Where thc watchman iii his round

Nightly Ufls his voice on liigli,
None, accustom'd to the sound,
Wakes the sooner for liis cry. , . .

So your verseman I and clerk,
Yearly in my song proclaira

Death at hand—^yourselves his mark-
And the foes uncrring aim.

Duly at my time I como,
Publishing to all aloud—

Soon the grave mnst be your heme,
And your only suit, a shroud.

But the monitory strain,
Oft repeated in your cars,

Seems to sound too much in vain,
Wina no notice, wakcs no fears.

Can a truth, by all confess'd
Of such magnitude and weiglit,

Grow, by bcing oíl impress'd,
Trivial as a parrot's prate ?

Pleasure's cali attcntioii wins,
Hear it oílcn as wo inay;

New as ever seom our sins,
Though commitled every day.

Dcath and Judgment, Hcaven and Holl—
Thesc alon0, so oílcn Iieard,

No more movc ns than the bell,
When some strangcr is intcrr'd.

O then, ere the turf or tomb
Cover US from every eye,

Spirit of instruction come,
Make ua learn, that \ve must die.
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' ' 't>N A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOB THE YEAR 1792.

Félix, ,qüi poiuit remm cognoseere causas,
^tque metus omnes ei incxorahile fatum
Suhjecit pedihus, strepüumquc Jlcherontis azarit

Virg.
Happy the mortal, who has trac'd effccts
To their first oausc, cast fcar bcneuth bis feet,
Ajld death, andjoaring Hcll's voracious firos'

THANKLESS for favours from on high
Man thinks he fades too soon ;

Though 'tishis privilego to die,
Would he improvc tho boon.

But Ijo, not wise enougli to sean
His best concerns ariglit,

Would gladly streích life's little span
To ages, if he might.

To ages in^a world of pain, '
To ages, where he goes

Gall'd by afHiction's heavy chain,
And hopeleas of repose.

Strango fondness of the human hcart,
Bnamour'd of its harm !Stranga worid, that casis it so nuich smart, jf
And still has pow'r to cliarm

ÉK.'-. 1
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Wheiicc has tlic world her magick pow'r ?
Why deein wo death a foe ?

Recoií from v/eary life's best hour,
And cüVüt loiigor wo ?

Thc cause is C<niscieiice—Coiisciciicc oft
Her ta!e of guilL rencv/s ;

Her voico is terrible, tliougli soft,
And dread of dcath cnsucs. ^

Then, anxious to be louger 8j)ar'd,
Man inourns hís fleeting breath ;

AU evils then seeiii light, coinpar'd
"With tho approach of Death,

'Tis judginonl shakes Iiim, Ihcre's tlic fear
That prompls tho wish to stay ;

He has iivcurr'd a long arrear,
And inust despair to pay.

Paij!—follow Chribt, aud all is paúl:
His death your peace ensures ;

Think Olí tho grave vviiere ha was laid,
Aiid calm dcscend to yonrs.

VoL. n.

f
>■ ^

' ■' Jfílí.i
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

POR THE YEAR 1793.

De sacria autem Jtocsic una sententia^ ut conservtrUu^»
Cjc. de Lcg.

But Ict US olí concur in this ene aenthnont, that
Ihings sacrod bo inviolate.

He livcs, wlio Uves to God alone,
And all arejead beside ;

For oíJier Bource thaii God is nona
Wlience lifo can bo stinpliod.

To livo to God is lo requilQ
His lovc as besl \vc inay;

To niake Íii.s procepts our dulight,
His proiniscd our stay.

But lifc, within a narrow ring
Of giddy joys compris'd,

Is folsely nain'd, and nn sudi tliing,
But rather deatii disguis'd.

Can life in tlicm dcserve Ihe ñame,
Who only live to jirove

For vfhnt ooor tnys they con disclaim
An endlcss lifo above,

WHio mucli dlseaa'd, yct notlnng fücl j
Much nicnitc'd. nolhing dread ;

Have woiuids, wliicli only God can Iieal,
Yct Mcvcr atík his aid ?
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W]io deem his houso a useless placo,
Faith want of common sonso ;

And ardour in tho Chrlstian race,
A hypocrite's protence ? ^

Who trample ordcr ; nnd tlie day,
Which God aaserts his own,

Díshonour with unhallow'd play,
And worship chance alone ?

If scorn of God'a couimands, inipress'd
On word and deed, imply

The beltcr part of man unbless'd
With life that cannot die;

Such want it, and that want uncur'd , ■

Til! man resigns liis breath, ' - -
Speaks hira a criminal, assur'd
Of evcrlasting death. '

•»

Sad poriod lo a pleasant course ♦
Yet so will God rcpay

Sabbaths profan'd vrithoüt rcmors#,
And me rey casi away.

•  . / IH.'IG
'  •' , ' wil V 'i\-A
:  ' . ̂ » iu.'t

'  t • • J.í v'- rl if » *.ij'
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'  ItJLI J

INSCRIPTION, ' "*■

rOR THE TOMB OF MR. HAMILTO».

PAUSE hcrc, and tliink : a niouilory rhyme
líemands one monient of tliy /lecling tinic.

Consult life's silent dock, thy boimding vein;
Secms it to say—" Health hero has long to reign ?*
Hast thou the vigour of tliy yoiilh an eye
That beanis áclight? a heart untaiight to sigh ?
Yet fcar. Youth, ofttimes hcaltliíul and at ease,
Antidpatcs a day it never sees ;
And many a tomb, like HamiHon's, aloud
Exdaims, " Prepare thco for an early sliroud."

EPITAPII ON A HARE,

IIERE lies, whom hound did no'er pursuo,
Ñor swifter grayhound folios',

Whose foot ne'er tainted morning dew,
Ñor ear beard Iiuntsman's halloo.

Oíd Tiney, surliest of bis kind,
Who, nurs'd with tender carc,

And to doinestick bounds confin'd,
Was still a wild Jack-ljare
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Tliough duly frora my Iiand be took
Ilis pittance ov'ry nigbt, j

lid did it wilii a jealous look,
And, whcn ho could, would bite,

His diet was of wheaten bread,
And niilk, and oats, and straw}

TJiistlca, or lettuces instead,
With sand to soDur his maw.

On twigs of hawthorn he rogal'd,
On pippen'a russct peci,

And, whcn hia jiiicy salada fail'd,
Slic'd carrot pleas'd him wcU. '

A lurkcy carnet waa hia lawn,
Wlicreon no luv'd te bound,

To akip and gambol like a fawn,
And Bwiiig Ilis rump around.

His friflking was at ev'ning liours,
For then lie lost his fear,

But most before cpproaching sliow'n
Or when a storm drew near.

Eight years and five round rollíng m jn»
He thus saw ateal away,

Dozing out all his idie noons,
And ov'ry iiiglit at play.

I kept liini for liis huraour's sake,
For he would oft beguilo

My heart of thoughts, that made it acho
And foro ino to a smile.

But now bcncalh tliis walnut shade

Pie ñnds iiis long last home,
And waitB, in snug cjncealment laid,

Til! gontler Puss shal! come
19**
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He, still more aged, feels Ihe shocks,
From which no care can savc,

And, partner once of Tiney's box.
Must soon partako his grave

EPITAPHIÜM ALTERUM.

Hic etiam jacet,
Qui totum novennium vixit,

Puss.

Siste paulíspcr,
Qui prceleriturus es,
Et tectim eic reputa—

Hunc ñeque canis venaticus,
Nec plumbum missile,

Neo laqueas,
Nec imbree nimU,

Confecere:

Tamen mortuus est—

Et moriar ego.

•W í

I  í'f lí vW
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ThI FOLLOWINQ ACCOUNT OF THE TRKATMF.NT OF HH
HAR£8 WAS I5SERTED BY »!R. COWPER IN THE OES-

TLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, WHENCE IT IS TfU.SSCRIBED.

IN the y car 1774, being mucli indisposcd both inr
xnind and body, incapable of diverting myaelf eithcr
with company or booka, and yet in a condition that
fnade Bome diversión necessary, I was glad of any
thing that would cngage my attcntion without fa-
tiguing it. The children of a neighbour of mine had
a Icveret given them íbr a playtliing : it was at that
lime about threc months oíd. Understanding better
how to tease tlie poor creature than to fced it, and
Boon becoming weary of their cliarge, thcy readlly coi>-
sented that their father, who saw it pining and grow-
ing leaner cvery day, should offer it to my acceptance.
I was willing enough lo take the prisoncr under my
protection, perceivíng that, in the management of snch
an animal, and in the attenipt to tame it, I should fmd
just that sort of employment which my caso rcquired.
It was soon known among the ncighbours that I was
pleased with the prcsent; and the conscquenne was,
that in a short time I had as many leverets ofícred to
me as would have stocked a paddock. I undertook tlio
care of three, which it is necessary that I should hero
distinguish by the ñames I gave them—Puss, Tiney,
and Bess. Notwithstanding the two femínine appella-
tives, I must inform you that they wcre all males. Im»
mediately commencing carpenter, I built tlicm houses
to sleep in; each had a separata apartraent, so conlriv-
ed, that their ordure would pa¿s through the bottom
of it j an earthen pan placed under each reccivcd what-
•oover fell, which being duly emptied and washcd,
they were thus kept perfectly sweet and olean. In the
d^ytime they liad the range of a hall, and at night re-
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tircd, cach to bis owu bed, never intruding into that of
another.

Pus3 grew proscntly familiar, would leap into my
lap, raise himself upon bis Iiindcr feet, and bíte tbo
hair from my tenjples. He would suífer mo to take
him up, and to carry hini aboqt in niy arms, and has
inore Iban once fallen fast asleep upou my knee. Ho
w&s ¡II three days, during wliich lime I nurscd Iiim,
kept Uiin apart from bis fellov/s, that they inight not
molest him, (for, like many othcr wild animals, tliey
pcrsecuteone of thcir ownspecics that is sick,) and by
constant caro, and trying him wíth a variety of herbs,
restored him to perfect Ijcalth. No crcaturc could be
more gratcful llian iny patient afler his rccovery; a
Bcntimcnt which he mo^t sicrniñcantly cxpressed by
licking niy liondHirst tlie back of it, líien the palm,
Ihen every fingcr'separately, tíien between all the fin-
gers, as if anxious to leave no part of it unsalutcd ; a
ccremony which lie nevcT performcd but once again
upon a aiinilai" occasion. Fhidlng liim extrcmely tract-
ablc, I made it my custoin to carry him always after
breakfast into the gardcn, where he hid himself gene-
rally under the icavcs of a cucumbcr vino, sieeping or
chewing the cud till cvening: in the leavcs also of
that vine he found a favouríte repast. I had not Icng
habitualcd him to this taste of líberty-, before he began
to be impatient for the return of the time when ha
might enjoy it. He would invite rae to tlic garden by
druinming upon ray kncc, and by a look of such os-
presaion, as it was not possible to rnisinterpret. If thís
vhetoriek did not immediately succced, he would take
the skirt of my ecat between his tceth, and pulí at it
with all his forcé. Thus Puss might be said to be per-
fectly tamed, the shynoss of liis nature was dono away,
and on the whole it was visible by many symptoms,
which 1 have not room to enumérate, that he was liap-
pier in human society than v;]ien shut u» witli his ng.»
tural corapanions.

/
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"Not 80 TInc}-; upon him tlie kindust Ircatmcnt íraá

t»t the Icast effecl. Ho, too, was sick, and in bis sick-
ness had an cqual sharo of my attcntion ; but if afler
iñs recovery I took the liberty to stroke him, he would
grunt, Btrike wíth his fore fcet, spring forward, nnd
hite. He was, howcvcr, very entcrtaining in bis way;
cvcn his surliness was matter of mirüi; and in his

play he prcservcd such an air of gravil}', and perforin-
od his feats with such a solcmnity of iiiauner, that m
liini, too, I had an agreeable compahion.

Bess, who dicd aoon after he vras full grown, and
whoso dcath was occasioncd by his being tumod hito
his box, wliich had bcen washcd, whilc it v.-as yct damp,.
was a haré of great humour and drollcry. Puss wa&
tamed by gentío usr.ge ; Tiney was not to be tanied at
nll: and Bees liad a courage and coúfidence that made
him tame fróm the bcginning. I always admitted them
into the parloiir aftcr supper, wJion tbe carpet affbrd-
ing their feet a firm hold, íhoy wonld frisk, and bonnd
and play a thousand gambols, in which Bo>-s, being re-
iinarkably strong and feariess, was always puporiour lo
ihe rest, and provcd hímself the Vestris of the party.
One ovening the cal, being in the room, had the liardi-
ncss to pat Besa upon the chcek, an indignity which
ho resentcd by drumming upon her back with sueh
tviolence, that the cat was faappy to escape from ondee
liis paws, and hidc hcrself.
I describe tlicso animals as having eacb a charac~

ter of his own. Such Ihey were in fact, and their
countenances wcro so expressivo of that characlor,
that, wheii I looked only en the face of either, 1 im-
inediately knew which it was. It i.s said that a shep-
tierd, however numerous his flock, soon becomes so
familiar with their featurcs, that lio cnn, by that indi-
catión only, distinguish each from all tho rest; and
yet, to a cominon observer, the difibrcnce is hardly
perceptible. I doubt not that tbe same discrimination
ín the cast of countenances v.'ould be discoverable in,-
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liarfts, and am pcrsuaded that among a thousand of
tthem, no two could bo found cxactly similar; a circum-
Bt&nce littlo suspected by ihose who have not had op-
portunity to observe it. These crcatures have a sin
gular sagacity in discovering the niinutest alteratíon
that is made in the placo to which they are accustom-
cd, and instantly apply their nose to tho examinatíon
of a new object. A small holc being burnt in the car-
pct, it was mendcd wíth a patch, and that patch in a
inoment undcrwent the strictost scrutiny. They seem,
loo, to be very mucli directed by the smell in the choice
of their favourites ; to soine persons, though they saw
them daiiy, they could ncver be reconciled, and would
oven Bcream when they attempted to touch them ; but
a miller coming in, engaged their afiections at oncer
his powdered coat -had charms tliat wero irresistible.
It is no wouder that^my inlimats acquaintancc with
these specimens of the kind, has taught me to hold tho
sportsraan's amusi'm.ent in abhorrence : he little knotvs

what amiable creatures he persecutes, of what grati-
lude tliey are capablo, how cheorful they are in their
ppirits, what enjoymcnt they have of life, and that,
impresscd as they scem with a peculiar dread of man,
it is only becausQ man gives them peculiar causo forit.
That I may not be tedious, I will just give a short

fiumraary of these articles of diet that suit them best.
I tokc it to be a general opinión that they graze, but

it is an crroneous ono ; at least grass is not their sta-
ple ; .they seem rather to use it modíciniIUy, soon quit-
ting it for leaves of ahnost any kind. Sowthistle, dan-
dellon, and lettuco, aro their favourite vegetables, es-
pecially tho last. I dlscovered by accident that fino
white sand is in great estimation with them; I sup-
pose as a digestive. It happeued that I was cleaning
a bird cage whilc the harcs wcre with me: I placed a
pot íilled with sueh sand upon tho floor, which, being
at once directed to by a strong instinct, they devonred
voracioiHly; «inírn lint lime í have gonerally takeu
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care to sce thcm well supplíed with ít. Txiey accoimt
green corn a dclicacy, both blade and stalk, butthe ear
they eeldom eat; straw of any kiud, espccially wheat
stravr, is another of their dainties; lliey will feod
greedily upen cats, but if furnislied with cican 3traw,
never want them ; it serves theni aiso for a bed, and
if shaken up daily, \vi!l be kcpt sweet and dry for a
considerable time. Tliey do not iiulcód require aro-
matick hcrbs, but will cat a small quantity of them
with great reliah, and are particularly fond of the plant
called musk : they sceni to resemble shcep in thls, that
if their pasture be too succulent, they are very subject
to the rot: to prevent wliicii, I always made bread
their principal nourishment, and, filling a pan with it
cut into small squarcs, placed it every evening in their
chambere, for they feed only at evening, and in the
night: during the winter, when vegetables were not
to be got, I minglod this mesa of bread with shreds of
carrol, adding to it tho rlnd of appics cut extremely
thin ; for, though they are fond of tho paring, the a]>-
pltí itself disgusta tiiem. Thcsc, liowovcr, not boin»
a sufficient substituto for tho juice of summcr herbs,
lliey must at tliis timo be aupplied with water ; but so
placed, that they cannot oversct it into their bcds. 1
must not omit, that occasionally tiiey are inuch pleas-
ed witli twigs of Ijawthorn and of tho coinmon bricr,
cating eveii the very wootl wliet* Ít ís of considerable
thickness.

Bcss, I havc said, died young; Tíncy livcd to bo
nlne years oíd, and diod at last. I liavc reason to
tiiink, of sonie hurt in bis loins hy a iall; .l'uss is still
íiving, and has just coinplctcd his tenth year, disco
vering no signs of decay, ñor evon of age, except that
he is grown more discreet and less frolicksome tlian
he was. I cannot conclude without observing, that I
havo latoly introduced a dog to his acquaintance—a
spaniel tíjat liad nover scen a haré, to a liare that had
ncver scen a spaniel. I did it with ¿icat cauttoii, but
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Vucre was no reul nccd of ít. Pasa uitcovfcrod no to»

ken of fear, ñor Murquis the least symptom of hostilitj»
Therc ¡s. thorcfure, it sliouM seem, no natural antipa-
thy bctwcen and liarOj but tlio pursuU of the ono
occasious tliü of the othcr, and tho dog pursucs
booausc he ia traiiied to it •, tlicy cat bread ai the sam^
time out of llio same hand, aiid are In olí respocts
sociable and friondly.
I should not do complete justico to my subject, did

I not ádd, that thcy have uo ill sccnt belonging to
thcm ; that tlicy are indefatlgably nico ín keeping
thcmsclvos clean, for which purpose naturo has fur-
nished tlicni witli a brusli under each foot; and tliat
tlioy aro never infcsted bv ajjy vorni'n.

May23, ir¿^.

,Mcmorai¿(Iurji found Mr. Cowpcr's paptrs.

Tucsday, Mdrch 9, 1786.
Tliis day díud poor Pusa, agcd eleven years eleven

.moütlvs^* Utí died bet';íeen twelve and ono ai noon, of
'mdru.uld age, and apparently without pain.
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